


ANOTHER TIP-TOP STORY OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE, FEATURING—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Not 3 Pony!

1 NIPEY looks bucked,” re-
S marked Bob Cherry.
“He do—he does!” agreed

Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on the
Remove landing, chatting there before
poing along to the studies for prep.

Catlyn, the new fellow in the Remove,
cama out of Study Ne. 1, and crossed
the landing as if te go downstairs.

He did not, however, go down.
Stopping at the balustrade he loocked
over into the well "fi the staircase, with
an expectant expression on his face.

It wes unusual for the new junior,
wlio was nicknamed the “Snipe ” in his
Form, to look bright and cheery.
Gonerglly his look was rather sullen,
aned very often discontented and un-
amiable.

Now, however, his narrow [oxy face
was bright. He locked, as Bob Cherry
sund, “bucked.™

Taking no notice of the Famous Five
he leaned on the old osk balustrade of
the landing, looking down.

No member of the famous Co. liked
Caffyn.  Indeed, their feelings were
rather tho reverse of that. But Beb
Cherry always had & cheery word for
friend or foe.

He gave Caffym a smack on the
shoulder. Yt was & cheery, fricndly
smack, But Bob hed rather a heavy
hand, and it elicited & sharp yelp from
the Snt ;
““Halle, hallo, hallo!
lifa 7’ roared Bab.

The Snipe scowled round at him.

“Don't thump me. you silly ‘ass1" he
ma?ped.

“Isn't he nice? said Bob., “Deesn't
he.encourage a chap to be pally #"

The Co. chuckled. .

“1 say, vou fellowz!" Billy Bunter
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rolled out of the paszage, nnd blinked
round the landing through his big spee-
tacles. I =ay, scen the Bnipe? - Oh,
here you are, Cafiyn, old ehap! Has he
won 7™

*Bhut up, you fat fool!™

“Oh, really, Caftyn—->=>"

“ Mind your own business ™

“Yah!*

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Caffyn and loocked at Bunter, puzzled.
The fat junior's gquestion was rather a
mysterions one,

“Has who won what, fatty ¥ asked

"Bob.,

* Nobby XNick,” explained Bunter.

“Nobbv Nick!” repeated Johnny
Bull. “Whe on earth is Nobby Nick?”

“Caffyn's geegee,” further explained
Bunter, .

'The Snipe gave Bunter a black look.

“Sa you've been listening,” he
snarlbed.

“If vou talk to a fellow in a study,
and a fellow is stopping in the passage
to tie his _shoelace, & fellow can
hardly help hearing what you say,” re.
torted Bunter. “Think 1 wanted to
hear what you were saying to Skinner?
I just hoppened to stop near the door
to—to pick up a pin—I mean to tie my
shoe-lace.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I ses anything to eackle
at] Jolly lucky for Cafiyn it wasn't a

refeck heard him tell Skinner that he

ad backed Webby NMNick for tha three
o'clock at Wapshot. Fellows get sacked
for that sort of thing."”

“The sackfnlness 13 the proper caper
in such an cxecrable case,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Ein%lh.

“But 1 say, Ceffyn, has he won?”
asked Bunter. "1 say, you'll get & Jot
of money if he's got home at five-to-one,
and you haying a fiver on him. I say,
do Fou think Lodgey will pay, if he's
won ¥

“AWill you shut up ™ hissed Cafiyn.

“Haven't you seen the evening paper
vet ™ asked Bunter. “You told
Skinner you'd tipped Trotter te bring
you the evening paper.”

Caffyn turned hiz back on the Owl
of the Remove, and stired down the
staircase agalm,

The chums of the Remove knew now
what he was waiting for.

Eveming papers, of course, were n-t
delivered for Greyfriars juniors. But a
tip to Trotter, the House page, would
generally sccurve one of those valuable

ublications. And a fellow who had

acked a horse to the tune of five
pounds was neturally anxious to see tho
result.

“Worm " remarked Johnny Bull.

“The wormfulness is terrific I agreed
tha Nabob of Bhanipur.

affyn glanced round again with his
unpleasant sneer.

* Anvy business of yours?” he asked.

“Well, nobody wants to sce 8 man
secked in the Form,” snid Harry Whar-
ton. “And vou'd be turfed out like a
5291‘. if Quelch or the “Head got on to
this.” ' )

“Are vou going to tell
sneersd Caffyn.

“0Oh, shut up!” ;it‘m\'lﬂd the captain
of the Remove. "I've a jolly good
mind to kick youw, anyhow; and I jelly
wall will if vou ask me that again!”

“T say, though, it will be corking if
Caffvn bags twenty-five pounds,™ said

them ?*

Billy Bunter. * That's what it will be,
you know, fiveto-one on a fiver. If
Nobby Nick wins, of course.™

CIE ™ grinned Bob Cherry.

“Well, I heard him tell 3kinner and
Snoop that it was a suro smip,” said
Bunter. *Nobby Nick’s a dark horse,
you know, Caffyn told Bkinner. that he
had .the tip from & man at the Threa
Fishers, who knows. It's practically
straight from the horse's mouth, ain’t
it, Snipey "

“Oh, shut up!™
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“You séem to have heard a jolly lot
while you were tying your shoe-lace out-
gide Skinner's study,” remarked Frank
M . “How-long does it take you
to tie a shoe-lace IV

“Ha, ha, ba!"”

“I say, you fellows, it's a lot of
money! If Nobby Nick romps home
tt——

“The if-fulness is terrific!”

Caffyn glanced round again. Tﬁnufh
he was anxious to see the result of the
rime in black end white, he had no
doubts. His look showed that he was
bubbling with inward satisiaction.
With such a sum gsa twenty-five pounds
to deaw from Mr. Joe Lodgey, it was
no wonder that the Snipe was bucked.

“It's & dead cerf, if you want to
know,” ha ssid. “I've had it from a
man, who knows the horse and the
trainer. Luckily I got my money on
in time. I stand to bag twenty-fivo
pounds, snd T dare say you'll be civil
enough when you see me with it, I
stand to win a pony.”

“We'll keep the clﬂh!:;v

; till we see
Eﬂu with it, at any rate,
&rry.

grinned Bob

“T say, you fellows, vou leave pld
Bui .Fnlgna * paid %\illy Bunter.
“0ld Snipey's not a bad chap. 1 dare
say it's your fault that you don't get
on with
and yours, Nugent.” You never
with me when I was in that study.”
“You fat chump!” ;
“Well, you leave Snipey alone,” said
Bunter wermly. “Bnipey’s a pal of
mine, ain’t you, Bnipay1®
The Famous Five chuckled. Bunter,
at least, evidently comsidered it worth
while to be ciall to a fellow who atg-ud
to win twenty-tive y."
“You ca.n?umkiﬁ’ said Buﬂ: dis-
dainfully. “But if you were ss decent
as old %nipey oud deo. And why
dotinls (s Wller btk L
egpeci 8 Can a ie to take
Phot on tick as. Osffyn did with

a bet
]‘..n-ciﬁa Bporting, I call 1t.”

3 a{h, EEHJ,BE ]'-jﬂilqi Here comes
jolly old Trotter!” said Bob.

T]Y:m House page came scuttling up the
stairs. He reached the landing, jerked
g folded newspaper from under his
waistooat, handed it to the Bnipe, and
scuttled down again. ;

Caff :&, with a happy grin on his face,
unfolded the evening paper. :

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
rather curiously. They know many
the shady ways of the Snipe, but they
had not been aware before that he
“backed his fancy * with a dls-re%atnhla
street  bookmaker. Billy Bunter
hovered round the 8nipe hiz eyes
glistening behind his big spectacles.

The fat Owl certainly was not fond
of Caffyn, but !i:ihn :I:H gnilng t:lhwE
twenty-tive uncds, at rathor sliere
the gtattanpu Bunter had been dis-
appointed about a postal order, and
was in his usual stony state. He was

ropared to revise his opinion of
gnipa, and indeed to stick to him closer
than a brother, if there really was a
pony in the offing.

Caffyn was grinning as he unfolded
the t‘uﬁlin ¢ paper, and looked for the
column w o racing results wero
‘Tn' bi f £

was & big sum of money for
au;rhggl;'jtn win: ifhi Caffyn was :l:.rerj,'
keen on money. Ha had an sllowance
from his Aunt Judith, but not on nearly
g0 generous & ocale as Aunt Judy's
gther nephew, Coker of the Fifth. He
had & happy anticipation of feeling the
orisp hani&ot-ea rustling in his fingers
when Mr. Lodgey paid over that hand.

gome gum. . ‘_ g,
grin died off his face, as if

oI

But the
wiped away by a dustér

im in Study MNo. 1, Wharton, -

He gave a sudden convulsive etart,
and his narrow eyes seamed almost to

from his foxy faco as he stared at
t &I:. racing list. The colour drainad
from his cheeks, leaving him ghastly.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances. They pitied the wretched Snipe
al that moment, Lnrukm%-hat the paper
in his trembling hands, they ocould see
what Edgar Caliyn saw.

WAPRHOT.

o'cl

Three o'clock.
BONNY BOY, SNAFFLER,
RURITANIA,
Also ran: PEELEI o' Daﬁ Attila, Catchem,
obby Nick.

. The newspaper fluttered from Cafiyn's
hands snd dropped on the landing. He
leaned hmwo!{ on the balustrade, There
were dro perspiration on his sallow
brow. wi them away with a
shaking hand, .
Harry Wharton & Co, were silent,

The miserable 8nipe deserved what had -

come to him, but thg were not the
fellows to rub it in. But Billy Bunter
was not silent, X : :

“I say, Bnipey, is it all right!” ha
asked. *I say, has he won?" .

Cafiyn made no answer. He leaned on
:ii'_m oak, .ci:-;emgmm bﬁ{iftwa:h:ﬂt only :hg
isappointment a expeota
fnong. - Bub e had laid his beb with
hf:f.}n{udgﬂy on the “nod.,"” and he had

Scheme after schems has
Edgar Caftyn tried Ior siirring
up trouble between his rish
Aunt Judith and her favourite
nephew, Horace Coker, of the
Fifth—and all have falled with
painful results to the schemer.
But Caffyn’s hopes run higher
than ever this week, ulitil . . . «

five poundsz to that frows tle-
inunan'r Hiat s westehed bursa had
ost.

1 say—" persisted Bunter,
- *Bhut  up, u fat ass!” grunted
John BulE “{Can't you see tho chap'a
backed a loser?™

“Oh crikey I"" ejsculated Bunter.

Caffyn detached himself from the
balustrade and moved off slowly towards
his study, Bunter blinked after him, in

seornful disgust, C i )
“Well, :ﬂr hat!” he seid. " Backing

f loser! ht have ex d it, tool

What does that fathead know about

horses? He, he, he! Disgraceful, I call
it, You fellowa can call it sporting, if
vou like, but I eall it simply disgrace.
ful—a Greyiriars follow backing horses
with a fmwali outsider like Lodgoy—"

“Hhut u .
"Ehan’tf" rotorted Bunter, “You

fellows may approve of this sort of
thing, if you liEs, but I can jolly well
ATO0ODO0D e

S0 o000D

Euntar finished with & wild roar as the
Famous Five all kicked him together,
Then they went away to prep, leaving
Bunter roaring.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Dissgreeable Duty!
-9 ORACE COEER scorted.

There was a letter in the rack .

for Coker of the Fifth, in break,
ones ‘morning, & fow days after

-the, Snipe’s disastrous essay to bhg a

 pony.” :
?hq letter was addressed to Horace

Coker in the well-known handwriting of
Mies Judith Coker, his aunt and
Caffyn's, Coker had quite a genial ex-
‘pression on his rug foce as he slit
the envelope. His iriends, Potter and

reene, of the Fifth, were with him,
and they seomed to look rather ex-
pectant, From E}ul&r*u pleased ex-
Egﬂssiunjhaj' jud at hie anticipated

1scovering & "iip” in that letter from
Aunt Judy, If there was & tip in it,
Potter and e were prepared to
starid nobly by their pal in disposing of
the same,

In ]E-oint of fact, however, Coker was
not thinking about tips. The genial ex-
pression on_his ru features was dus
to the d regard he entertained for
Aunté Judy, Plenty of fellows at Grey-
friars were not keen on letters from
elderly relatives. But Coker, with all
his little faults and foibles, was fond of
his affectionate old aunt, snd he reslly
did like & letter from her, ;

But as he looked at the missive the
genial expreasion faded away and he
snorted exprassi T
ll“Nn luek 1 asked Pottor sympathetio.
o could ses that there was no re-
mittance in the letter. He sympathised
with Coker, also with himself and

Greene,

"Eh, what?” said Coker., * What do
you meanf'’

“No tip this time!” said Greens,
“Tip ! said Coker. “ Who's bothering
about 't-iEH, fathead 1"

“Aren’t you!" psked Greene.

11} H ABE IH

“What's the trouble, then!” yawned
Potter,

As Coker had looked pleased when he
got the letter, and annoyed when he
opened it, Potter and Greens had natur-
ally attributed thess phenomena to the
expectation of & tip and the disappoint-
ment of not gotting the same,

.ﬁ.]ﬁng.rentij. however, that was not the
ouble, - But that there was some
rouble. was clear from Coker's grim
frown and emphatic enart.

“That smesking snipel!” snorted
Coker.

“Eh

::Ehnih beastly worm, Caffyn !*

“It's too thick!” sald Coker hotly.
“It's a bit sickening, I think! I never
wanted that snipe to come to my school,
Aunt Jud{._knaw. that, 'snd she'd
1

never
have sent him here, only the little beast
wanted to annoy me by coming, I

fancy, and hiz guardian, that rotter
Sarle, backed him up, and—-" . .

“What sbout & trot in the quad
before third school, Greeneyi” msked
Patter.

As there was no remittance in the
letter, Coker's pals had quite lost their
interest in it. And they wers bored
wi er's cousin 1.

ith Coker’ in, Ceify

They had heard emough from Horace
about that cousin of his in the Remove,
They had heard too much| They did
not want to hear any more.

