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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Suipe Asks For It!

LATTERY Snort! Clatter!
“What on earth,” said Bob
Cherry, :‘ is the matter with that

T

Harry ﬁﬁlﬂﬂn stared,
“Goodness knows!” he answerad.
SBnort! Clatter! Snortl

“Can’t be & wasp | said Bob,

“Hardly, in February—*

;tThen whgﬂt—“ i)

was really surprising.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, of
tha Greyfriars Remove, wers comug
Friardale Lane from the village, .

for the school. ~
mi'mm a distance they ted the
horse mmrt ﬂfhj‘nl'gﬂ Egﬁie, village
carrier, tied v ] ge.
SN e sy
no t ae gone aoross the
Emnutgi 'Ehﬂ cottages that lay far beck

e lane,

Betwoen the lann and the wood that
borderad it on that side was a belt of
grazs, and ht.ha ¢atrier::_n horse had
cropping tha grass within : .,

uﬁ?&ﬁm as the juniors sighted it, the
horse gave a sudden bound, sno nad
clattered, and jerked viclently at the
halter that tethered it to a branch,

Had it been suddenly stung by a
w its action would have been
accountable, but at that time of the year
& Wasp Wwas, to say the loast, improbable.
And 1t was not a restive horse by .I.ni
means. It was nearly as old as ol
Coote himself, and guiet—very gquiet—
in its ways., Indeed,. old Coote some-
maes had trouble in making it move
1t alls

MNow it was bounding and soorting
almost like a warhorse, "

“Tt'a weird | asid Bob, stopping an
staring at the animal. * Just '_:'Pneii-rd ™

The horse settled down again. It

ave & eort of suspicious stare round,
ﬁ:ﬁn lowered its head #nd began

eropping. _
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But that peaceful state lasted only &
morent or two, . ]
“h‘Thert:s he goes again!"™ cjaculated

The carricr’s horse gave a wild jump L
A lemg, shrill whinny came from it.
The cart rocked, and the various goods
stacked in it rattled, The hoofs clat-
tered on the grass, the harness jingled
and tinkled as the animal made a wild
effort to drag itself locse from the
halter. But for the fact that old Coote
had tied it, it would -certainly have gone
careering down the lane, with the card
clattering behind.

Wharton and Bob gazed in asstonish-
ment. What could be causing those
aarpbatio feats on the part of that quiet
old steed was an absolute mystery to

But Bob mdd?lnly _g?ts;a
panion's arm and pointed.
*Look 1" he breathed.

The mystery was elucidated )

¥rom the tree on the high bank above
the lane & faoe looked out—a grinning
face, surmounted by a Greyfriars cap.

It was a face the juniors knew—that
of Caffyn, the new boy in the Bemove
st Greyiriars School

Caffvn had & catapult in his hend,

Evicg'xtl:? he had been catapultin
tha horse from the cover of the wood:
Now he was coming nearef, to get a
better shot.

He did not see the two juniors, at a
littda distance up the lane, as he fitted
another stene to his weapon.

“That rotter | breathed Wharton,

" Thet worm [” grunted Bob.

The two juniors broke imio a rTum,
Now that they saw Caffyn st his work
they were not surprised. is was the
kind of thing that amused the * Bnipe ™
of the Remove, Thoy had heard that
his. cousin, Coker '-E'f the Fifth, had
kicked him for tying crackers to the
tail of his Aunt Judy's cat. There was
s yvellow streak in the Snipe that cansed
him to find entertainment in tormenting
any helpless creature.

d hiz com-

““Stop that!” roared Bob Cherry, ss
he started rooning.

“Slrop it!" shewtoed Wharton.

Cafisn tﬁ&.".’ﬁ a jump at the sudden
sound of their voices. whs nob gaware
that he was observed.

Possibly for the moment he feared
that the carrier was coming back, and
had secn him at his peculiar game.

But as he saw that the newcomers
were only Greyfriars fellows, he gave
a sneering grin and teck aim af the
tethered horse.

Wharton and Bob Therry weore
putting on speed, but they had no time
to reach the Snipe before he let fly.

Hecdless of their shouting amd their
angry looks, the Snipe coolly took aim
at tha horse’s , drew back his
elastic to its fullest extent, and shot the
stone.

Md Tom, the horse, gave = fearful
weal and fairly bounded. At such
Close

ﬁaﬂem & sharp stone crashing on
his ribs with fery foroe hurt him
badly. He squealed and snorted .and
reared and plunged, and the cart looked
like going owver.

There was s shout from the other
side of the lawe. Old Coote, gomin
back across the meadow, had spﬂtteg
Caffyn.

But he was still far off, and the Snipe
was in no danger from him, He grinned
at the plunging, squealing horse, slipped
the catapult in his pocket, and backed
into the trees,

Bob Cherry, turning from the lane
before e reached the spot where the
cart #tood, leaped up the bank and
rushed into the wood.  Wharton
seramblod swiftly after him.

The Snipe was already clearing off,
but the two Removites, coiting wmong
the trees, got ahead of him,

Caffvn, threading his way among the
old oaks and beeches, stapped suﬂﬁe

n!
az ho found hia retreat cut off. %
He backed again gquickly.
“Collar the cad!” panted Bob
Cherry.
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—IN ANOTHER EXCITING SCHOOL ADVENTURE !

“Berag him I’ gasped Wharton,
“Hands off, you fools!” exclaimed
Caffyn, backing farther away,
towards the lane. *Look here—"
Wharton and Bob Cherry jumped at
him, ‘and the Snipe fairly turned and
ran. His esoape into the wood was cut
off, and he had to run towards the lane,
He was not yet aware that old Coote,
penting .across - the meadow, had
emerged into Friardale Lane. Ha was
in a hurry to get away from tha two
angry m:u:lj‘I excited juniors b-ehim]."l hm‘:i
e tore through the trees, plun
down the bank, ngmi sorambled E“rP Et?m
lane before they could get near him,
But it was a case of getting out of the
frying-pan into the fire! As he picked
himself up, breathlessly, in the lane, &
few yards from the horse and cart, old
Coote pounced on him. .
*Gotcher I roared the carrier,
“ O | Le’fgo 1" ghrieked the Snipe.
Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump!
Old Coote did not let 5?1 Instead of
lotting go, he grasped the Snipe hard
and fast, and thumped and thumped
and thumped.
And old as Mr. Coote vwas, there was
_i():lant:,r of energy in him, He besat
affvyn as if he were beating & carpel.

Thump, thump, thump !

HMOw! Ohl gKo, you old ruffian I
elled Caffyn. " Oh! Help! Owl
Wow! Help!” .
Wharton and Bob come scrambling
down the Caffyn yelled to them
frantically.

“Help! Drag him off ! Help I**

“MNo fear!" answered EBob coolly.
“We're %ning to kick vou as far as the
v

echool when the old bean’s done with
you. Go it, Cootel"

“Yarooch! Owl! Help!™

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Old Coote did not leave 'DE tlmmging
till he was tired. By that time Edgar

fyn was more than tired.

“That'll larn yer 1" gasped old Coote.
“*atapulting a "orse, yon young raskil,
you! That'll larn yer!” :

Caffyn, gasping and groaning for
breath, cu!fnpsud on the grass as the
carricr unhitched his horse and, touch-
ing his hat to Wharton and Baob, drove
away to the village.

The chums of the Remove stood
watching Caffyn with smiling faces,

He lay gasping and groaning. 0Old
Coote had thumped hard, and he bad
thumped often. :

“How long are you ing to stick
there. Caffyn?" asked Bob, at last.

Caffyn sat up, and scowled at him
shvapely.

“"No business af vours!™ he snarled.

“Lots !  anawered cheerily.
“We're waiting to kick you to Grey-
friars.”

Havry Wharton laughed.

“Buck up, yo!"” he said, *Wo
shall be late for tea, at this rate.”

“Can’t you fellows ever mind your
own business i snarled Caffyn.

“My dear man,” answered Bob, "if
vou find it amusing to worry animals,
why shouldn’t we? You'rc the animal
we're going to worry.”

“If you touch me, I'll complain to
Mr. Quelch.”

“Please yourself about that. Are
you gotting up?"

“No!” snarled Caffyn.

“Take his other ear!” said Bob.

With ' ek ith Calf

ith a grasp on eilher car, Cullyn
got “ur{:r \'1!]1[’-@ quickly. o

“"We'll give you six wards’' startt®
sxid Bobk, “Get going! If you dom't
beat us to Greyfriars, yvou'll fiel like &
Soccer ball shartly.”

Caffyn started. Six yards' start was
not much wse to the weedy Snipe,
whose wind was sapped by cigarettes.

But he ran his hardest as he heard the
pattering footsteps in pursuit, Either
of the pursuers could have run him
down 1n twenty yards; but they con-
tented themselves with ping Enpe.
and keeping the Snipe on the run. With
%rmmng aces they trotted beohind

affyn, making no elort to reach himn.
But the Snipe, in terror every moment
of feeling a boot behind him, rtan
dcspcr:gtcfy, panting aopd puffing and
perspiring as he flew,

g

THE SECONL: CHAPTER.
Horace, as Per Usuall

I
OKEER of the Fifth gave & snort.
It was a snort of contempt
and disgust. '

ik Coker of the Fifth h_heh’l
emphatic opinions on many subjects,
anc;) never hesitated to let them be
known.

Coming out of a feld path into Friar-
dale Lano, ot o short distance from
Greviviars, Coker spotted three hats.

One was & cufly brimmed bowler,
worn slightly on one side of the bullet
head of Mr, Joo Lodgey, The other
two hats were disappearing througih the
opposite hedge, and Coler did not zeo
therr wearers.

But he knew that they were Grey-
friers hats, and puessed who the wearers

A fellow who sets out to mind
everybody else’s business but his
own is bound to find his path
a thorny one. Such is the case
this week with Horace Coker,
of the Fifth Form, who is ass
enough to place himself under
grave Suspicion, from sheer
inability to mind his own
business !

were—Hilton and Price of hiz own
Form at Greviriors.

They vanished guickly,

Gm_;l'lnﬂ.rs follows who met a char-
actor like Mr. Lodgey could not afford
to risk being scen speaking to him.

. It was only Coker who eame tramp-
ing out of the fiold pathi; but it m:gﬁt
have been a master—even Prout him-
self, or the Head.

o two_ hats vanished as if in a con-
juring trick, leaving Mr. Lodgey stamd-
ing by himself, starimg round at Coker.

Wherefore did Colier snort.

Mr. Lodgey was a rather well-known
chavacter n the neighbourhood, He
was & horse-dealer by profession; hut
he did more business taking bets on
horses than in buying and selling those
quadrupeds.  Probably ho made more
moncy a3 an unprofessional bookio than
as a professional horsc-dealer, And
there were sporting men ab Greyfriars
who found Mr, Lodgey wvery useful
when they wanted to gjek their fancy,
and got rid of the greatest quantity of
cash 1n the shortest space of time.

Mr. Lodgey touched his tilted bowler
to Coker quite politely. In return for
his politencss, Horace Coker gave him

a Flam. i

‘What aro you doing here®” he
demanded.

“Jest walking, sir,” answered Mr.
Lodgey cheerfully,. “No law agin
walking on the King’s 'ighway, as I
knows on.™

Coker waved a hand towards the

L

hedge beyond which twe hats had dis-
&p‘g}camd like spectres at cock-crow.

I know jolly well that they were
Greyiriars men talking to you here,” he
gaid., *'That's why they bunked when
they heard me coming.”

“You know o lot, don't vou, sir?"
sald My, Ledzey, “SBurprising what a
lot & covey knows what goes to o big
school like yourn, sir.” .

This was zarcasm, and Coker knew it
He frowned, and came a stride nearer
to Mr. l'_.rnd%[::,r.

That gentleman backed away a fow
paces into the middle of the lane.

was a man, and Colier was a boy,
though rather a larpe =ize in school-
boys, DBut he was s man who hed
looked se often on the wine when it was
vred, and the beer when it was brown,
that he would have had simply no
chance in a row with a hefty Greyiriars
senior like Coker,

“1 don’t want any cheek from you,
my man!"” said Coker. “ For two pins,
I'd mnir‘ou the lane with you !™

Mr. t@ﬁy eyed him rather evilly.

Really it was no business of Coker’s.
It Hilion and Price had been in con-
versation with the sharper, it was
apanst all the rules of tho school. It
would have roused the wrath of their
Form-master, Prout, It would have
awakened tho deepest ire of Dr, Locke,
their headmaster. Bt Coker was oot a
Form-master, or even a prefect—not
even in the Sixth at ell. o manage-
ment of Greyfriars School had not been
confided to Coker's hands, though he
often acted as though he thought it had.
It wagz abzolutely no business of Coker's.

But minding his own business was a
thing that had never appealed to Coker
of the Fifth.

Priec was s dingy blighter; Hilton
was B soft a3z whom he led into his
own shady ways. Coker had an over-
powering contempt for bDoth of them,
and an cqually strong scorn end disgust
for Mr, Lodgey. Having these thoughts
and feelings, Coker made them known.
He scldom kept his opinion a secret.
It was, Coker thought, worth knowing.

“Clear off I said+Coker. “You've
no business hanging about here, talking
to Greviriars men—sce? Clear off I

“I'll suwit myself sbout that!™ said
Mr, Lodpey,
Ha

“You'll suit me ! said Coker,
made a swinging movemont with his
right foot. “Ara you going, or are you
walting for me to hit you %""

Now Mr. Lodgey would have been
quite pleased to turn and walk away,
and have done with Coker. Coker's
company and conversation had already
palled on him,

But he disliked that motien of Coker’s
foot. He had a strong suspiclon ‘that
if he turned his back on Coker that foot
was golng to shoot out, and land on his
trousers.

That was not an nttractive prospect.
Coker wora a large sizo in Hae
had large feet in thom. Probably Mr.
Lodgey had been kicked more than
ofice In the course of his unsavoury
carcer, But it was not tho sort of
thing he liked.

So, though anxious to go, Mr. Lodgey
stood facing Coker in the middle of
]F.rmrda-.lﬂ Lane. He felt safer facing
1117

“Are vou going " repeated Coker.

He came a_little nearer to Mr.
Lodgey, with his big fistsa doubled. His
eyes glinted. He was quite pared to
mop up Friardalo Lane wilfﬁm loafer
of the Cross Keys,

Mr. Lodgey backed away.

Coker followed him up.
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Lodgey was backing towards the vil-
lage. But Friardale was half a mile
away, the Cross Keys only a little
nearer, It was rather s difficult busi-
ness for Mr. Lodgey to back all that
distance to safety.

Yet ho hated the thought of turning
his back on Coker, ‘l'hat glint in
Coker’s eye hinted only too clearly
what he had to expect if he did.

Coker tramped nearer. Lodgey
backed and backed. Coker followed
him up.

How long that peculiar performance
would have gone on it i3 impossible to
gay; for it waas suddenly interrupted.

und & bend of the lane from  the
direction of the village came a feeing
figure.

1t was Edgar Caffyn going all out,

He flow. P

Cafiyn was in too great s hurry to
eee Lodgey and Coker in time as he
camma round the bend. And a fellow,
of course, could not see round corners.
Neither could a fellow have expected
people to be standing in the middle of
the lane—especially progressing back-
wards,

Caffyn did not kmow that Mr. Lodgey
was in front of him till he cannonecd
into Mr. Lodgey's back. And Lodgey
did not know that the Snipe was com-
ing till! ha crashed. Then, of course, it
was too late.

It was & fearful crash. Caffyn, in

the full belief that Wharton and Bob ¥

wera close behind, sbout to kick, was
putting every cnnca into it. He crashed
mﬁ ﬁ;ﬁgﬂ? s back like a I"t;:lﬂ."ﬂia}' eailr.

ave a gasping howl as he
WasS hurfadg forward. The shock hurled
him right at Coker. He crashed into
Coker, threw beth his arms round
Horace's neck in a wild ottempt to save

himself, and dragged him over as he
went down.

They rolled together in the dust of
Friardale Lane.

Caffyn eprawled over them.

They wera still mired when two run-
niu% figures came shooting round the
bend, and Wharton and Bob Cherry
stumbled

i Eﬁrﬁ thriee
sprawling i

“Hallo, halle, halle I

“What the thump!
Wha

rton..
o h ™

“thm IJ‘J
“Ow! Whooooop!”
It was guite a. mix-upl

sprawled over

asped Bob.
f splutiered

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Under Susplelon !

ARRY WHARTON was the first
aon his feet. He disengagod his
elbow from Lodgey's eye, and
his knee from Coker's ribs,

and serambled up.

“0Oh, my hat "’ he gasped.

“Oh crumbs!” gurgfed Bob. * What-4
what's thiz——"
. Bomething was wriggling and squirm-
ing under him. In the confusion of the
moment, Bob did net know what it
was,

It was Caffyn.

“Owl Ooccogh! Gerroff 1" yelped
Cafiyn. © gh!”’
“Oh! You!” gasped Bob.

He got off breathlessly.

Caffyn zat u;lb and dgur&led Coker
sat up and spluttered. r. Lodgey,
the worst winded of the whole party,
lay where he was and moaned.-

arton and Bob Cherry gazed at
them, They knew Lodgey by sight and
by reputation. They were not sur-

prised to see him in Friardale Lane,
Tag Migxer LIBRARY.—No, 1,408,
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where he was often seen. But they
were amazed to see him in company
with Coker of the Fifth Form.

That was really amazing.

¥et there was no doubt that Lodgey
and Coker had been' together, when the
sudden arrival of the juniors floored
them. There was no possible doubt on
that point.

“Ooogh ! epluttered Colier.  “ You
checky fags—barging & man over ! You
waib till f%errup!- I'll smash voul!®

“¥ou silly ass!™ retorted Bob
Cherry. “Jolly lucky for vou it was
us, and not yobr beak, or a prefect,
that barged into you! 1'd like to know
what Pront wounld think of the com-
pany you're keeping. I know that
man—it's Joe Lodgoy.”

“What?" gasped Coker.

“Have you gone off your dot,
Coker?” exelaimed MHarry Wharton.
“¥You might get sacked if you were
seen with that shady ontsider !’

Coker glared at him, specchless.

When %‘uk@r of the Fifth took Mr.

goy in hand it was with the best
of motives. Everything Coker did was
done from the best of motives, but hoe
was often misunderstood.

It had not oceurred to Coker's mighty
brain that he might be misunderstood
if he was seen with the raﬁmj}‘ man |

“Why, _you—you—you—" gasped
Coker. “I—I-T'll—" Hea scrambled
breathlessly to his feet. *“I'll smash
ron ! I'il—"

He hurled himsclf at the two Re-
maovites. He was alrcady annoved hy
hiz tumble., The hint that he was sup-

osed to be associating with Mr.

odgey gave the finishing touch te his
wrath. He came at the two juniors
like a cannon-ball,

He looked like doing a lot of damage.
He might have done quite a lot, too,
had not Bob Cherry hooked his leg!

But Bol did—and Coker sprawled
again in ‘Friardale Lane, bumping on
the county of Kent with a terrific
bump.

“Time we got in to tea,” remarked
Bab.

* Quite I agreed Wharton.

And they trotted on towards Grey-
friars, leaving Horace Coker still ex-
tended an Kent, and feeling as if that
ﬁqunty hed suddenly got up and hit

im,

Caffyn wriggled to his feet,

Mr. Lodgey was sitting up, dizzily.
by this time. Coker was sprawling and
spluttering.

The E!niﬁa stood panting, but whils
ho panted he scanned Mr. Lodgey with o
keen and searching eye.

He was as surprised as the chums of
the Remove to see the company that
Coker was—apparently—hkeeping.

He had been at Greyfriars only that
term, but he had seen BMr. Lodgey
about, and knew that Skinner of the
Remove sometimes had sporting deal-
ings with him,

Mobody could have disliked a fcllow
mora intensely than Cafiyn disliked his
Cousin Horace, whom he regarded as
his rival for the money-bags of Aunt
Judy. But Caffyn was too keen, and
too wary, a fellow to be blinded by
dislike, and he had never fanecied for
a moment thet Coker was this sort of
fellow—that there was such a chink as
thizs in Coker’s armour!

But sceing was b-elie'.ring!

They had been standing together
facing one another in the lane when
Caffyn crashed into Lodgey's back.

Thers was absolutely no room for mis-
take—so far ms the Bnips could see!
He had noted the surprise of Wharton
and Bob. He felt the same surprise

himself! But there was no mistake
about it

The Eni}pn‘s sharp eyes glistencd. Ha
had found Coker out! He had found
out what he had never dreamcd of sus-
pecting ! This—this was his chance, at
last, of disgracing Coker with Aunt
J ur.]';-f, if he played his cards carefully !

He got inio motion as Coler began
to scramble up, Bo did Mr. Lodgey.
MNeither of them wanted to be on the
spot when Horace Coker got on  his
feet, The oxpression on g—ukcr'a face
was guite enough for them.

Tha S8nipe ran on towards Groyfriars
School, Mr. Lodgey plunged through
a hedge, taking s short cut across the
meadows towards the Cross Keys.

By the time Coker was up, both had
faded out of the picture. Coker leancd
on a tree and gasped for breath.

“I’ll smash ‘em ' he gurpled.

He tramped on towards Greylriars,
Ilo was fecling very breathless, very
winded, and very. angry. He had col-
lected a number of bumps.

A fellow who sets out to mind every-
body's business but his own is bound
to find his ipath a thorny one—and
Coker ofton found it so. As he tramped
on, Coker made u
Cafftyn and whop Wharton and Cherr
at the first opportunity, and to fte
Hilton and Price what ho thought of
them, as soon as ever he zaw them.

his mind to kick

Thei were the caunse of the whole
trouble—meceting  that  blackguardly
racing man out of gatea! They had

done it before, as Coker well knew, and
now they had dona it again-—at least,
Cokér had no doubt that they had!

Certainly he had seen only two
vanishing hats! He had token 1t for
granted that they were worn by Hilton
and Price of the Fifth, whose ways ho
knew,.

It did not even cocur 1o Coker that
those vanishing hats had been worn by
Loder and Walker of the Sixth! Haw
eould it?

He never even thought of Loder and
Walker of the Sixth

Wharton and Boeb and Cafiyn had
vanished long before Coker reached the
school. But when he came tramping up
te the Fifth Form passage he beheld
tha two Fifth Formers he wanted to
see standing in the doorway of the
games-study at the end of that passage,

They were looking into the games-
study, attentive to something that was
going on there.

It did not oecur to Coker that what
was going on in the games-study was
a visit that Mr. Prout, the master of
the Fifth, was paying to higs Form.

Prout often dropped into tl;e EAmes-
study- for a chat with the Fifth Form
men. He believed in those straight-
forward, manly talks between master
and boys. He was quite unaware that,
in the TFifth, thesa straightforward
talks were called “Prout’s gas.”

It did not oceur to Coker that Prout
was there.. MNothing ever occurred to
Coker's mighty brain till it was too

late,

“Bo you've got back!’ he snorted at
Hilton and Price. ] o

They glanced at him. Seo did hus
pale Potter and (Greene, who were just
within the doorway. .

“Eh? What?"' drawled Hilton.

“1 said vou've got back!” snorted

Coker. s ) .
“Haven't been out!” said Price with

a stare.

HAnort from Coker. .

“Fat lot of good telling me that!”
he jeered. “I saw you dodging

through the hedge—at least, I saw your
hats as yon went. 5Bl to
goy—> ;
An almost agonised expression on the
faces staring at him made Coker pause.
He seldom paused when his powerful



Bubt he paused

chin once got going.
something  was

now, realising that
amiss,

* What—" ha began.

Hg knew the next moment. A portly
figure and purple face appeared in the
deorway from the interior of the games-
study. Coker’'s jaw dropped as he
gfered at Mr. Prout, his Form-master.

He understood now.

“Dh!” gasped Coker.

He had not meant, of course, to give
Hilton and Price away to a beak, He
had only intended to tell them what
he thought of them.

“Coker !’ boomed Prout.

TOh! Yes, sir!" gasped Coker.
*¥ou mentioned a name [ said Prout
sternly. “It was the name of a well.
known bad character in this neighbour-
hood, with whom no Greyxfriars boy is

EVERY SATURDAY

he was aware, if Coker was not, that
they had been in the gamesstudy for
the last half-hour. Then he fixed his
eyes on Coker's flushed face again.

“I trust, Coker, that vour statement
12 correct,” he said. “I shall accept
vour word. But if you have added ques-
tionable conduct, ker, to obstinacy,
unruliness, and disrespect, I warn you
that Greyfriars 15 no place for snch a
boy! [ warn you very seriously [

“]—I—I——" stuttered Coker.
only said—"

Prout raised & plump finger,

“Y¥You should have said nothing ! You
should not have entered into any kind
of conversation with such a character!
I shall accept your word! But you will
toake two hundred lines, Coker! Say no
more ! DBut take care, sir—take care ™

gt |

“Quite " grinned Bob Cherry.

“The quitefulness 13 terrihe!™
marked Hurrce Jamset BEam Singh.

And Johnny Bull and Frank nodded
with cheery anticipation.

Wharton and PBob thought it very
probable that they would hear from
Coker rbout that mix-up in Friardale
Lane. They were prepared to deal with
the obstreperous HHorace if he came
seeking war, and the other members of
the Co. were prepared to back them up.

“1 say, yvou fellows, he's going to be
sacked ! gasped Bunter,

There was & general jump.,
“Sacked 1" yelled Vernon-Smith.

ré-

*“Yes, rather — bunked!™ grinned
Bunter.
Floker " exclaimed Peter Todd.

“Coker bunked 7

The carrier’s horse gave a8 wild Jump, the cart rocked, angd various articles in it were Jolied out on to the road. Wharion
and Bob Cherry gazed in astonishment, while Irom the tree on the bank a face looked out—a gtinning face surmounted by a

Groylriars cap.

allowed to hold any communication
wl}*ﬂfﬁfniﬂr even to speak a word.”

“Am 1 to understand, Coker, that
you have commnnications with this dis-
reputable man, Lodgey?' thundered
Prout.

“Oh erikey! I—I mean no, sir!”
furg-iﬁd Coker. " Nothing of the sort.

only said to him—"

“Then vou have spoken to him 7

“I—I—1 only said—" stuttered
Coler.

“Are you aware, or are you not
aware, Coker, that you should not have
spoken to such a man at all "

“Well, yes, sir. But I only said '*

“On your own confession, Coker, you
have talked with this man—a disreput-
aeble man who has been in troubla with
the police for street botting—-=—"

“1 haven't I” shricked Coker wildly.
“I only told him that I'd mop up the
lane with him if he hung sbout epeak-
ini to Greyfriars fellows.”™

fr. Prout stared at him hard. Then
he glanced at Hilton and Price. But

With that Prout rolled away. He left
Coker blinking with speechless indig-
nation. He leﬁz maost ﬂ?the other Fifth
Form men grinning, They knew, better
than Prout, that Coker was exactly the
ass to place himself 01
cumstances, from sheer inahility to
mind hiz own business. Anyhow, the
incident had cut short Prout’s visit and
the straightforward, manly talk from
master to boys—otherwise “Prout’s
gas | And that, in the opinion of all
the Fifth, was so much to the good.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something for Bunter!

i SAY, vou fellows 1
I Billy Bunter rolled, grinning,
into the Eap after tea.
Bunter, as usual, had the news!
“1 say * snueaked Bunter. I say,
you men heard about Coker "
“What about Coker?" asked Harry
Wharton. “Is the jolly old bean on the

giddy warpath agam? Woe'te ready !

N BUSpICLOWS CIl= |

It was the [ace ol Caffyn, the new boy in the Remove !

“Yeos, rather! Iie, he, he!*

Edgar Calfvn, who was leafing in the
window scat, chatting in low tones with
Skinner and Snoop, started up and
starcd at Bunter, his cyes glistening.

This news, if true, was glad news for
Caffyn, at least!

Bince the affair in Friardale Lane
Caffyn had been trying to pick up in-
formation regarding the newly dis-
COVET NIAanners and customs ﬂf Hﬁrﬂpﬂ'ﬂ
Coker.

Secing a8 chanee in this, Caffyn had
pnunceﬁl on it like a hawl on & pigeon.
But he had learned little so far.

Skinner of the Remove, who knew
most of what was to be known about
ihe shady side of Greviriars life, knew
absolutely nothing against Coker in thal
line. Neither dig Snoop

They knew, as everybody else knew,
that Coker was sn ass, a fathead, an
overbearing duffer; & fellow who
fancied he could play footbell, and
couldn't; and who never could mind hias

TEE Macker Lisniny.~No. 1,408,
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own business, or realise that he was not
the only pebble on the heach. Dut
Cafiyn knew all this already _

But in the shady sportsman Iline
Skinner knew nothing at all about
Coker; indeed, he langhed at the ides,
and told Caffyn that he was dreaming.
The name of Coker’s faults and weak-
nesses was legion. But that, at least,
was not gounted among them.

S0 Buater’s news came gladly fo
Caffyn's ears. Bunter had the news—in
fact, he had more than the news, as he
generally had. Billy Burter liked to
make the fellows it up and take
notica. If his news, as it stood, was not
sufficiently thrilling, Bunter would add
a fow details of his own. A very little
in the way of factz sufficed for Bunter.
His fat imegination was always ready
to supply the rest.

Quite a orowd of fellows surrounded
the fat Owl of the Eemove now, eager
to hear. Coker, sa far, had chiefly sup-
plied oomio relief. But if he was going
to be bunked, oomady was turning to
tragedy.

“ Caugh it up1* said Bolsover major.
“Really bunked? Actually sacked 1"

:g:mm:]u];“ &iid Bob Cherry.

re erry—"

“Tha gammonfulness is terrific I’ de-

:};rfﬂ l%uﬂ;a Jam Ram Singh,
3 in dus ead,

Tk e S

“Epil i, you fat guy!” exclaimed
Fisher T. Fi.ni, “TUneork it, you peaky
gink1 Let it locsa!®
. “I eay, you _Ealila;;m, !l':hEBa Fifth s
jawing over it like—li anyth
lenlwhnt I hear, Coker's been Bpﬂ};ltgd
pub-hsunting—e—*"

“ Coker pub-haunting |* yelled Johony
Bull. “Rot!"

THE MAGNET

“Have they really caught him 1™ ex-
elaimed Caffyn breathlessly. )

And Bkinner stared. He had just
been telling Ceffyn that there was, and
could be, nothing in it. Now it looked
as if there was!

“You shut up, vou snipe " snapped
Vernon-Smith, with a dark look at
Caffyn. “The man’s jour cousin, even
if you bar him! You precious rotter !
Are you glad wour relation's got the
Chﬂppﬂr—-i% he's got 11" 1

"1 faney he'd be glad f I got itl”
gneered Caffiyn.

_ "Well, you're a worm, and Coker
ien’t 1" zaid the Bounder. “He's only a
silly fathead 1

“I say, vou fellows, do let a fellow
speak 1" urged Billy Bunter.

“ Fire away, fatty 1™

“1It's true, you know I* declared Billy
Bunter. "1 can’t say that Coker was
actnally caught at a pub; but he was
spatted h-:-hnnhbini with that man
Lodgey—you all know Lodgayl I
heard Price of the Fafth say that Coker
was talking to him in Friardale Lane,
quite near the school, you know; and
he let it out, and Prout heard hun—"

“Rot [’ said the Bounder tersely.
“Coker wouldn't touch that man Lodgey
with a barge-polal It's all rot "

“Well, Price said—"

“Price is a worm |”

“Hilton said—"

“Hilton's an ass "

“Look here, shut up, Smithy, and
let’s hear the news " exclaimed Hazel-
dene. " If Coker is really mizxed up
with that fearful bounder Lodgey—"

“He met him in the lane—

"Rats| He didn’t!” said Tom Red-
wing. 7

“He jolly well did,” sneered Caffym,
“for I saw them togother

Sotis dwhat
ghmqnmmgwwr;
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“Up, guards, and at "em|"™ is the
battle ery at St. Jim's, wherse Tom
Merry & Co. are spending their vaca-
tion in one of the greatest barring-outs
ever. Tom Merry, the junior skipper
of the school, has been expelled on a
charge of theft, and his loyal chums,

despite a very strong opposition, are
standing im and keeping him at
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unique book-length yarn of the chums
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A dozen fellows looked round at the
Snipe as he made that statement. Not
& fellow looked as if he believed him.

The Shipe had been in the Remove
only that ‘term, but it was generall
known that he had spent a great dea
of his time in making all the trouble
he could for his burly cousin in the
Fifth

Indeed, Billy Bunter had told a tale
of actually having overheard Caffyn
discussing with his guardian, Mr.
Sarle, some scheme for disgracing Coker
with his wealthy sunt, Miss Judith
Coker.

Bunter's tales were taken with many
gramns of salt, But the Snipe’s
inveterate animosity towards his senior
cousin gave some colour to this.

“You saw him, did you?” sneered the
Bounder.

: ¥es, I did 1™ snarled Caffyn.

Do you faney anybody is going to
believe wyou 7

“Wharton and Cherry saw him, too !”
said Caffyn maliciously, “It happened
tiis afternoon, end they were there.”

All eyes turned on Wharton and Bob,
who coloured uncomfortably. Tt was
true; they had seen Coker with
Lodgeay, though they bhad had no inten-
tion T:]:I'lf Fentu:;ning it to E“Fﬂ‘ir’:feii

at’s not true is it, o
aﬁlﬁd Peter Todd. el

'“ 12 captain of the Remove hesitated.

WEII, they were both in Friardale
Lane,” he said. “Wo barged into them,
c:ha.-;.m§ that rat Caffyni That’s all T
k:al?w

ﬁl}?hﬂﬂ? might ba in Friardale
Lane.,” said Bquif. “I've passed

ey in the lane myself more than
ﬂn"m']:’;,a

‘They were together, talking,” said
Caffyn, “and theso fellows know it ns
well as I do ™

“We nover hoard th ine ™ sal
Bob. ear em talking,” eaid

"1 say, vou fellows, Coker let out
beiore Frout that he was talking to
Lodgey I said Bunter. "Prout's given
him lines.®

“Lines!” said Harry.

Lo "You fat
villain, you said

he was going to he

sacked 17

“Well, g0 he iz!” said Bunter.
" Fellows are sacked for ulhvhau:fir?é.
ain't thﬂa?! Smithy would be sacked if.
the Head found him out—"

“You silly fathead(” 11
Bounder, ¥ poiee By

“Hg, ha, ha 1"

“Bo would Skinner 1™

"f:é ha, ha!*

o so will Ceoker, now thev'v
spotted him I said Bunter. * Now {hui
they know he mixes up with that awful
crew at the Cross Kevs he's certain fo
be bunked. I say, you fellows, I never
thought 1t of ker! We all know
ah{:gt Price b-:IEf I&Iilmn, bute—*

“So it i own to this,” zaid
Johnoy Bull " Coker's supposed to
have spoken to Lodgey, and Prout's
gn;zn m:nk Im:s.-:;a.n you come here
an ueak out that a man’s i
be sacked | Kick him I# Foing to

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Bump him |

i Hem l.ll

Billy Bunter dodged out of the Rag,
Bunter’s news had proved, as uauﬁ.
like & tale told by an idiot, full of
sound and fury, signifying nothingl

Two or threa ia—nks and & cushion or
two whizzed after him from the
indignant Removites as be dodged out.
Caffyn followed him out. His face
was bitter Bunter's dramatic announce-

two

ment had made bim hope, and believe
or the moment, that Horace Coker had
actually been “lagged ”” and sacked, and



that his game was won. The dis-
appointment was cruel |
) E overtook the Owl of the Remove
in the passage, ;

Bunter gave him s wary blink. He
did not like Caffyn, or trust him.

“Come up to the etudy, Bunter!”
gaid Caffyn. :

$What for 7" asked Bunter warily.

“I've got a cake |2

“ Ok, EDC‘d p# . ‘

Bunter rolled up to the Remove with
the Snipa ] They went into Siudy Neo. 1
tnﬁethcr.

Where's the cake?” asked Bunter.

“In the cupboard! And it's staying
there 1” added Cafiyn. “I've got some-
thing else for you, Bunter.” ’

Bunter was about to ask what it was
when Cafiyn picked up a fives bat from
the bookease! On which Bunter, with-
out stopping to ask questions, made a
bound for the doorl

Swipe |

" Yarcooocoooh |” reared Bunter fran.
tically. The bat landed on the tightest
trousers at Greyfriars as he bounded.

EW'EH came the bat again.

“Whooooop 1"

Bunter raced for the stairs.

— er——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rubbing It In!

s T'S too bad!” said Hilton of the
Fifth, with a laugh.
“Is 1t?" said Prieca viciously.

“T'll make that meddlin’ ass
gorgy for meddlin' with usl He's
started Lodgey as a topic] I'll make

bhim sick of it before wo've done”
Coker of the TFifth was already
“gick * of Lodgey as a topicl
During scveral days, after that un-
fortunate encounter in Friardale Lane,
Coker of the Fifth heard of hardly any-

thing but Joo Lodgey!
o " right of, him,

It was Lodgey to
Lodgey to left of him, Lodgey every-
where and all the time!

Coker told them in the games-study,
with great enrnestness, almost with
taars in his eyes, how it really was.
 Maost of the fellows, of course, be
lieved him.

ndeed, Coker's explanation reslly
amounted to this: that he had scte
like & meddling ass who could not mind
his own business. That was in keepin
with his character as koown to uﬁ
Greyiriars.

Anything of & shady or disreputable
nature was not in keeping with his
known character.

gtill, if sufficient mud is thrown some
of it will stick! And Prica of the Fifth
threw all he could.

Often ond often had Coker told
Btephen Price what he thought of him
and his ways. Coker’s views certainly
were right and just, but Price was not
interested in hearing them; and, really
and truly, Price’s ways were no concern
of Coker. Coker was not, as he seemed
to fancy, at Greyfriars to bring up the
whole sclhioo! mn the way it should go.

Prico saw his chance now for gettin
g little of his own back! And he di
not neglect that chance.

Moreover, FPrice had been alarmed.
His own reputation was not of the
best, and ho could not aford to have
Coker blurting out awkwsard things in
the hearing of Mr. Prout.

True, ha had not seen Mr. Lodgey
on that especial afterncon. Neither E:d
Hilton ! Some other seniors, it scemed,
had: but Price and Hilton hadn't|

But they might havel They fre.
quently did! Lodgey did a great desl
of business in the sporting line for fhose

EVERY SATURDAY

two sportsmen. It was really fortunate
that Hilton and Price had been in

Prout's actual presence that afternocon
when Coker had fancied they had been

dealing with Lodgey. But suppose they

hadn't been! Prout might have been
suspielons then—and Price could not
afford to have Prout more suspicious
than -he was alrcady |

There might. have been danger—and
Price had no taste for danger. His
view was that Colker should mind his
own business. After an extensive dose
of Lodgey for himself he might learn to
leave other fallows’ affairs alone.

&o Price "rubbed it in®™ as hard as
he could |

The facts were on his side

It was known that Coker had talked
to Lod m_ the lane! He had
admitted it to Prout! Juniors had scen
him—one of them, his own cousin in
the Remove—had told a lot of fellows
about itl ]
of the affsir gave an impression that
Coker and Lodgey had been deep in a
very friendly conversation when they
had been interrupted |

What could Coker say in his defence?

That hoe had barged in, because
Lﬂdgﬂﬁﬂ was there carrying on some
underhand blackguardly business with
Greyfriars Fifth Formers—Hilton and
Price, as ha supposed.

But all the Fifth knew that Hilton
end Price had been in the games-study
under Prout’s very cyes in those very
MOoments.

Coker had to admit that he had been
mistaken there! After all, he had only
soen two  vanishing hats behind a
hedge |
Price averred that the vanishing hats
existed only in Coker's imagination.
When a fellow was spotted brea ing tho
rules & fellow had to say something |

Price declared that this was the
thinnest, weakest varn he had ever
heard! Even an ass like Coker aught
to have been able to think of something
& bit more convinecing than that, accord-
ing.to Price |

Price kept the subject alive in the
Fifth—rather surprised to find that he

was ably seconded by Caffyn in the
Remove !

Soma of the fellows began to believe
that thers was something in it! Others
regarded it as & great jest on Coker.

Joker had a short way with fags, and
prided himself on it N};lumily, & good
many fags were delighted with this.

Tublb of the Third, or Nupent minor
of the Second, would yell round a
corner: ' Put a bob on for me, Coker
and vanish before the enraged Horace
could get to close quarters.

Potter and CGrecne, in Coker’s own
study, were rather dubious. They knew
better than anyene what a howling ass
Coker wasl True, they had never sup-
posed that he was this kind of ass—
'hulll; !mth Coker, really, you never could
ta

“T1'd keep clear of that man if I wera

ou, Coker!” Potter said in an un-
ortunate moment.

Coker began to glare.

“What meni” he roared.

“Lodgey—" satd Greene.

They got no further. Coker zeized an
Indian club and drove them from tha
study [

Then Sixth Form prefects weighed in.
Wingate, the head prefect, simply
laughed over the matter. Gywnno and
Sykes laughed. But Loder and Walker
took the matter mora seriously !

They had reason to do 5o as they had
béen wearing the famous bhats that
Coker had seen wvanishing on that
famous occasion !

Lodor and Walker came up to Coker

Indecd, Caffyn's deseription

7

in the quad a few days after the affair,
taking care that plenty of fellows wera
on hand to hear what ghe;* said.

" This sort of f.hf)t&g won't do, Coker |7
said Gerald Loder with owllike
gravity. "“You can ses for yourself
tha!ﬂ‘ﬁ:l won't d%ut.h

" What sort of thing 7 hissed Coker.

Well, dash it all, meeting dis-
reputable bookies, se near the school,
too I eaid Walker., “Mind, if I spot
you at 1t vou go straight to the Head 1

Fnker almost foamed.

“I never met—" he shrieked.

. ¥ou talked to him without mesting
h::p? " asked Loder sarcastically.
“I never talked fto him!

ea1d—"

“Ha, ha, ha I"™

“Bhut up, you checky Fagai? bawled
Coker, with a glare at the athering
erowd. “Look here, Loder—look here,

Walker—
your own good 1Y

I only

“Wea're speaking for
said Loder. “I should hate to zee a
man sacked from Greyfriars, But this
kind of thing leads to the sack, snd
you know it as well as we do!”

1 never—"' raved Coker,

Well, it'a no good eaying that,”
ergued Walker. “I'd take your word
pcrmnaii_y; but it seems that a whole
crowd of fags saw you in conversation
with the man—half tha- Remove, from
what I hear.™

“Nothing of the kind! I never—»

“It's no pood telling us that your
Form-master gave you lines for nothing,
Coker I' said Loder severely. “ You
werg lined for having dealings with
bookies, and I must say I think Prout
let vou off very easily.’

“1 didn't—I wasn't—I npever—"
Coker became incoherent.

“Well, don't let it happen agsin,
that's all 1" said Loder. *“For your own
sake, I'm pointing out that the pro-
feots have got an eye on you now,
should hate to run a man in for the
snck, but if 1 cateh you with Ludgﬁj‘,i I
warn you fair and square t you're
for the long jump 1"

“Take a tip in time, Coker,” said
Walker.

And the two prefects walked. away,
leaving Horace Coker very nearly atb
bursting-point. In a state of fury and
bewilderment, the hapless acH

lared round at a circle of grinning
aees,

*1 say, Coker,” yelled Hobson of the
Shell, *“next time you see Lodgey, put
a bob on for mel’

“]—]—=I"l]l—*

“Put a bhob on for me, Coker!”
chortled Temple of the Fourth,

“I—I—-rl—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, something woke me up last
mﬁg_}:t," said Fry of the I'ourth, ¥ |
believe it was Cokar coming in late 1™

“Did you go down to the Crosa Ke
last night, Coker 7"* asked Peter Todd.

“Did vou come back st twelve? in-
gquired Hazel. )

“With wine-leave: in your hairi™
grinned the Bounder.

“IHa, ha, hal”

The Greyfriars fellows
idea of Coker of the Fift
at midnight with
hair.

clled at the
: coming in
vine-leaves in his

Coker exploded. He charged. There
was only one thing to be , so far
as Coker could see—and that was to
whop these cheeky fags who were laugh-
ing 8t him. The juniors seattered, still
laughing.  Coker woa in hot chase,
when Prout's head appeared at hid study
window.

“ Coker 1" boomed Prout.

“0Oh! Yes, sir?"

Tas Micser Lmrany.~No. 1,408.
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“Why are you rushing sbout the
uadrangle in that absurd snd un-
ignified manner? A Fifth Form boy,
r, should not enter into this helter-
skelter horseplay with Lower boys! Go
into the House at once and remain
there till next lesson.” :

Coker bsrely restrained himsel from
telling Prout what he thought of him.
He was very nearly foeming at the
mouth as he went into the House,

g

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Snipe’s Vengeance ! N
EDG&R CAFFYN guickened his

pace a little
It was Saturday afternoon.
Herry Wharton & Co. were
playing football at 8t. Jude's that
afternoon, oblivious of the existence
tha 8nipe of the Remove. A crowd o
Remove fellows had

1Tl .
EﬂFﬂ%thnﬂ had no interest for him.
Only on compulsory days did Cafiyn
turn up for gemea practice, and then
reluotantly. As for the Romove matches,
he- did not even know the dates—and

o over to see
not thought of

did not want to, j ]
He was slouchi down Friardale
Lane by himself, his hands in his

pookets, when he saw s gipsy sitting
on the fence. ‘The g was not a
pleasant-locking man. He was tattered
and greatly in need of o wash, and he
waa eating cold meat with his fingers
from his hat, in which, apparently, he
carried his provender. As Cafiyn came
by, the man on the fence locked at him
keenly, and Caffyn, who was keen
eno himself, knew that the rough-
lacking fellow was considering the risk
of stopping him and demanding money.
But ?nurgalﬂ Lane in the daytims was
not a good t for a spot of highway
robbery, and the gipsy gave up that
idea—if, indeed, it was in hia mind—
and his attention returned to the edible
contenta of his battered old hat.
Cafiyn, however, quickened his pace.
He diﬁnmt like the man’s 1 nd,
though the risk was little, Caffyn did
not fﬂ:ﬁ any risk at all—so he broke
into a trot to get to the village as scon

as ﬁ)oaaible. '
ut he slowed down again at the
eight of the carrier's cart, and a glitter
came into his narrow, foxy eyes.
0ld Coote was tethering his horse to
a wayside stump to leave him on the

grass by road while he carried one
of his pas to & cottago across the
fields. 0ld Coote might have been seen
doing precisely the same thing every

éag‘ tho week. N i
yo dodged behind & tree and
watched him.

" The old ecarrier, grunting, disap-
pesred by a hedge gate, with a package
on his shoulder, across the meadows 1n
tho direction of a distant curl of smoko
-from a chimmay,

Caffyn waited till he was gone, and
then ran on and reached the horse and
cart. It was not the cat-like amusement
of tormenting an animal that the Snipe
wae thinking of now, however; he was
thinking of that hﬁ}t-r thumping that
¢ld Coote had given him for his previous
performance. 'The thought in his mind
was of loosening the horse, and estbing
horse and cart wandering in the lanes.
That, the Snipe considered, would be a
complete retalistion for old Coote’s
BT be unfastencd the of

ickly unfasten old halter
that Coota used fgr tethering the horse.
0ld Tom looked at him with a slee
eye. It dawned on Cafilyn that, thoug
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the horse certainly would wander along
the lans, he would wander neither fast
nor far with the heavy cart behind him.
0ld Coote would have a trot, but ha
would recapture him easily enough.
That was not what the Snipe wanted.
He cast a swift, uneasy glancs up
and down the lane. No one was in

sight. Even the gipsy he had passed
i:'-‘u-.a hidden by the bend of the winding
aIe,

He had time. Swiftly he unbuckled
the old worn, mended harness that held
the borse in the shafts; then ha took
hold- of the reins, mounted the horss,
and trotted it down the lane.

The cart was left on the grass.
Caffyn guided the horse quickly back the
way he had come. He had not for-
gotten the gipsy, and he had thought
of a use for that froway gentleman now.

In a few minutes he roached the spot,

The gipsy was still feeding when
Calfyn reappeor sitting astride the
horse. And it was as much as the Grey-
friars junior could do to hold the
amimal in as it nosed into the hat,
almost unseating the gipsy es he did so.
_ The gipsy loocked at the Greyfriars
junior, recognising him as the fellow
who had passed a short time since.
E_ﬂaff:m dismounted and came up to

T,

“Will you held this horse for me for
about ten minutes?' he asked. “I'll
give you a shilling.”

The tramp almost gaped.

Caffyn, on his looks, was net the
fellow to trust a disreputable tram
with a horse to hold; he looked mu¢
too sharp for that. The gipsy could
only conclude that he was a bigger fool
than he looked.

“ Ay, sir, I'll hold him,’” said the man
%3:%_3 civilly. He took the halter from

.
“I'll bo back in about ten minutes,”
said Caffyn,

“All right, sir.”

Caffyn crossed the lane, went through
& gap in the opposite hedge, and walked
away across the fields. In a couple of
minutes he was lost to the gipsy’s sight.

In one minute mors the g would
have been lost to Caffyn's sight had he
come .

Mr., Petulengro, indeed, could hardly
believe in his good luck., He had done
a good deal in the way of stealing
chickens and dogs, but he had seldom
had the luck to steal a horse. Now the
chance was fairly thrust into his hands.

wal anly for Caffyn to disap-
pear, then he opened a gate in the
feniee and  led the earrier’s horse
through, By several field paths he led
him, a when he came to an open
at;;tch of pastureland mounted him and
rode.

It was vary improbable that either
the gipsy or the carrier's horse would
ever be geen in that part of Kent again.

Meanwhile, the 8nips had climbed a
distant tree to watch, KFrom that tree
he witneesed the departure of the gipsy
and grinned,

He had read the man's looks casily
enotigh, and guessed what would happen
to & horse lett in his chmig'e. )

Old Coote, the Snipe fancied, would
bo sorry for that thumping. At all
events, 1t would cost him dear.

Mr. Coote made his daily bread with
that horse and cart, and the loss of the

horss would be an overwhelming blow
to him. It was extremely unlikely that
he possessed the means of purchasing
another, .
Caffiyn slithered down the tree, grin-
ning. He sauntered cheerily sorosa the
fislds back to the lane, chuck] as ha
sighted the gnarled figure of old Coote

ing back to the spot where he hed
a{tngurm and ecart,

to know where that 'orse isl

Heo faollowed the village carrier into
the lane; he found Mr, Coote staring
blankly at the shafts of his cart resting
on the earth.

“Where's that 'orea I Mr. Coote waa
saying. “Dang my buttens! Whera's
that “orse? That there 'orse is gorn!
Where's that *orse 7

He stered round at Caffyn,

“Lost your horse?” asked the Snipe
cheerily.