“Let's ! assented Greens,

Potter and Greene walked out of the
House. Rather unfortunately for them

ker walked with them. Coker had
not fnished talking fs'ta':l.--. His friends
began to walk rather fast.

Don't rush 1" !_nnjt:’vpﬁd Coker, *This
isn't a foot race, is 1t1*

- Reluctantly, Potter and Greene slowed
down. It seemed that they had to have
mq:'a Caffyn whether they liked it or
not.

“That snipe!” went on Coker, whosa

owerful brain never reslised that:his
amily affairs had psalled on his friends.
“ He's made thm?t rotten all round for
meé this term. A lot of things have g
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wrong, and 3 ean’t help thi:ﬂ-:ingl that
he's had & hand in soine of themy. There
was that trick on the telephone one day
inst week.™ )

“There's Wingate!” said Fotter,
spotting the cuptain of Greyiriars across
tﬁe quad, 1 wanted to speak to him
about the footer.”

“Bo did 11" said Greene, =

“Never mind Wingate now!” said
Coker snappishly. “I'm talking! What
fellows you arc to keep on interrupting
a fellow! I never get a chanee to get in
a word cdgewize! Jaw, jaw, jaw!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a cheery chuckle
from & bunch of Removites passing the
Fifth Form men,

Coker glared round at Harry Wharton

& Co. ey had caught his remark, in
passing, and smiled—audibly! )
“What aro you checky fags cockling

at?"”’ demanded Coker angrily.

“Tha biggest diet at Greyfriara!™
a.nr.wﬁmd_lfo Cherry cheerily, and the
Famous Five, laughing, scudded on.

Coker made & motion to pursue. But
he remembered that worrying letter in
hizs hand, and stopped. __

“(1o after themn, Coker!™ suggested
Potter, with & wink at Greene, “The
cheek of these fags is getting altogether
too thick! Geo and mop them up !

“Dot”. said Greenc. ' Serve
right "' ’

“I jolly well would,” prowled Coker,
“hut  I'm rather worried about this
dashed letter——"

Evidently there was no oscape for
Potter and Greene. They rather wished
that they had not gone to the letter-
rack with Colter that morning. Still, no
fellow could have forcseen that 2 letter
from Aunt Judy would contain trouble
instead of a tip!

“Bhe's an old duck!™ went on Coker,
“I'm fond of old Aunt Judy! But she
doezs make a& fellow tired about that
snipe Cafiyn! Having him at my school,
where I don't want him, all I can do is
to keep clear of him, and kick him if
he barges in my way, Would you
belicve 1t, she came down here one day
speeinlly to make us friends! Of course,
it led to more trouble. I'm a good-
tempered and reasonable fellow, T hope,
but——""

i Eh??l

“But there's a limit! 1 simply bar
that snipa ! Now, look at what she says. "

Coker, in the touching belief that his
friends were interested in these family
troubles of his, held out the letter for
their inspection. Potter and Greene,
manfully suppressing yawns, read it.

T

“Dear Horace,—Your Cousin Edgay

has written to me, asking me to scnd
Lhim the sum of five pounds. He says
that he wants it for a very particular
purpose, It is o very large sum for
a junior schoolboy to need; and I
have not, of course, the same feith in
Edgar's judgment and capacity that I
have in yours. Now, my dear, dear
boy, I know that you do not like
dgar; it i3 o constant grief to me
that Qiia:-u cannot make friends with
him. Iut in this case I trust to you to
ﬂﬂ.t"ri‘,' Gt my wmhes.

“1 want you fo sce Edgar and have
a scripus talk with hum, [f you, dear
Horace, arc satisfied that ho needs the
money for a neccssary and worthy
purpose I shall send it to him immedi-
ately. I rely entirely upon your judg-
ment.

" Pleasn write to me as soon as you
have talked the matter over with
Edgar,—Your affcctionate aunt,

“Joprti CoxEer.™

Potter smiled at Greene, and Greeno
smiled at Potter. In all tha wide world,
Toe Msewer Lispany.—No. 1,410,

‘and lots.

THE MAGNET

Miza Judith was probably the only
person who had feith in Gﬂkar'ﬂdiudg-
ment and capaecity. But she had lots
Hiz headmaster, Dr. Locke,
his Form-master, Mr. Prout, his friends
and acguaintances in the Greyfriars
Fifth. had nevar secn any sign of these
valuable aualiticas m  Coker. Aunt
Judith saw them—or imagined she did!

“Well, what do vou think of thati"
snorted Coker * Asking a man to go
to seo that sneaking snipe! And talk to

hisn | Tl rather kick him than talk to
him, any day!l I jelly well shan’t do
it 1"

Potter glanced across the -quad at
Wingate, That great man was mikinﬁ
—probably  football—with Gwynne o
the Sixth, and Blundell and Bland and
Fitzgerald of the Fifth  Potter wanted
te join that group. Break was brief;
amnel he dul not want to waste it all on
Coker’= family olfairs ! Greene had the
same  desite.  Really and truly, they
preferred football talk with the great
men of the Greyviviars foothall world to
the charms of lorace -Coker's conversa-
tion, aml to hearing what he thought of

his Cousin Caffyn of the Hemove.

*Look lhere. Coker,” said Potter
salemnly., " You can't vefuse to do as
vour aunt asks you! Look at the jolly
wiwmpers she sonds you,™

“That's all wery welll™
Coker.

“And the tips " said Greenc.

“That's all very well, too—bhut—"?

“Tit's  up to. you, old man!’ sald
Potter fiemly Tt looks as if that kid
has got uto some trouble, writing home
for money like this: and what's wanted
is judgment and capacity—=>"

"That's 1it,” concurred Greene. “A
frllow with your eifts. Coker, i3 bound
io—ia play up | Put the matier right !’

“Cop the kid at once,”™ said Pottor.
“Ti's o matter of duty! When duty
calls {10 lrazen walle, vou know "

Coker lowked thoueghtful.

« ¥ Poplinps you're right,” he admitted.
ST lopmdee speaking to the little Loeoast:
but. aftor all, ol Aunt Judv iz jolly
gand fo me’’

That's right 1**

Lo no time, olld fellow, and put
thr all lady’s mind at rest. 1 saw
voune Culfyn over hy the elms"™
o Colire crumpled  the tetter iuto his

grunted

¥

' pocket,

“Well, I favay I'll speak to him," he
said; and to the immense relief of his
{rriende, Coker strode across to the elns
ta ool for Caffvn there.

Potter and Greene almost shot away
to the foothall group in the quad,

Coker, areiving under the old Grey-
frisges elme, fowrul! Harry Wharton &
Ca. there, but did not sse Edgar Cafiyn.

“Tlere, you  fags ! rapped Coker.
"Have yon seon (@:ffyn?"
Oten ! apswersd  Bob Cherry.

“He's 11 our Vormn, you know."

“"Don't o a slupid young ass! I
meait, have yon seen him here? Greeno
sair] he saw him here,™

“Aust  have jolly
then,” vremavked Frank Nugent., * He's
not hore! Mozt likely frowsting over a
fire somewhere."

Coker atarved vound angrily. 1ossibly
Groene had only Fﬁ.miﬂs that he had

ood eycsight,

seen Caffyn there.  Possibly he had
only wanted to get rid of Coker! Any-
how. Uaffvn wasn't there!

“Well, po and lock for himl”

snap{}nﬂ Caker. ;
“Ahati!! ejaculated the Famous Five
with one veoico.

“Go anmd find him 1" said Coker irrit-
ably. “Tell him I want him, and bring
liim !i.u me; kick bim if he won't come,

senl
“Dear old Coker !" said Bob Cherry.
“1 wonder how many times we've

scragged him, for fm;m' g he can give
nrde%tﬂm the Remove ™ .

;:Ea* he, hal" i
ra you going or

ﬂnit:{:vear alil ﬂgﬁf-” ]:LIEI'!} o

HWe're not  go ' Bal
Wharton, Iaughing.mg

“Then I'll jolly welle——""

Without stopping to stata what ha
would do, Coker of the Fifth proceeded
to da jt. Or rather, he proceeded to
attempt to do 1t

Not for tho first time in hiauﬁr’::',
Coker of the Fifth discovered that he
could not fat. away with what ha
planned to do.

Insicad of handing out the thick enrs
that the Removites deserved for their
check, Coker found himself suddenly
grazped and up-ended,

Then, to his paimmful surprise, he
found that his head was tepping on the
nearest elm. It was tapping hard,

T%'?. tap, tap!

“Wheooop | roared Coker.

Tap, tap, tap|

“Owl TI'll' smash youl
Yarocop 1"

DBump !

Coker of the Fifth sat down—hard-—
at the foot of the tree. The Famous

on want &
ar.
Harry

I'l—

Five walked away, smilmg,
Coker did not pursue ghem Coker
was gasping for wind, till the bell rang

for third school; and he was ruhhipLﬁ
his- head when he went into class wi
the Tifth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !

s 9 BAY, vou fellows! He, he, he 1™

I “Wherefore the cackle, old

biean "
* Bnipey’'s down on his luck 1"

grinned Bunter.

““Is that anythin
fat duffer "' gmwieg Johony Bull.
“He, ha, he! He hasn't had much luck
on the geepec!” chortled Bunter. *1
say, he's been trying to borrow money
from Skinner and Snoop! He, he, he |

The Famous Five smiled at that!
They did not sen anythin;; amusing, like
the fat and fatuous Owl, in the _énipa
being down on his luck, But it was
rather amusing to think of anybody try-
ing to borrow money from Bkinner and
Znoop of tho Remove. Really, he might
as well have tried to borrow it of
Fisher T. Fishl

Cafiyn certainly did look down on his
luck. He had loocked like that ever
since Nobby WNick turned out an "also
ran,” &nd also ran sway with Caffyn's
cxpected “ pony.™

He had, indeed, been so unable to
hide his worry, that Mr. Quelch had
fjunded at Lhim sharply several times 1n
form.

Most of the Remove knew about
Caffyn’'s unhappy speculation in the
Wapshot races, owing to Bunter’s tattle.
S0 few were left in doubt as to the
cause of the Snipe’s worry. He had not
only lost, but he had lost money that
he could not pay.

Faw had any sympathy to waste on
him. A fellow who was shedy ass
encugh to dabble in betting on races,
could take what was coming to him, and
that was that!

8kinner and Sncop, no doubt, sym-

athised; being birds of the same
Eaal:her. But they were not likely to
lend Caffyn money to seitle his
%a.mb]mg debts—even if they had it!

hey were the only friends the 3nipe
had made at Greyfriara; but they were
firrmly of opinion that friendship
stapped short of the lending of cash,

“Poor beast!"” said Bob Cherry, Lis
eves followipg Billy Bunter's grinning

to cackle at, you



stare at the Bnipe. Caffyn was loung-
ing in" the gum:l‘nfter class, looking na
of hae had collected mountains of
trouble. i !

“"Serve him right!” said Bunfer
virtuously, A fellow who dabbles in
puteid blackguardism like that—""

“Oh, cheese it 1 Dash it all, the cha
looks fearfully mizerable,” said Be
uneasily. “8till, I suppoze he's not the
fellow & chap csn speak to—he would
;}'I_ﬂj.l' suspect a chap was getting at
v,

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Let him stew in his own juical” he
said. * Hethin%tﬂ do with us1"” -

And Johnny Bull walked on, and his
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imlet-eye on you in the Form-room
%is afternoen;®

'-"Har:lg' Quelch 1*

“Well, you ean't hang besks, . you
know,” said Bob, “And this is a sack-
ing metter if you're not careful.”

“Fat lot you'd care if T was sacked [”

“Well, not s fearful lot, perhaps”
admitted Bob. “Greyiriars would be
none the wotse if you went. But——"

“ Leave me alonc!™ sharled the Snipe.

“I'll leave you alone fast enough, if
vou want me to. But look here, if a
fellow could help you out——"

(faffyn came to & halt and stared at
him. i5 Buspicious, sardonic nature
made it almost impossible for him to

5

“Well, you're an awinl ass, and no
mistake 1" said Bob. " 8till; that doean't
help, What about your guardian,  Mr.
Sarle? Woulda't he help?”

“Not with money. Kasier fo get
blood out of a stane than money out of
old Sarle.”

“Nice mamn!” said Bob. “I don't
want to barge in, of course; but—-="

“I'd be joily glad if you could give
me any advice | Goodness knows 1
i-t E” r

“Well, there's your cousin Coker, in
the Fifth. He's got plenty of money. I
know you bar one another, but, dash it
all, vou're relations.” *

“Clatch me letting him know & thing

The newspaper fluttered from Caffyn’s hands, and be leaned heavily on the balusirade. Harry Wharton & Co. were 5uaﬁt.
The miserable Snipe deserved what had come to him, but they were not the fellows to rub it in. But Billy Bunter was. “I
say, Snipey, Is It all right ? ** he asked. ** Isay, has he won g

friends went with him. But Bob Cherry
dropped behind, and finally walked over
to Saﬂ:':,-n. Unpleasant and sneering as
the Bnipa was, Bob hated to see a fellow
locking so dismally down on his luck.
Certainly he had his own opinion, and
s strong opinion, of Snipe's conduct.
But he was not the fellow to rub it in
when tho wretched punter had come a
* mucker.”
hallo 17

“Hallo, hallo,
chearily.

The 2nipe gave him his sidelong, un-
pleasant look.

“Want anEthmgT" he snapped.

“ Nothing ¥

“Take it and go, then ("

“"Wrap it up for mel" suggested
Bob humorously.

Cafivn scowled and turned to slouch
away. Bob, cheery as ever, walked by
his side. ' _

“Look here, Caffyn, old top,” he said
geriously, “you've been playing the
giddy ox, but if you're wise, you won't
make such a show of it. I saw Queleh’s

believe that Bob was in earnesi.  But
the kind and cheery good faith in Bob's
ruddy countenance was not to be mis-
taken, even by the doubting En;p-e.

His hard, unpleasant face softened a

little.

“1 sup you mean that,” he mut-
tered. "?—I say, I'm in a fearful
hole! That man Lodgey is threstening

1m.”

Bob Cherry whistled. If that was the
case, it was no wonder that the Bnipe
looked feavfully worried. 1

“1 gay, that means the chopper,” said
Bob., “The man’s & rotten eur to make
bets with a schoolboy; but if you lose
you can’t expect him to let you off
pa mi? I suppose. Can't yvou raizs it—
a bit here and theret If five bob's any
good 3

Caffyn laughed angrily. 1

“1 want five unds. I've got
nothing—nothing, 1've hod some bad
luck before this. I'm stumped!
And—" He broke off misersbly.

to come up to the school if 1 don't pay

said PBob 1

like this to report to Aunt Judy ¥ said
Caffyn bitterly.

# ﬁa wouldn't,” said Pob ecarnestly.
“Coker's a fathead and s duffer, Im'l.u:l o
born idiot, old bean, but -he'd be
hanged, drawn, and quartered before he
would sneak or tell tales about
anybody.”

sfiyn  laughed  scornfully. Ha
judged others by himself, which gave

im & very low opinion of human

uu.tt{;:‘rmu th Aunt Judy.?
“Weall, there's your Aunt Judy,” sug-
Sﬁa ladles out lots of

gested Bob, © .
whacking tips to Coker, 1 hear, I've
seon her: she's & good old sort.”

“That old cat!” said Cafiyn.

Bob coloured uricomfortably.

Certainly Ceffyn was not a nice fellow
to talk to. His school fees were paid
by the relative whomn he desertbed as an
“old cat,” and he drew hiz allowonce
from her. Mr. Barle was his legal
guardien, but he was dependent on hia
aunk.
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Bob could not help fecling . at the
moment that it was no wonder that all
Aunt Judy's affection was reserved for
her other nephew. Caffyn called her
an “old eat.” Coker had landed into
one of tho most terrific scraps of his
life with o fellow who had called her
an old frump. Bob begon to wish that
his sympathetic nature had not led hum
to speak to the miserable Snipe.

*I've written to her days ago,” went
on Caffyn, “She hasn't cven answered
my letter yet, OF course, she'd want to
know what the monoey wus for before she
shelled out.” ]

“Well, five pounds is raiber a lot-fo
azk for,” said Bob. g y

“Bha'd send it to Coler like a shot, 1f
ho asked her,” said Caffyn savagely, “or
twice as much.”

Bob did not vejoin that that was pro-
bably beeause Mizs Colier know that she
could trust Horace. Ilc wanted to help
tf he could.

“Well, look here, Cafiyn, I'll tell you
what,” he said. “It's a hundred to one
that you'ro scared sbout nothing. That
votter Lodgey won't dare to show his
face at Greyfriars. Ho could %Et Fou
sacked, I dare say, but the Head might
prosecute him, He won't risk it.”

“1 ean't chance 1t.” _

“*1 don't believe there's much chancing
i it,” said Bob. *Ask him io give

ou time to pay, and if he won't, tell
im to go and eat coke. Some of us
know that he has dealings with senior
men here—Hilten and Price of the
Fifth, and Loder of the Sixth. Any-
how, there's been a lot of talk about it
in the studies. I can tell you, Lodgey
won't want & row at the school; it
would epoil all his business here; no-
body would have anything to do with
him afterwards. Jolly ?ﬁd thing, too,
of course. but not what Lodgey wants."

THE MAGNET

The Snipe’s face grew thoughtful, and

his narrow cyes glinted; but he shook
his head. i

*I can’t risk.it1” he muttered. “I've
got to bar him off somehow. But—but
howi If that old cat——" :

Bob Cherry had had enough “old
cats.” He walked away and rejoined
lus friends. He had given the Snipe
good advice, if he had the nerve to act
on it. And the talk seemed to have left
an unpleasant taste in his mouth.

“Had a mice jaw about geegees?” in-
quired Johmny Bull sarcastically, as Bob
rejoined the Co.

“Oh, don't be an s, old chap!”
answered Bob, a little grufly. “ Hallo,
halla, halla! Here's Smithy with a
footert Chuck it this way, Bmithy |’

T'he Bounder came out with an old
footer under his arm. . The Famous
Yive joined in a punt about, and Bob
very soon dismissed Edgar Caffyn and
his dingy troubles from his mind.

When Coker of the Fiftl, came out,
logking for s Hemove cousin, to get
his disagreeable duty over, he passed by
the punters, and the chance was too
good to be lest. The footer whizzed at
Coker's hat, hifted it off his head, and
sailed away with it

“Gioal I” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker, staring
round. “Why, I—I—Ill—" He
rushed after his hat. The Removites
rushed after the ball. But during the
next ten minutes Coker’s hat received
more kicks than the Soccer ball, and
tho great man of the Fifth charged and
barged up and down frantically after
his hat, amid merry vells from the
juniors, .

Coker was quite breathless by the
time he recovered his hat, and by then
it did not look much like a hat |
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Luck !

DGAR CAFFYN was slone in
E Btudy No. 1, aiter tea, when.a
heavy tread came up the Remove

passage. .
Wharton and Nugent seldom tea'd in
their own study now. They did not

like the com ‘of the 8nipe; neither
dllid they ppﬁgﬂe the aroma of his

cigaréttes. Caffyn had the study to
hiinself till prop, and sa his Fiith Form
cousin found him alone there.

He was smoking when Coker looked
in. Skinner, whe had no money to lend,
sympathised so far as to supply some
BIILOHES. :

Coker gave s snort of disgust,

Horace nught be a fathead, but ho
was & clean, healthy, wholesome fat-
herd, at all events. Tho sight of the
weedy Snipe, frowsting in the armchair,
sticking cigaretteas in a putrid atmo-
sphere, dispusted him.

“Well, vou rotten little beast1” was
Coker's greeting. . )
im an ovil look, His

Caffyn gave _
dislike of his burly, brawny cousin .was
intense and bitter. This fool—this hofty
ass—was Aunt Judith's favourite

nephew, heir to her money-bags, and
such an ass that he never gave them a
thought. Caffyn gave them plenty of
thought, without deriving much benefit
from it. Since he had at Grey-
friars he had formed hali a_dozen
schemes, at legst, for *dishing * Horaca
Coker -with bhiz wealthy aunt. All of
them had prommed well, and all of
thems had  failed, several times mt’h
painful results to the schemer. Caffyn's
cunning, snd the sagacious advice and
assistance of Mr. Barle, had effected
exantly—nuthmghl _

And Coker, though he distrusted the
Snipe by instinct, did not even know of
his wily schemes, and would not have
cared a brass button had he known.

“Pity your beak can’t see you now I”
said ker. ]

“1 don't remember asking you here 1™
sueered Caffyn. “¥ou're ho more wel-
come in this study than I am in yours.™

“Think I'd come here of my own
choice " enapped -Coker. "I've been
looking for you all day since I had Aunt
Judy's letter, I wouldn't touch you
with a bavge-pole, il 1 ¢ould help it
But I've got to talk to you. Poiter and
Grdene thimk it’s up to me, and I dare
say they're right”

Coker tramped heavily into the study,
kicked the door shut, and sat on the
edga of the table. The Snips still had
& cigarette in his mouth, .and Coker
pointed to it

“Chuck that into the Gra!” he said.

“I don't choose to,"” answered Caffyn.
W« Hﬂbﬂd;l" ﬂﬂkﬂd you _hﬁﬂ_ﬁ.‘:. ﬂﬂd }f'ﬂ'l.l. Carn
get out if you don't like it, you booby I’

“1 give you two seconds to chuck thet
muck away I said Coker. “I've come
here to talk to you peaceably, because
Aunt Judy's asked me to, but I'll smash
you if ﬁﬂu"ﬂ'l} got the impudence to
smoke while I'm here,”

The cigarette went into the fire.

(oker had come on & pescesbls
missiornr, but he did bpot lock wvery
p?a_ﬁefu and the Snipe thought better
oI 1t.

“That's better | said Coker., *The
other young ticks in this study can tell
you that 1've o short way with fags;
and 1'd rather whop you then any other
checky j*uungm rotter in the EHemove.
Smoky Little beast!™

“Oh, chuck it1" enarled Coffyn.
“What you want? I like your room
better than your company. hat's that
about & letter from Aunt Judyi"

“¥You can read it."”

Coker groped in a pocket, pulled oud



gn crumpled fefter, and tossed it to the

ipe. :

Caffyn read it eagerly enough. He
realised that there must be eome
reference to himself in it, or Coker
would not have been there. He h
even a glimpse of hope that Miss Judith
might have sent the required Gver
through Horace's hands.

But the letter made him scow! blackly,
and grit his teethi | Aunt Judy's sublime
faith in Horace’s capacity an diud ent
was, perhaps, a little absurd} but it
was only ann?inﬁzm Cafiyn. Evidently
too, she had faith that he would da‘ni
fairly and squarely by a fellow he dis-
Iili:e-c?.‘ That wae rather a tribute to
Coker. And the fact that she consulted
Coker, showed how little trust she
pim;i in Master Edgar,

Caffyn threw the letter on the tablo
with & bitter and evil look, That fiver
for which Mr. Lodgey .was g0 im-
patiently waiting, depended on Coker's
decision. It was intensely oxasperating.
_Bitterly as he disliked Horace, the
Snips knew that the fathead of the
Fifth would be fair and sguare, Had
he been able to give a good and decent
reason for wantmﬁ_.ﬁ\fa pounds, Horace
would have told Bliss Coker &0, and all
would have bean well.

But what could he sayi Cokor,
assuredly, would never utter a word in
his favour 1f he learned that it was o
gambling debt that hiad to be settled.

The Snipe knew Coker's opinions
shout such things. He knew thet he
had “rowed ¥ with Hilton and Price i
the Fifth, simply because he dlsap&zmved
of their sporting speculstions, and could
not possibly mind his own business] It
was said that he had ducked Angel of
the Fourth in the fountain in the guad,

because he had spotted that sportumon g

with a racing paper!  What Coker
thought on this subject was right and
ust; and it never occurred to him to
eep his views to himself, )

“Well 7 :qued Coker, irritated by
tha Bmipe’s silence. “I don’t want to
hang about in a fag's study. Can't you
speak? What do you want the fiver for?

you've run up & bill at the school
shop, you're a young ass—bui Il sec
Abat it's paid, if that's it.”

The Bnipe caught at the idea.

“Well, that's it,” he said, “I—I've
been a bit extravagant, and—and Mra.
Mimble wants her money, and—and—

“QOh, all right!” said Coker. “Thank

ness it's no worse! I fancied 1t
might be bills for cigareties, or some-
thing worse than that; and if it had
been, you wouldn't cateh me m}'u:ig 1
word for you. IE you've been spres mﬁ
vourself on iluck you can't pay for, =

right| You're a pilly young ass, but
thers’s no harm in it. I'll drop Aunt
Judy & line.”

Caffyn sat up in_ the chair, his face
brightening, hraat.hmg more easily. It
goomed odﬁ to him that Coker's dislike
of him did not make him suspicious,

But there wes absolutely no suspicion
in Cokér's nature. He did not even
guspect that Caffyn simed to cut him
out of his place 10 Aunt Judith's will
and had designs on the fortune that had
always been supposed to be coming to
Horaco some day.. >

Indeed, Coker's relaxed expression
showed that he was pleased ! really
wanted to think the best he could of
his cousin! And bhe had not expected
tha mattar to be so harmiess as this.

Ho slipped from the study table. The

Bnipe's eyes gleamed. Had he really
got away with i, at the cost of one
untruth Hea was preparcd to utker

dozens if necessary.
“You—you'll tell Aunt Judyi” he
mutterad,
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“Yces—and I'll jolly well apeak to Mra,
Mimble, too,” eaid Coker., “1 can’t
understand ber being such a fool ms
to let a Lower boy run ugla bill to the
tune of five pounds. The Head wouldn’t

ad allow it; if he knew., Even Fifth Form

men don't run up bills like that. I'll
olly well tell her plainly not to let it

appen again.”
.‘Z?E: Snipe caught his breath, as Coker.

turned to the door. Coker believed that
he owed the money to Mra, Mimble at
the tuckshop! And ho was going to
speak to Mrs, Mimble about 1t! He
owed Mrs, Mimbie nothing |

“Hold on|” panted Caffyn. *“Wait a
minute, Horace!™ _

“I've told vou not to call me Horaee I
snapped Coker.

“I1—I don't. want you to go to Mrs
Mimble,” stammered Cafiye, “1—1
shall be ecareful not to run an account up
again., WNo need for you to speak to her
about it.=

Coker stared at him.

1 shall certainly speak to her abont
it,” he snapped. “I've a jolly good mind
te speak to your Form-master, too!
But [ won't do that! I shall certainly
tell Mrs. Mimble that it must not happen
again.”

“I=I won't let if happen again—

" You've done it once,” snapped Coker.
“And 1t was jolly careless of Mrs.
Mimble to let you do it. I can’t under-
stand it. I shall give her o jolly plain
talking-to, I can tell you.”

“1 eay——"

“That’s enough.”

Coker tramped to the door. The Saipe
panted. 1f Coker went to the school
shop about this, ha would learn at once,
from Mrs. Mimble, that Caffyn owed her
nothing! And evidently he meant to
Cha
“Hold on!” panted Cafiyvn, *“Look
here, J—I'd better tell you! Tt's not
Mrs, Mimble that—that I want the
money for."

. Coker spun rouad,

“It's not ¥ he roarad..

“N-o-nol”

“¥You said it was!”

“Well, 1t 1sn’t !* hissed Caffyn,

ﬂw&u,ﬂ. ou lying little beast ¥ gasped
Coker. ‘E‘aking a fellow in! What did
vou fell me that silly lie for, then?”