“Nao, I ain't lorst him 1" answered Mr.
Coote, " that "orse has been took out of
the shafts, and took away, and I want
] Is this
some more & » you youn
; ﬂ-ﬁk# ]E_:j _ ; . ‘T young

at 0 ¥You meani' ana
Caffyn. “I know nothing of ‘?ﬁ:
Id'.l.l_}éﬁ‘ﬁl ”’E"ﬁu saw me come up, after you
1 e

“'Ave you let loose that 'orse?” de-
manded old Cooto suspiciously. * Home
covey has let loose that 'orse.™

Caffyn had come up to enjoy the dis-
may and discomfiture of the old carrier.
But he rather wished that he had not
shown himself now, :

“¥ou ¢ld fool, what should I know
about your horsef” he snarled, and he
turned and walked away, leaving old
Coote still staring at the empty shafts,
and seratching his ancient head.

vour tri
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Coote Pays & Morning Calll

“ ALLD, halls, hallo i
H . Harry Wharten & Co. wera
in the quad in break on
Monday morning, when Bob
Cherry uttered that ﬁra-&un , address-
ing a rather gnarled old gentleman who
came mn at tha gates,

Old Coote touched his hat,

“Mornin', sir!” he said. “P'r'aps
vou'd be g0 kind as to tell me where I
can see the 'eadmaster?”

i Ii

“The Head!” repeated Bob.
E::igﬂ;e got a parcel for the Head, Mr.
te, ‘:fnu’d better loave it with
Gosling.
“I want to ses the 'eadmaster, sirt”
said old Cooto stolidly. “My ‘orse is
gorn, and I want to see the 'eadmaster
about it.”

“*Lost
Wharton.

“He's been took!™ expluined old
Coote. “Took on  Sator a.xm I seed
Mr. Tozer about it, and sead In-
spector Grimes, along to Courtfiold. But
neither of them ain’t found that *oree.”

The Famous Five regarded the old
carrier 1n astonishiment. They weare
sorry to hear that he had lost his horse,
but they could not begin to imagine why
ha had come up to the school about it.

“He's been took " went on old Coota.
“If he was left on hia own he would
come ‘ome; he knows his wa?‘ 'omo, no
‘orse better. Ho's been tock! 1 pot to
see the 'eadmaster about it.™

“But why!" gasped Nugent,

Really, from old Coote's words, it
might have been supposed that he
fancied that Dr, Locke had “took * the
horse,

“It was a Greyiriars covey I” said old
Coote,

“ A Groyiriars fellow took your horse I
exclaimed Harry Wharton blankly.

“Bure of it, sir!” answered old Coote,
“X don’t know his name, but I know his
looks, and don't like them, neither,
That young covey what was a-catapuit.

your horse?” asked Harry

iug the *orse last week, sir—"
Cafiyn 1" exclaimed all the Co.
tegether. .
I= that his name, sir? Well, my belick

is that he took the 'orse! Cause why, I
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Thump, thump, ! Mr, Coote beat Caflyn as if he were beating a carpet.
yellod Caflyn. ““Oh! Help! Ow! Wow! Helpl"™
yelled to them for help. ** No fear ! ** sald Cherry.
with you 1 **
seed him .’unging about and the ‘orse “You're wanted, Caffyn,” grinned

was took.’

“My dear chap!’ exclaimed Harry.
“¥You can't imagine that vour horso is
ot the =school 1™

“N-no, sir!” admitted old Coote,
soratching his head: “"He can't bo "ere,
nohow,  But that youn
where he is. I'll lay to that.”

“Hold on!” said the captain of the
Remove. “Cafiyn's about somewhere—
better apeak to him before you sce the
Head”

“I ean't afford %o lose that orse, sir!”
spid old Coote, in great distress. “I
make my living with that 'orse and cart,
sirl I don"t want to get nobody into
;s:rmirhla. but I got to 'ave that 'orso

ae I3

“Call Caffyn, you men!” said Harry
hastily, ;

The Co. seudded off to lock for
Caffyn.  Wharton remained with the
old carrier, soothing him as well as he
could.

The Famous Five were prepared to
believe almost anything of Caffyn,
knowing him as they did; but it was
searcely possible to believe that even the
8nipe of the Remove had taken to horse-
stealing| Certainly, he was just the
fellow to set a horse lose to wander,
careless of what might happen to it.
But that was- not, it seemed, the
trouble; old Tom would have wanderced
home before this, if he had been wander-
ing since Saturdsy. A horse that had
boen missing for two days must have
been stolen; and it was -ludicrous to
lm_nfmn even the Snipe as & horse-
thiel.

Cafiyn, across the quad, had spotted
the old man near the gates. The sight
of Mr. Coote gave him a rather un-
pleasant sinking fecling. He was mov-
g off quietly to the House to get cut
of sight, when Bob Cherry came sprint-
ing up to him,

raskil knows -

Bob. “Jolly old Coote fancies you've
pinched his geegee, and he's come hers
about it.”

“The old fooll" said Caffyn, between
his teath. "I know nothing about it;
and I refuse to speak to him, cither.”

“Well, you ean please yourself about
that, of course,” said Bob. *But he's
going to sce the Head, if Eﬂ“ don't 1*

“Let him!" snarled Caffyn,

“Well, look here, Caffyn, it would be
better to sea tho man, and get him to go
ﬂ'ﬂ‘ﬂi[qumt_l}', if you can. If he sces
thea ead, it may come out about your
cata.FuItmg the horse the other day. It
would serve you right to get a whop-
ping, but——*

[_l;I"I'l speak to the old lool, if you
I .]J

“Come on, then.”

Caffyn, scowling, walked back with
Bob towards the gates. The rest of the
Co. gathered round him, and a good
many other fellows. Billy Bunter had
already spotted that something was on,
and rolled up, eager for nows., Most of
the fellows were out of the Hduse, in
break, and many glances were turned
on Mr, Coote. as he stood with the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“'Ere he is!” said Mr., Coote, as
Caffiyn came scowling u?. “Now,
young faqtlaqa.nn, vou tell wme what
vou've dono with that 'orse.”

“I've done nothing with your horse [
said Caffyn between his teeth. “Deo you
think I've got your horse in my study
here?’

“You took him out of the cart!™ said
Mr, Coote,

"I never aven saw him."”

“That won't do for me,” said Mr.
Coote. “1I know yer! You come up
gru:mmg like a 'ivena when I was won-

ering what had become of my orse. 1
know yer! I'm going to sec your 'ead-
master.”

i

NiraTIe T

“0Ow! Oh! Leggo, you old fool I ™

Wharton and Bob Cherry appeared upen the scene, and Caffyn
** 'We're going {o kick you as far as the school when the old bean’s done

“You old fool!" hissed Caffyn. '"“Do
‘ou think Dr. Locke will believe that a
ellow’s stolen a horse?! What could I
do with a horse, you idiot?"

“8old ‘im, p'r’aps!” said old Coocte
stolidly., “ o was old, but he was a
good "orse—he'd fefch fifteen pun. Any-
how, you took him,”

“Draw it mild, c¢ld bean!” asid
Vernon-Smith, “ This chap Coffyn is a
bit of a worm ; but stealing & horse and
selling it—draw it mild ™

“That's libel!” maid Skinner, <

“You could be run in for 1it!" said
Snoop.

“You make out that you don't know
what's become of that "orse?” demanded

the old carrier, his eyes fxed on
Caffyn's face.

“lgf course, I don't know!” snarled
Caffyn,

“That won't do for me! I'm a poor
man, and I ]%r:t my living with that "orse
and cort! I'm going to see your 'cad-
master about it .

" Go easy, Mr, Coote!” said Harry
Wharton. “It's reslly not reasonable,
Caffyn can't possibly have taken your
horse. I[t's not sense.”

“The sensefulness i1s not terrific, my
esteemed and ridiculous Coote!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

I chouldn't

“1 say, ou fellows,
wonder if gaﬂ' stole that horse!”

squeaked Billy Bunter. “He would tell
lies about it, of course. Look at what
he did the other day—telling me he had
& cake in his study, and when I went
there, pitching inio a fellow with a
fives bat—""

“Ha, ha, ha

“8hut up, Bunter, you fat assi”

“ Well, Ee'a none too for it"
said Bunter. * He might have sold him
to o catemeat man!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bhut up, you fat duffert”
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10

The Adventurous Story of the Railwaé'ﬁ from

Stephenson’s '* Rocket *’ to the modern Stream-

line Express, written by experts and illustrated

by the most fascinating gallery of railway

photographs and pictures ever brought
together.

THE MAGNET

THE STEEL
HIGHWAY IN
STORY AND

RAILWAY WONDERS
OF THE WORLD

Lty

This new work iz the most important contribution to railway lore in the

Erﬂseut century.

It presents, for the first time, a true and compre-

ensive picture of the inspiration, brave-hearted devotion hercism and

enterprise which were given uns
development of the railroads of the world.

ringly, and are still devoted to the
It depicts with all the

enthralling interest of a modern adventure story, all that you

want to know about every

railway of importance in every quarter of

the globe—and some which are not so important but which have

unnusual features to recommend them.

1t deals not onoly with locomotives and railroads, but also with all the

scientific marvels of

difficulties and madﬁ.]pnssihle such triumgi:s of ulaugénairin et
ritzerland, London's Under-

Forth Bridge, the Alpine Railways of

invention that overcame almost insu

rable
skill as the

und and the wonder railways of Australia and the East. Whatever
is of interest in any phase of railway construction and railway travel

will be dealt with in this unique publication.

SUPERBLY ILLUSTRATED

A feature of RAILWAY WONDERS OF THE WORLD will be the
unigue collection of photographs, many of which have been oblained afier
ainost unprecedented veseavek and expense.  Each part will contain g large
nwmber of these inieresting pictures, in addition lo many diagrams,

specially prepared by experts, showing the consiruction and working of

ratlway machinery from signals to locomotives,

. . ﬂ'.‘

‘The work, which is to be - ——
completed in about 40 == -
weekly parts, is beauti. = BUY =
ully printed on art paper —
a.m:": will contain a large rt

number of Pa 1 g
PLATES IN FULL COLOUR TO-DAY =
in addition to special =
supplements produced by =
the latest methods of —
photogravure printing. ﬁ':

Every boy who is inter-
ested in railways will want
this wonderful work.
It is new, it is accurate, it
is the finest ratlway
publication yet issued in
this country—and the
best value.

Al all Newsagents
and Bookstalls.

*“Oh, really, Cherrp—"

“Hore, what's dll this?” Tt was the

vwerful voice of Horace Coker, of the

ok g d the gatheri

ar & spotte the atheri

crowd, and s utf::hgd his musg in j:ﬁgu
midst of it, facing the angry carrier.
Coker, of course, had to barge in. -

He came up with all the authority of
a prefeet and as Coker was not a pre-
fect, and, in faot, was nobody in par-
ticular at all, his intervention was
greeted with defiant hoots and howls.

“Bhut up., Cokerl™

"Don't barge 1"

" Mind your own business, Coker

" Keep off the grassl” i

“Oh, let Coker rip!” grinned the
Bounder, “Coker knows all about
horses, don't you, Coker? His friend
quggﬁ' may have pinched that horse—
he's been accused of such things before.”

“Ha, ha, hal?
“Does your pal Lud%ey know about
oree, Coker?™ roared PBob

Coota's
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Coker’s rupged foce crimsomed with
wrath, He made a jump at the
Bounder, snd Tom Redwmgb lput out a
foot in time, and Coker stumbled over it
and eame a cropper,

Mr. Coote did not join in the general
merriment. He was thera on business—
vary serious business to him. There was
absolutely no evidence against Caffyn,
in the mattar of the missing horse;
Mr, Coote had no doubts that Cafiyn
kmrew what had happened to the wan-
ished quadruped. o knew it, as it
were, instinetively,

~ Mr. Coote pushed thrﬂuih the laugh-
ing crowd and headed for the Housa, %
that time Mr Quelch had observed the
extraordinary scene. and was coming
down from the House to inquire into it.
He knew the old carrier well, and
politely acknowledged bLis respectiul

seluta.
“What is it?" asked Mr. Quelch.
" Coker, will you kindly be quiet? Mr.

Coote, for what reason—

“My "orse has been took, siri" Mr.
Coote pointed a gnarled forefinger at
Cafiyn. *That young covay booE him,
Baturday arternoon, sie.”

“Bless my soull Caffyn, bave you—

er—

“No I” almost shrisked Caffyn. *I
don't koow an,yt.h_m)g about the horsel
1 r:ﬂ“vsrﬁven ﬂisw it. i

“Wa'll see what your "eadmaster says,

ou young rip, you!™ said M. C-no{e.
‘Taking away an old man’s livin

“You young snipel” said ker.
“YWhat have you done with the man's
horse t*

In ali the Greyfriars erowd Coker of
the Fifth was the only man who judged
Caffyn guilty.

He judged him guilty as & matter of

course |
He loathed Caffyn.
Hed the 8nipe been accused of a

Gunpowder Plot probably Coker would
have judged him guilty.

Coker did not want to hear any
aevidence. His deep distrust of the
Snipa's treacherous, tortuous natura wes
enough for him.

He grabbed his cousin h!f' the shoulder,

*This is the limit. even for you I eaid
Horaca. “Tell the man at once what
vou've done with hig horse.”

“ 1 haven't—" howled Caffyn.

“Coker I hooted  Mr.
“ Release Caffyn at once! How dara
you lay bands on & boy of my Form, in

resence ¥
m%-o er released Caffyn reluctantly.
“Wall, sir, he ought to be made to
say what he's dong with the horse1” he
objected.



*8ilence, Coker! . This. 18 not an
eccasion for you' to display wyour im-
etrabla stupidity I” snapped Mr.
elch. “Mr. Coote, come with mel
ou shall ses Dr. Liocke, and place the
matter before him. Caffyn, follow me |7
HYeoa, airl” gnaped Caffyn.
"Thank you kindly. sir!” eaid old
Coote.
And both of them followed the
Bemove master into the House, leaving
the quad in a buzz—or, rather, in s roar.

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Kot Guilty!

B. LOCKE sat in his chair, press-
D ing togathar tl'!'e fingertips of his
slim, old, white bands—a way

he had when ha was parplexed.

He gazed at Mr. Coo who stood
mEerctfuuﬁf. hat in hand. e gazed at
Calfyn of the Remove, who stood with
&mmg!mg_,nf fear and rage In his face

at he vainly strove to concaeal.

Caffyn had little to fear, and he
realised it; but a guilty conscience was
& bad comforter. He had no scruple
whatever about lying, but it was not
an easy task to lie, under the calm,
penetrating eyes of the headmaster.

He rather wished that he had left old
Coote’s horse alone—or, alternatively, as
tha lawyers say, that he had kept out of

d Coote's sight, instead of allowng
himself the added enjoyment of watch-
ing the old carrier’s dismay when he
found the horse missing.

But it was too late to wish all that,
and Caffva could only repeat to himself
that there was no evidence against him,
ptick to his lying, and hope for the best.

As the missing horse had not been
found, it was clear that the gipey tramp
had not been found. Indeed, les exist-
eénte did not seem to be ted at all.

Fuspec
Ho thers was nothing to fear from that £

quarter.

Caffyn ecollected himself, as well as

he could, but he wished that Dr.
's gaze was not so disconcertingly
penetratin y "

_Mr. Quelch stood silent He did not
like yn, or trust him, but, natur-
ally, he tock the side of & boy in his
Form who was .accused of misdeeds
without & particle of evidence to support
the sccuzation.

0ld Coote had stumbled out his story,
Caffyn had made his.denials, and

exed headmaster hbad to
judgment. )

There was cnly one judgment that
he could give. Old Coote's instinctive
certainty that Caffyn knew what had
becoma of the mising horse could not

h in the headmaster's judgment.

“¥You repeat that you know nothing
about this matter, Caffyn 1"

“ Yes. sir.”

“The 'orse was took, sir!" said old

give

te,
. *1 havo no doubt that the horze was
taken, - Mr. Cootel” said the Head
courteously. “But if it was taken for
urposes of theft, obviously, no school-
oy can ba the guilty ﬁﬂr' _ An ill-
d or malicious boy 'mlght. no
doubt, have released it from ite harness,
m which case, it may have been found
wandering and taken away by some dis-
honest person. But I fail to see any-
thing to connect this boy., Caffyn, with
the matter.”
" He was a-catapulting that very "orse,
sir, when some young gents of this 'ere
ool stopped 'um——"
“Ati act of cruelty, Mr. Coote, for
which ne will bo punished by his Form-

master,” said the Heed. with 2 glance
" said the

at Mr. Quelch.
“Most certainty,

pir |
Remove master.
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"

*“But that T wunderstand, occurred without an atom of evidence. Wou must

soveral days earlier,” said the L
“Let us kenp to what happened on
Haturday. Did you ses Caffyn near the
spot before the animal was missing 1

“I can't say I did, sir,”

It appears that he came up after you
returned to the spot, when you had com-
pleted some delivery at an adjacent
cottage ™

“I dunno about & jacent cottage, sir,”
said eold Coote. to whom tha word
“adjacent ¥ was o new one. "I lmow
I went to GGeorge Brown’s with a box of

e Tron
a Head coughed.

“Precisely!  And you returned to the
spot where you had left your hdrse and
cart and found that the horse was miss-

ing ™

H'Tm Ak

“ And Caffyn camg up after that 1™

“Yessir, a minute or two arter.”

“1 was passing, sir, sod stopped to
see what was wrong,” said Ceffyn.

“You knowed what was wrong, secing
as you took the 'orse!" said old Coote,
staring st him.

Another cough from the Head.

“1 fail to see, Mr. Cooto, any evidence
whatever to connect Eaff}'u with tha
matter at ail 1" he said.

“Only he tock the *orse, sir 1" said old
Coota.

“My good man.”” said the Head,
betraving some signs of impatience with
all his nrbane courtesy.

“Any fellow might "have gone down
tha lane and passed him, =ir,” said
Caffyn. “"He might have said it was
anybody he saw.”

“Nor 1 wouldn’t, neither I” said old
Goote. “I says it was you, you young
raskil, "cause why, I knows it was.”

“You con know nothing of the kind,
Me. Coote,” said tha Head. “Can yon
ive me any ovidence, or any proof
whatever, that this boy was anywhers
near the place before the hores was
missing i

Old te scratched his head.

f:‘We". he was ‘anging round!® he
said.

“Did you see him 1 rapped the Head,

“No, I never see him; he care of
that.”

“Then how do you know he was
‘hanging round,’ as you express it?

“"Cause a3 soon as my back was
turned he took the 'orse out of the
shafta 1” explained old Coote.

Dr. Locke breathed ronther hard.

“Unless you can produce some
evidenca ageinst this boy, Mr. Coots,
ou can scarcely expect me to condemn

im,” he said.

“All I want iz the "orse, sir 1" said old
Coote. “I can't do without that 'orse.
¥ou eee, sir, it's my living I

“This boy knows nothing about your
horse 17

FWell, sir, saving your presence, that's
ridiklus, as he took hun[” eaid old
Coote. “He knows what he did.”

Dr. Locke locked at Mr. Quelch, Mr.
Quelch looked at Dr. Locke. 0ld Coota
stood fumbling with his hat.

*Ceffyn.” said the Head, “you may
Eﬂ'n
“Yes, sir!”

“Wait for me in my study, Caffyn,”
said Mr. Quelch grimly.

Caffyn went.

“Well, sir, about the 'orse,” said old
Coote, i:anl:mg from Form-master to
headmaster

Dr. Locke roso

“I am efraid I can do nothing for you,
Mr. Coote 1 trust that the police will
be able to recover your property.’
understand that you have consulted
them. I eannot adjudge & Greyfriars
boy guilty of a wicked and malicious act

sen that.”
“That 'orse, sir, was my living!"
said old Coote simply, *“’Ow's a man

‘to carry on & carrier's business, sir,

“’?‘Eli‘:'“* a 'orse?"

am sorry—very sorry—for your
loss, Mz, Coote! I repeat that I trust
that your horse will ba recovered.
Good-morning, Mr. Coote.” 5

“Ploase come this wey!" smid Mr.
Queleh,

Old Coote blinked at Dr. Locke.
Slowly he followed Mr. Quelch from
the study. The Remove mester politely
showed him out of the House, ']?hun he
went to hiz own study to desl with
Caffyn on the subject of the use and
misuse of catapults.

A crowd of fellows watched old Coote
ttamp down to the gates with a sort
of lost and forlorn look about him.
Most of them felt sorry for the old
fellow—a few were laughing.  Even
the most sympathetic could not help
feeling that the old carrier had made »
fool of himself in coming up to the
sthool. His fixed belief on the subject
was nok evidence, though poor old Coote
seemed to think it was as good!

One fellow, however, walked after old
Coote down to the gates and tapped him
ont the shoulder as he was going out.
That fcllow was Horace Coker, of the
Fiith Form.

“Did_that snips squirm out of it?™
asked ar.

“The 'eadmaster don't believe he took
the 'orse, sirl” said old Coote. “He
took it right enough !

“I've not the slightest doubt of that!
I know his rotten tricks,” said Cokbr.
“Don't I know him? He set that horse
loose and some tramp snafled him—
that's about how it was! Don’t I know
him? Looke here, Cooote, you leave this
in my hands! I'll make that rotten
littlo snipe own up somehow, and his
guardian will have to pay for the horse
if it’s net found, see?” :

“ Thank ¥nu kindly, sir,” ssid old
Coote gratefully. “’Ow I'm to make a
living without a "orse, I don’t know.”

“ Leave l;-t E‘?I ﬂlu!" said ﬂuk:tr en-
couragingly. Il sea you justica I

Amf ﬂﬁ:‘l Coota went on I'E:tﬂu; with
that grain of comiort, such as it was,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The High Hand !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
in the Rag after tea when the
rugged Ifeatures of Horace

Coker looked in at the
doorway.

“I say, vou follows, here's Coker!"
squeeked Billy Bunter, ]

Inimi lances turned on Coker of
the Fifith. The Rag was s room used
only by juniors, and scniors were not
wanted thers. FEven prefects of the
dixth Form had cold looks when they
walked into the Rag. Fifth Form men
who barged in werg more likely to leave
on their necks an on their {eet,
Especially Coker! For no one, of
course, could doubt that Coker had come
to hunt for trouble. Most of his leisure
tima was spent in huntinﬁ trouble,

“Is that snips here{™ demanded
Coker, from tha doorway.

“{Jalled to see your dear rélation?”
asked Bob Cherry. “Well, he's here.

Caliyn, you're wanted.” .

Cafivn looked round from his chair,
and scowled at Coker. In the presence o
a orowd of warlike Bemovitas he feld

I gafe from the hefty Horace, and could

afford to be cheeky.
“0Oh, get out, Coker1™ he said. "If
TeE Maicker Lmrany.~—No. 1,408,



12

you want me, I don’t want you! Taks
your face aw if it i3 & face!”

“It doesn’s look much like one, docs
it1"* remarked Vernon-Smith thought-

fulla: o
“The likefulness is not terrific!
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And there was a chortle.

Horace (oker breathed hard, but,
amazing to relate, he kept his temper.
He had come-thers not, for once, to
hunt trouble. Breathing hard, he
advanced into the Rag and stood befora
Caffiyn, who lounged in his chalr.

Remove fellows gathered round.

No fellow could have been more un-
)l‘n_upula.r than the Snipe. But if a Fiith

orm man had come there to rag the
Snipe, all the Remove wore prepared to
gtand by him.

Coker, however, was calm,

f:ilt-'s sbout that horse, Caffyn!” he
gajd.

Caffyn raised his eyebrows.

“The horse you wera backing the
other day with Lodgey?” he asked.
“I'd rather not hear anything about it
I don’t want to be sacked along with
¥you," :

Coker clenched his fists. Very nearly
he hurled himself at tho Snipe. But he
restrained his wrath. A dozen fellows
were all ready to hurl themselves on
Coker—in fact, rather eager to do s=o.

“About old Coote's horse!” he said.
“¥You kmow perfectly well that I've
nothing to do with Lodgey, you smipe !

“]1 don't |

“Well, never mind that [** said Coker,
with wonderful self-restraint, " It'a
sbout old Coote's horse. It's not been
found, and it's pretty clear by this time
that it never will ba found. Whoever's
got it has cleared right off with it—
gold it in the next county, vary likely.™

Caffyn vawned in Coker's face.

With eo many fellows on hand, all
veady and ecager to handle Coker, he
was rather keen for the great Horace
to disturb the fem But still the great
man of the Iifth Emserved his temper.

“That horse,” he said, “has got to
be paid for! You seem to have got
clear with the Head and with youwr
beak | Never mind that! But the horse
must be paid for, so that Cooto can get
another to earry on his business. You'll
have to writo to your guardian about

it;lj

Caffyn lasughed.

“1 dom't think much of Mr. Sarle, as
you know,” went on Coker. “As he's
my Aunt Judith’s soliciter, I've seen a

oed bit of him, and know what a tick

o i5. But ss a lawyer he will know
that the horse has to be paid for.
You're going to write to him and
explain.”

-“Is that all?" asked Caffyn.

*¥es, only you're to write at onee "

“I cen see myself doing it1” said
Caffyn. grinning. *I1 can ses Sarle's
fage if 1 asked him to pay twenty or
thirty pounds for a horse for charitable
Teasons. He's not frightiully gone on
charity.”

“It's not a matter of charity, it's a
matter of compensating a8 man you've
ﬂraﬂtmall}. robbed, ga should have

t tha horse alone”

“I'va snid that I never touched it.,”
.Y know you have! That makes no
difference! You don’t expect anybody
to take your word, I_suppnsa?”

“The Head's taken it.’

“The Head let you off becausa thera's
no evidence, are say he couldn't do
suything else. But you're not going
to ruin & poor man just out of spite
becauss he thrashed you for catapulting
biz horse. I'd have thrashed you myszelf
if ''d been there. When are you going
to werite to Sarle i

Tae Maower Lisrany.—No. 1,408,
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vafyn laughed loudly, "

“T'm waiting for an snswer (" said
Coker, .