“F—1 want the money for—for some-
thing else, and—and I'd rather not 1ell
you my affairs!” ST

Coker surveyed him ‘i;nml ¥

" Bmokes?" ho asked.,

“Nol” .

" Backing horses, like that ead Priec ™

The 8nipe gritted his teeth,

“MNot that I care!” said Coker. 1
don't want to know a.nithing about your
rotben rascalities. I know the sort of
snipe yvou are. Look here, I want to
got out of this smoky hole. Are you
going to tell me, plainly, what vou
want the money for? It it's anything
decent, I'll drop Aunt Judy & line at
once, and tell hek go. If it's something
you can't explain, I shan't! Think I'm
going to ask my aunt fo send i-:nu mMoney
to pay for smokes, or back horses?”

. “I—I've been borrowing some money
in the Remove—"

“I'm not taking your word! GCive mo
the names of the faps you've borrowed
of and we'll zee.™ .

Even Coker was not likel
the BSnipe’'s statement without
now. Caffyn made no answer,

“T'm waiting ! snorted Coker.

No ruEl:.r. .

“Ancther lie?"’ sneered Coker, *1
Ex?acted' that! I suppose you couldn't
tell the truth, if you tried, - Well, I'm

oing to answer Aunt Judy's letter, but

fancy you won't get that fiver.” ;

He turned to the door again. Caffyn,

B

to accept
proof
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white with rage and chagrin, Ies
from the umc:hFair. < i e

“¥You rotter! You rotter! You're
fuin' to make out to Aunt Judy that
‘vo been doing something shady—you're:
going to tell hep—m"

Caffyn got no further, With a red
and wrathy face, Horace Coker strode
at him graapnd him, and smacked hia
head rfg t and left.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way!

i EGGO! Owl Wow ™

L “Take that!”

“Ow! Wow !
“ And that—and that——=

* Whooo-hooop 1" ) i

Coker pitched the Snipe back into
the armchair. Caffyn sprawled there,
panting, his eyes glittering like a rat's.

Horace glared at hum.

“¥You enipe 1 he said. " You worm !
I supposa you can't even understand
what a decent fellow is likel 8o you
fancy I'm going to rum you down to
Aunt Judy, do vou? As if I'd tell her
what vou've been up to, you little beast |
Do you still think so? I'll jolly well
smack your head again, if you do.”

Claffyn, did atilt think so! But he did
not sy sol His head was spinnin
from Coker's hefty smacks, and he di
not want any more.

“ Horrid little beast !™ went on Coker.
“Think I don’t know that you send all
sorts of tales to your precious guardian,
that he reports to Aunt Judy, about me?
Lot of good may it do you! Mischief-
making little beast! But if you think
I'd play the same rotten game, I'm
f:::.:gly"m knock the idea out of your

The Bnipe panted.

“I1 suppose vou can't even tako
decent chap's word ¥ went on Coker.
“My hat! What a snipe! Well, look
here 1 :
Eﬂa&:er sat down at the fable in Study

0

aper towards
‘harton's pen

. He drew a shect of

him, sand dipped Harry

into the ink. )
Caffyn watched him, wondering what

he mear to do. He scon saw, Coker
was wr  ag a letter. It ran;

“De Aunt Judy,—Ive seen Caffyn,
and he seefers not to tell me abowt his
affares. “Yore affectionate nephew,

[E] DB.‘-GE-”

Coker looked . for an envelope,

addressed 1t to Miss Judith Coker at
Coker Lodge, and stamped it.

. Caffyn watched him as he folded the
letter, slipped it in, and sealed the
envelope. There was a bitter sneer on
his thin face.

All this, in the Snipe’s belief, was a
traneparent trick to delude him as to
Coler's real intentions. Coker was
going to pretend to post that letter. In
reality, he was going to throw it into
his study fire, and write quite another |
Of that the Bnipe had no doubt.

“That's my answer to Auni Judy!"
said Coker. “Now you can sec for
vourself, you anige. that I've told her
nothing st all! SBatisfied now i

“VYes—if I saw you post the letter!”
sneered Caffyn, as the Fifth Former
picked it up from the table.

Coker started. _

“Great pipl You awful little rotter 1"
he Elﬂ;ped? “Do you thisk I'm gam-
moning? My only hat I* i

‘Ho stared at the Snipe, mora in
wonder than anger. Then he threw the
letter on the table again.
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“Get out of that chair I" he snapped.

“Shan't |”

Coker grasped his collar, and hooked
him out.

“"WNow take that letter 10 your paw !
he snapped.

“What for, you fool #* hissed Calfyn.

“You're gamng to post i t™

“ Wha-a-t 7 ]

“Come with me, you miscrable snipe,
and I'll sce vou drop it in {he school
hox 1 sand Coker. " Tlhen  perhaps
yvou'll belicve that it's pested, if your
patrid  battle pond  can believe any-
thing ¥

In sheer wonder, Calfyn left the study
with him.

They went downstairs together, the
letter for Aunt Judy in Caffyn's hand.

Even yet he did not quite believe that
Iorace Coker had no mtention and no
tesirg to make capital out of the
matter.

But he had to believe when Coker
marched him to the school letter-box
nnd the letter was deopped in.

“ Batishictd now " hooted Coker.

The Spipo could only blink at him.

“Mow eclear off, you. enipe)” added
Coker.

And he gove Cafflyn o parting hick
and tramped awey, glad to have done
with him.

Caffyn went hack slowly 1o his study.

iz coustn Coker knew now, or ns
good as knew, why he wanted the
money, DBut the Snipe had to realise
that he need not fear that it would
reach Aunt Judy's ecars from ITorace.
He would not have lost such a chance
himselt; but Coker disdained anything
of the kind.

He was safe in that quarter, so far
a5 that went. That was a relief. But
the difficulty remained. Coker, now
that he knew, only regarded him with
more contempt and  aversion than
before, and ecrtainly would not h[‘!lE
him out. That letter to Aiss Judit
would do him mo harm—but it would
do him na good. The fiver would not
como now |

That was a certainty—and Aunt Judy
had beon his only hope ! It was uscless
to think of writing fo Mr. Sarle.

The soliciter was very keen to help
him in his campaign against Coker, but
Iie would not part with money, Indeed,
hie would be angry, bitterly incensed, if
he learned of Cafivn’s folly. Mr. Sarle
was not a4 good man, but he was a
cautious man. He relied upon Caffyn
to play his game at Greyfriars with the
utmost caution. He would be fiercely
angry and exasperated if he learned
that his ward was in danger of. the
“gack.” DEven if there had been a
chance -::iﬂge'ttmg the money from Mr.
Sarle, Cafiyn would net have dared to
tell him.

But what was he to do?

It locked as if ho had to take Bol
Cherry's tip and defy Lodgey to do his
worst. Ho shivered st that idea.

But it looked ke the only way.

Bmoking cigarette after cigarette in
the study, the EI‘I]?E thought it over and
over, q.n& gradually & plan formed in
his mind for dealing with Mr. Joa
Lodgey. Defying the man, as Bob sug-
gested, was far too straightforward a
way to recommend iteelf to the tortuous
wind of tha Bpipe. But from that
original idea, Cafiyn’s cunni mind
worked on—till ha thought ha had
worked out & way of dealing with tha
sharper of the Cross Keys.

DBy that time he had sinoked himself
sick, and the study was recking.

There was a tramp of feet in the
passage, and the door was thrown open.
Wharton and Nugent came in.
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They stopped and eoughed.

There was generally a scent of cigar..

cttes in Study No. 1 since Edgar Caffyn
had come to Greyfriars School. But on
this ¢eeasion it was more like a fog.

Wharton's eyes glinted at the Snipe.

“Look lere, this is too thick ™ he
exclaimed angrily. “ Stop it, you smoky
little beast! Ilo you hear i

“I'll please myself about that|”
sneered the Snipe.

“IMo you think we're going to have
this study like a tap-room ¥ roared
Frank Nugent.

Tha Snipe shrugged his shoulders.

Wharton went to the window and
threw it wide apen. Then he grasped
the Snipe, jerked him out of the arm-
chair, and pitched him through the
tloorway. ‘I'aking up a box of cigarcttes
from the talde, he pitched it after the
Snipe, and cigavettes seattered all over
the passage.

“Now pet out, end keep outl”
snapped the capioin of the Remove.
“T'm fed-up with this1™

Caffyn scrambled up in the doorway.

“I'm coming inte my own study I he
liissod,

"¥ou'll be kicked out if you do 1™

“I'Hl ecall Queleh I

“Do! He would like to sniff this
smoke I

Calfyn did not call Quelech! He
gathered up the cigarettes in rather a
hurry, lest Quelch should happen that
way. He slouched up the passage to
Skinner's study, where he was able to
smoke in peace.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
A Rascal’s Rough Work !

. JOE LODGEY stood under a
tree in Friardale Wood and
waited, chewing a black cigar
while he waited.

It was o half-holiday at Greyiriars
Behool, and & fellow who wanted to sli
away quictly and sce Mr, Lodgey I;mg
no great difficulty in doing so. And &
fellow who did not want to see him, but
had to, slipped away, and was now
skulking through the wood towards the
old oak under which Mr. Lodgey stood.

Loddgey frowned at the sight of Edgar
Caffyn coming through the frees. Ha
was deeply annoyed with Caffyn, and
meant to deal firmly with him. Lodgey
had, in faect, been rather deceived in
Caffyn.

He knew that he was cousin to the
wealthy Fifth Former, Coker, He
knew that he was negahﬂw of & rich old
lady who paid his fees at the school.
He had been glad, therefore, to get the
8nipe into his clutches, and encourage
him to “back his faney.” Ho had been
only too glad to oblige him by letting
him bet on eredit. It had never even
crossed Lodgey’s mind that the fellow
would, or could not, pay if he lost.

Accustomad to “doing " others, Joe
Lodgey had a deep disliko of 'bﬂiﬂﬂ'
“done ” himself.

And thero was something to be said
for Lodgey. . e carried on an illegal
business of street bookmaking, and he
was s0 unscrupulous that bho was pre-
pared to deal with schoolboys in that
unsavoury business. But in dealing
with sporting follows at Groyfriars, he
hed found it pay to be “zgquare.” Hia
gains so for exceoded hizs Josses that he
could afferd to pay occasional losses;
otherwise even fooliah fellows like
Hilton or black sheep like Price would
have had nothing more to do with him.

On these rather slender grounds, My,
Lodgey regarded himself as an hopest
man. Had Nobby Nick won, he would
have paid Caffvn—though it was truse

that he had the best of reasons for
beliavi that MNobby Nick wouldn't.
In fact, he would not have takon a bet
et such a figure had he not certain
that Nobby Nick would totter in at the
tail of the field.

Nevertheless, as a man who paid
when he hed to, Lodgey felt very sore
and aggricved at not heinipa . Hea
was also annoyed with himself for
having been deceived in Caffyn. A
felloww could have wealthy rolatives
without being“wealthy himself, aa Mr.
Lodgey realised now.

nyhow, he was going to be paid, or
}m '-J-:ﬂl'.lllﬂ make the young rascal squirm
or it

Caffyn's manner, as he cameo skulking
up, was not that of &8 fellow who was
roing to pay. Lodgey saw that et once,
and his beery brow grew darker and
darker. 3

“I've been waiting!” he snapped.
“This "ere's the fourth time I’ve waited
for wou, young Caffyn! I've had
enough of 1t, see? Pay & man what
you owe s man, and done with it ¥

Caffyn breathed hard,

Ho had made up bhis mind; but he
had little courage. It was only as a lost,
last resource that he had resolved on
this. He was afraid of what Lodgey
might do—and even if the sharper 51?-:1
not go up to the echool, he did not like
the look of the stick under his arm. It
was 8 lonely spot, too—such characters
a3 Joo Lodgey had to be seen in lonely
epots.

“1 ean’t pay you!” Caffyn blurted

out.

“You mean, you won't 1*

“X can't I

“All rnight!” gaid Mr. Lodgery.

“We'll see what your 'eadmaster has to
say about it, that's &ll 1™

stepped into the footpath from
under the cak. Caffyn's heart almost
died within him as the sharper made a
stride in the direction of tho distant
school.

“Btop " he panted.

Lodgey looked round, with a sullen
sneer,

“Got anything more to say afore I sea
your schoolmaster 7' he jeered.

“¥es,” panted Caffyn. “Listen to
me! T should be expellad—I know
that! But you wouldn't get any
money.,”

“I'm losing that, anyhow; but I'll
make & young swindler pay for it,
some'ow ! said Lodgey.

“Very likely ‘tha‘gﬁmd would tele-
phone to the police if Jou owned up to
making bets with me!” falterad Enigym

I.udfa& looked at him grimly.

“I'll chance that!” he jesred.

“That's not all!” Caffyn togk his
courage in both hands, as it were.
“¥ou'd better hear me, Lodgey. I'm
not the only fellow at Greyfriars you've
had deslings with. I know some of
them—Angel of the Fourth, Hilton and
Price of the Fifth, and Skinner, too,

- And there’s othersg 1

“And what about that?” asked
Lodgey, with an ugly look.
“This much!” said Caffyn. “You

sliow me up at the school, and I'll knock
our business there on the head for you.
1l tell Dr. Locke the name of every
fellow I know you've dealt with.”
Mr. Lodgey stopped dead.

. As a matter of fact, he had no real
intention of going to the school—ha
dared not! Not for large sums would
the frowsy and disroputable sharper
have stood under the clear, steady gaze
of Dr. Locke. Morcover, it ww!g ave
meant the end of his business with the
Greyfrisrs “sportsmen.” Even Price
would have been afraid to deal with him
again after that,



5“3 this > sald
o b mwmﬂw

Angel of the Fourth, Hiiton

But this threat from a junior school-

roused gey's deepest ire.

“You'd give coveys away what have
never dene you any ‘armi*® he
exclaimed. _

'Caffyn breathed more freely.
Bavagely angry as the sharper was at
his threat, that reply showed that 1t was
efficacious.

“¥es, I would!”" he snapped. “I'd
do that, or nn:rthi.ng else, 1f I were up

for the sack myself. So you'd better
look ount I” i
E;lrf];-. Lodgey gritted his tobacco-stained
te :

“1 ain't going to the school,” he said
quistly. “I ain't getting coveys landed
Like that ™

Caffyn grinned. He had won |

“But if I sin't getting my mﬂna{.
and ain’t showing you up to your sch
master, I'll take 1t out of your 'ide!™
said Mr. Lodgey savagely.

He slipped the stick from under his
arte into his hand, and made a jump at
Caffyn.

‘But the Bnipe was wary end watchful.

He darted away down the footpath
like & startled hare.

“My eye!l" gasped Lodgey. _

He rushed after the Heeing Snipe,
lashing with the stick. Twice 1t lashed
across Cafiyn's shoulders before the
beery ruffian’s breath failed him and he
L <h L ——

affyn, yelling, ren on. oY &

in thayféﬂ{pa.thmp&nting, ﬂnurifﬁng his
stick, and shouting threats.
. The Snipe é‘ﬂﬂl:ﬂ-ﬁd that !:In was o
onger pursued, e stophed, gaspibg
for breath, and looked baci

He was well out of reach, and Lodgey
was winded. His eyes glittered as he
drew from bhis pocket a ostapult and a
handful of stones. His shouldets ached
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Fifth, and Skinher, too [

where Lodgey's stick had landed. He
knew now that Lodgey dared not go to
the sohiool ; he had nothing to fear from
him but personal violence, and he was
out of reach of violence.

With glittering, malicious eyes, the
Bnipe took aim with the catapult. It
was rather a favourite weapon of his,
though strictly forbidden at the schoal,
and he was skilful in its use.

Lodgey did not even see what he was
doing, till & whizzing stone, coming
slmost like s bullet, crashed into his
beery face.

The sharper uttered a yell of pain as
he clapped his hand to his cheek, where
tha skin was cut by the sharp stone.

Ashe did so, Caffyn sent another shot,
eatching him in the neck, again cutting
the skinp.

Spluttering with rage and pain, the
sharper of tﬁa Cross Eﬁj‘! rushed down
the footpath at him.

A third shot caught him on the nose,
and it spurted red. Caffyn, in his
malicious recklessness, cared nothing for
the deadly dameage he might have done,
There was no constable at hand to take
him into custody, and that was enough
for the Bnipe.

Having delivered the third shot, he
thrust the catapult back into his pocket,
snd ran for his life.

For ten mioutes or more, the enraged
sharper panted after him, gurgling for
breath. But he did not get near Caliyn,
whe jumped down into Frisrdale Lane
from the wood, and ran for the school.
When Mr, Lodgey at last took his way
back to the Cross Keys, rubbing his cut
face, his only comfort was to tell himself
what he would do to Cafiyn if he came
on him some day in & nice, lonely spot,
with a nice thick stick in his handl

“T'm not the only fellow at Greyfriars you've had

with | There's

You show me up at the school, and I'll tell Dr. Locke
the name of every fellow I know you've dealt with 1

THE BEVENTH CHAPTER.
Warm for Wibley!

“ A, ba, bal”
H “Good old Wib!”
“Go it [* |
William Wibley of the

Remove was ™ ing the hends.”
The Rag echoed with laughter and
applause,

A crowd of the Remove and the
Fourth watched William Wibley, aad
Wib, who liked admirstion, was enjoy-
ing himsalf.

Anyone locking in at the door of the
Rag just then would hardly have known
thet it was Wib performing. Wib was
giving one of his “ impersonatiops.”

Wibley had a sort of elmstio set of
features, that could be twisted into
slmost an JﬂmEm I i were mot
beautiful—Wib's best friend would have
admitted that—but t were useful.

At mnlting;-'q]:a:,g), Wib no equal in
the Remove Dramstic Bociety. Harry
Wharton, once the chief of that society,
had cheerfully yielded first place to
Wibley., At such things, Wib ocould
play his head off.

As cheeky ss ho was skilful, Wibley
would imitate snd impersonate anybody.
His favourite nul:ﬁ;:mt wes Monsieur
Charpentier, the ench master, who
was herdly bigger than Wibley., Wib
could “do him * to the life. But at the
present moment Wib was hrmﬁleug off
something more ambitious. Was
“doing * Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth. - '
~ Prout was s majestic gentloman, an
1mjfmiﬂg g;:;tl:lmun, Em;:-a he wni EE;
tall, his velopmen ing ohi
lateral. Elevators in Wib's boots lifted
him to the required height. An enor-
mous amount of padding gave him the
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The Game of the

required width, FHe had an old suit of
Prout's, which the Fifth Form master
had given to a servant when discarded,
and which Wib had bought cheap. Ha
had picked up a gown at Mr. Lazarus'
in Courtfield.

A false scalp fixed on hia head gave
him Prout's scanty fringe of locka sux-
rounding & bald spot. Hie faca was
mede up so wonderfully that Prout,
locking at him, might have supposed
that he was ]m::'king in & mirror. And
he had Prout’'s manner to the life.

He rolled majestically in the Rag, as
Prout was wont to roll in Masters"
Common-room. It really was entertain-
g, though scarcely respectful towards
a member—an mportant member—of
Dr. Locke's staff.

“.I'.Iﬁ., 1.:3" I"Iﬂ o>

Wibley adjusted a pair of gold-
rimmed pince-nez, in the manney of
Prout, and stared at the Ilsughing
juniors,

“You are laughing ! he ejaculated, in
4 quite good imitation of Prout's rich,
fruity voice. “Ia this respectful? Upon
my word! Are these ifm manners -of
Greyfriars boys? DBunter, you are
[nughmi!”

*Ho, he, he |" cackled Bunter.

“1 shell report this to your Form-
master |

“He, he, hal”

&7 Ca,iHn. ou have been smoking!
Does Mr. ﬁuelch allow his boys to
smoka? Disgraceful! Indeed, unpre-
cedented! You actually smell of
tobacco, sir! I shall acqueint your
Form-master with this |?

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.
It wes Prout all over|

Caffyn scowled.

“Take that scowl off your face, sir!"”
boomed Wibley-Prout. “Take it off at
once, sir| Do you hear me? How dare
you glare in that manner at a member

of Dr. Locke’s staff ! Upon my word,

:L yiadu were in my Form, Cafivn, I

shou cana you severely—most

-~/ severaly 1™ e
1'.--]35._r ha, ha lH'

“Oh, can it ' snarled Caffyn. “ You'd

laok pretty blue if a master came in
and caught you Flﬂ.‘:-'m tricks hko that,

Wibley,.you fool. 1'd like Prout to sea
you making game of him in this style.”

“Shut up, Snipe!” called out several
VOO,

The door of the Rag opened.

Horace Coker locked 1n,

R

The World’s
Biggest Jig-
saw and the
World’s Greatest
Travel Game

\“'l-_#/

Made by the
makers of
'*Lexicon,
“Srand-
father'2
Whiskers,
ﬂﬂl{ M arle
- oiker movelly

pasfimes.
The roars of laughter from the Ra
LI T PP e e A TP T {m"-%i gﬂ}“’?ﬂ his -E-%Itﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂ and he ha
HRILLING! Exitng! Entbrallng; Tnsirao- °f5cf,in iy oo vhatwas um,
An Education vel. » Bnd much more, 18 Mappa- a5 of Coker’s what went on in the Rag
Mundi, the game that takes you round the —g peom that belonged entirelv to th
in IfSEIf world, carries }j"ﬂu to lands of romance and mysticism Lower _ School. Pfﬂfmm aﬂ::;m?;meg
and shows you how to find at a glance every place of looked in if there was too much noise.
importance on the globe. Try your hand at making It was one of Coker's littla ways to
up the Mappa-Mundi Map of the World; it's not so 2ssume suthority as if he wero a Bixth
500 easy a4 it looks—and yet it’s not so very difficult. Form prefect, instead of a Fifth Former
SQUARE INCHES The joyous part of the game i8 to place the capital “nf nobody in p-nrt:cuiar 3!' all.
OF JIG-SAW citiea in their correct places. Do you know where Now then, what's all this row 1" de-

Tokyo ist Can you place Kowvno satisfactorily 7 manded Coker in his most aggressive
Just where about does Cenberra dwell 1 TN Can’t you fags ever keep
There's one thing about it—once you have found the Julet] Oh, I didn’t _sea you, sir!

iti r : . added Coker, in confusion, as his eyes
Eﬁﬁﬂmﬁmﬂﬂ of the world's capitals you'll know ¢ o0 Wible ot N o ok, v:'ﬂhgut

PUZZLE TO BE
MADE UP INTO
A MAP OF THE

WORLD Thie je no mere Jig-saw. Mappa-Mundi is a game thﬁ ﬂ;ﬂhﬁﬁlﬁﬁt}}}ﬁ%hﬂl Ié}?;“ﬁ:;,?“ﬁﬁ
that grips, fﬂﬂ,ﬂmﬂtﬂﬂ and ﬂ":'!'-m?tﬁ‘-‘* For teaching gaven CJE-EII'I grinnad at Coker’s mistake.
Kada by geography it is invaluable, it is also onme of the Wibley plaved up at once.

jolliest games that you have ever come across, *Coker 1" he rapped. *Coker! Come
But what & lot it teaches! Mappa-Mundi is grand here, sirl” :

—and gran ion, Coker, sbout to retreat from the Rag,
s 1 L msiracion rather unwillingly advanced. More

John Waddington, Lid.,
Makevs of ths World's
Finest Playing Cards.

- g than once Prout had pointad out to him

Onsaleatalt Statieners, § Byy this Brilliant amd that he was not o prefect, and that it
Toy Shope and Book- p was not_for him to keep juniors in
seilers. Umqﬂﬁ New Game TO-DAY! crior. This, in Coker's opinion, Wwas

ddisiigFddidildstiinsauENa@EE i R EEELAN EERAEidden s pEnddddd pEERER SRl R
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only Prout’s rot—and he did rot wané
- Zassnssnnpsnasassensnnnrenenssl SRR =1y more of it.
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“Yes, gir 1" ho mumbled. ;

The juniors gazed on in sheer delight.
It was vastly entértaining to ‘see Cokleer
mistakir thley of ‘the ‘Remove for
Proiit, %ﬁlﬁug was'the fellow to wmake
the most-of that little error.

“{oker, this is & junior roonf. What
are you doing here? Have you come
licre to play with Lower boys, Coker?"”

Coker erimsoned with wrath at the
bare idea of playing with Lower boya.
Coker, 8 a senior and & Fifth Form
man, would not have been found dead
with Lower boys.

“Wa, sit 1” he gasped “I—"

“Have wvou come here to play
marbles 1™

“ Mum - mum - marbles [ gurgled
Coker.

“I shall not sllow a boy in my Form—
s senior Form—to play marglus with
small boys, Coker.”

Coker’s face was simply excruciating.
It made the juniors shriek. Amazed
and enraged a3 he was, Coker wondered
how they ventured to vell so hysteric-
ally in the presenco of a beak.

“Turn out your pockets, Cokeri™

“Whao-g-at 1"

“1 shall confisoate your marbles!”
boomed Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha |"*

Coker’s face rivalled tha hua of a
beatroat. Did Prout reslly suppose
that he—Horace James Coker—
maorbles in hi,a_}:lr:u::;.c‘ta like & small fag?

“ [—J—I—" stuttered Coker.

“Place your marbles on the table at
once, Coker I™

“I haven't m;:g
Coker, “ Do you thi

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Do not raise wyour woice ta me,
Coker ! How dare you raise your voice
in addressing yvour Form-master !
understand that you already have a de-
tention for Wednesday for impudence
to the French master. Do not venture
te bo impudent to me, sir! Unwilling,
reluctant, as I should bs to cans n
senior boyv, I shall not hesitate to do =o,
Coker, if vou are guilty of im-
pertinence.*

" Ha.= ha, ha '

It might have been Prout speaking!

marbles!” shrieked
nk I play marbles "

Coker gasped.
“I—I—I—" he stuttered.
“Do not stutter, Coker! Speak

slowly and you will easily avoid
stuttaring.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“¥ou aore an obstreperous, unruly
boy, Coker! You should not have
barged in herg—ahem [—] mean in-
truded whera you have no business.
Cannot you learn to attend to your own
alfairs, Coker?"

“Lock here, sir—"" gaspad Coker.

“Hn, ha, hat” :

“He does it well 1 said Caffyn. The
Snipe saw & chance to get his own back

Ill-

on Willilam Wibley. “Jolly good,
Wibley1 Anybody would think it was
Frout I*’

Coker jumped

“Bhut up, Snipe!” roared & dozen
voices.

“You silly agg—->"

“Y¥ou sneaking duffer—"

“Shut up "

Caffyn grinned unpleasantl
up. There was no need for
more, Coker was staring ot the sup-

osed heak with a deadly stire. Ha

new of Wib's stunts, though he had
forgotten thom. He was alfready surs
prised by Prout's presence in the Rag,
and the uncontrolled merriment of the
juniors in the presence of so majestic o
gentleman. Caffyn’s words were enough
to enlighlien him, as they had been in-
tended to do.

“Wibley !” repeated Cokesz,

and shot
im to sy
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“You snipe, Caffyn—"""

“You've spoiled a topping joke—"

“Kick him i -

* Wibley |”” repeated Coker. Hia voice
rose to an enraged roar. “That youn
scoundrel p]a;;ing_- his-‘tricks again!
knew it wasn't Prout——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1" o

“At least I didn't really think it
W e’

“Ha, ba, ha "™

“Draw 1t mild I'" exclaimed Wibloy
hotly and spesking in his fatural voice.
“¥ou jolly well did-think T was Pront,
and you Jolly. well know it! If that
BSnipe of a cousin of yours hadn't given
me away I'd have coned you, too, and
you'd have thought it was Prout; and I
oan jolly well say— Yoooocop!” -

Wibley broke off with a wild yell as

r leaped on him.