“{Zo on waiting " said Caflyn.

Coker's rugged face, alruadﬂ_
grew redder. 8till he forced hi
to speak with calmness.

“You're & relation of mine, Caffyn !
I'm ashamed of it, but there it is. 1
can't have a relation of mino at the
sama school swindling a poor man.
That horse has got tnE;m paid for.™

“Pay for it, then!” suggested Caffyn
cheerfully. “If you feel so keen about
it, what's stopping you ™ )

“Don't be & young ass! It might be
thirty pounds, I've not got thirty
pounds, or anythiog like it.”

“ Neither have L

“Your guardian will have fo pay.
It's vp to him. He's responsible for
you, and the damage you do.”

“PBut I haven't done any.™

“What's the good of keeping up those
liaz 7" roared (gn]-:e,r. “1 tell you, the
man's got to bo paid. No relation of
mine 15 getting away with a swindle”

“Dear mol” said Caffyn.

Coker glanced round at the grinning
Removites.

“Look here, Wharton ! he said.
“You're head boy of the Remove, and
captain of tha Form! You're a cheeky
pung sconndrel, but wou're honest, I

o,

“I hope so, Coker!” assented Harry,
lau hinF. _

“Well, then, I suppose you'ro not
standing for this sort of thing. You're
not helping that cur to swindle a poor
workmpg man?”

“No fear! If thers was any proof
that Caffyn had set old Coote’s horse
wandering, we'd rag him bald-headed,”
gnswered Wharton, " But there isn't.
I know he’s a snipe, and I don'’t like
him any more than you do, but even a
enipe is entitled to justice.”

“You see, Coker, old {fatheaded
bean,” said Bob Cherry. “You can’t

ive a dog a bad name and then hang
im, 'Tain’t ericket 1’

“Coker thinks that Caffyn’s got old
Coote's horso in his waisteoat pocket,™
gaid Skinner. “Search him |*

“Ha, ha, hal™

Y suppose Coker knows what his
relations are like!” remarked Snoop.
“Hava vou got a lot of horse-thieves
the family, Coker?”?

“Ha, ha, ha !’ yelled the juniors,

Coker eclenched his big fiste convul-
sivelyv. He was {rying fo keep his
temper. But he was not used to it, snd
it was getting harder and harder.

“¥Yon dashed young raseals I'* he said,
“Standing by a young rofter who's
practically stolen a horze I®

“Bump him ! said the Bounder,

“Boot him out!™ roared Bolsover

red,
mself

major,
“Hold on!” said the captain of the
Remove. " Now, loock here, Coker!

It's as likely as not that Caffyn let old
Coote’s horse locse, and that some
tramp snapped it u[iu_1 and pot off with
it. 1t's just one of the sneaking, rotien
tricks that he would play., But there's
no evidence whatever that he did it.
He's & worm, but he’s got to have fair
play. It's not fair play to say that he
did a thing, simply because he’s the
kind of -:-.ha% that might have done it
0ld Coote himself admitted thet he
never saw Caffyn near the place till
after the horse was missing. We're all
sorry for Coote, but fair play’s a jewel.”

“Hear, hear " said ;

“1 know he did it !" roared Coker.

“Well, If you know he did it, that
alters the case, of course, Tell us how
you koow ho did it.”

“He's a soipe !

“Has, ha, hal?

“I'm satisfied, and so iz old Cooﬁa,,
and you kids can take my word for it !’
said Coker,

“"We'd take your word like a shot if
ou knew what you were talking abous,

ut you don't, old bean.”

“8o you'ro backing up that snipe in
his spneaking swindling ! roared Coker.
“MNow 1 know the sort of young rottera
you aral Well, clear off, and leave me
to deal with ham. I'll make him own
up fask enm}:f;h.”

Coker made a jump at Caffyn.

There was a i]earful vell from the
Snipe, as tho hli?‘I FFifth Former grabbed
him by the collar and dragged him
headlong out of the chair.

“Owl Help! I say—help! Rescue I
shrieked Caifyn.

The Eemovites rushed on Coker as
one man! Unpeopular as the Snipe was,
they were not standing for this! Coker
was grasped on all sides and dragged
forcibly from his vietim.

“Let go, you young rotters!™ roared
Coker, struggling. “1 tell you, I'm
going to make him own up! D'm poing
to bang his licad on tho table till ha
owns up! You'll see that he will own
up all right.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was little doubt that Cafiyn
would have owned up to pinching
Coote's horse, or to anyvthing clse, if
Coker had banged iz head on
table long enough! The ancient method
of putting prisoners on the rack till
they said what they were wanted to
gay, was no doubt cfficacious! But
sixteenth century methods wera not
quite good enough for Greyfriara

Caffyn’s head was not banged on the
table.

Coker's was!

Tt was banged hard!

Then Toker was escorted to the door
in the grasp of about two dozen hands,
his arms, snd legs fiying wildly in the
air.

At the door ke was hurled forth,

Heo crashed in the passage.

“Now run away and play, old bean|"?
advised Bob Cherry,

“"Ha, ha, hal”

Coker sat up! He glared at a crowd
of gnnmnﬁ aces in the doorway
the Rag, He scrambled to his feet.

For a moment, hs looked like
charging like & bull into the crowded
doorway! But he had already collected
suflicient aches and pains to go on with,
On second thoughts—proverbially the
best—he turned and limped away—and
& roar of laughter from the Rag fols
lowed him.

e ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Path of Duty!

R. PROUT, in the Fifth Form
M Room, had rather & doubting
and suspicious eyo on Coker

during the following days.

Coker wore & worried look.

Every man in the Fifth noticed it
Lots of other fellows noticed it. Potter
and (Greeme were quite troubled aboub
it.

Caffiyn of the Remove, whoso sharp
eyes were very frequently on his
brawny, burly cousin in the Fifth, did
not fail to see that Coker was deeply
worried and to draw his own con-
clusions.

Price, who had started the Lodgey
story as “one up * on Coker, began to
wonder whether, after all, there was
something in it, and whether he had
i_l:mﬂt-t-iugly hit the right oail on the

ead.

For there was no doubt that Cokes
had some worry on his mind.

Prout doubted, and feared that he
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In the full belief that Wharton and Cherry were close behind him, about to kick, Caflyn rounded the bend nt_; great spoed.

Biff { He crashed Into Lodgey's back lke a runaway car.
forwanrd, and he threw his arms round Coker's neck {0 save hims

knew the cause | This boy—the stupidest
fellow in the Form, the most likely to
land into trouble—had been seen in
talk with s bad character, who was
fairly well known to make a living by
illegal street betting, under cover of
hiz ostensible trade of horse-dealer,

- He had given 8 very lame explana-
jon.

Eyer #gince then fthere had been
chatter and gossip. connecting Coker's
name with Lodgey's and with backin
horses, and so forth, Bome of it ha
roached Prout's majestic ears, as it was
bound to do.

Now the boy was looking worried
and troubled.

Prout feared. he could not help fear-
ing, that the reason was obvious.
Coker was falling into bad ways, and
gﬂttingl the worry and trouble that
naturally followed from bad ways.

Otherwise what was the matter with
him?

Certeinly he was not worrying over
his work in elass | On that point thera
was not a shadow of doubt. Coker
was quito satisfied with his work in
class, though it made Prout slmost
tear his hair.

Some trouble was on hiz mind, and
what could it be, if not some. unhappy
rezult of hiz dealings with Mr, Lodgey ?
Debt—some  debt that he could not
acknowledge! It looked like it.

_ Prout shook his head solemnly over
1T,

Ha was concerned,

Prout was & kind-hearted man. He
hated the thought of an expulsion in
his Form. If Coker was taking to
ways that disgraced himself, and dis-
Eraced his school he would have to go.

erhaps the thought of hiz going gave
Prout a feeling of relief. Such an ab-
golute ass in his Form could please no
Form-master. Coker was not only a
fathead, but a self-willed, obstinate
and argumentative fathead. Life in

the Filth would be an casier proposi-
tion minus Coker.

Buat Prout refused to entertain that
thought. He was & dotiful mean, as well
as a kind-hearted one. Tt was his duty
to save the boy if he could,

It was, in fact. an occasion for ene of
those stroightforward, manly talks, in
which Prout's plump heart delighted.

Coker was not bad. He was covery-
thing else perhaps, but he was not bad,
If he went to the bad, of course he
would have to be sacked. But the first
step on the downward path might be
retrieved.

Prout did not want to be havd, He
wanted to be kind, helpiul. He thought
this matter aver very carefully. More
and more he realised that the matter
might be set right, and Coker jerked
bagk like & brand from the bLnrning,
by one of thosa heart-to-leart talks.

He decided to look thoroughiy into
ihe matter. Coker had a eousin in the
Remove—one Caffyn.
the junior boys who had seen Coker
with Lodgey that day, so Prout had
lheared,

Prout decided to question him. He
had noticed the boy, and did not much
like his looks; still, being Coker's re-
lation, he would speak as favourably
of Coker as he could! And Prout
wanted to loox on the best side of the
mattor.

Ho Mr. Prout sent for Cafivn of the
Remove to come to his study,

What he learned from Caffyn, how-
ever, was discouraging. i :

Caffyn's impression of that interview
in tha lane, it appeared, was that Coker
had been in deep amnd earnest conversa-
tion with Lodgey. His impression was
that they were old acquaintances! Io
was sorry, but he could not help think-
ing that they had met there by ap-
pointment |

Moreover, he had notieed that Coker
had fallen into the habit of walking

Thiz was one of

“Ow!" TLodgey gave & gasping how! as he was hur

ell |

down to Friardale every day. A fellow
walking to the village had to pass the
Cross  Keys, where Lodgey lived.
Caffyn, confessed that he was afraid—
very much afraid—that that meant
further mectings with Lodgey, and ad-
mitied that he had been very worried
about it, Coker being his cousint

Prout dismissed ‘tiﬂ Snipe and re-
mained in deep thought.

This daily walk of Coker's past the
Cross Ieys was news to him; he had
not noticed that new habit of Coker's.

Certainly it looked suspicious, and it
was no wonder that Caffyn was getting
worried about his cousin in the Fifth!

He was quite unaware that Caffyn,
when he closed the study door after that
interview, winked at the door and
grinned as he went down the passage,

I'rout knew nothing of the rivalry
for Aunt Judy's money-bags ! _

After tea that day he sent for Coker!
The matter had taken definite shape in
his mind now, and it was evidently
time to speak. A [rank and manly
confession, a promise of amendment,
was 21l Prout wanted, Then he would
give Coker sound adviee, help him out
of his trouble, and trust him in future.
Prout believed in trusting boys—a
belief that was wvery useful to Price of
the IMifth. _

Coker arrived in the study wondering
what was wanted. e had no lines on
hand at the moment. He suppozed it
was going to be a “jaw."” Ha did noet
foresee that it was going to be & “pi-
jaw.” Flis worst anticipations word not
20 bad as that,

“Coker! Come in, my boy,” said
Prout with the hearty manner that

was the inevitable prelude to one of
those manly talks., ™ You may sit down,
Coker! Take that chair, my boy.”

“Thank vou, sirl” gasped Coker.
ITe sat down,
{Continved on page 16.)
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Thiz sort of geniality [rom Prout
was often handed out to Blundell of the
IFifth. But it was rather new to Coker.
He wondered whether Frout was
‘beginning to realise at long last his
valuo in the Form! It was certainly
time he did! Perhaps Prout was going
to make him head boy |

“Now, Coker,” said Prout, “I have
sent for you, my boy, to speak to you—
nob a5 8 master; as & friend! As you
know, I desire the boys of my Form to
look on me as their friend—their friend
and helper in times of difficulty | What?
What 1™

‘:Yﬁs, sir!” said Coker.

. Confide in me, my boy ! said Prout,

Although I can make no promises—
you will not expect that—you may rely
upon me to give evary possible help. I
u.s!f you to trust me,*

”J-Jh?" said Coker,

I am sure,” said Prout, *that the
matter cannot have gone very far—not
irretzievably far! [ am convineed of it!
If it must come befors the Head, you
will have a friend at eourt, Coker—your
Form-master | But this, of course,
de_m;nds upon your dealing with me
with abscdute frankness

{;Iuknr blinked,

“I expect absolute frankness!” said
Prout, with frmness. * Without that,
I can do nothing! Make a clean breast
of it, Coker! Tell mes the. whele thing,
from beginning to end, and rely upon
my hﬂiﬁ” my advice, and my—yes, my
sympathy |¥

FProut beamed on Coker.

Coker did not beam on Prout.

He just gazed at him,

He was wondering whether Prout had
gong mad !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Merely & Misunderstanding !

HERE was & brief silence
Prout’s ﬂt.ud_y,
Prout, with an encouraging
smile, waited for Coker to make
B clean breast of it
Coker, having nothing to make a clean
bresst of, naturally didn't,

He only cast an eye uneasily towards
the door. !

He would haye been glad to go. If
FProut had gone off his rn-cker,g{}nhm'
was not keen on being tha fellow to
render frst-sid,

“Come, come, my hﬂ}f gaid Prout,
breaking the silence. “I am prepared
to listen—to give you a hearing; a fair
hearing, snd I trust & sympathetic ons,
You have done wro "

“I have!” ejaculated Coker.

“Open confassion is good for the soul I
eaid Prout. *Make a clean breast of
it! Remembor that I am your friend,
ad well 45 your Fofm-master | ' To my
boys, while they are at sthool, 1 stand
i loco parentis! Hpeak to me freely !
Fraokly! Tall me sll."”

;Alltrehat s iaﬁed thg “am ptf-jﬂ:ﬂ}?ﬂ!ﬂl}l;i
rout's geniality was damped ! He ha
TAE Maoner Librisy.—No. 1,408.
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cipected—ho had a right to expoet—
frankness. If the fellow was gowng to
protend not to understand—to beat about
!h!c bush—to deny— It looked like
it !

“Come, Coker, let uz be serious!”
said Prout, with a touch of tartness, “1
repeat that vou have nothing to fear
from frankness. You have, in fact,
everything to hope. Your dealings with

dgey—-"

* Lodgey ! stuttered Coker.

“I am aware,” said Prout, “of the
unscrupulous character of the man! It
15 only too well known, No doubt he has
inveigled you into his clutches. Your
simplicity has been no match for his
cunning. If you owe him money—-"
FOwe him money!” repeated Coker,
like a fellow in & dream, *Owe Lodgey
maoney

“Is not that the case?” asked Prout.

“Ehi Nol! What could I owe him
maney for ' asked the perplexed Coker,
*I haven't bought anything from him.”

FProut looked hard at Coker. Either
this was simplicity or an affectation of
simplicity.

“I will speak plainly, Coker, as I
expect vou to do,” said Prout A
senior hoy was cxpelled from this school
on a certain occasion for gambling
transactions, carried out, it was sus-
pected, through this very man, Lodgey.
Your acquaintance with the man——"

“I'm not acquainted with him!"
bawled Coler.

“ Do not raise your voics in my study,

Coker.” Prout’s geniality was wearing
W‘H thin.

wse straightforward, manly talks,
wera only practicable  if both sides,

plutn!yr:d the game, o to speak. Prout
had started fair; but Coker was not
playing up!

Prout was growing less and less of a
fricnd, more and more of a Form-
master | And a rather irritated Form-
master, tool

“Your acquaintunce with the man,
Coker, has been proved beyond doubt.
f you do not choose to confide your
troubles, your difhieulties, to me, and
trust to me, I cannot compel you to do
eo. But, in that case, I have no alter-
native but to question you, as your
Form-master ! boomed Prout.

“Well, T don’t mind,” answered the
bewildered Coker, “you can ask me
aﬂ_';'t-lting vou like, of course, sir.”

“ How often have you seen this man
Lodgey, during the past week?"
demanded Prout. He was pura beak,
now ; genial friendship quite gone.

“Threc—no, four times,” answered
Coker, thinking before he answersd, to
maka suro,

Prout almost gasped,

“Yaot wyou pretend that wvou have
nothing to confess!™ he ejaculated.

“EhR? Nol"

“¥ou have scen this man four times I

"How could I help 1£?"" asked Coker,
more and morpe bewilderad, and more
and more worried by the fear that Prout
was wandering in his mind.

“You could not help it!™
Mr. Prout,

“I1 don't see how I could, sir.”

“Tio yvou mean, Coker, that the man
has some hold over you—that you have
been so foolish, so reckless, a3 to fall
into his power?” exclaimed Prout, ™ For
your own sake, my boy, be frank with
me. T will help you, if T can! I will
explein to your headmaster that you
are unthinking, stupid, obtuse—scarcely
capable, indeed, of {eking care of your-
gelf. I will do everything in my
PG‘I"!'E]-'._"

“Look hera " bawled Coker. = |

“Ones and for all, Coker, 1 insist

exclaimed -

upon a plain apswer. You have stated
that you have seen thia man Lodgey
four times in the lasst week, and thai
you could not help it, You adhere to
that statement?

“¥es, that's right ' said Coker.

“You wu]l expisin to me, and st
once, why you could not help itl” said
Prout sternly. “No prevarication,
pleass-~—a direct answer.”

“L'm not blind I" eaid Coker.

“What 1" :

“Lots of fellows have scen Ll as
wall as me,” said Coker. ™ How could a
fellow help it? He lives &t that pub
this side of the village, and he's always
mooching about the place. A Iellow can
hardly walk down to I'riardale without
seaing him,*

Frout breathed hard.

*Ie it possible, Coker, that you mean
that you have seen him by chance—
meraly passed him on the road?”

“0f course,” said Coker blankly.
“What else did you think I meant?”

* Bless my soul!” said Prout.

He sat silent for several moments.
Euklfr pushed his chair a little farther

ack.

Unless Prout was potty, Coker could
not understand this. He got execited.
simply because Coker mentioned that
ho bad seen Lodgey, in passing, gowung
down to the village. What was there
to get excited about 1n that?  Any
follow wha was not blind must have seen
Lodgey, passing him in the road|

“Whether you are inconceivably
stupid, Coker, or whether you are seek-
ing to delude me, I cannot quite decida |
sald Prout, at last, * When I asked you
1f you had seen the man Lodgey, I
meant have you met him intentionally?
I was not inguiring whether you had
passed him in the street.”

“Ohl I—I seac! Of course not,"" said
Coker. “What should I want to meet
him for? That cad Price makes out I

koow him, but he knows jolly well it's
only bunkum.™

“Have you spoken to him since the
oceasion when I gave you twe hundred
lines for doing so?”

“No fear! 1—I mean no, sir.”

“Then why,” said Prout in a
voige, “why have yvou faken to
the place whera ho lives eveg ay i’

“ A fellow has to pass tho Cross Keys
to inta Friardale,” said Coker,
gtaring. He wondered if Prout was
potty cnough to have forgotten that well-
known fact in the local g‘eﬂgraﬁhy.

“ Do you mean to say, Coker, that your
daily walks have been for the purpose
of going inte the village, irrespective
aof gey ™

“0f course, sir.”

“In that case,” said Prout, with grim
sarcasm, “I am interested to know how
the village of Friardale has suddenly
become so very attractive to you, Coker.
For what reason, Coker, do you take
thesa dailv walks to the villaga?™

“Tt's about & horse, sir.”

“A—a—a horse”

* Yes, sir.” .

Prout almost fell out of his chair.
Was this obtuseness, or impudence?
Coker made the statement with perfect
ealmness, as if it was quite an ordinary
thing for a Greyfriars fellow to be con-
cerned about a horse.

“Aemp—n horse!” Prout almost
gabbled. “You confess, then, Coker,
that you have been engaged in betting
transactions—""

“Betting  transactions?” eated

What on earth——"

deap
assing

Coker. “No fear! X
Heo backed his chair s little more.
Prout surely must be crazy to ask this
astonnding question.

“Coker, have you no sense, sir, of the
mesning of words?! ¥You state that Fou



have visited the village constantly about
& horse—"

“That'a right, sir! Old Coote's
horse,”

“0ld Coote! Who is Cootel”

““The villaga carrier, sir.”

Prout gazed at Coker. He remem-
bered the existence of Mr. Coote, the
village carrier, now that it was recalled
to him. Ho had some vague recollec-
tion of having heard that Coote had
come up to the echool with some com-

laint. So far as Prout knew, Mr.

oote was & most respectable man—not
at all the kind of man to sct aa go-
between for schoolboys disposed to back
their faney |

Still, you mever could telll Tt
eppeared to Prout that he wes on the
verge of a shocking discovery!

*“1 remember the man you speak of,
Cekor,” he said. “I have noticed him,
in fact, with a horse and cart, on some
occasions. This, them, 12 the man you
have had dealings with, about & horse 7"
. “Hardly dealings, sir,” said Coker.
“‘I've zeen him about it.”

b
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“Has he taken your bets?”

13 Eh r]l

“Or acted as a bookmaker's agent

“0Old Coote I” ?‘H ed Coker. “0Oh
crikey ! No fear!” He rose from the
chair. It was plain now that Prout was
mad! Old Coote—taking bets from a
schoolboy, or acting as a bookmaker's
agent |

“Then what was your business with
thea man, Coker, in connection with a
horsge I snapped Prout.

‘I hadn’t any business with him
exactly,” said Coker. “But Pm sorry
for the poor old chap, and I'm rather
anxious sbout the horse. It waz my
cousin's fault that the horsa was
pinched, so it noturally worries me.™

Prout gazed at him.

“You see, sir, it's o week since the
horge waa pinched,” said Coker, “It's
not been seen since, so it's protty clear
by this time that old Coote will never
zea it again. The poor old chap—*

“Do you mean,” gasped Prout, “that

],ﬂst his

Coote, the village carrier, has
horse 1"
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“Yes, sir! Bomebody let it out &F
his eart in the lane, and—=" .

“Bless my eoull Do you wish me to
believe, Coker, that th:r frequent visits
to Friardale of late have been dictated
only by the circumstance that the village
carrier has lost his horse

“Certainly, sic!”?

“And how,” almost roared Prout,
“does the matter concerp you, Coker?
No doubt anyone might sympathise with
8 poor man who lost his means of liveli-
hood. DBut do you dare to tell me that
for this reason alone you have taken tha
trouble to visit the village 'every day?”

" I'm anxious about news of the horse,
sir,” explained Coker. “1 believe it
was young Cafiyn, my cousin in the
Remove, who did it, and I've tried to
make him own up, and make his
%uarrhan pay for the horse. He won't!

hat puts me in rather a rotten lll_lwitiﬁlh
as I told Coote I'd sea that he had jus-
tice. So, naturally, I should be very
fglndd to hear if the horee had been
ound.*

(Continued on next pagt.)
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AMATEURS AND PROFESSIONALS !

EVERAL letters in my g&m‘.b&g
just recontly have proved to me
beyond all shadow of doubt that
MaagxeT readera do not forget

the advice 8o often given them at school—

to keep their eyea open. Thess lottors
show that the football fans dre ** watching
points.’;

For instance, one of my Landon readers
writes 10 say that he has noticad that in
these daya very few amateur footballers
Ft anything like a regular place in the
eading League sides, and he wants to
know if the ban is deliberately put up by
the officinls of many clubs whic vent
the amateurs being mixed with essional
Players.

" It is & fact that there are very few
amateurs playing regularly in the " pro *
pides. J. C. Burng is in the Bremtford
team whenever he is fit, and from hia
osition &t half-hack he ia materially

lping the side in their effort to win a
place in tha First Divimon. He ia &
schoolmaster, and, apart from e little
t-rmnmg in the evenings, he goes out on
to the footbell field two or three times a
woelk with the boys of his school.

That is perkaps the explanation
of wchy he is always fif to go through
the moat gruelling games wilh
professionals whe make prepara-
tion for football thelr sole mid-week
orecupation,

Fot lonz age A. H. Fabian played quite
fegularly for Derby County, i;dq!.l'n.ia
eegson he has turmned out occasionally for
the Fulham frst team. W. H. Webater,
a8n amatour who has played for England,
hags signed formg for Arsenal, and he can
be found in the gymnasium at Highbury
two or three eveninga 8 week thumping
the punch-ball right heartily. Whether
he will play in the Arsenal Srat team
before the end of the season remuninse to be

seen. The number of amateurs whoe appear
regularly in the League sides in E d
can be numbered on the Bngers of one
hand, though in Scotland, of course, thay
have an amateur side competing week by
week in the Bcottish Loague,
E however. Managers of big ¢lubs are
not s8c foolish as all that. Thaeir
sole conecern is $o find players pood cnough
for the tearm, and when thess sro found

they play in the team-—whether they are
amateurs or * pros’

AN AMUSING STORY |

DON'T think my London friend need
worry about a ban against amateurs,

I i obvious, however, that ithe
amalcur, doing other worlk during
the week, is handicapped in his
efforis to compete teith professional
ployers. He con't frain with thon :
he can't be there when they dizcuss
the tactics to be pursued, and there
are fn addition difflcultics when the
team goes oway for special Eraining,
or wohen long railway journeys kave
to be made the day before the big
maich.

While on this subject of amateurs, it
must be said that thess amaateur clube are
nothing if not ingenicus at times. Hore is
an amusing story of the Uzbridge Town
club which hag just come to my knowledgo,
Not long ago they bhad a match to play
apsinat DBarnet, another amatour aide,
al course. Now it so happened that the
Barnet teom could not be chesen m time
to let the Uxbridge people hove the names
to print on tho club amme, Uzbridge
pot over the diffienlty, bowewver, by

rinting o teom of formor Earnet players.
gu tha programme read on these lines:
P. Jones, long since retired; T. Deeks,
finished Bve vears ago ; A. Chandler, who
wont to Leicester City as a professional.

And &0 on right through the various
positions of the team. '

If other amateur clubs adopted this
ides from time to time, we should get o
much clearer idea of the part the amatour
clube play in providing the professional
teams with players. DBelieve me, the
amatewr clubs are closaly watched, bub
when a pood amateur is discoverad the
first question put to him is this : ** Would
you be propared to turn professional 1 ¥

AN OLD PROFESSIONAL CUSTOM!

i N OW we pasa on to another guestion

which showa that my readers

don't forget to obssrve ihi

which happen. "1 haye alwaya:
undﬂr?t.{m&,';h wnites ' Puzzled,” from
Barnsley, " that the League and the
com T.Efl:i-:-nu wore two e te qﬂm
but I have noticed that when a player ia
suspended for something he does in &
League match, he is not allowed to I:l]n-y
in & big Cup-tie during his period of
suspension. la this ao "

answer is in the affirmative.

The Football Association (s the
bodiy whichk alicays sils in judgment
when a pl g to o olub
affiliated to the F.A. is a8
having done things he nod
have dorie. And twhen the F.A.
suspenid a ploger (¢ means that he
must notl ploy in any type of malch
during the suspension period.

There is just one historic case which I
recall. Ome of the Huddersfield Town.
players was adjudged to have done things
near the ond of the 1919-20 season. A fow

days before the EIRJ Final was tﬂ:{ﬂd, this
E‘[Iu:g.mr waa aw%-!d. deapite act thab
uddersbeld n were directly con-

cerned in that final tie.
While on this susponsion subject, I can
reply to anothor reader, and toll him thad
batier has his wagch stophod SUEOmAticaLy

¥ nas nle wagee at -]

whon he is imp&nda? the F.A. for
misconduct on the field. 8o that when
cu hear of a professional being suspended”
or & month, it may be said that tho real
punishment is a fine of thirty-two pounds
—that is four woeoks' woges at eight
pounds per week, I may add, bowever;
that in many cassen the player doos nob
suffer, finanetally, quite ep moch as that.
Thero is a custom among foothallora thab
when a player 1s suspended, and hsa bis
wages stopped, the other members of the
side each contribute a bit from their own

wages each week ta ** soften the blow 33
financislly—for the player.
LINESMAN."
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“ And—and—and is that ell, Coker?”
articulated Prout.

“That's all, sir!” said Coker. * What
else could there be?™ i

Prout rose to his feet.  His eyes, as he
fixed them on Coker. were . positively
baleful, ]

“It is possible, Coker, that you are
telling mo the truth,” he said. “From
my expertence of vou, I know the
stupidity, the obtusencss, the fatuity,
‘that 15 to be expected of you. I admit
the possibility, and give you the benelit
of the doubt. But hsten to me, Coker!
1 shall keep you under ohservation. If
is should transpire, Coker, that you are

deceiving me—="

l'-I'I ¥

“Silence [ IF it should transpire that
ou have dealings with the man

dgey, if it should transpire that you
are engaged in questionable actions, the
time for confession, the time for merey,
will be past. You will be taken before
your headmaster to be expelled from the
wchool, Coker 1

Coker blinked at him.

“Now go!™ boomed Prout.

Coker went. He was glad to go. If
‘Prout was not potty, he was, in Coker's
opinion, perilously near it, and Coker
“‘;9-15:] quite glad to get away from his
gtudy.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,
Many Hands Make Light Work !

L ALLO, hallo, hallo! Ii's jolly
H old Coote I
“He doesn't look very
jolly 17
“The jollifulness dees not seem
terrific [

“Poor old bean!”
_ Harry Wharton & Co. were saunter-
ing along Friardale Lane when they
eighted Mr, Coote. And they gave him
sympathetic glances,

Old Coote did not 100k jolly, by any

means, (Generally ha was & cheerful old
fallow. But now all the jey of Life
seemed to have left Mr. Coote.
_ He was pushing & handeart up the hill
i Friardale Lane. Evidently his horse
had not been found, and, without a
horsa, Mr, Coote's cart was useless. But
& man had to live, and it seemed that
old Coote was trying to carry on by
means of a handeart.

The handcart was piled with various
Emkagﬂ. It was a good weight. The

ill was not steep, still it was a hill.
Cold ss the aftornoon was, Mr, Coote
perspired at his task. FEvery now and
then ha stc-pﬁed to rest. lodging a stone
under ths wheels.

He had stopped for one of thess much-
needed rests, when thé juniors, comin
on behind, overtook him.: They pause
to exchange a word of greeting.

“You've not got your geegee back
yet?" asked Bob, a sympathetio but
rather superBuous question, as it was
cbvious that Mr, Coote hadn’t,

"No, sir!” Mr. Coote removed his
ancient hat te wipe his damp brow,
“I'll never ‘ses that 'orse- again, sir,
arter all this time [

“Hard lines!™ said Bob.

*Very hard lines, sir, on an old man,
lelat becouse of & young raskil!” said

r, Coote. “I've epcke to Inspector
Grimes about it, along to Courtfield, but
he says, qaflﬁ he, * You ain’t got a thing
to go on, he says™

“Well, you haven't, vou know,* said
Harry Wharton.  “If there was any
evidence that a Greyfriars man did the
damage, the Head would see that it was
made good by his people. But—
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“I knows what I knows, sir!” sald
Mr, Coote.r “And so does DMaster
Coker, sir—a Lind-'earted young gentle-

. man, if you like.”

“Well, Coker doesn't know anything
about it, except that he bars Caffyn!”
said Frank Nugent. “I don't think a
judge would eall that evidence.™

And the juniors smiled.

“What about getting a new horse ™
azked DBob.

Old Coste sighed.

“*Orses cost  money, sir!™  he
answered, “I seen Mr. Lodgey about
lt i

“Lodgey ¥ repeated Bob. “You're
getting into bad company, Mr. Coote.”

Mr. Coote grinned.

“Lodgey's a "orse-dealer, sir,” he said,

“I dessay he doos more on the side; but
he does business in 'orses, and you'll
a.lm;ays find him at Lantham "Orse Fair,
He's got & "orse now that would suit me
down to the ground—jest like my. old
Tom, he iz, but younger—a good "orse,
.and I been round looking at him, I 'ave,
more'n once. But what's the use, when
Lodgey wants twenty-five pound, and 1
ain't got two P

The old carrier sighed.

“If right was right, and that young -

raskil Cafiyn was made to pay up, I'd
buy that 'orse of Lodgey,” he said.
“Mind, he's a good “orse, and cheap at
the price! I knows something about
‘orses! Lodgey won't sell me the sort of

Another Great ‘_W'ild West School Yarn
By FRANK RICHARDS
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orse he sells to a farmer at the fair
arter the farmer’s 'ad one or two! That
"orse is sound in wind snd limb, If
vight was right—" The old carrier
gighed again. “Well, 1t ain't any uvse
talking, and I got to get this barrer up
the "ill "

And old Coote spat on his hands, took
the handles of the heavy handcart, and
trundled.

Harry Wharton glanced at his friends.
They read his unspoken thought, and
nodded.

“Lot's I zaid Bob.

And they did! Wharton and Bob
tock s handle each, pushing old Coote
out of the way, and Nugent, Hurree
Singh, snd Johony Bull pushed at the
rear of the laden handcart. Heavy as it
was, it went quite guickly up the hill
with five sturdy schoolboys pushing and
pulling.

“My eve!” said old Coote. “You'd
better leave it alone, young gentlomen !
'‘Bposa your schoolmaster was to see you
at this here game!™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“That's all right! Going to the top
of the hill
*Yessir |
the top!” i

“Up she gocs!” said Bob.

The Famous Five got going. 0ld
Coote followed, glad of the rafief and
mﬂcrpmg' his brow. Temple, Dn!bnug.
and Fry, of the Greyfriars Fourth, came
elong from the school, and stared at that
unusual occupation of the chums of the

Green's cottage, right at

Hemove. . i
“0h, gad!” ssid Crecil Reginald
Temple. “ You fellows been looking for

work ? What's Coote payin' you for the

job ¥

- “Bob an hour?” asked Frv.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roasrsd Dabnay,

“0Oh, .clear off, fatheads!” grunted
Bob Cherry.

“¥eep yvour barrow boys in order,
Mr. Coota!” said Crooil Reginald
Temple. “¥ou shouldn't allow your
hands to cheek the public.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dabney and
Fry.

Bump!

Thoe hand-cart collided with the knees
of Ceecil Reginald Temple's elegant
trousers. The dandy of the Fourth sat
down suddenly—in a puddle.

“Oooogh ! spluttered ‘Temple.

“Ha, ha, ha!

It was the turn of the barrow boys
to laugh, and they did. They shoved
tha hand-cart on, lfzaring- Templs pick-
ing himself out of the puddle with an
expression on pris face that showed con-
clusively that he no longer regarded
the matter as humorous.

Farther ug the hill two Roemovites
happened. One was Lord Mauleverer,
walking quickly, the other was Billy
Bunter, trotting,

Mauly was walking quickly because
Bunter was after him.” Bunter was
trotting, because Mauly was walking
s A fellows ! da B

-1 say, you fellows!” gaspe unter,
blinking at the Famous Fﬁra through
his big spectecles in astonishment and
disgust. I say! What's the gama?”

“Not a game—work " answered Bob.

“You might think of the schoo " said
Bunter, with ineffable dignity. “What
would anybody think, seeing Grevfriars
fellows pushing a truck about like that?
Low, L call it. I say, Mauly, come onl
Let's get away before anyonc passecs
andraus us with that Iut.;;

“Yaans, you get away, Bunter, old fat
bean !” said Lord Mauleverer., “Roll

off, while I lend a hand with the
row.

“Wha-a-t?" gasped Bunfer.

“Ha, ha, haﬁ.” ped Bunter

Billy Bunier’s little Tound eves almost
popped through his big round spectacles
a3 Lord Mauleverer joined up with tho
I’im}::l::a.rt pushers, and shoved with the
rest.

“Shove away, Mauly ! grinned Bob,
“Get out of it, Bunter, you bloated
aristocrat, or you aristocratin bloater,
whichever you are !

Onward went the handeart, swiftly
and easily now, leaving Billy Bunter
blinking scorn.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
the Snipe !" said Bob, a little later.

Caffyn etared at tho truck pushers.
Old Coote gave him s grim look.

“You'd loock pretty sick if Quelch
caught you at that!™ sneered Caffyn.

“Oh crumbs! Here's another aristo-
crat like Bunter,” said Bob. *“"Why not
lend a hand, Enipey? ¥t would bo the
first decent thing you've done since you
came to Greyfrinrs.™

“I'll wateh it!™ sneered the Snipe.

“Kick him!” gaid Nugent.

The 8nipe walked on hasti]g without
waiting to be kicked. At a little dis-
tance, however, he stopped to look
back, He was aware that Mr. Queclch
was taking a walk up the lane that
afternoon, and that in a few minutes,
st the most, he would come in sight
of the handcart and its convoy. TIn the
happy anticipation of secing the
Famous Five called over the coals by
their beak, the Snipe followed on be-
hind them at a distance.

Witk & last united shove the Re-
movites brought the truck to the top of
the hill. There a tall and angular form



Hurree Singh, and Johnny Bull pushed in the rear.
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Pushing 01d Coote out of the way, Wharton and Cherry each took hold of a handie of the handeart and pulled, while Nugent,

“ Up she goes | ** sald Bob.

** We'll pull it to the top of the hill I ¥

The Famous Five got golng, and old Coote was glad of the relief.

dawned on them, and two gimlet eyes
fixod on them in surpriso.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Wharten.

Ar, Queleh eame towards the juniors
ns they halted. ‘There was no doubt
that ho was surprised,

Harry Wharton & Co.
rather pink faces. o

“What are you doing, Wharton?”
asked Mr, %ue ch. 3 :

“'Hem | Helping Mr. Coote with his
fruck, sir,” said the captain of tha

move. “You may remember, sir,
that Mr. Coote has lost his horse.”

“QOh, yes, quite!" said the Remove
master, with & curious look at the
juniors, )

They waited, not at all certain what
viow Queleh would take of truck-shov-
ing as an oceupation for members of his
Form. R

“1 am very glad, rﬂ?r boys, to see Tou
performing an act of Lelp and kinduess
to an old man,” said Mr. Quelch.

With that, and a kind pod to Alr.
Coote, ha walked on.

“Good old Qu{-lnh * murmured Bob.
“Lucky he ain't so- fearfully aristo.
cratioc g3 Dunter.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Having landed the handcart at the
top of the hill, the juniors left Mr.
Coate to deliver hiz goods at Green's
cottage, and walked on to the schaol
And Caffyn, in utter disgust and dis-
appointment, slouched away.

gtood  with

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter*s Bright idea!
L 8AY, you fellows I*
_ l “Roll off |
"1 say, it’s rather important ¥
eatd Billy DBunter, coming into
i!tm:ri‘s Ko, 1. “You've got nothing for
2a.

“Then why the dickens have you
barged in, if you know that?” pshed
Harry Wharton, naturally surprized.

iy rﬁ, really, Wharton=—"

“Barge out again!” suggested Frank
Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I heard you
mention that you would be teaing in
Hgzll,” said Bunter. “That means that
-ou've got nothing in the study. Well,
inu[-: here! I can I‘Jut Fou on to a good
thing. I can speak to you fellows now
that cad, Caflyn, isn't hore. Vhat aro
vou grinning at?™

Wharton oand Nugent prinned, be-
covse Edgar Caffyn was sitting in the
armchair, a fow i;imt from them, toast-
ing his toes at tho study fire. But the
high back of the chair hid the Bnipe
from Bunter. Bunter’s eyes, ond even
his spectacles, could not prncirate the
boeck of on armchair, zo the fat Owl
did not know that Caffyn was theore.

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at!" snid Bunter erossly. Do listen
to a chap! That spips, Cafiyn, may
come barging in any minute. There
ou ga ag:m, grm.nin% likke hyenas!
ot that Caffyn would be likely to Ep
Coker that we're on the warpath. He
loathes him, vou know. 8till, it's safest
to keep & thing like this dark.”

Caffyn, in the armchair, hed stretched
out & hand towards the study poker mn
tho liﬂnder. Now he withdrew it hi'f
anything was going on up against his
Cousin %nlier, Cuﬂgm hadn na desire to
stop it, by any meana. Sa ho sat quict,
end let Bunter run on.

“How would you fellows like a
splendid epread?” ssked Dunter, blink-
ing at Wharton and Nugent through hia
big spectaclea. “Cold chickens and
pics and ¢akes, and all sorts of splendid
stuff I

“Fresh from Bunter Courti” grinned
Nugent.

“Well, not exactly,” admitted Bunter.
“'The fact i3, the hamper's in Coker’s
study. ¥ou know that old sketch, nis

Aunt Judy, ia always sending him
hompers. You've heord of Coker's
study suppers. Sha  doesn’t  send

hampers like that to her other nephew.
He, En, ho!l I dare say the Snipe would
like 'em.  DBut he nover gets them—
whaot 1" ;

Wharton and Nugent laughed.
Bunter was rattling on in bhappy un-
consciousness of ile Snipe’s presence.
1t Cafiyn chosa to sit thera and listen
to it, it waa his own afair.

“It's weird, you know,” went on
Bunter, “Tha Snipe is trying his
hardest to cut Coker out with the old
sketch, and his guardian, that sclicitor
%u!mny, old Sarle, is helping him
o can. 1 heard 'em once jawing it
over. But they don't seem to bo get
ting on with it a lot. Coker’s still get-
ting the hampers. Luckily, he's taken
up betting on horses.”

* Luckily ! ejaculated Wharton.

" Well, what I mean is he’s gone down
to Friardale agsin,” lained Bunter.
“Ho goes down every day now to see

Lodgey.”

“How do you know he goes to nea
Lodgey, you fat vwillaini” asked
Nugent,

“ Well, 1 heard Price of the Fifth eay
BO-
“Price is a worm ! i
“Oh, rot: everybody knows it!" said
Bunter. " Why, Eou fellows yourselves
thae

caught him in lane with Ludiﬂj
one afterncon. But never mind what

oing is, ho's gone [%
?athund?‘"

I'm not the fellow
IRRARY.~MNo. 1,408.

he's gone for. The
“*What about it,
“Well, as 5 rul
Ten MadNeT
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to snafle & follow's tuck, as you fellows
know,” said Bunter.

“Ya gods ¥

“Not the gort of thing I'd do,” said
the fat Owl. “But circumstances alter
cases, you konow. I don't think Coker
ought to carry on like this—getting nto
shady company, buacking horses, end
disgracing his school, and all that.
It'll be a slur on everybody when he
ets sacked. Well, my idea is to give
v a lesson.” i

“By pnnmhinﬁ'r his hamper while he's
gone ¥ asked Wharton, laughing.

“Well, bagging it, you know," said
Bunter, with & ned. “It's in his study
now, 1 saw Trotter taking it thers
from the house dame's room. fel-
low who goes out regularly every day
blagging, ought to have s lesson, i
think. It would serve him right to
miss that hamper when he came back.

Of course, I'm not thinking of the grub
that's—"

ﬂH&} hﬂp hﬂ- ["

“Oh. den't cackle!
that you fellows have nothing for tes,
I thought of Coker's h_amcfe:j,” ex-
plained Bunter. *Pure friendship, you
know! And—and & warning to ar |
Dash it &ll, it's a decent chap’s duty to
—to butt in when a fellow's going on
the downward path, and all that!
Coker's fooling the Head, fooling his
Leak, and fooling that old sketch Judy.
You can
wouldn't be sending him hampers if she
knew that he was going out every day
pla.{ll_ng billiards at the Cross Keys, and
backing horses and all that! More
likely to cut him off with s shilling 1

Caffyn, in the high-backed chair,
grinned.

This was guite agreeable hearing to
the Snipe.

RAILWAY WONDERS OF

THE WORLD.

Wonderful New Part Work.

Have you ever wanted to cub & huge
locomotive in halves to see the Enaidgt
It has been done for you. A wonderful
folding plate, in full eolours, showing
the works of a Great Western < Eing*
Class engine and tender is given free with
the first number of “ RATILWAY WONDERS
OF TEE WORLD,” which+4a now on sale.

Sevenpence & week—ig., only a penny a day
=18 all that it will cost you to suhscribe to
this new puoblication, and what a remarkable
publication it 13! Hera you bave the fascinat-
ing story of the world's steel highways told
by experts, explained by skilled engineers
and illustrated by the most wonderful
collection of photographs and explanatory
disgrams ever brought together.

Was there any boy who didn't want to zee
the wheels go round? This new publication
will show you how they do—and ever so much
more. If will tell you all about every railway
of imfurt&m:e in every part of the world,
including Britain's great railroads, the
ingenlous Alpine railways of BSwitzerland,
the railway that runs scross the sea in the
Gulf of Mexleo, London™s marvelloua wnder-
grouod system, New York's equally marvel-
lovs -overhead system, the. Cape to Cairo
railroad, and Canada’s conquest of the Rocky
Mountisins.

Tt will show you how railroads were concelved
and constructed, how engines were developed
until they reached the perfection of to-day.
It will explain the intricats ayetem of signal-
ling alf over the world. It will show vou the
world's greatest railway stations. It will tell
you the story of thoss heroic pioneers who
gave even their lives in the development of
rallway tranaport.

Every page bas some fresh wonder, and the
fllustrations are marvellous, No one who ls
interested in railways can afford to mias this
wonderful work. Look through the firet part
to-day—rou are sure to want the remainder
S“RAILWAY WONDERS OF THE WORLD "
wil be completed in aboulb 40 weekiy parts,
at 7d. ench.

Remembering 4

bet that that prim old stick:
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'}111& had no doubt that Dunter was
right.

If Miss Judith Coker discovered thet
her favourite nephew was an arrant
blackguard—as she could not fail to do
1f er was turned out of Greyfriars
in  dizgrece—it would be all up with
Horace in that direction.

Bunter was not the only fellow whe
believed that Horace Coker was going
to the dogs and heading straight for
the sack. Plenty of fellows had the
same belief, and most undoubting of all
was the beliel of the Snipe.

Cafiyn had not the slightest doubt.
He admitted that he had not suspected
this sort of thing on Coker's part fill
quite latcly. Coker had taken him in,
as ho had taken evervbody else in. Bui
he had found him out now—and that
was that |

~ Coker's present line of conduct,
indeed, seemed to hint that he had
grown tired of humbug-gimg and keep-
Ing up appearances at all. He seemed
¢ be growing absolutely reckless
about it.

Wharten and Nugent, who conld see
Cafiyn in the armchair, caught that
malicious grin on his foxy face and
frowned. Bunter rattled on.

“Disgraceful, I eall it! Rotten!
Quite outside! I know Potter and
Greene are worried about his awfunl
golngs-on. They've had more than ona
row in the study about it, and Coker
hardly speals to them now. I fancy
they're giving him the marble eye. Of
course, fellows don’t want to be mixed
up with a fellow who's booked for the
sack 1™

“Rubbish ! said Harry, “It's all
rot ! Coker explained how he came to
be talking to ey that day; ho was
only being a fod, as usual”™
_ *Well, he had to say something when
it came out,” sald Bunter. “And he
hasn’t explained why he keepe on going
down to sce him nearly every day.”

“Perhaps he doesn't.”

“Oh, don't be as el You koow:
everybody knows he does! Even ulfl
Prout—I saw him looking after Coker
this afterncon when he wont out of
f:utea, and you should have seen the
ook on his face 1™

“*Prout’s an ass !

“Well, look here, vou fellows know
what Coker's up to as well as I do!”
said Bunter warmly. “Are you going
to back me up in giving him a lesson?
I'll keep cave at the end of the passage
while you fellows——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cackling again!” roared Bunter.
“What is there to cackle at, I'd like to
know? Most of the Fifth are out of
the House—it's guite safe. Still, T'll
keop watch at the corner——=>=>

“Hsalle, hallo, hellol You men
coming down 7 roared Bob Cherry, in
the doorway of the study. “All the
dishwator and doorsteps will be gone [

“Coming !" answerad Harry.

“I eay, you fellows—" howled
Bunter. :
“ Fathead 1

Wharton and Nugent joined the Co.
in the passage. Even if Coker of the
Fifth was plunging head-over-ears in
trouble and disgrace, it did not seem to
bo their idea to punish him by snafling
Aunt Judy's hamper while he was hunt-
ing for trouble.

“Lock here” roared Bunter, if you

haven't the pluck to back a fellow
u}::—-'-—" He rolled out of tha study
after the Famcus Five as they headed

for the Remove staircase “J zay, you
fellows—" o
“What's the big idea t" asked Johnny

Ball.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Bunter thinks that Coker's gone out
on the merry razzle, and the idea is
to pioch his hamper while he's gone,”
he answered,

“That's a rotten way to put it
Wharton 1" said the fat Owl] indig-
nantly, * I'f idea is to punish a fellow
who's—— Leggo my esr, Bull, you
beast ! Wharrer vou grabbing my ear
for? Yow-ow!"

Johnny Bull, holding & fat ear
between a finger and thumb that felt
like & pair of pincers, led Bunfer down
the stairs.

“Will you leggo?” howled Bunter.

"No,” said Jo cheerfully, "I
won't! You're coming down to tea
with us, old fat bean |

“I-don't want tea in Hall 1®

“It's not & guestion of what you want,
but of what you're going to have!”
exglamed Johnny.

Ha, ha, ha ™

“Why, you checky beast— Lock
here, Coker will be back 1"

“Exactly! You're going to honour
us with your company unfil Coker's
back t” said Johnny, “You're not
pinching his tuck, you fat frog! You're
coming down to tea in Hall1”

“Good egp!” grinned Bob Cherry,
taking Bunter's othor fat ear. "“Come
on, old barrel I

“Legpo! I say—- Y&rwnah 1

“Jolly good idea!” agreed Harry
Wharton. " Come on, Bunter "

“I won't " yapped Bunter.

“I think you willl” :

“The thinkfulness is terrific I

And Bunter did! All the fat Owl's
excellent reasons for snaffling Coker's
hamper had failed to convince the
Famous Five that that hn.mFe: ﬂﬂgj:ut to
be snaflled. They were only convinced
that Billy Buntoer had better be kept
under their eayes until it was too late
to snaffle the hamper—which was not
what Bunter had wanted or expected.
It was only what he got!

In the midst of the grinning five, he
was led down to Hall.

“1 say, vou fellows!” he gasped, In
the doorway of Hall. “I say, leggol
I'm not going after Coker's hamper!"

"“You're not " agreed Johnny Bull,

1 mean, I've got to see Wingate in
his study——"

¥ Bow-wow |

“T—I mean, the—the Head! T can't
keep the Head waiting! I say, you
follows, leggo—so that I can go and ece
the hamper—I mean, the ad—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Bunter was led into Hall !

Generally Bunter's company was not
fearfully sought after. But during tea
in Hall that day the chums of the
Remove hung round him as if the
loved him like & brother. The fat Owl,
deriving what comfort he could from
the provender which the juniors de-
seribed ms “dishwater and deorsteps,”
had to abandon the 1dea of that hamper.
That well-merited punishment was not
going to be inflicted on Coker of the
Fifth—and Billy Bunter was not going
to dovour the contents of Aunt Judy's
hamper |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Caflyn In Cover!

AFFYN, with his ususl quiet and

Q stealthy tread, moved quickly
along the Fifth Form pessage.
Nobody was sabout. As

Bunter had said, most of the Fifth were
out of the House. Coker had pone
down to the villago—on his usual excur-
gion. The coast was clear, and Edgar



Caffyn slipped quietly into his Fifth
Form cousin’s study and shut the door
giter him.