Crash!

Wibley went down on the floor of the
Rag, with Coker sprawling over him.

"Yargoh!  Rescuo ™™ yelled Wibley
frantically, _

“Collar him 1” shouted Bob Cherry.

"EE.E thﬂ h&.rgea tl‘l

“Sorag him!”

A crowd of juniors rushed to the
rescue,

Wib needed rescuing; ho was power-
less in the Ig_lr.a,ap of the burly, beefy
Coker, and Horace was thumping him
right and left. _

With a dozen follows clutehing at him,
however, Coker still clung to Wib, who
uttered a series of fearful yells.

His false scalp came off, his meke-up
smudged all overrhis face, his gown tore
to tdtters, his coat split wp the back.
Tha Bemove impersonstor's outfit
looked like needing & lot of repaira
before he played the part of IP?t-ut

again.

gWith a combined effort the Ramaovites
drag cker off ; they rolled him to
the door and hurled him out.

Coker’s state whan he got out was not
enviable; but Wib's was worsé—much
worse. Wibley was 8 wreck—an utter
“T“egi I hl led Wihtl

rerrrgeeh 1" gurgle ihlay.

“ Poor nhf W’ibiv EH&., ha, hg. 1

“ Wurrrrgggh !

“Nover mind, old chap,” said Bob
Cherry consolingly, * It was no end of
& funny fnish I’

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Guarrrergh 1

Thoe hapless Wibler did not soe any-
thing funny in the finish. Hé waa fecl-
ing as if he had been under a lorry. And
his outhbt was im tatters. - But the rest
of tho fellows saw something funny in
it, and the Rag rocked witﬁ lauggtur,
while Wibley gurgled and guggled as
if he would never leave GE gurgling

and gurgling.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Coker's Leg!

ILLY BUNTER chuckled.
B “He, he, he! Not really?”
he ejaculated.
“Yea, really |V
Caffvn.  “That Tool Caoker 1
“He, he, ha! Of course, anybody
could take Coker in ! chuckled Bunter
“But mean to say that Wib will actu-
ally have the chesk to go down to the
Form-room got up as Maossoo "

h.f: He's got nerve enough for any-
thing.™ 3
" ¥Yeas, that's soe. But—he, he, he |"

“Desides, it's safe enough,
Monsieur Charpentier has gone out.
saw him clear off ten minutes ago.
“Bafe as houses, then! He, he, he!”
Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form at
Greviridars, was about the last fellow in

snswored

a3

I

1 for old Coker, but

the world to listen to what was not
intended for his ears. '
On this occasion he could not help .it.
Coker. was leaning on "one of the
ancient Creyfriard elms. his hands
driven deep into his puckets and a
moody frown on his brow

It was Wednesday nft:ernmn. -and
Euker was booked for a French deten-
ion.

Coker did not like it.

Coker's French was about as good as
His: English, so it did not, naturally.
satisfy Monsieur Charpentier. Coker,

wever, waa quite satisfied with it

He thought French rot, anyway. -Ha
never could quite understand why those,
gilly fnrmfnc:rs ccouldn’t talk plain
E‘:flxsh! n en injudicious moment. he.
had revealed that opinion to Mdssoo,
Detention - followed. Mossoo' had s
rather mixed detention closs that after-
noon, and Coker was the only senicr in
it. ‘' That added to his distaste. Daten-
tion was bad enough in itself, but deten-
tion in company with juniors of thé
Shell, the Fourth, and even the Remove,
was like insult added-to injury.

Coker, therefore, was glooming when

the fat Owl of the Remove and Edgar
Caffyn came by.
_ Billy Bunter did not see Coker thers,
in the shadow of the tree. The short-
sighted Owl hardly .saw the tree, let
slong Coker. If Caffyn saw him he gave
no sign of it. Ha certainly. did not
look towards him, and appeared to be
totally oblivious of him.

Every word he uttered reached Coker
a5 Caffyn walked by at s little distance
with Bunter.

Coker glared after them when they

had passed.
. No earthly. consideration would have
induced Coker to play the eavesdropper.
But he could not help hearing words
uttered in his hearing. -

Now ha knew!

That young scoundrel, Wibley, who
hed * played Prout ¥ a few evenings ago
in the Rag, was at his tricks again.
Monsieur Charpertier had gone out, ap-
parently forgefful that he was detention
master that afternoon—which was
nothing new He had done that before
more than once, and on such occasions
the derontion class had rejoiced in their
good luck

And that iniquitous voung villain,
Wibley, was tnl-l:n;lf; advantage of these
Eirﬁ'-.;:'l.ist.anm.tn play another trick—on

8]

He was going. to make up as Monsieur
Charpentiar, and take the detention
class, the juniprs in the joke, very likely,
Coker the victim of 1it!

Horece breathed hard and deep.

He had seen Wib make up as Mossoo
and laughed over it. The young rascal
did it remarkably well, and made him-
solf “into & twin of the French master.
But Coker did not lsugh now. As the
intended wvictim of the jape, it was not
s laughing matter for Coker.

l'{B

“By gum|” breathed Coker,
gum! I'm jolly glad I heafd that!
should never have spotted him, very
likely. He's n eclever young seoundrel,
end does it well. By gum, I'll mako
him sit up if he tries taking me m!
I'll make him squirm |

Coker detachad himself from the Elm
and walked slowly towards the House.
It was nearly time for the detention
class in Class-room No. 10. He passed
Potter and Greena, g@imiwdﬂwn to o
Fifth Form pick-up, and they gave him
sympathetic grins, They wera sorry
at the same time,
they were rather fnd that he was use-
fully sccupied, and would not be trying,
gz psual, to barge into the footer.
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“Been Mossoo about?  called out
Coker, _

“Yes. Saw him talking to Quelch

a2 few minuies ago,” answered Potter.
“You'd hetter eut in”

“Palking to Quelch [” repeated Coker.
“His own Form-master! Well, he's
got a nerve on him, and no mistake !,

Potter and Greene blinked at this.
Coker's remark seemed to indicate that
he was wendering in his mind.,

“It's not Mossoo at all ! exploined
Coker. * Alossoo's gone out. It's that
spoofing voung seoundrel, Wibley of the
Remove, I've found that out. I told
vou how he was larking as Fidut the
other day., Now lhe's larking a3
Mossoo 17 .

“1 say, it looked like the genuine
article 1V said Potter, with & stare.
hardly think—" .

“(h, quite! said Coker satirically.
“¥ou hardly do, Potter. Hardly ever I”

And Coker marched on to the House.
Potter could doubt his information if
he liked. Coker did not doubt it, Had
he not heard a Remove fellow give the
thing away, speaking in his hearing
withgut knowing that he was there!?

It did not occur to Coker's powerful
mind that Caffyn had, in point of fact,
known that he was there, and deliber-
ately spoleen im his hearing to pull his
unsuspecting leg.

That was te ocenr to Cokef later !

Outside Class-room No. 10 he found
a little crowd gathering. It was a
mixed lot. Hobson of the Shell was
there, and Temple and IFry of the
Tourth, and Frank Nugent and Bob
Cherry of the Remove. Beveral other
fellows of all three Forms came up.

Coker eyed the Remove fellows.

Whether Wibley had told them of the
joke that was on, he could not deter-
mine. They wero not loocking very
cheery. They looked, in fact, like fellows
under detention wheo would rather have
been out of doors—as, indeed, they were.
Still, as Caffyn evidently knew, it was

robable that other Remove {fellows
=TI,

“Waiting for Mossoo!” asked Coker
sarcastically.

“ Just that,” said Bob Cherry. “You
got it, too, Coker? Raotten, isn’t it?"

“Yeou don't happen to know that
Alosson's gone out—what " asked Coker,
still sareastie.

Bob's face brightened. )

“Has he? What jolly gund* luek !
T.ook here, you men, if Mossoo’s gone
out and forgotten us we can chance
clearing off.™

“Jolly well not chancing it till I'm
sure I said Cecil Reginald Temple.
“Did you see him go out, Coker ¥

“No; but I jolly well know he's gone,
end I fancy these Remove kids know it

as well as I do ! growled Caker.
“RBlossed if I knew ! said TFrank
Nugent.

“¥ou haven't heard anything from
Wibley ¥ jeered Coker.

“Wibley? No. I believe Wibley's
laying football,” said Frank. " ‘What
o you mean about Wibley ¥

“You'll jolly soon sec what I mean,”
said Coker darkly. “ Wibley isn’t play-
ing foothall. e's playing the giddy
goat, and I'm the man that's going to
make him sorry for it, see?”

The juniors stared st Coker of the
Tifth. What he was driving at was a
myvstery to them.

“Hallo, hallo, hello! Here comes
Mossoo 1 said Bob. “You ass, Coker,
he hasn't gone out. Here he 131"

“Is he?” grinned Coker.

He glared at the dapper figure that
eame whisking up the corrider.

It waa the French master to the life—
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his neat figure, in his well-fitting frock-
coat, his pointed black beard, his waxed
moustaches. , ; ,
- If it was not the genuine Mossco it
wes his twin. But Coker knew all sbout
that. He had seen Wibley made up as
Mossoo, and knew that thers waa not
a pin to choose between them.

he juniors, at all events, had no
doubts.” Whether it was Monsieur Char-
pentier or not, they believed that 1t
was, and stood respectfully aside for
the French master to let them into the

class-room. i
Coker did not stand respectfully aside.
He glared at the dapper littla tle-
man. He looked exactly like Moassoo,
8o had Wibley looked exactly like Prout

the other day in the Rag | 7
“ Here ! hooted Coker. * You little
The TFrench

spoofing rotter I
“Malz—but  what?™
maszster foirly bounded in his amaze-
ment.  “Vat you say, Cokair? Vat is
zat? Mon Dien! You sall say—="
“0Oh, keep it upi® jee Coker.
“You talk just like Mossoo, just as you
talked just {ike Prout. I know you, you

choeky little eat 1™

“Vat? Vous osez—you darel You
say to me—— Mon Dicul I trash you
zeée Head for 2is, Cokair! Mauvais

garcon—— Ceil | Zat you take off ze
hands I shricked Monsieur Charpentier
in horrer and amazement, as the burly
Coker grasped Lim.

Bang !

The juniors gazed on in utfer horror
and astonishment as Coker of the Fifth
banged the head of the French master
on the door of Class-room No. 101

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Genuine Article !

ANGI s ;
B It was quite a loud bang! It
startled the juniors gathered

outside ren class-room
ag if it had been the bang of & cannon.

A terrific yell peeled from Monsieur
Charpentier. :

It rang down the corridor and far
beyand.

For a second or two the juniors stood
transfized. It seemed to them that
Hovace Coker had g]:a:-ne mad—stark,
staring, raving mad ! But as Coker pre-
pared for another bang they recovered
a little and hurled themselves at him.

Grasping Coker on all sides, they
dragged him back from Mosspo. Coker
had to let go in the grasp of so many
hands,

He staggered across the passage,
struggling, the juniors clinging to him
like cats. Monsicur Charpentier stag-
gered against the class-room door, gasp-
mg for breath, clasping his head with
both hands and blinking wildly at
Coker. Like the juniors, he supposed
that the Fifth Former had taken sudden
leave of his senses. (Otherwise, thers
was ne accounting for his smazing
action in banging a master’s head on a
door !

“Let go!” roared Coker, resisting
valiantly. “I'm going to smash him!
I'm going to spifiicate the cheeky littla

beast !**
“You'ra jolly well not!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “ Hold him [*

“ (irab him !¥ panted Hobson.

“You'va done too much already, you
mad ass!” szaid Temple. " For good-
ness’ sale, keep hold of him!l He's
ns Strong as 8 horse!” .

“He'll be sacked for thizs!™ exclaimed
Nugent.

“Sent to a Junatic asylum, I should
think ! said Fry.

“Will you let go?"” roared Coker.

“NMNo jolly fear!”

“Zat you hold him!" shricked
Monsieur Charpentier. “C'est un fou—
it is one madman, n'est-ce-paa! He go
cut of his head viz himself! Mon Dieu!
He is vat you call on his onion.” Fro-
bably Mossoo meant off his onion.

£ B !j:l

“FHang on!” panted Bob, as Coker
swayed and strove.

ero wasz a sharp step in the corri-
dor. Mr, Quelch eame hurrying I.IE, his
‘g;:mm fiying behind him in his haste.
fter him rolled Mr. Prout. The two
masters had evidently heard Mossoo's
frantic yoll. ]

“What is this disturbance?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “What ¥
_:;{TnIkﬂr I boomed :.g:l- iPIE“t' “E::]-:gt

o I see you enga in horseplay in
the ecorridora with Lower ]:nl:ln_*,.'s‘—--”:ir

“Monsicur Charpenticr! Are Fou
hurt ¥
“Mon Dieuw! I am almost keel!”

asped  the French master, “Zat
E‘akuir, he bang me zo hcad on e
dﬂ-ﬂr—-—“

“Wha-a-nt?" gurgled Mr. Quelch.

“He seize me, and bang me zo head—
bang! Bang!” gasped Mossoo. "I zink
he iz mad—verree mad—="

“Coker!" Prout boomed. * Coker!
Is it possible that you have laid hands
on a master—on & member of Dr.
Locke’s staff 7V

“Na!™ roared Coker.

“Mon Dieu! All zese garcons zey see,
viz zeir eves—"'

“Coker I hoomed Prout.

“*Tain’t Mossoo 1" roared Coker. 1T
say it ain"t Mossoo at asll! Think I'd
hang & master's head? 1 ain't potty, I
hope.™

* Ciel 1

"Aren't you mad, Coker?” pasped
Bob Cherry.

“T'll smash you!*

“But it's Mossoo—you know Mostoo
az well a3 we do—what on earth do you
mean? howled Frank Nugent.