How long Coker had been gone, and
when he would come in, Caffyn, of
course, did not khow. He had to chance
that. The idea of the heavy-handed
Horace catching him in the study was
not agrecable. Coker hardly needed an
excuse for handling the disagreeable
Bnipe when he came across him. If he
found him in his study, where certainly
the Snipe had no business, there was no
doubt that Horace would jump at the
chance—and at Caffyn!

Still, Bunter, who was an experienced

rub-raider, had thought it safe. Tha

nipe hoped that Bunter was right.

The hamper lay by the sercen in the
corner of the study. Caffyn stooped
over 1f,

It was a fact, as Bunter had stated,
that these porgeous hampers came only
to Aunt Judy's elder nephew. She was
fond of Horace, and she was not. fond
of Caffyvn. Though not a particularly
mielligent old lady, some instinet helped
Aunt Judy in judging her two nephews.
She felt, rather than knew, that Horace
had never given a thought to her
money. She did not feel like that at
all about Caffyn.

8o, though Miss Coker was a kind
relative to her younger nephew, and
paid his school fees, and maﬁe hirn an
allowance, it was Hordce who had pos-
session of her affectionate old heart.

All Caffyn's cunning had never been
able to change that. Cunning, in fact,
was not the quality requi:':%. though
the Bnipe could not understand it.

_Quickly Caffyn began to unfasten tha
hamper.

This favouring of Horace, Calfyn
chose to regard as an injustice to him-
self. Often had his envious and malicicus
eyes lingered on those hampors.

Now, for once, he had a chance of
helping himself.

What he had heard from Bunter in
Study No. 1 made it quite safe. Coker
was off the scene, bc]’ag ing down at
Friardale. Thera would Eﬁ & row about
it, of course; Coker was the fellow to
kick up no end of a row when he came
in and found his hamper raided. But
if anyene was suspected it would be

untar.

That suited the Enifpe.

He lifted the lid of the hamper.

The sight of the good, ample, and ox-
cellent things packed within brought a
scowl to his face. All this for Horace;
Iluthingbfﬂr him. He was going to sec
about that !

_He sorted out articles of & convenient
size for packing in his poekets; on the
remoinder he was going to spill ink and
ashes and soot Bilﬂr Bunter would
have thought only of snooping tuck, but
the 8nipe thought less of the tuck than
of his malice.

Coker was not going to enjoy that
hamper, at al' gventa !

But the best-laid schemes o' mice and
men gani aft agley. Cuallyn moved
quickly, but he was still packing his
packets when there came a heavy tread
along the Fifth Form passage,

Ho started up, his heart thumping.

That hemri_r tread  sounded like
Horace's. A fellow slways knew when
Horace Coker was coming; he had
hefty footsteps.

Caffyn, for & second, was shaking with
terror., If Coker caught him in the
study, the hamper open at his feet—

Hardly stopping te think, the Snipa
olosed tho lid of the hamper and darted
behind the screen :

He stood there palmitating.

From the bottom of his heart he
wished that he had never heard about

EVERY SATURDAY

that hamper from Bunter and that he
had never acted on the information.
But it was rather too late to wish that
IO,

The study door swung open and
Horace Coker tramped in.

Calfyn hardly breathed.

Slam !

The deor shut. Coker of the TFifth
}}?d never closed a door gquietly in his
ife.

He had come te stay. Caffyn won-
dered savagely why he Lad come back
80 EOOT,

Had e been less suspicious and less
willing to believe evil of a fellow he
disl tked he would not have been caught
like this; for Coker had not, as Cativn
believed, gone down to Friardale to play
billiards &t the Cross Keys, or to dis-
cuss the backing of horses with Mr.

dgey. He had gono down to seo old
Coote and ask him onee more if the
police had succeeded in tracing the
"lp:rlﬁhl'.d " horse, Happening to mect
Mr. "Coote on his round, he had not

ne on fo the old carrier’s cottage.
'hat was the simple reason why he had
come back carlier than was his wont.

Coker did not sit down,
1H.a moved restlessly about the study,
his hands in his pockets, giving an
occasional grunt.

Caffyn  wondered whether he had
noticed that the hamper had been
opened. But he was soon assured that
H?ram was not thinking about hampers,

erc was o rent in the soreen—imoro
than one, in fact—and Caffyn applied
his eye to a slit and peered at Coker,
ia was tramping aimlessly about the
rooin with a deep wrinkle of troubled
thought on his brow.

Obviously, Coker had come Lack wilh
a weight on his mind. Obviounsly—te
the Bnipe—his gambling transactions
with Lodgey were turning out unlucky.

It was clear that Coker had not the
remotest suspicion that anyong waa in
the study with hin. The Snipe drew
comfort from that. If only the hulking
brute would go, and give him a chanca
of getting clear—

But Horace showed no sign of going.
He was thinking worried thoughts.
Caffyn had no doubt that his thoughts
wera on the subjeet of losses at banker,
or billiards, or delusive geegees,

Caffyn had never wasted a thought
on anyone else, and he was not likely
to guess that that was precisely what
Coker was doing.

Coker was worried, not about banker,
or bhilliards, or ieugﬁc& but about poor
old Coote. He had met him pushing &
heavy-laden handeart—a task far boyvond
an old man's strength. Convineed that
it was his cousin who had cansed the
lasa of the carrier's horse, Cloker had
told old Coote that he would see that
he had justice He had not been able
te keep iJ'Iiﬁ waord.

Caffvn had refused to own up; re-
fused to ask his guardian to pay for the
damage. Coker's drastic methods of
“making him ** had been a failure. So
Coker had been very anxious to hear
whether that missing animal had been
traced and recovered by the police,

Had it been found it would have been
all right; but it had not been found,
and Coker realised that there was little
hope now that 1t

21
The carrier had to be paid for his
loss, so that he could purchase the new
horse he had his eye on. Conld Coker

let & poor oid man be swindled by a
relation of his? Coker couldn't !

Besides, he had told Coote that he
should have justice; that the stolen
animal should be paid for. He had to
Keep his word.,

The Smipe wouldn't own up, or pay;
very likely the little beast hﬂtl; forgotten
the whole matter long ago. That left it
up to Coker,

EBut Coker, though well off in the way
of cash, had no such sum as twenty-Gve
Emmcla ak his disposal; neither was he

aen to ask cven his indulgent Aunt
Judy for such a sum,

Moreover, it -vas difficult to explain.
Tho Snipe was keen to report anything
in hia disfavour to Aunt Judith: but
Coker would have perished beforc actin
like the Snipe. He eould not—and woul
not—tell Aunt Judy of the Snipe’s dirty
trick on the earvier; he was no sneak
and informer.

That made it very hard. For without
telling Aunt Judy about the Snipe's
rotien trickery he could hardly make
her undervstand that he weoa concerned
in tho matter at all.

It would look a= if he was barging

into something that didn't concern him
—to the tune of twenly-five pounds.
Undoubtedly  that  was  rather

awloward.
But there was no help for it. The

sight of poor old Coots sweating over
that haudeart had been too much for
Coker. He had told the old carrier

that he would see about it at once. Ha
wag going to.  Bunt it was a difficult
malier, and o fearful worry, and it was
no wonder that Coker's rugged brow
was corrugated with painful thought,

He threw himself into a chair at the
table at last.

There was a bump on the study door,
and it opened. Potter and Greene
locked in,

Coker gava them an unfriendly stare.

“Want anvthing ¥ he asked,

Potter and Creene coloured a little,
It was tea-time, and they were aware
of the hamper. There had been coldnesa
in that study of late; Polter and Grecne
had given Coker good advice abouf
Lodgey. and the incensed Horace had
repaid it with swipes from an Indian
club. Still, it was tea-time—and thers
was the Liamper.

“We saw you come in, old chap—"
murmurced Potter,

“If you want anything,” said Coker
frigidly, 1 suppose you can comse In, as
it's your study; if you don't, you might
give a fellow a little peaco when he's
got a difficult letter to write.”

Potter and Greenes exchanged a
glance. The atmosphere of the stu
geemed well below zero. They close
the door and walked away. :

Cokor dipped hia pon in ihe ink; be
gave o weary grunt.

“T'va got to ask Aunt Judy for the

money. How tho dickens can I put it!?
Well, it's f“ to bo done!” grunted
Coker aloud.

He began to serawl. And from the
glit in the sereen in the eorner of the
study the Snipe's eyes watched him,

(Cantinued on next page.)

ever would bo. And
old Cloote was push-
ing a heavy hand-
cart about—all
through Coker’s
cousin.

Little na the Snipe
guessed it, that was
the worry on
Coker’s mind.
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littering. The Bnips now was glad
t he was thers. At long, long last
ﬁa é‘mur of the Snipe’s triumph was at
nd.
At all events, he believed that it was,

JE—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In His Own Hand !

5 LOW 161"
B G;kar uttered that forcible

ejaculation, )
Behind the screen the Snipe
rinned. He had no doubt that Horace
ound it hard to put the matter dl[ﬁ.ﬂ"
matically to Aunt Judith—to ask her
for money without mentioning what it
was for, She would never guess that
it was for s gambling debt; but she
would want to know what it was for
aurei;rr if it was a large sum. _&nci
Colker’s deep worry seemed to indicats
that a large sum was involved,
Coker wrote and re-wrote and re-re-
wrote. Hae spoiled about a dozen sheets

of paper, crumpled them, and threw
them inte the fender. Finally, he
seemed fairly satisfied.

The watching Snips saw him read
over a completed letter; then he took
up bis pen again, mratnﬁed out & word
here and there, 'and put 1n an improve-
ment or two. ‘Yhe Snipe watched.
Every now snd then he had a glimpse
of the letter itself as Coker moved his
head, but hé was not near enmough to
read it—though he would have given a
term’s pocket-money to read what was
written there | ) .

*“0Oh blow! That will have to do!
paid Coker at last. '"That’s that ™

His latest edition was considerably
poratched, emeared, smudged, and
blotted by the additions and improve-
ments Coker had made.

Heo procecded to write out a fresh
copy, having now got the epistle to his
satisfuctinn, or as near a3 possible. It
was impossible, no doubt, for such a
very unususl epistle to be quite satis-
factory. But Coker had done his best—
and that, as he had stated, was that !

Ho wrote the new copy, with only a
fow smears and blots, and folded it and
slipped it into_an envelope, which he
sddressed to Miss Judith Coker.

Caffyn wondered what he was going
to do with the rough draft. A dozen

iled sheets or sc lay littering the
ender. The fire, like Coker, had gone
out that afterncon. He had not re-
lit it since coming into the study.
Was Coker idiot enough to leave thosa
incriminating docurents where he had
chuoked them?

Why not? Coker was idiot enough
for anything in the first place. In the
second place, be bad no idea that
there was & spy in the study; and cer-
tainly Potter and Greene would never
have spied into crumpled old ecrib-
blings in the fender. Caffyn's heart
beat faster.

Coker stamped his eavelope and
logked at his watch.

*Just about timal!" he murmured.
Calfyn guessed that he was thinking of
the postman's ecollection "at the
letter-box. _

By chance, as it seemed, Coker’s oye
fell on the rough draft of the letter,
still lying on the table. e picked it
up carelcssly, erumpled it, and threw
if into the fender,

Then, taking up the letter addressed
to Miss Judith Coker, he left the study,
glammiog the door after him as usual

Cafyn panted.

Coker would be at least three or four
minutes gone to post the letter. It was
biz chance of escape at last.
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But he was not thinking who!l{l
EEER%BI He was not thinking at &
the hamper! Hampers did not mattar
nowW,

He was thinking of that last sheet,
that .Coker hed ecrumpled and tossed
carelessly away—word for word what
he had written to Aunt Judy |

Coker’s heavy {footstepe died away
down the passage. dgar Cafiyn
whipped from behind the =screen and
jumped to the fender.

He snatched up the erumpled sheet.
Coker’s earlier, uncompleted literary
works he left where they lay! It was
the draft of the letter to Aunt Judy
that he wanted.

Ho did not remain in the study to
look at it; or even to wncrumple it.
He thrust it into his pocket and ran
out of the study.

Potter and Greene, talking to Fite-
gerald in his doorway, saw him, and
etared at him. But he was gone at a
run. He cared little whether he was
geen—pow that he had in his hands, as
he firmly believed, a document that
meant disaster and ruin to Coker of
the Fifth |

For whatever old Miss Judith might

of
of

think of Coker's letter, there was no [

doubt what Prout and the Head would
think of 1t—if they saw it, and if it
was anything like Caffyn supposed!

And when they had seen it, and
acted on it, even Aunt Judy's fond old
eyes would be gpened to the true
character of the elder nephew whom she
hu\%'tgl;;t\?di h Caff; ped

1 cating heart, Caffyn s BWE.

to the Remove. By thg time Cukq:{*
dropped his letter to Aunt Judy into
the letter-box, Caffyn had got back to
Study No. 1 in the Remove passage.

He ran in, shut the door, and turned
on the lightt He had the study to
himself; Wharton and MNugent hacf nok

‘come up after tea.

Panting with haste, the Snipe threw
himself into & chair, took Coker's letter
from his pocket, and scanned it
Smears, smudges, erasures, and blots
did not make it easy reading; but the
dnipe read it quickly enough. Having
read it, he sat staring et it with dilated
eyes.

It was better—or worse—than he. had
dared to dream ! It was Ceker's utter
eondemnation, written in hiz own hand!
He had been fool enough to leave this
lying in his study fender| This!

“Dear Aunt Judy,—I am badly in Sn

want of a sum of munny, as mutch
as twenty-five pounds. I know it is a
bit thick to ask you to lett me have
it, old dear; but you've often toled
me to ask you if I want munoy, so0
Ime taking you at your word, I
can't tell vyou what it's four, becanse
that wood be letting something out

that I think I had better kepe derk.
But itz not to spend in ekstravagance
or annything of that soart. If wou

can lett me have it, will you send me
a check for the summ named, payable
to J. Lodgey, Esq.?! 1 wood rather
have it as e check, as munny mught
get lost, also 1t’s safer to use checks
in deeling with doutful scart of
peeple.
“"Your affectionate nephaw,
“ Horage.”

Caffyn gazed ond gazed and gazed
at that extraordinary letter. Hs had
nl;?ﬂ!r dared to hopo for such luck os
this

Coker's association  with ey
hardly nceded proving nowl is
gambling travsactions with him were
clear as daylight—from that letter!

He owad Lodgey the stupendous suin==
stupendous for a schoolboy—of twentys
fiva poundal

What else could the letter mean? The
gharper, of course, had diddled him—
hﬂuiifrd ttig.u born tuki:a hdlddiedl But

a ha pay-—or talke the consequences
—Lodgey was the kind of manmgh show
him up at the school if he did not pay!
He had, of course, no such sum at his
command—so he was asking Aunt Judy
for it—actually mentioning Lodgey's
name in the letter,

Miss Judith knew nothing of Lodgey!
But Prout did—and the Head did| If
they saw this— Miss Judith, lil:a!i
enough,  was sufficiently silly, an
sulficiently fond of Horace to take his
word that it was all ﬂ%ht, and scnd him
a cheque for twenty-five pounds, pay-
able to J, Lodgey. But the Head was
not likely to think it all right! Hardly}

ﬂaﬁin chuckled bresthlessly.

He had Cousin Coker in the hollow
of his hand now! The rivalry was at
an end! Bhocked, pained, indignant,
Miss Judith would undoubtedly tum
against the nephew who had deceived
her, deluded her, tsken advantage of
her fond confidence to get money from
her to pay rascally gambling debts.
affyn laughed aloud.

Before reading that letter, the Snipo
had not been sure how he was poing
to use it—except that it was going to
ba used somehow for Coker's detriment.
But he knew nowl

That letter—Coker's sentence of the
sack written in his own hand—was goin
te Prout! Coker, by this time, ba
posted a letter to Aunt Judy word for
word like this, only minus the erasures,
corrections, and smears. 3o he would
not be able to deny it! He was caught
i a cleft stick.

Caffyn left 3tudy No. 1 and went down
to Masters’ Stodies. He tapped at
the door of Br. Prout’s study.

Prout was there, after tea. There
was & frown on his portly brow. Ha
was thinking of Coker. had seen

that youth leaving the school after

ass, going in the direction of Frise-
dale. Prout disdained the thought of
watching a fellow. Yet he mul:f hava
little doubt of what Coker was “up to *
—and bhe was worried, incensod,
irritated, perplezed te know what to
do. Then Cafiyn came in.

“What is it, Caliyn?" grunted Prout.
Be did not like this junior.

“If you please, sir, I've come to you,
a3 my cousin'ts Form-master,” said the

tpa smoothly. *“I'm go terribly
afraid that Horace is getting into soma
bad trouble with that man ey, his

friend—

Prout cut in sharply.

“Very well, very well; if you hava
anything definite te say—"

“X picked up this letter in his “'!“dfﬁ
sir, when 1 went to speak to him!
eaid the Bnipe, holding it out. *“I
thought—" -

FProut Einred at it and at him.

“¥ou hed no right to look at a letter
you picked up in a Fifth Form boy's
study, Cafivn! VYou bkave no right to

bring it to me! Take it back to Coker.”
Caffyn breathed hard.
“Yes, sir, tf you tell me to. DBut as

he mentions his debts to Lodgey in this
letter, sir——-"

Prout almost bounded from his chair.

“Ha what—what— what—" stuticred
Prout. "' If—if that i3 the case, it is
my duty to ezamine the letter. Hand
it to me."

Csffyn watched his face 2s he scanned
Coker’s scrdwl. The expression on it
was satisfactory to the Snipe—it might
have been terrifying te anyone elsa.
Prout's face grew purple; his eyes
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* pe my cousln, Coker, mentions his debts to Lodgey in this letter, sir,” sald the Snipe, ‘' 1 thought——7""
: ; ! “ H—1if that is the case, it is n':y duty to examine the letter.

what—wha * stuttered Pront.

bulged; he gasped for breath. IHe read
that scrawl once—he read it fwice—
then, aopparently forgetful - of the
ipe's presence, Praut rushed from the
study, letter in hand.
Caffyn grinned.

Hs knew that Prout had rushed

away to the Ilead. He knew what
rnsuft must follow! Ile had caunzo to
grin. He strolled checrfully out of

Prout’s study.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Row On!

“ 2AY, you fellows, there's a row

: on "

E Billy Bunter's excited squeak

was not heedrd, The Greyiriars
fellows did not need Dunter to mmform
them that thers was a row on.

Everybody knew!

A dozen fellows, at least, had seen
Prout rushing to the Head's study like
& thunderstorm, his gown blowing out
behind him in his hurry.

Prout's deportment, as a rule, was
slow and majestic. Prout had utterly
and totally forgotten majestic depori-
ment,

That alone )
interest and attention.
more—much more |

Loder of the Sixth had been with the
Head when Prout hurtled in. e had
left at once, of course. DBut his e¢ars
had been open as ha left, and he had
distinctly ecaught tha worda *Coker—
Lodgey—expulsion 1

Loder told a dozen other fellows, each
of wham told half a dozen or so.

“Put it can't be truel” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “What can Coker
have done to be sacked [or?”

“Lodgey, of course!” said Bob

“I'd swear he never had anything to
do with Lodgey! I was a bit startled
that day finding him with the rotterl
But—— Well, fw explained ik2

would have excited
But thersa was

EVERY SATURDAY

I |“| |

i

“Too thin I* said Skinner, shakin
head “Ewven Coker ought to
thought of & better one !

“Have they sent for Coker?” asked
Nugont, .

“Na; he's in the gamesstudy,” said
Temple of the Fourth. “Coker’s the
only man who doesn't know he's going
to be sacked.” ]

ADo you krnow anything about 1f,
Caffyn 1" asked Harry Wharton, as he
epotted a lurking grin on the foxy faco
of the Snipe.

“MNot a thing,” answered Caffyn
cheerfully. “What on earth could I
know about it? Horace is found out,
that's all.™ .

“I don’t balieve there was anything to
find out,” said the captain of the
Remove. “Coker's a fool—but that
didn't need finding out! I don’t bolieve
he's done anything but play the fool.”

*You'll see in Hall 1 grinned Cafiyn.
“I don’t know anything about it, of
course, but I ve got an idea that he owes
that man Lodgey a lot of money, and
it's come out somehow.™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here
Coker 1"

Coker of the TFifth came down, with
his handa in his pockets and quite a
¢cheery expression on his face. Having

ot a troublesome maticr off his mind,

oker was naturally fecling a little
bucked, And—that maiter off his mind
—ha had found comfort in Aunt Judy's
hamper., Now he was coming down l;:;a-r
Roll, unconscious of the wild cxcitement
reigning downstairs,

But as a myriad eyves fixed on him ho
glanced round in some surprise. Hae
realised that something was up. He re-
called now that some of the fellows had
looked at him rather queerly in thoe
games-study

Coker reddened. If it was some more
of their rot about that Lodgey story,
Cﬂé{Er was preparcd to fly off the deep
©nd.

“Doesn't he really know what's up i2

his
ave

cornas

** He what-——
Hand it to me ! **

asked the Bounder, puzzled.

1f Coker had been ™ copped * he must
have known. - It looked as if he had not
acturlly been “copped.” For evidently
he did not know !

“What's thiz crowd for?” asked
Coker. “What are you all gabbling
about? MNever saw such s lot to
gabble [

“Doesn't ho really know he's up for
the sack " asked Price, in wonder.

Coker jumped.

“Wha's up for tha Emk'e(fu“ ass ?"

“Aren't youl" shout a dozen
fellawa, ;

“Not that I know of, you silly fat-
headz ! What have I done, I'd like to
know " roared Coker.

“We'd all like to know!” chuckled
Temple of the Fourth, “Apd I fancy
the Head's going to tell us in Hall ¥

“If you want a thick ear, young
Templo—-"

The bell rang for calling-over. Chker,
with & contcimptuous snort, tramped
away to Hall. Whatever it was that
was on the cavds, it waa plain that
(“oker feared nothing. By the time the
Greyiriara fellows were packed in Hall
ﬂ:{citenmnt and curiosity wera at fever-

cat.

Coker took his place calmly in the
ranks of the Fifth. Every fellow in that
Form eyed him. Fellows in other
E‘prms craned their pecks to look at

irm.

When Prout came in he was seen to
bestow o grim glare on Coker. Then
tha Head entered by the upper deor,
the prefects called for silence, and
there was a hush. ) ]

It was only on special occasions that
the headmaster took Rell. This, clearly,
was a special eccasion [t was plain
that calling-over was not the serious
busincss in hand; it was merely & pre-
liminary canter, so to speak.

Iivervone was anxious to get it over
and get dewn to brass tacks—and

Tue Macrer LiskaAry.—No. 1,403,
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Coker! Fellows noticed that when
Coker's werful  volcs answered:

“ Adsusa |” to his name, the Hond gave
him a quick glance before he went on
with thao roll. :

. Tha roll waz celled! But ths usual
signal for dismiessal did not come. In-
stead of that, Prout boomed :

* Coker |”

“Th1 Ves, airi"” said Coker.

“You will go to your headmaster.”
The Gravfriars crowd, hushed,

breathed hard and deep as Horace
Coker, still showing no signs of alarm,
walked up the Hall to his headmastor.

S —

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
R. LOCEE fixed his eyes on
D'

'Hri
Mr. Prout eyed him grimly.
Coker stood before them un-
dismayed. His rugged face [;Jmtur-e-d
rplexity; a touch of bewilderment.
ﬁnt was all. ’ .

The whole school stood gazing.

"“(Coker I The Head's gquiet voice
broke a tense silence. * Doubtless you
are awaro why you stand before me
new."

"% Yoa, sir. Mr. Prout told me tol!”
gaid Cloker innocently.

Dr, Locke eoughed.

“J mean, Coker, you know the offenca
with which you are chargedi” ]

“Fhl. No, sirl Am I charged with
anything d Coker. _

“You are charged, Coker,” szid the
Head, hia voice _deepening, “with
conduct unworthy of o Greyfriars boy.
disgraceful to yourself and to your
school. You stand befora me to be ex-
pelled from Greyfriars, in the presence
of your mhn-u!feﬁuwa, whao, I am sure,
ﬁ'ili; be as shocked and disgusted with
you as I, your headmaster, can be 1"

here was a deep-drawn breath in
Hzll! They were getting down to the
brass tacks now |

Coker locked a little dazed,

“Have I done anything, sir!” he
asked blankly. ]

“Do you deny, Coker, having had
dealings with a man of disreputable
character, of the name of Lodgey?”

. *Certainl ; sirl I spoke to him only
once, and fm explained that to Mr.
Pront " _

“You deny having had dealings with
him sirice ¥

“Of course, sir [

“ Bless my soul 1" exclaimed the Head.
“I have never heard of such effrontery |
If . you have bad no dealings with the
maf,’ T, comes it that you owe
bhim a large sum of money 1"

III dﬂﬂjh Ei:‘ !J!

You you do nok?”
M Not at all, eirti

anything. How could I
This boye inpudence, sir " breathed
Prout. “His—his sudascious impudenca

and—and nerve [*

“ NWeither will he-lg him now, Mr.
Prout 1” said the Hend grimly, “Coker,
listen to me! A letter, wri by you,
has come inte my handa. I desire the
whole school to know tho just. grounds
on which you are cendemned, Coler.
For that reason T have decided te expel

in publie. In this lettor, Coker, yon

ave written to a relative, s Miss

Judith Coker, asking for the sum of
twenty-five pounds.”

The Head beld up the letter. Coker
blinked at it. He recognised it as the
. ‘rﬂugh draft of the ietter he had posted

to Aunt Ju But 1t conveyed nothing
#o his bewildered mind, '

“You do not deny this, Coker?™
. #Eh?  No, sir; thot's right,”

I don't owe him Of
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Thera was a buzz in Hall. It was in-
stantly supprossed by the prefects, All
Greyiriars hung on the Head's next

words,

“¥ou have requested Misz Judith

Coker to send you the money in the
form of s cheque,” snid the Head.
“¥ou have requested her to make the
cheque payable to J. Lndge;I Have
you anything further to say '
. “Only I don’t see what you're driv-
ing at, ar,’” said the perplexed and
puzzled Coker. “Is there an;-rtlnug
wrong 1n that letter to my aunt?’

*Wha-a-ti* -

"1 know it's rather a biz sum for a
chap to ask for,” said Coker. = “That's
worried me rather a lot. Still, she can
decide far herself. If she doesn’t let
me have it, I can sell my motor-bike to
pay Lodgey."”

“* To—to—to—pip-pip-pa Lodgay 1™
The Head l:-? Igrayirfars_ actually
stuttered.

“Yes, sir!"

““Is thiz bo

in his right senses, Mr.
Frout?” asked the Hv:a.cg

1 doubt it, sirl” pasped g
am driven to doubt it."’

“Coker | Have you still the effrontery,
the stupidity, the absurdity, to deny
that vou ows the man Lodgey a largo
sum of money, when you admit that you
have asked a relative for a cheque pay-

able to him for twenty-five pounds™
Greyfriars hung on Coker's answer.

Prout.

“Eh? ©Oh, ves, sir!” said Coker.
Fellows wondered if they wera
droaming,

“¥ou deny that you owe him money,
but you admit asking your aunt for a
large cheque payable to him,™ almost
gurgled the Head. '

“Certainly, sir. Chegues are safer in
dealing with doubtful characters, as I
told my aunt in my letter, Besides, old
Coote might lose tho money. don’t
suppose ha's over handled twenty-fivo
pounds before—or five, if you come to
that. FEver so much sajer to have a
choque, sir 1" said Coker.

The Head garzed at him.

“Coote!” he said. “ What—who is
Coote?™ ;

“The carrier, sirl” said Coker. 1
never intended to say anything about it,
and I can’s imagine how you got hold
of that letter that I chucked away in
my study, but it’s quits simple, sir. But
if you want me to explain, sip——y"

“Speak!” gasped Dr. Locke.

“¥ou see, sir, old Coote believes, and
I bolieve, that my cousin pinched his
lftzirse:."hex Iainediﬂakgr. ;‘I told l:l:liri:l

'd see he had justice: but that sneaking
littla mipe—-—i"

“What "

“I—I mean Caffyn—but Caffyn
wouldn't own up, and so it was up to
me, I couldn’t let the man down. That's
why I've asked my aunt for the money.
course, I couldn’t tell her the details
—1 don’t want to get Caffyn into a row
with Aunt Judy, But that's how it was,
gir."

The Snipe, in the ranks of the Re-
move, stood transfixed,

“Coker P almost roared the Head.
“In this letter you have ansked Misa
Judith Coker for a cheque, not for Mr.
Coote, the carrier, but e%ﬂr the man
Lnd 3

“He's buyin the horse from
Lodgey, sir,” seid Coker. * Lodgey's a
horse-dealer, and he's got a horse to sell
that will just suit Coote—m—"

“ Wha-a-t1"

"0f course, I've had nothing to do
with it, "except telling old Coote I'd get
him the cheque for Lodgey,” said Coker.

“ Mr. Frout! Is—is—is 1t possible—"*

There was a stir in Hall, as Harry
Wharton l;umpeﬂ forward.

“May I speak, siri” exclaimed the

captain of the Remove. *It's true that
old Coote wounted to buy a horse from
Lodgay for twenty-fivé pounds; he told
some of us so the other dey in the
lang——*"

“The truthfulness is terrific.”

“¥Yes, rather1” gaid Bob Cherry,

Y Anyhow, wou can assl old Coote.
girl'"” gaid Coker. “He will tell you
all about it, sir, if you ask him.”

Df. Locke looked at Coker, Ha
looked at Prout. He looked at tha
crowded Hall, and he saw that grins
wera dawning on many faces. The
solemn proceedings were losing their
solemnity. Coker's explanation, utterly
unlookead-for as 1t was,. was olear
enough. He had not been a blackpguard.
Ho had not been a rotter. He had only
been, g2 per usual, a fathead. Every-
body in Hall—even Caffyn—believed
him. It was all so exactly Coker, The
Snipe bit hizs lips with rage and dis-
appointment; but ha knew that it was
true, and he knew that Coker had
escaped his snares once more. The
s:c:hemm%- Smipe had built confidently—
with no foundation, and now his house of
cards had some crashing down,

“I=]—J—" For onca the Head
was at a loss, “I—I— In view of—
of your explanation, Coker, further in-
quiry will be made, Dismiss!”

“Good old Coker!” roared Bob
Cherry,

“Hurrah "'

The Head disappeared hastily.
Masters and prefects hurried the

fellows out of Hall. Everybody was
laughing, Tragedy . had ‘ended ip
comedy.

- 1 ] ¥ .

Further inquiry, promised by the
Head, only eﬁcited, the following day,
that Coker's statements were perfectly
correct,

Cortainly ho had taken a lot of troubls
to make things black against himself.
"~ Whether he was right in believin
that Caffyn hed * pinched ” the carrier’s
horse, mnobody could say; but his
shouldering the responsibility, and
standing so gnncmuﬁlg by a poor old
fellow whoe was terribly down on his
luck, showed that Horace was a brick—
& genuine brick, with all his little foibles
and weaknesses. -

And when Aunt Judy's chegue came—
for that dear old soul's faith and trust
in her beloved Horace wers founded as
on & rock, and the cheque duly came—
it was handed over to old Coote, and
duly exchanged with Mr, Lnd?e;qr for the
new horse for the Friardele carrier.
And all was calm and bright—except
for Cafiyn!

Prout, in Form, told Coker that he
was & kiod-hearted and thoughtful lad.
Ie felt that that wos up to him, after
hiz groundless suspiciong—now for ever
dismissed ! But hoe told Coker's cousin,
Caffyn, quite other things. Hpo told
Caffyn that he was a apy, a tale-bearer,
a mischief-maker; and took him to Mr.
Quelch to lay a formal complaint of a
Hemove boy abstracting lotters from a
Fifth Form study. For which offence

the Remove master gavo Caffyn six of
the very best! !
“Fool's luck ™ seemed to befriend

Horace Coker all along the line. But
to the wriggling and dolorous Snipa it
seamed that there was no such thing as
rogua’'s

THE END.

The next story in this grand new
serier  featuring * Edgar Caffyn, the
achemer of the Remove, ¢ enditled:
“THE REMOVES REMARKEABLE
RECRUIT!" Look ocut for it in nexd
Saturday's bumper i2zue of the Magrer,
chumas. An early order will avoid diss
appointment [)
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CHAFPTER 1. .
A Dish-Washer Leaves !

“ OR three nights now he has
come here, that one. BStrange,
yes. Butb it is good-for trads
to have such as hum come

here.”

Fat Otto KEraus, proprietor of the
small and dirty ifi»ral:rnat Restaurant,
situated in the Falkenstrasse, one of
Borlin’s poorest quarters, apoke in
wheazy undgrtones as ﬂi‘w lounged
against the pay-desk over which his
wife was presiding, .

“And T could wish, mein frau,"” he
went on, mournfully flicking with his
nagkin at & groase spot on the desk,
“that we had more customers like him,
For times are bad, Never since the
War have I known times so bad.”

“Paya well, does he?" questioned
Frau KEraus, her shrewd hittle eyes
taking ourious and coveri stock of the
bronzed, clear-cut features and imma-
culate eveping dresa of the diner to
whom her husband was rﬂiarrm%!‘

“Pays well?™ repeated the fat Otto.
“Ja, indeed he pays well. Last night
he orderad nothing but a aavoury and
a small bottle of wine, both of which he
left. But he paid for them with a note
of large denomination and handsomely
—s0 handsomely—waved his chan
aside. Ah, we get few herp like him,
main fran.™ q

Tha propristor sighed deeply and,
havin pfl:ﬁﬂﬂ_ to rgmum tﬂ-]].EEFEIEﬂ.EE
spot from the desk with his napkin,
commenced stabbing at it with a dirty
and broken fingoer-nail.

“ Your afluent one is beckoning you,”
whispered hiz wife.

Straightening up, Otto furned and
shuffled hastily towards the little corner
table at which the diner in evening
dress was seated.

“Mein herr1” he breathed, his podgy
hands clasped and his flabby bulk bent
arm&mg :

“You bave a man named Wesal work-
ina here 1" =aid his customer,

tto stared. '

“¥Yes,” he:answered. “There iz &
Euﬁ;r Wesel herg—a dish-washer, He
works in.my kitchen.”

“That is the man |” nodded the other.
“I wish to speak with him, please!*’

“But, main herr,” expostulated Otto,
in atupid astonishment, “this Wesel is,
as I have said, & dish-washer—-*

“ is, a2 I have said, the man
whom I wish to see |” cut in the, other
brusquely. “You will send for him at
once, bring me my hat and coat.
I will speak with him outside "

“But you ecsn spesk with him in
here,” offered Otto eagerly, for he was
mighty ocurious to know whst business

-5
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thig well-groomed and obviously wealthy
customer could have with a miserable
dish-washer whom he, Otto, had taken
from out the very gutter. “No, wait!”
he went on hastily, *“ Perhaps it is too
public here. You may use my room—
my private room. 3ee, it lies behind
that eurtain there '

#1 thank wyoul” responded his cus-
tomer curtly, * But you will tell Wesel
to join me outside.. My hat and coat,
plaasa 1"

_ Rising, he laid & note on the table
in_payment of his score.

Pausing only long Em}ugh to ¢lutch
the note with fat Bngers, Otto waddled
AWAY, to reappear a moment later with
hat and coat.

“Mein herr,” he wheezed, ” if you will
reconsider., My private room—"

“I have told you that I will speak

with the man outsida I" eut in the cus-
tomer coldly. "I do mot require the
use of your room. You have zent for
Wesel 1 :

“Yes, yes, my wife already hastens
down to the kitchen with your
message [

“Thank you!™

With that the man in evening dress
turned and quitted tho restaurant,
bowed out by the fat, fawning, and
vastly intrigued Otto. )

Outside, with the collar of his at-
coat turned up, and his black felt hat
pulled down well over his eyes. the man
waited, hands plunged in pockets.

A few moments later, through the
ereaking swing-door of the restaurant,
ecame a short and stocky man, olose-
cropped of hair, bluish of chin, aproned,
anclp with shirtsleeves rolled up about
thick and muscular elbows.

As the door swung shut behind him
the man advanced a pace forward on to
the pavement, glanced up and down the
dark esnd almost -deserted street, and
then peeved inquiringly at the man in
evening dress.

“Wesal 1" said the latter softly,

Tha short and stocky Wesel, dish-
washer. at the Bratrost Restaurant, be-
came rigid. Then, with an inarticulate
¢ry, he sprang forward, his calloused
hands gripping at the other's arms,

Hauptmann "’ he gasped.
Hauptmann—is it you 7

"“Yes, Wesal, it is I!" apswered the
man in evening dress.

“But—but what has brought you
heret" asked the bewildered Wesel.

“¥ou lI** was the quiet response, *I
have come to fake you away. Ne, say
nothing now. -‘We cannot talk here,

Coms round to my rooms m the Garten-
atrasee in an hour's time. Here is my
address. You may tell that fat fool in

.gtand. 1

the High Seas and Under Seas.

Ll?e restourant that you are leaving
ine. "

N B:hut&' Herr Haupimann,” stammered
the stocky Wesel, *1 do not under-
ave not seen you since—since
we took our boat to Harwick. And you
come here now. Is it—is it that you
have work for me, Herr Hauptmsnn?”

The man in evening dress laughed

50 ﬂ‘g.

“Yes, I have work for you, Wesel,"
he responded. *“Work such as a man
has never dreamt of in his wildest
dreams. But I will zee you at my
rooms,™

Wesel atepped baek, and, rigid as a
ramrod, answered, with a quiver in his

voice ¢

“1 shall be there, Herr Hauptmann !

The other nodded, * and, turning,
moved away slong the darkened streat.

For a moment Wesel stood starin
after him, then, with » rasping an
trivmphant laugh, he turned and dashed
into the restaurant.

The fat Otto, waiting in a fever of
curiosity just inside. the door, pounced
on Wesel as he en the swing door,
grabbing him with hands.

“"Who was that!” he wheezed ex-
citedly, *Tell me, who is het"”

“He 18 the Hauptmann Ludwig von
Ulm 1” ghouted Wesel, wrenching him-
salf frea from his employer's uﬁ;
“The Hauptmenn von TUlm—t
greatest U-bost commander Germany

evathnd 9 t him dumbl

o gaped at him dumbly,

o But—-ﬁ':g comes mich A ono &8 Yol fo
know him 1" he articulated.

“ Because I -was his chief petiy-officer
when we sailed westwards agsinst the
Englanders | shouted Wesel, tﬂ-lrinpi‘ hia
apron from about his waist. “D'you
hear that, u bladder? I was his
chiaf petty-officer! There was no dith-
washing me then Eou fat toad!”

. Bavagely he crumpled the dirty apron
in his hands.

* And there's not gnini to be any more
of it1" he roared. “I'm ﬁdng back
to him. He's asked me. *vou hear
that? There's your arron—and you can
keep your job 1# ;

With the words Wassl hurled tha
crumpled apron full into the wrathful
and empurpled wisage of the fat Otto,
and, pushing roughly past that odtraged
individual, went clattering downstairs to
the kitchen in search of his jacket.

A few minutes later he was gone,
jaunty, both of gesture and of gait,

“The schweinhund has gome without
léi;ﬂ wnge;_l" {?mm'kuﬂ the simmering

to hiz wife. “That it something
to_be thankful for.™ '

Picking up an

Tae Maicwxr
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board notioe from the desk, he shuflled
morosely awsy and hung it up in the
window.

Passers-by in the Falkenstrasse that
night casuslly noted that in the Bratrost
Restaurant there was &

DISH-WASHER WANTED1

Ulverst !

IKE & man in a dream, Wesel
traversed street after street and
crossi after croesing as he
made his, way to Voo Ulm's

rooms in the Gartenstrasse. -

- He was & man who was living again in
the past, & man who was living again
those dayas of war when, aboard the sub-
mMaring 500, bhe and his comrades,
under the command of Ludwig von Ulm,
had sli sway from the submarine
pier at Wilhelmshaven to harry the ship-
ping of England on the western coasts
of that island kingdom.

‘{ireat days, they had been. Days of
high adventure and great endeaveur,
days when death had ridden ever close
in the roaring surge of the storm-tossed

BCAS.

Always the lfmg,- slim sg‘ay hullof UM
had ore sa.fe';l{ ack to her home on the
Ems, es, always she had wéturned,

until at length there had come that
black and bitter day when, st the order
of the German high command, U 500,
together with the rest of the German
submsarine fleet, had sailed for the
British port of Harwich, where she was

to surrender herself $o victorious
Er{?iﬂnd. . ;

ividly the fnal parting with Von
Ulm came back again to Wesel. Tor

1
Wesel, probably more than nng'nther
member of the orew, had realised the
ssicnate’ devotion which was Voo
%sim’s for the boat which he had com-
manded so britlisntly and with so mag-
nificent a courage.

Grey and haggard of face, that day at
Harwich, yet with shoulders erect,
Von Ulm, on the deck of the sub-
marine, had shaken hands with each
member of the crew, then he had gone
below to pay a last and silent farewell
to the boat which throughout long and
perilous months had keen more—far
more—to him then home. ]

From that day until this very night
Wesel had never seen Von Ulm, nor
heard of him. .

He was gm:;ito gea him now, though,
snd it was with a defiant Fw‘iqu that
be strode into the building in which Von
Ulm had his rooms and ordered the
liftman to take him up to the third

00T .

The liftman eyed him somewhat sus-
piciously. _

“Don't lovk at me like that, my
man 1" ssid Wesel sharply, soutely con-
scious of his shabby attire. * My busi-
ness is with the Hauptmann von Ulm1”

It was Voo imself who wel-

comed the late dish-washer and ushered do

him into a luxuriously furnished room—
a room of shaded lights, thick pile car-
pets, soft hangings, and_priceless pieces.
inking into & sumptuously _I:jl:u
holstered armchair in front of the wide,
%?en hearth, on which a fire glowed red,
esel a cigar from

‘ e gold box
which Von Ulm proffered.

“ And now, my friend,” snid Von Ulm,
geating himself in an armchair on the
opposite side of the hearth, “how have
vou found the aftermath of war?”

Wesel laughed shortly.

“Nona too . Herr Hauptmann,"
he answered, “as you can very plainly

gea.™

‘& chance
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*Tell me something abous it,™ said
Von Ulm. .

Wesel was silent for & time, and when
he did speak there was a bitterness in
hiz voice.

“Indeed, there is little to tell,” he
gaid. "Tfm::a was small chance of a
German %ettmg. a job on the high seas
after the War—not even in the merchant
vessels of neutral countries. I tried. I
tramped from port fo port, but every-
where the su p!‘.:i.' of hands was far
greater than the demand.”

Von Ulm nodded. Bave for & read-
ing-lamp on an adjacent table, he had
turned out the lights; and his cigar

lowed red in the shadows amidst which

o was seated.

“1 tried the Rukr,’”” went on Wesel,
hunched forward in his chair, “snd gﬁh
work there in the coal mines. ut
that petered out, It finished when
the strikes came. Since then, well,”
Weszel gave a hopeless shrqg of the
shoulders, “I have just drifted and
drifted, sinking lower and lower until,
s few weeks apgo, I dropped despairing
anchor at where you found me to-night.
But tell me, Herr Hauptmann, how did
you come to find me there? - Was it by
chaﬁgu, or—or were you looking for
Me ;

“Both!™ answered Von TUlm. *I
was looking for you, but,’’ he emitted &
low laugh which puzsled Wesel, it was
remark by & prospective .em-
ployee of mine which put me on your
track. A certain submarine patt&y
officer of the name of Wesel, I learned,
might be glad of employment. oWs
ever, we need not dwell on that at the
moroent.”

Hoa broke off, and only the elow,
monotonous beat of a clock standin
against the wall and the fzll of a burat-
out coal into the hearth disturbed the
stillness of the room.

It was Wesel who next spoke, and it
almost seemed as though he did so to
break a silence which he was finding
embarrassing.

“You,” he said awkwardly, with a

even

glance round the shadewy room, “seem ¢

not to have suffered much through the
defeat of Germany, Horr Hauptmann.”
“Not" drawl Von Ulm. " And
{ﬁt-. I sit here to-night a poorer man by
ar than yvou, Wesel.”
Wesal stared.
“You joke, Herr Hauptmann,” he
stammeared.
. "No, I do not!”’ respended Von Ulm
rimiy. “ ¥ou, obviously have money.
ut, knowing you as I did, I think I
can safely say that vou have no debts.”
“No, I owe nothing,” mssented Wesel
“Yet I,” said Von Ulm, “owe more
much more then I can pay. I'm head
ovar heels in debt!”
. Idly, he flicked the ash of his cigar
into a tray by hig elbow,

“You think, Wesel,”" he went on cons
mm&tlﬂﬂhﬂgﬂ “that T sm a German,
ou not
esel started.

“Why, yes, of courze, Herr Haupt-
mann !* he answered in surprise.

Von Ulm shook his head.
"I am no German ! he said.
is my neme Von Ulm "

_With a quick movement he flung his
cigar into the firc and rose to his feet.

‘I am going to tell vou something,
Wesel,” he said. **Something which I
have told no one else. I will tell you
50 that you might more ecasily under-
stand what is to follow.”

He paused a moment, then went on
rapidly:

“My nome is Ulverst. I was in this

“Nor

g Death for the loser.

eonntry of yours when war broke out.
At once I sank my identity and adopted

the name of Von Ulm, and offered m
services in defence of Germany, I ha
put away

not the slightest desire to be
behind thﬂ%nrhed wire of an internmeng
camp. Soon came the-frenzied building
of the German U-boats to combat the
English blockade of your comsts. The
thought of them—the thought of the
ame they would play—fascinated me.

was at that time torpedo officer on
board the Luxembourg. I applied for
a transfer to the U-boats, was accepted,
vod given a command ™

He took 8 turn up and dewn the
room, then halted to confront Wesel
again.

" Do not misunderstand me " he went
on harshly. *Neither you nor my crew
ever knew, but it was not lave for
Uermany which sent me out there to
fight for her under the seas. Whether
her easuse was right or wrong mattered
nothing to me. It was love of the sea—
love of adventure—which sent me out
there against the English, And those
four years, Wesel, Four vears of war—
but, tor me, four glorious years of free
and untrammelled life 1"

His voice rose vibrantly.

_ "The sea is in my blood, Wesel, as
it 1s In yours, too. il you ever forget
those days wheon, drenched, frozen, and
lnshed to the conning tower, we drove
on through the sweeping, mountainous
seas off the Irish cosst; thoso nights
when wa latiurmking cntly  on  the
bottom of gg‘:}r rth Sea, or
slipped quietly between the enemy's
patrol lines, running only with our
electric motors in case they should hear
us? Ah, what games we plaved—with
Do you naver in
your dremms sce again the cold and
ereeping fog of the lonely Hebrides, or
hear agsin thoe dull booming of the surf
against the black and rocky coasts of
thoss northern isles? You do—vou
know you do. For the ses is in your
blood, and you can mever forget [

White of face, Wese]l blundered to his

cot.

“Why talk of that?’ he ecried
hoarsely, his hands clenched. *“You
know L have not forgotten. MNone of
us ever can forget. But those days are
dead. We can never go back to them !

“"We can go back!” said Ulverst,
clutching Wesel's arm, his eyes blazing,
“We can go back, T tell vou! Back to
the underseas, Wesel—back to the.
degﬂm we know so well 1
alled by those blazing ayes, Wesel
shrank away.

“What do you mean?" he gasped.

"I mean piracy!” fairly snarled
Ulverst, his lips livid. * Piracy—and
by means of the strangest crag. that
ever lay on an ocean bottom I”

He grip Wesel's arm tighter, then,
dropping hiz hand, ho turned BWay.

“Forgive me!" he muttered. *“I1—I
was_not-myself. Please be seated "

Wesel slumped back into his chair
heavily.

“Your cigar!” said Ulverst gnietly.

‘Wesel bent forward obediently and
picked up the mfﬂd— from the carpet to
which i1t had fallen.

He did not u;fleul:.

Only once before had he seen Ulverst
—this man whom he had always known
as Von Ulm—so roused. And thet waa
one night off the Tyne when, badly
holed by a torpedo from U 500 and
sinking fast, a British destrover had
coma at the U-boat with a sudden and
bull-like rush in a desperate endeavour
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At three hundred feet, Ulverst roared over the masthea
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. eTma : :
d of the tanker and, circling down for a landing on the water, brought

the monoplane surging in towards the vessel |

to ram the German <ralt before she,
horzelf, plunged beneath the waves.

Neither Ulverst, on the conning-
tower, nor any of the watch had antici-
pated such a manceuvre as this; and
had it not been for the swiftness of
Chief Stoker Schwelf in clutching up
the 2,000 h.p. Dicsels and revving them
to full speed astern, 500 would cer-
tainly never have lived to return to her
base at Willielinshaven.

Az it was, she escaped being ramimed
by feet only. And, undoubtedly shaken
by the nearness of their escape, Ulverst
had lost all self-control.  Raising
elenched fist, he had shouwted jeering
curscs at that British destroyer as, with
a deafening roar of bursting boilers
and the shriek of tortured steam, she
had reared her stern high into the air
and slid beneath the froubled waters.

Not long had Ulverst's outburst
lasted. Indeed, it had been but momen-
tary. But somehow his crew had never
forgotten it. ) )
' Wesel, in the hopeless whirl of his
thoughts, was thinking of it now,

“T have teld you that I am hopelessly
in debt !” Ulverst spoke, his voice harsh
and metallic. “There are two things
only which appeal to me in life. One
is money, which I must have; the other
is adventure. T know where 1 can find
both—money beyond the wildest dreams
of avarice: adventure beyond the
wildest imaginings of any romancer |"

Hea paused, locking dewn on the man
scated hunched in the chair. .

“ Purposely I sought you out to-night
at the %rntrust." he resumed. “I1 told
you that I would give you work—"
“" E:l!.lt- you speak of piracy I burst out

‘osal, ;i
© “YVea,” returnod Ulverst. “I speak
of piracy. But piracy is mercly & part
of the venture in which I am asking you
to join

Ho laughed gratingly.

“Talking of piracy,” ha went on,
“has tha world been so kind to you
-that you should hesitate to wrest from
it something for vourself? Have you
lost the conrage which was so much a
part of you in those great days when
we sailed the seas, ruthlessly sinking
the ships of England 1"

“That was war ! mahbled Wesel.

“And this is war. too!" returned
Ulverst  harshly. “War against the
world which has done Little for me and
nothing for you! Look at me, Wesel I

Slowly Wesel raised his head and
looked up into the eves of Ulverst,

“To-trorrow,” said Ulverst, speakmg
with slow deliberation, “1 leave for
northern waters. Do you come with
me "

“But T must know more I* said Wesel
hoarsely. " You must tell me more 1™

“T can tell you nothing more—now I
replied Ulverst roughly. * Those whe
have already taken service with me are
sworn fo socreey. And I, for our
safety’s sake, am bound by that same
oath. You must make vour chelce,
Wesel. Do you sail the seas and the
underseas with me again, living the life
of a man with the tang of the sea in
vour lungs and the smart of the salt in
vour eves, of do you return to yeur
dish-washing 7"

Wesel lowered his head. Dumbly he
stared into the fire, secing there, n
the glowing coals, the long, wear
panorama of the hopeless years whic
had passed since the War ended; the
despairing and unsuccessiul tramps
from port to port in search of & sca-
man’s job; the body-destroying life in
the black galleries of the Ruhr coal.
fields; the soul-destroying life of the
drifter which he had now become.