“He is out of his senses!”
Prout. “Hold him fast——"

“The boy must be insane!™ stuttercd
Mr. Quelch. “Ts it possible that he
does not know Monsienr Charpentier
by sight? In that case he is insane.”

“*ain't Mossoo ! bellowad Coker.
“It's & Remove kid Tla;p'ing tricks, and
that's why T jolly well banged his head.”

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Oh erikey I

“Tt's Wibler 1* shricked Coker. “ Now
let go, you young scoundrels! I believe
most of vou knew that it was Wibley all
the time.”

¥ Great pipl”

The juniors released Coker.

Hes was not, after all, mad—st zll
evonts, no madder than usuall He
fancied that Mossoo was Wibley got u
as Moesoo! And they all turned an
stared at the French master, :

Bo skilful was Wib in his extraocrdin.
ary impersonations that they would
not have been surprised if it had turned
out that Coker was rightl They had
zocn  Wibley look exactly like this,
anyhaow.

olear, released, panted for breath.
Only the presence of his Form-master
kept him from charging at the French
master again. Monsiour Charpentier
waved his hands wildly.

“Zat you keep off, you mad wvun!
Mon Dieu! Go avay viz you [

AMer  Prout and Mr. Quelch stood
rooted. Coker's conduct was amazing;
his explanation mora amazing still to
the masters if not to. the schoolboys.

boomed

“Coker! What—vhat—what—"
Prout barely articulated.
“Think Y'd lay hands on a master,
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With a crowd of fellows clutching at him, Coker still clung fo Wibley, who uttered a series of fearful yells.
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scalp came off, his mn?u:t-u&umsmndaeﬂ all over his face, and his goat split up the back. The Remove Impersonator’s outfit

looked like nee
sir I” gasped Coker. “'Not likelyl 1
know it was young Wibley got up as

Mossco, that’s why I collared him and
banged his head! Like his cheek to

lay games like this! You see, &ir, I
ﬁea.td.a couple of Remove kids talking
about it—about the trick Wibley was
going to play on the detention class, and
s0 1 wasn't going to be taken inl 1
banged his head for his cheek—and he’s
got the nerve to make out still that he's
Mossoo——"

“"Mon Dieu! Jeo ne comprends pas!
Je—" .

“{h shut up!™ roared Coker. “Think
vou're going to make Mr. Prout believa
vou're Mossoo now I've told him you're
Wibley !*

“*Mais je suis Henri_ Adolphe Char-
pentier ¥ shricked the French master.

“8hut up, you checky young rotter!”

“Coker ™ f‘npe-& Mr. Quelch.. “Have
you not intelligence enough to see that
that iz Monsieur Charpentier?”

“Cannot you see, Coker?” boomed
Prout.

“Nothing of the sort!” said Coker.
“He's got up—he’s jolly clever st the
game! He's taken me in more than
oncel He'd have taken me in thia
tima, all righ
tell Bunter about it. Look here, T'll
jolly well prove that he's not Mossoo.”

Coker made a sudden stride and &
sudden grab at the little pointed black
beard of the French master.

He grabbed it, to grab-it off!
When the false beard came in
Coker's hand, even Quelch and Prout

would have to admit that thiz was not

the genuine Moszsoo.
Coker tugged. _ . .
Monsieur Chorpentier ghrieked wild'-

if I hadn't heard Caffiyn

“M-my hat! It's fixed on jolly tight 1™
stuttered Coker in amazement.

*Zat you leaf go! Help! Ma barbe!
He drag me ze beard from me by zo
roots "' ghrieked Monsieur Charpentier.

“Coker—you mad -idiot——"

" LCoker—stop—-="

“Collar him ! ) .

But Coker did not need collaring thia
time! It dawned on him suddenly how
it came to pass that the black beard was
fixed on so tightly! It was beeause it
grew on the French master’s chin!

it was not a false beard at which
Coker was tuggingl! It was a real
board !

Numbed with horror, as he realised
that, Coker let go. Monsieur Henri
Adolphe Charpentier, frantic with pain,
danced like a hen on hot bricks. He
danced, he hopped. he howled, and ha
yelled.

Coker gazed at him, dumbfounded.

Even into the solid brain of Horaea
James Coker it penctrated that this was
not William Wibley of thoe Romove on
one of his impersonating stunts, but the
genuine Monsieur Charpentier! It was
the Fronch master’'a head he had banged
—the French master’'s beard he had
tugged ! Owvercome with horror and
wsmay, Coker tottered, speechless.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Good O1d Mossoo !
4 ELL, my hat!” breathed Bob
w Charry.
Nobody else spoke. Mossoo
was #till spluttering and

yapping. But & dead silence descended
oo the resk

g repalrs before he played the part of Prout again ! ** Urrrrrgggh 1 he gurgled.

Horror was on all the juniors, almosu
as much as on Coker! hat was going
to happen now? It was, of course, the
saclk for Coker of the Fifth! Hnimd;y.
had ever banged = master's head at
Greyfriars School before; but it was
?Htt}' certain what would happen fo &
ellow who did!

Prout broke his grim silence.

“Coker! You incredibly stupid boy !™

“1—I thought—"

“¥ou inconceivably stupid and obtuse
fool——*" Prout was letting himself go
with & vengeance. " You—you—"

*I—I belioved——"

“If you pledse, gir,” said Bob Cherry,
moved to put in & word if he could for
the hapless Horace, " That chap Wibley
in our Ferm ia awfully clever at
makingup, and Coker reslly
thought——" i

“Bg:iance. Cherry ! said Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” _

“Coker I"” boomed Prout, puEpIa with
rage. “You have laid hends on a
master [ You have assaulted Monsienr
Charpenticr | I shall take you immedi-.
ately to Dr. Locke! ¥ou know what to
expect | Come. !”

“Oh crikey!”

“Pollow me !” boomed Prout,

“J—I say, sic?” ﬁasp-ad Coker. *I-—I
was taken-in! I distinctly heard that
gnipe Caffyn tell Bunter that that young
ass Wibley was making-up as Mossoo to
spoof the detention class—"

- “Follow me!”

“If he'd told me so, of oourse, I
shouldn't have believed him,” groaned
Coker. “But I heard him speaking as

(Continued on page 16.)
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{(Continued from puye 135.)

he passed me in tue quad, and he
said—""

* Follow me !”

“(h, .you awful ass ™" breathed Bob.
“Can't vou see that Caffyn was pulling
vour silly leg? ©Of course, he neant
voul to hear him and make a fool of
youraelf I

*Oh!” gasped Coker.

“Follow me |” boomed Prout. .

“Coker's had hiz leg pulled, sir,” said
Nugent. “He's such & silly ass, any
f?liaw“cuuld meke & fool of hum, and
l e =

“SBilenca, Nugent ! said Mr. Quelel.

“Oh! Y:::s, E]EII' 1

" Follow me ' roarcd Prout. " Coker,
do you desire me to take vou to your
headmaster by the collar, sir. like a
recalcitrant ower hoy? I shall
assuredly do so, Coker, if you do not
follow me instantly !

“I've been taken in!” goasped Coker.
“That young  villain Caffyn—
Oh crumbs 1t I see it all now ! He know
I was there sll the time——"

“Follow me!” ]
. Coker tottered after his Form-master
in the lowest of spirits. He knew now
that the Snipe had made a fool of him;
too late for the knowledge to be of any
gervice, It was casy to make up his
mind to smssh the Snpipe into small

ieces next time he saw him. DBut it
ooked as if was never likely to see
him again st Greyfriars !

The Snipe had fairly knocked him out
at last! Sacked for attacking and
assaulting a master in the school | What
would Aunt Judy think of that¥

Bob Cherry turned an imploring look
on Monsieur Charpentier, who was rub-
bing his head with one hand and
carcssing his beard with the other,

- Every fellow there was sorry for
Coker, and the matter was much too
serious for laughter. There was one
slim chance for Coker—the fact that
Henri Charpentior was a kind-hearted,
forgiving, generous Jlittle gentloman,
Certainly 8 man had to be fearfully
kind-hearted and forgiving to speak a
word for a fellow who had banged his
hoad and pulled his besrd! But Bob
thed for the best

"Mossoo,” he breathed, "“if you'd
Ep:aak g word for Coker——"

‘Mei!”  ejaculated Monsieur
Eha{pentmr. _

“You see, sir, he dida't know it was
}'-:ﬂ.t-—"

S e Wbty
“Hea thought it was Wibley playi
tricks, sir, and—and, of course, [I;%
thought that would be very disrespect-
ful of Wibley!"” said Bob diplomatic-
ally. "Ho's a born.idiot, sir, but he
wouldn't have touched you for & million

pounds if he had known—>

“ But how he zink "

“He did, sir1” said Bob. * You heard
what he said1 Oh, sir, 3t’s asking & lot,
I know, but just a word from you——=~-
.Mansienr arpentier paused. He
had & bump on his head and & pain in
his chin. o had also s pain in his
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(Mignity; but that had passed, since ho
understood that Horace Coker had
handlod him under a misapprehension.

Ho paused—but only for & moment!?
‘Then he whisked after Prout and Coker
down the corridor. Mr. Quelch had
pane, but the slow and majestio Prout
bad not yet reached the corner,

** Monsieur Prout " Mossoo overtook
the Fifth Form master and csught him
L the arm. “ Stop, je vous prie!™

“I am taking this boy Coker to the
Leadmaster, sir ! boomed Prout. “Per-
haps you had better come also to
exploin—"

“Mais non—non! Zat Coker he is
vun duffair—he mean not to lay ze hand
on me—take him not to ze Head, sair 1

Coker blinked at Mossoo. He had a
gleam of hope” TFor onco Coker said
the right thing.

O, sit,” he exclaimed, "I pever
have dreamed of touching you if I
hadn’t been fooled! T’ have cut my
hand off seoner, sir.” :

“Oui, oui. je conprends!” said
Monsieur Charpentier. “It-iz all vun
mistake, zough how you are so silly to
make zat mistake. je n'en sais rien—I
know not! Mais, Monsieur Prout——"

“Aro you prﬁpamd_. sir, 1o pardan
this boy of my Form aflter what ho has
done, sirt” boomed Prout. ' At the
hottom of his plump lheart Prout was
glad. He did not want a Fifth Form
man sacked if he could help it

“Mais  ouil *Certeinement |” said
Maonsicur Charpentier, *I beg you—I
implore you-~mon cher monsicur, I vill
"-'EE-‘I]_"

Y Pray do nothing of the kind, sir!”
cjaculated Mr, Prout, “If you seriously
intercede for this foolish, ridiculous,
obstreperous boy 1 will certainly con-
sider a lesser punishment L

“¥at you pardon him, szair? I
rardon  him from ze heart!” said
Monsieur Charpentier, :

“¥You hear that, Coker?™ boomed
Prout. "I trust, sir, that vou will show
some acknowledgment of Monsieur
Charpentier’s kindness, of his
gonerosity 1"

“0Oh, wyes, sir!” gasped Coker. I
beg Mossoo's pardon, sir]  I'd never
have dreamed——*"

Prout paused.

“Very well!” he sajd, “Owing
eatirely to  Monsieur Cherpentier’s
intercession, Coker, I will ow tho
matter to pass.  You will take an

imposition of n thousand lines! You
may poointo detention.”
“Thank you, sir ! gasped Coker.
Prout rolled away, rather glad on
reflection, that he was not under the
in;mful necessity of marching a boy in
s Form to the headmaster for the

sack, Coker blinked at Mossoo.
“You're awfully good, sirl" said
Coker, with gennine gratitude. “I've

been cheeky to you sometimes, sir! I'm
sorry ! Let me ever hear a fellow eall
vou Froggy again| I'll emash him 1"

Monsieur Charpentier smiled faintly.

'_lIEﬁ.l; you go 1nto ze class-room ! he
BT,

And the detention class, after that
wildly execiting episede, went into
Class-room No. 10 for their hour's
detention. And for once Coker of the
Fifth was as atfentive to tha French
master a3 if he loved the French
langusge instead of loathing it. But
while grateful and respectful to
Monsieur Charpentiet, Coker was think-
ing_ quite other thoughts of Edgar
Caffyn—and he made somoe muttered
remarks which told the other detained
fellows very plainly what was to happen
to the Snipe when Coker got out. -

Nobody in Class-room No. 10 envied
Engyn his next meeting with Horace
oker,

Hunting the Snipe !
ABRRY WHARTON and the reat
H of the Co. were waiting for
oame out of detention. :

"Zesn the Bnipe!” asked Bob, as he
jeined his frionds.

Bull, “Let's get along to the footer
now you're dence with I'roggy.”

“I want to see him——"

“Fathead 1" said Bob. © H-r;'é beean
playing one of his rotten tricks on
Coker, and jolly old Ilorace is going to
bones if he eollars him.”

“ Lot him 1" said Johnny, *“The mora
Caffyn's thrashed the better for himt"
the Nabolb of Bhanipur.

Bob ehook his head.

“Coker’s boiling '™ he said.  “That
jelly near the sack;-and Horace 13 going
lo slaughter him in pieces of the
smallest sizet! I want to tip -Caffyn to
to cool down., He went up to his study
for & fives bat mss soon as we got out
of detention.”

Johnny Bull,

“Well, ho's a weedy snipe, and Coker
may break him up if he begins on him
him to keop clear.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“If you want him most likely you'll
precious crew will be thero if they've
Eot any smokes."

“1'Il look.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bob and Nugent when they
“ Blow the Snipe!” anawered Johnny
“Rot! Come on!"
strew tho churchyard with his hungry
““I'he betterfulness is terrifie,” agreed
silly wsss pulled his leg and got him
give him & wide berth till he's had time
“Five bats arc good for snipes 1" said
in his present temper. I'm going to tip
root him out in Skinner's studiy. That
Bob hurried up

to the Remove

pASSAge,

Heo thumped at the door of Study
No. 11. e fact that it was locked
scemed to Lint that cigarcttes were
going within, .

“Whe's there! called out Skinner.