“The sca, Wesel—the sen !™

Softly, almost a whisper, came the
voice of Ulverst. _

Wesel hesitated no lenger. Leaping
to his feet, he faced Ulverst, head
thrown back and shoulders squared.

“T'll sail with you, mein herr! he
eried,

“And no questions
pressed Ulverst.

“No questions asked I?
Waosel vibrantly.

nsked = yeot ¥

anawersd

Lalr of the Spider!

ESEL alept that mghl: t
Ulverst’s rooms; and when
he eswoke next morning ik
-was to find that a neai suit

of navy blue serge had been laid out

for lum, together with new linen, razors,
and other toilet accessories.

By the time he joined Ulverst at
hreakfast he was already beginning te
foel & new man. What the future held
m store for him he did not know, But
he found an infinite satisfaction in the
knowledge that whatever came his way
would be faced in company 'l.flth the
man who ‘had been his leader in many
& perilous vonture on the high seas.

“¥ do not wish to hurry vyou,” said
Ulverst, glancing at his watch as break-
fast drew to & close; “but my car 1s
waiting, and we must get off as goon as
pogsible. Weo have a long journey m
front of us.” . ]

Pushing back his chair, he rose.

“There are many surprises in stora
for vou, Weeel,” ho said, the shadow
a smile on his lips. “And the first one
will, T think, come very shortly.”

It did |

It came after Ulverst’s car had boine
him and Wesel sixty kilemetres out inte
the country and swung in through the
iron gates of a wide, tree-hined avenue,
to come to a stop in front of the
massive portico of a large house.

Vacating the driving-seat, Ulverst
lod the way round to the rear of the
house, where, standing on a wide stretch
of flat ground, wss & white-winged,
twin - engined amphibisn monoplane,
with engmes ticking over.

“Do you like her,” Wesel?” inquired
Ulveyst. . ]

“JIa she vours?"” exclaimed Wescl, in
astonishinent,

Ulverst langhed.

“Yes, she iz mine," he answered.
*This plane is mine, and I keep hey
here in my private hangar, You will
find her a diffevent craft to the U-boat."

“You mean we are going up in her?"
demended Wesel, “1I did not know you
were & pilot, Hevr Ulverse”

“Thara ara many things vou deo nof
know,” returned Ulverst dreyly.

That, felt Wesel grimly, was perfectly
true. But he had promised to refrain
from gquestioning, and it was in silence
that he followed Ulverst to the machine,
and in silemco that he struggled into
the heavv, one-piece flying-suit which
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one of the mechanics brought for him
from the hangar.

few minutes later, with Ulversk at
the controls in the enclosed ecockpit and
Wesel seated behind him, the meachine
was in the air, thundering towards the
porth-west, climbing as ‘she flow,

Never before had Wesel been in the

air, and intensely interesting did he find
the flat pancorama of land spread out far
below.
""At a height of four thousand feet the
monoplane passed over Kiel, the head-
guart&rs and base of the German
mperial Navy during the war,

Less than an hour later the rugged,
north-west coast of Denmark was shding
away behind the tail as the machine
roared out over the grey waters of the
North Sea.

Ulverst, his oyes on  the compass
needle, pressed slightly on the rudder
bay, inching the machine a point more
northerly.

Away to starboard the murky shadow
of the coat of Norway merged into view,
was held for some twenty minntes, then
vanished again in the mists of the
horizon.

Still holding a height of four thousand
foet, the monoplanc passed the lonely
Faroe Islands lyving far to” port; then
nothing lay ahead but open and desolate
A,

Where were they heading? How
much longer wnuﬂl their fuel last?
What would be the end of this strange
journey ¥ . .

Time and again these guestions rose
to the lips of Wesel, but resolutely he
loft them unuttered. )

Another hour passed, and nothing
broke the menotony -of the ﬁru,\' S0
und leaden sky save the muflled, pul-
gafing thunder of the engines. But
Wesel noted that Ulverst was beminning
to scan thoe waters fto port anc star-
beard with searching and carncsi gaze.

-Buddenly, stirring 1n his seat, Ulverst
pulled back tho'glass panel of the port
windew. Then, taking powerful Xeiss
glasses from the rack by his elbow, ho
raised T his  pgoggles and pressed  the
glasses to'hms eves .

For long moments he gazed steadiiy
through the powerful glasses, then re-
turning the glasses to their rack, he
cloied ~ down the thiottle to three
guarters and pushed forward  the
control-stick to take the machine sca-
wards .in .a thundering dive.

From the rear seat Wesel's range of
forward wvision had bern necessarily
Hmired. But now, as the monoplane
dropped her nose, he saw that they were
roaring down towards a- distant speck
upon  the waters which, as they lost
height, resalved itself into the long, iron
hull of a large o1l tanker.

At three hundred feet Ulverst roared
over the masthead of the tanker and,
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cirching down for a landing on the
water, brought the moncplane surging
in_towards the vessel.

Turning in his seakt, he spoke one
laconic word to Wosel.

“ Refuelling ' e soid.

Wesel jerked an  inguiring
towards the tanker.

“Yours?'" he gronted.

“Yes,"” answered Ulverst, turning to
watch the seamen, who were swinging
out a boat to bring a fucl fecd-line to
the monoplanc.

S0 the tanker belonged to Ulverst as
well, did it?

And it was only last night that the
man had said ha was deeply in debt.

This looked like debt—rooms in the
Gartenstrasse, a big house in the
country, a super-powered touring car,
an seroplane, and now—an oil tanker!

Who and what was this man he had
known s Von Ulm?

With sudden, vivid force another word
which Ulverst had wsed in his rooms
last night camc back to Wesel.

Piracy !

It was not that he, Weael, had for-
gotten that word, for such a word is
not easy to forget. But in the rapid
move of eventa since he had awakened
that morning, he had had little time
in which to dwell seriously upon it.

All it stood for, all it meant, was with
him now;: and intently he hstened to
the desultory conversation which was
going on  between  Ulverst and  the
cngineer who was fuelling the machinc,

The fuwelling completed, Ulverst
waited wntil the ship’s boat had dreawn
clear of any possible backwash from the
monoplanc’s floats, then, opening up the
throttle, he took the machine tearing
across the water to rise into the air in
a long, vpward elimb.

Cireling onee, he waved a gloved
hawd in-farewell to thote saboard the
vessel below, then, settling himself more
comfortably in his scat, he roared on
towards the north.

Steadily the sea grew davker, and
soon the machine was Bying over great,
drifting felds of -snow moving imper-
ceptibly in a sluggish and oily seca.

Ahead, as though to enhance the nttev
desolation of that dreary waste of water,
a pall of solid greyness extonded up
from the sea into the murk of the Arclic
skies, and a bitter and deathly chill
orv‘[‘]l: inte the enclosed calnn,

Wesel, peering past Ulver<t, touched
him on the shoulder.

“Fog!" he said.

Ulverst nodded.

“We must go through.” he said.
conld never get above 1t !

Wraith-hike wisps of the fop into
which they were running began to eddy
arid swirl past the cabin windows, then
next moment the machine was thunder-

hiead

“We

ing itz way through s thick and impene.
trable blanket of greyness which blotked
out the wings and deadened the roar of
the engines,

Switching on the cabin lights, Ulverst
let gn_his"xy‘irelm acrial, then, adjusting
his headphones, pressed the switeh of
s transmission sot.

“We are in fop! We are in fog ¥

Wesel, sitting back: in his sent, stirred
uneastly, There was something in-
describably eerie abont that volco of
Ulverst speaking out into space.

“We are m fog ! We aren fog "

To whom was Ulverst speaking?
What ears, in these dreary and desolate
Arettc  wastes, were rocemving s
message?

Through Ulvorst's headphones, and
audible to Wesel in the enclosed cabig,
camo & faint, whispering voice.

The unknown, away out there in the
murk, was speaking.

Ulverst turned to Wescl, 3

“Tt is fop all the way,” he sand.

“1 am leaving evervibing to you!™
grunted Wesel, shrugging his shoulders,

Turning again to his transmission,
Ulverst spokee:

“ Bearing—three
correct three”

His foot moved on the rodder-bar, and
again he =poke into zpace.

“Beaving—three hAityv-twe deprees—
hold 8.7

O and on threugh the groy blenket
of fog thundered the monoplanc, and
incessantly Ulverst gave ount into space
lns compass reading. Invariably when
thers came & faint, whispering reply,
lie would swing the machine a degree or
more to cither port or starboard.

Wesel, hinddled in the seat behind and
shivering with the bitter chill which waa
pervading the eabin, saw Ulverst sud-
denly rawzp his head and peer forward
into the impenctrable murk.

Long minutes passed, and shill Ulverst
sat crouched forward in his scat, tenso
and rigid. Then suddenly he turned,
pointing with gloved hand. -

“Look !" he shouted.

Wesel half rose in his seat.  Ahead
tllge fog was glowing with a weird rud-
LhInpess,

"The Neon Beacon!” eried Ulverst,
“ Our Hight is ended, Wesel 1

The ruddy glow was every moment
inereasing in brillianey, and, without
warning, there rushed from out of the
for a sudden vision of black and glisten-
ing cliffs rising sheer and stark from
out of the zhrouded waters somewhero
below.

(Here's an indriguing siart fo one of
the wmost amazing floriesr of piraey cver
tofd. Alimd  wore remd next areck's
gensational chapters, chums/)
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WILL THE YOUNG SPORTSMEN

Who dropped cigarettes and matches
when running away from me yesterday
drop into my study and ask for them
bacE? I can promise them a hearty

welcome if they do so. THEY'LL BE
TICKLED TO DEATH!—GEO,
WINCATE, Sixth Form.

|I'I|:I'-..

LOST—ONE HUNDRED
JUNIORS

I fully expected this number to
attend my lecture on * The Art of
Music "—and not one turned up.
What happened to them? News
aniit}uﬁly awaited by CLAUDE
HOSKINS, Shell Form.
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carded matchboxea or to g |80 into a wall at Friardale {sce to it. One of thesa fi A wail went up one | thinlk of it, Qgily|dikens are you ? * he bawled in his refined | placing the LI “The problem is, where did he go ! ™ he
loose bit of goal-notting at a | the other day and emashed |days Des :i’ 3 d Wi ne | stilly night last week | doesn't seem to b skollerly voice. sponge in  the mermemﬁm “To that there can be but one
big footer game, there’s not|it up.  Morgan promptly ﬁn:é I mmﬂ?n t&;l hﬂlmaﬁr somewhere around the | here t ' “Hyam KEnott Poare, the million-dollar | wash-basin  as answer—into the tellyfone booth!™
a lot of hamm in it. solected hall a dozon bricks|hold & pals acul':reenjrsu‘i mystic midnight hour. | _“ Bosh!"™  guorteikollar of St. Sam’s, shoved his head out | its contents * But do you think a horse could get into

But Morgan isa’t content | 0ubt of the wreck and brought | Study No. 6 BiIt was a peculiarly | Fohnny Bull. *““We'|(f tho "bedclothes and stared at the Head began to trickls # such a confincd space, sir 1" asked Foare,
with this nowadays. When | them back with him e . mﬁlafmhﬂ}:f wail, with | soon find Ogilvy. It |ia garprize. down his arn. dewbiously. '
it's » footer game he wants| There are no limits to + Then, perhaps, we'll be |a weird, uncanny, un- | not so suro sbout th| “ Look hiyer, sir, I guess it ain't rising-bell “I have Dr. Birchemall smiled induljently.
the football itself. When it’s | souvenirs this aillocting St i‘r?liiﬁtmﬂﬁcﬁ?ﬁé“i‘ﬁ E:huirs mﬁhg“ X a;ﬁ Rtk | e Tm—gmp i ooy, wnd Sy be Broke o | NS _Lam by no means sariwin. that. it s
a big fight he wants th A wi : : - . : G & gl m with & . my magniiying- —I mes

AEEEB star re:pantl}? %'ii:ftisd :i]:ﬁ‘l!. tiﬁfgil 13: qmt-ﬂd_ “F?:}E aganst tho lifobelts, paving. | ab once of spooks and | prepared te givo hi What ho saw was onuff to make any follow | glass and I !i'lﬂﬂ-li to disecover conclusive ;:n];iﬁmfhmgﬁdﬁrﬂf;:s?n uILEt ;&nﬁ:‘j:::
Courtfield and had the mis. |a helmet Mdi?]ﬂna a;ff. with pstones, door knockers and | Spectres. a punch on the nosel) pasp, Instead of being dressed in his usuwal | evvidence in the way of fiogerprints, et gate 1"
fortune to lase his hat in ol secured af & ﬁlf?gm of hose | other ‘odds and onds that fill | Fellows in dorms.| " Ha, ha, bad” |)ditly patohed suit and skollastick gown and | sottera.” He lod the way in and started eggsamining
~ or 4 pneu-fup the study at presest ! aHﬂ over the Bchool The ghost lmumllmnrmﬁmnrd, Dr. Birchemall was wearing “ But the man Pearo saw was walking on | the tellyfone booth minutely through his

— = - o ' mgﬂi‘? inﬂ;ﬁi ﬂ‘ﬁ‘;‘ E?]ﬁt‘hft?b ‘G?Egd mf ﬁuﬁﬂf aggagmﬂfrdinﬁ?% tf?iﬂm:.mﬂ' It fk':i:i- Eis feé?til gir—not his hands ! pointed out | magnifying.glass,
3 i of & pair of tght- ng trowsss of old- | Jack Jolly. Y hile he was doing & it Poa
H VERNON-SMITH on— o “;ﬂ %’-"ﬂﬂ&ﬂ sound | eido the, dorm. by|fsshioned desine, anm exxohtrick Norfolk Thie Heond ateoked his banrt vathior thought. ut,:ler&da.:uddu:n e?gadmg UE&S:T Fao ~
wnﬁ 't their eara. othor pa.rt-ms E-.lﬂll]ﬂ.[‘j" Ju].;gt. and an ancient fap witly EtL’l‘-ﬂﬂ.-PE- f!.'l."}?'. “ T gnt_ an i g, gir I ' ha 'E!I"i.dﬂ. e Asg
OUR MODEST

hen it was repeated | bent. on solving the together he looked remarkably like o “Um! I dida't think of that,” i i i
A by 1at,"” he kon- | we suspect the kidnapper to be Slick Hooligan,
:ﬁfgc?l? d m‘g‘g:’r of them | mystery of the mid. ggmﬂml imitation of the ssllybrated deteck- | fessed. *° However, if that is so, I ourht to why m{r}t- lool: him 11PP;'§ the tollyfone dimcg:m;r
Baeive heact Btrm::rd“ 4 ‘nlL N i tve, Herlool Sholmes ! find plenty of fooiprints—and they'll do| and see if we can find out where he lives 1

) atil LThey didn’t take Hyam Knett Poore gasped agoin i then | equally well, no doubt. Humy up, Poare, The Head pondered deeply for a minnit ;

LEAP-FROG CHAMP

Of all the fellow v i ) ' : :
Tom Brown alrii.;c:; am‘;'h;;ﬁfﬁ“;;mmi‘é‘;‘i: ggf_;:;ﬂk;f:::ﬂ :rﬁit; E::Eﬁi ;ﬁt:ﬁ!vai I;!:l?r{ld' s grinned, and finally he larfed. His lacf | 8nd got inte your clobber!™ thon he noddod. _ +
Here is & chap who, by winning the Leap- followed — each, it|it, the E:;lveﬁl Eﬁj wolce up the rest of the Fourth, aud when they “You bet I will!" grinned the boy from “You are 1gllt‘u:rf..ur.lg a,wurth:.r qa.a&atﬂnt to
frog Championship of tho Lower School, has seemed, mors hide. m?yatarf: of Ogilvy's ww the Head's weerd costume they, too, | the You Knighted States, as he jumped out |& grate slooth, Poare,” he said. Your
reached the dizzisst heights & junior can very ously sinister then the | disappéaranco at Erh.!n wined in with & roar that forely made the | of bed. sujjestion is an eggeellent one and shows
well hope to reach. Awe-siricken crowds cne before it | gamo time. pelk &1 s ha 1 Fivo minnits later early sirollera in the "‘l‘:‘i‘f“;“l nwer;;! ﬂdi logie Iﬂﬂ;"‘d detecktive
surround hima wherever ho goes, cameras “ It——it sounds aw-| It wasn't the Chost Dr [;'ﬁ:}ﬁ; emﬂs'n{I o quad. witnessed tho strange spectacle of the | ® i,;ﬂié B ﬂﬁ 4 'ilt. uﬂﬁd Dr. Birchemall

click at hiz approach, and & staff of secre.
taries 15 needed to handle hiz * fan ' rmail,
Yet with it sll Brown remasins simple and
wnspoiled-—almost uwnconscious, it seems, of
his own tness |

When I went to see him on behslf of the

“And regarding way I smashed
through to victory, I can only say that for
& long time I made leap-frog my sole exercise—

with the idea that one day it would land me

ful ! ¥ muttered Seott,
whn‘_al & bit of a
epecialist in oolcs,

Ghost of Greyfriars—

| the spectrs of all the

of Greyfriare alterall !
rizt}v_ﬂ.a ﬂnIymﬂgilv:,r -
P BINZ Oon the bag-
must be the|p e
e'd found what ba
thought wes a spund.f

“ Bhut.uppy voo, everybody ! he erids,
ing inte French with the shollarly ease
** This 15 no lerfing

dor which he weas famus.
I am up

matter, boys, I can assure you.
with e lark——""

Head erawling on hia handa and necze, ege-
samining the ground intently through a
tremenjons magnifying-glasa,

“A elew, a clew!™ he eride, after a long
and foverish search. '‘Here is a footpriat,
Poaroe, without a shaddo of doubt t ¥

studied it through his glass, At the end
of hiz eggsamination he gave & mermer of
sattisfaction.

“Here it is!* he esid. * * Hooligan,
Slick, 12, Crock Terrace, Muggleton 1234.°
Come, Poare! The olimax of the drama is

* Hereld * I naturally expected to ; And that's Tom Brown—simpte, unspoiled | ol ‘ ; g Y - Iark, don't
surrounded by m.m";} :: I{'?;Iltﬂ.] Hﬂ?]dl:;ﬂ and unaffected, despite his mmﬂc-.aa. udﬁmﬁrgr:liﬂgm: ﬂrﬂ?zufpé}tﬁ???'ﬂaﬂ%‘%ﬂh. EEL:*l Tnﬁﬂiij]aztua; r&&g '?e;I;. arnd tl?gra " Troo, sir!™ said Poare, with a crittical | at hand 1™
#as another larf-—which the Head gquickly glarnse at the ground. But don’t With a trivmfant grin already lurking on

:it;ﬂ opulence, ipst{-ad of that I found him
ng in an ordinary study at an ordin
table just like an nrc%narﬁha ! o

" Great heavens ! ' I cried, aghast. * Don'
you realise what has happened ! Aren't
you aware that vou're our ﬁn -frog champ.,
and that the world is at your feet §

Tom Brown blushed.

. tes L Lknow I've deme a wonderful
thing,"” he said. * But I realise, too, that
I won with littlo to spare. The issue was in
doubt right up to ljm last ‘ Tuck in yeur
tuppenny 1 *

1 daresay some fellows’ heads would be
turned by success like mine. But I try to
kaf(p my sense of proportion.

- The way I look at it is this: although
I'ma champion of & sort, I'm not so important
ﬁﬂgﬁ&{:? c E‘I{I:llﬂt?nﬂwf“ﬁﬂnj in footer, and

in cricket, and. Dem i ]
for instance, pecy ia hoxing,

“ Admattedly, by winning this leap-fro
competition, I*'ve hémma a!mgn.sﬁ as impc?rt-nn%
a8 they are. But not guite—and when I feel
my head swolling a bit I reduce it again by
reminding mysolf of thia fact ! ™

I asked him for a message to * Harald ¥
readers. I expected him, as leap-frog chem-
pion, to tell them never to stoop
trick, to loak before th
of that kind.

But he didn’t.

to a low
ey leaped or something

/ Erowny’s far too modest,
All ho said was: “ A meseage to * Herald °

readers | Certainly 1
Whoopee 1

Sidney James Snoop wishes to d the
allegation that he's a funk. He says tﬁl;{ ever
since he foll off his bike and swallowed a

-EhEP:E—Trhﬂ.t’E m
advics t v
“Rata! I'm Eﬂin
to lock into thisi’
said Johnny Buall, and
there was a chorus of
" Bame here ! "

** Pleaso yourselves,
of course,” said Stott.
“ But if. a genuine
ghost does happen to
get vou, the ges

are you'll never be

mouthful of dirt he feels simply full of grit 1
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IiT?

f extr t
of extra ewot on themy wbdiied by

P b b Lalding it before them.
“I am up with the lark,” he
imnly, * for the purpuss of doing a little
detecktive werk and getting on iho frack of
the kidoapped skoalboy, Tubby Barrell of
lhiz Form. I want your help, Poare, be.
pase you happen to be the one who saw
et suspishus carrickter in the quad. just
before the kidnapping. Twiggy-vo b

e 0K, str | grinned Hyam EKnott Poaro.
"I'l come down and show you where I

somothing that’s
ing to be held in the
Highlands later in the

_If he hes any con-
sideration  whatever

for the feelings

do the rest of his bag
pipe-pla

soen again, Come to

s him if it will help you.™

icking up & wot sponge and

think it looks more like the Leafmark of o
horse than the irack of a hewman being 1 "
Dr. Birchemall larfed grimly,

*Perhaps it does, Poare, but you must
remember that there’s no telling what trix
a crimminal will got uﬁ_ to to throw his pur-
suers off the scent. » 08 wo suspect, the
kidnapper waa Slick IHooligan, I ean beleeve
him capable of anything—even of disguising
hia feet to resemble horsea’ hools,”

“Clep-wizz ! mermered Hyam EKnott

- Poare quite faintly.

“ Lot us follow this clew, aoyway,” said

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

: ﬁ!f e/

HF; 'I:F}

hig face, Dr. Birchemall hurried off to Crook
Terrace.

Ho didn't trubble to nook at the door of
No. 13. He just walked in, trotted up the
etairs and opened the first door he cams to.

“Barrell | " ejackulated Hyam Enott
Poare.

There, aa largoe as lifs and twice a3 natcheral,
was the kidnapped skoolboy. Tubby Barrell
was chained to a wall and locked hungry
and fed up atb the same time, but he brightened
up considerably as he saw the nowcomers.

“1 say, Poarp, it was all & mistake,"” he
egpzclaimed. “ I told that rotter, Slick
Hobligan, that I waa you and ho kidnappod
me, thinking I was telli gthatruuth,un '

“ 8o that’s i, hur '" broke in a ecrool,
feendish voice behind them. * Waal, I guess
wo've got the right bird npw, anyway. Stick
‘am up, before I drill yon so full of holes
they'll be able to use you for wire netting | ™

“Dear mol! How uncomfortable that
would be!" egpselaimed the Head, And
oo consideration he decided to put up his
handa,

Within five minnits two more prisoners

Tom Erown hopped reflectively over the e - ' |
study table, turned several thoughtful ; long- e : | , s were chained to the wall alongsids the junior
springs, and then 1;;?:-:1 ;ﬁma:phlﬁ? fmg‘“,f:i’, w nﬁbm'i-"ﬁu" Donald Ogilyy, the Scots junior, §%07 Boliover thinks knuckls duked to write an on any Napoleon Duponi, the Fremeh Fisher T. Fish fived up an slec- they had come to reskew. ;
back on to the hearthro ¥ whose lo It Fﬂl 4, is & keen model stea p en= LE should be revived, RBol hero, Lord Mauleverer quite & good trically-run typewviter—but ke Blick Hooligan, for the time being at any

" As to my Iifﬁ-stﬂrygr—.we]], thers's little mgﬂan“nfﬂg‘ﬁ!ﬂ;ﬂh[:ﬁ]u . to :EHEI“L‘ nﬂﬂﬂﬂ :‘!‘“tﬁmm . Hﬂmﬂm%lnhﬁnmmhh % mhil gﬂh‘?lt:il;i??ﬂ!;hgﬂw “wuﬁm he lﬂéﬂ?hﬂﬂ&ﬂ fi;]; ‘k: :hmﬁi;f:vgl}:mipamhuﬁ!:l Tate, Sas tﬁugnajf;d_dmpita PA magniﬂiaanﬁ
to tell,” he said. “Even though I'm leap- 03 & berriflo 388 Marp—whioh he Japases] kunekly - fists himseli—thouk fotsivs by frequent gonls for the Remove Second wheess, I s resk, proved ©UCrts of the dotecktive of Bt Sam'a'
imﬁtlchamp., I'm just an ordinary chap at ﬁd‘ﬂpﬂt’ﬂ'ﬂrﬁﬂn’ﬁ ﬂt:'dlh-wtha Elnth& school luimghi; u&‘i ;ﬂh:ﬂ mjl‘gu :rit:%;?,m a' :ﬁh Fynpozes *  belore, “n!hu. and tapta F"ﬂ;ﬂu nﬂ;ﬂf’u ﬂhﬂﬁ Eﬁthr?;’m It&’E (Wil J!B:T::chy win .F" For f‘?‘? angwer reufl
ear mile * finighed ** him | = Smid the cheers of the Removites Bl Wby g b Ry mﬂ iﬁm m‘-::_nuh'a : "ﬁmﬂﬂmﬂ ginges time he :hn-:::l:lrm:h" ol ﬂw#ﬁfﬁa eggaiting ' yarn, " 'Gaingt Desprid