“Littlo me!l Is Caffyn in the study®

“Yes! Do yon want to ses 8 hippo-
potamus, Caffyn? Cherry's at the door
1f you dot™

A laugh in Study No. 11 followed
Skinner’s remark. Bob thumped on the
door mgain.

“Laffyn ! he shouted.

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” came the
Bnipe's voice,

“I've come here to give you a tip,
vou ass! TIdo you want it or noti”
hooted Bob., *“Your Cousin Coker will
ha after you in & minute or two with a
fives bat, If he finds you here a studv
lock won’t stop him! He knows the
rotten trick you played on him, making
him pitch into Mossoo, and he’s boiling
over | Tf you've got any sense you'll lio
low tiil he quietens down. That's all!”

With that, and another thump on tho
door, Bob Cherry stalked away, leaving
Edgar Caffyn to act on his “tip " or
not, as he thought fit.

In Study No. 11 Skinner and Snoop
and Stott grinned over their cigarettes,
But Edgar Caffyn did not grin,

He threw his cigarette into the fire
and rose to his feet, with an extremely
unea‘;& expression on his face.

“What'a the big ideat”
Skinner. “What have you
to that fathead Coker
Snipey 7'

“ Nothing, but—" ]

The Bnipe paused, with a worried

yawned
en doing
this time,



look. He had higad, but hardlf Yen-
tured to believe, that Coker would fall
into the afpabfe trap he had laid for
him. Coker, certainly, was ass em.'-ufh
for that, or anything else. If he
sotually had handled a Gréyiriars
master in the belief that he was Wibley
of the Remove in one of his disguises,
it was the sack, short and sharp.
Caffyn hoped for the best—or, rather,
the worst!- That Coker actually had
fallen into the trap and made an
egregious fool of himself, but that the
“kind-hearted French tfeman had for-
given the fathead of the Fifth, natur-
ally did not ocour to Caffyn.

He hoped to hear, later in the after-
noon, that there had been some terrifie
shindy in the detention class, and that
Coker was going—or gone!

Instend of which, he received the
news, shouted through the door by Rob
Cherry, that Coker was “wise ' to his

L3
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Qur Boccer specialist is at your servioe, l-::huu'll- If you want an eéxpert opinion
: . Erea
e/o The MAGNET, The Fleetway House, Farring

on any point oonnected with the

CLEAN FOOTBALL !

HERE 13 an old saying to the effect
that * fools rush in where angels
foar to tread.” In going through
my lstest batch of letters from

Maaxer r&adqm,‘iha thought came to me
that I was being tempted to rush in on a
topioc which might lead me into a lot of
trouble,

An Ilford reader asks for my opinion
a8 t0 whother amateur or professionals
play the cleanor football, generally
epeaking.

This reader goes to watch Ilford-—an
amateur club—at timea, and mixes this
with sn occasional look on at matches in
which West Ham United are concerned.
He goes on to express the opinion that

amateurs fla;r,- the cleaner football, end
asks me if ag*ﬁee It is & difficult subject,
and one on which I hesitate to express a

definite opinion. I have seen amateur
gamea in which there has been a fair
amount of rough and unfair play, I have
seen professional e8 in which thera
has ecarcely been & foul from etart to
finish. It 1 aleo true, of courss, that I
have seen * pro " games in which the play
has been anything but clean. There is
one thing which can be said on this
subject, and which should be remembered.

Roughly speaking the profes-
sHonals, playing big Leagque malches
and nt cup-tieg, have more
ot sfale than the comalicurs.

By that I meéan wvictory is much more
important. And therse cannot be the
slightest doubt that there are professionals
who, in their enthusiasm to sse their team
through fo victory, often succumb to the
tnmf;}tatmn to put in & bit of the rough
atuit. '

My correspondent, however, makes one
statersent with which I do mot agree.
He s2ays his conclusion is that amateur
football is cleaner because the players in
amateur games play for the'love of the

On that point I «

y TErY
sltrongly, that ihe " pro ™ player
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trickery, and was looking for him with
a fives bat! :
“That .as3 @herry said somethin
about him pitching into Mossoo ! sai
Enoop. “Your cousin's sacked, if he's
done that, Cafiyn.”
" He's fool Enﬂudgh " remarked Stoit.
“Quite I" agreed Skinner. " But if he
was sacked he wouldn't be locking for
Snipey with a fives bat.” : s
Ua.ff&rn breathed hard. Something, it
secnied, had gone wron 5 something
so often did with his wily schemes!

He glanced round at his smoky
comrades.

“Look here, if that brute comes
barging up here, vou fellows will stand
by mef” he asked.

Tha{‘ did not look like 1£!

“Coker’s a hefty brute !"” said Snoop.

“I'm not looking for seraps with the
beefiest brute in the Fifth, thanks.”
“Well, we can keep the door locked |"

12

“Coker’s got a shoulder like an ox!
That lock wouldn't stop him,” gaid
Snoop. © “Better lia low, as Cherry
advigsed Fou, if you've beep gotting his
rag_out. :

"“I've done nothing, of course—"

“0h, of ecourss not'!” said Skinner,
with a wink st Snoop and Btott, “ You
never .hmr?, old bean. You haven'd
put_in all‘your time since you'vp heen
at’ Greyfriars manufacturing trouble for
that hot-headed assl No' [

Snoop and Stott chuckled.

Skinner threw away his cigarette and
strolled to the door,

“¥ou men coming out?™ ha asked.
“It's getting a bit thick here.”

Skinner unlocked the door and left
the study. Sncop and Stott followed

him.
Caffyn gritted his teath.
S0 far from backing him up, if the

(Continued on next page.)

winter write 1o * Linesrmamn,

&
n Street, London, E.C.4,

loves the game just as much as
the amateur, and gets as mueh
enjoyment out of playging.

For meny wears I have mixzed with
professional foctballers, and I know that
those who get to the top of the football]
ladder have a real love and enthusiasm

for the game. If they bhadn’t, they
cartainly would not get there.
I am sorry that 1 cennot oblige this

correspondent—or others who make the
same roquest—in securing the autographs
of well-known F]a:rem. If I started to
do this, and aob ifed one or two MacweT
readers, I faney I should be so inundated
with requesta that I should find all my
time taken up. Every dey therc armive, at
the headquarters of the big football clubs,
%vmtc a number of autograph books.

hen I locked into the Arsenal dressing-
room not long spo I saw a hig table
covered with these books. And the
demand on the Arsenal players has
reached such proportions that many of the
books are now sent back with a polite

rinted note to say that it can't be done.

OrTY.

DRIBEBLING I

YOUNG Nottingham player—
A, Walker—whose position is on
the wing, asks me for some hints
on dribbling, and in reply I may
be able to give a hint or two which will be
of help to others. The successiul winger
musb be able to dribble. That ia obvious.
There 18 no short cut to effigiency m this
conoection. Success can only be achieved
by practice,
Thera iz one thing about learmning
to dribble, however, it can be done
individuslly. Stanley Matthews, the
young outside.right of 8toke City who has
en ' capped ' for England this season,
is s {ine dribbler, and those who watch
him cannot fail to notice how closely he
keeps the bell to his feet.

He tells me that he did his practice
in the dribbling arit by placing

slicks in the grotund a few pards

from each other, and, faling the -
ball out by himszelf, dodged in and
oeif of these atoles.

If my co ondent would do this, I
think he would find himself gradually
getting more complete control of the ball,
and control is, of ecourse, at the root of
dribbling succesa.

In starting om this practice, it will be
found advisable not to iske out a ball
which is tightly blown up.  Let a little
of the air gut, 80 that the ball is softer
then usual, A softer ball is easier to
control, because it doesn't bounce away
from the foot 8o readily. I know that
(Aeorge Hunt, the centre-forward of
Tottenham Hotspur, did a lot of dribbling
with a slightly defilated ball in his earlier
days. As efficiency comea the fully
inflated ball can be used. This dribbling
round etakes in the ground not ouly
develops skill in that direction, but alao
helpa to cultivate the body swerve, which
is aleo very useful in rounding an opponent,

* When I get near goal I always seem to
shoot straight at the goalkeeper,” is a

laintive message from another reader.

ore are lota of quite good footballers who
iail to score with easy openings bocause
they suffer from the same complaint;
they shoot straight at the goalkesper.

Fraom my experience I should say
that the main veaaon for this is that
the plager with fhe ball af his toe,
and the goal in front of him, tales
hin eye off the bLall o look at the
noalkeeper. Many plagers shool
straight at the gogiheeper because
they ‘' send him a post-card ™ as
fo wwhere they intend to play the
ball, and the goalkecper thus gela
into posifion.

To tako a glance at one part of the goal
and then shoot the ball at another part ia
the best way—but it is easier said than
done.

A Bouth Norwood reader—Eric Wrighb
—wonders whether he tiea his boots
correctly. I can tell him how the experts
do it. With g long football boot lace, the
boot ia done up in the ordinary wny. The
lace is then erossed at the top, taken under
the instep, round the ankle to the to
of the boot at the back, crossed again on
then brought round to the front to be
finished off. By connecting the lace in
this way, additicnal stability ia given to
the boot, .

In reply to Jomea Astill the bi b
attendance ateny match in England bar
Cup Finals i3 84,689, That onmber of

le paid to sea Manchester City play
gﬁﬁe. at Maine Road, Manchester, in the
pixth round of the Cup

on the third of
March last ssason. “LINESMAN."
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hefty Horace started handling him, his
emoky [riends did not mesn even to
await Cokec's arrival on the spot. They
wreferred to be ~olf the. scene  when

orate batped in. 5

The Saips pecred out. into the pas-
sage. 1t was olear, so far. If Coker
was huuting for himy he was not yot
drawing near the Remove studies.

In a rather palpitating state, Caflyn
Ieft Study No. 11 and wént along to
the Rewmove staircase, He kept a
watehful and wary eve sbout him as ho
went down  the stairs andd left the
House.

In the quad he came on Temple,
Dabney & Co., of the Fourth, in
chuckling group. Temple was telling
the fellows shout Coker’s amaszing pro-
ceedings at the ‘door of the detention
class-ronom.  Caffyn paused to listen,
Coeeil Reginald Teinple spotted Lim and
called out.

“"Ware Coker,
ron ! s

“On, rather!™ chuckled Dabney.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Ciaffvn scowled and slouched away., A
loud voice came ta hiz oars as he passed
by the elms. It was the voice of Horace
ii]n}-:;:r, talking to IFitzperald of the
"ifth,

The Snipe glanced round swiftly.

Coker was- standing there with his
back to him. Having no eyes, of course,
in the back of lis head, Coker did
nol  see him. Fitegorald, who was
facing Coker, saw him and grinned,

“Yes, grin!” hooted Coker. “1 tell
vou, I might have been turfed out!
All through that sneaking little Snipe
publing my leg! Look here, you grin-
ning ass, have you scen himm anywhere?
I'va got this fives hat rcady for him!
I'm going to smash him! I'm going
to crack this bat on him! See? If vou
know where the little beast 15, Filz-
gerald—-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roaved Fitepergld.

Calfyn, walking alinost on tiptoe, was
passing on, behind Coker, hepding for
the pates. A walk out of gates to be
prolonged till calling-over, seemad an
attractive ides to Calfyn, with Coker in
thiz voengeful mood,

“What are you sniggering at, you
Trish as=1" roared Coker.

“Faith, and ye'd mwake a stone image
snigper, Coker, old boy ™ chuckled
Fitzgevald,  “Sure, T'm glad intively
ve're not sacked for handling Mossoo—
you're as good as a tonie, ye are.”

Coker snorted, and turned to stamp
AWAY.

As hie did s0 ho sighted Caffyn. Then
htli:t realised what Fitz had been laughing
g :

“YWhy, thera he 15! roared Coker.
"Bneaking past belund a fellow ! Here!
Stop! I want you! I'm going to smash
vou! I'm going to pulverisc you 1"

f Coker expected that to stop Caffvn
he was disappointed. The Snipe broke
mto a run and dashed out of gates.
After hitn went Coker, raging,

A dosen fellows saw them go and
roared with laughter as they went. But
it was 1o Ia.ugiing matter for Kdgar
Caffyn. He gave one terrified glanco
back gt Horace Coker barging in ficree
pursuit, fives bat in hand, and fairly
flew. After him flew Coker, on ven-
geanee bent,

Snipey ! He's after

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

i EL panted Caffyn,
The Snipe had cut out of
Friardale Lanc into the wood,

In the woodland paths it was
ensy to dodge Coker: .at least. (Iafiyn
ue MaGrET Lisrany.—No. 1,410,
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hoped so. Sinee entering the wood he
had passed nobody except old Joyee,
the wood-cutter, ambling about slowly
on hiz ancient limbs, marking out trees
for cutting. Now ho was speeding alon

& footpath, with Horace far out o
sight bohind. But he came to a sudden
halt at the sight of a horsey-locking
man with a bowler hat tilted on onc side
of hiz hcad, leaning on an old oak by
the path. It was the spot where he
had met Joo Lodgey a few days sineo;
and it was Mr. Lodgey who was leanin

on the tree smoking o black™ pipé, "wit

his stick under his arin.

Probably enough the sharper was
there watting to keep some appeintment
with somo other Greyiriars-feliow. He
lnaked round quickly at Caffin, and the
glitter that come inte his eyes at the
sight of him was startling. He made
& step towards the Snipe, and Caffvn
turncd and raced back along the path
like a deer. Coker was dangerous
enough to meet, but not to the samo
extent as the incensed Mr. Lodgey.

Indeed, the sight of Lodgey in the
]nmal{' wood alarmed Cafiyn so muoch
that he almost forgot his cousin, Coker !

He fairly flew back the way he had
COLIG,

He turned from the footpath into
another, and then into another, and
then, as he spun round the corner, there

wnz B sudden erash.
He had met Caker!

But for that alarming apparvition of
Lodgey under the ocak-tree, Coker of
the Fifth certainly  would have seen
nething of Caffyn till calling-over. As
it wasg, the Smipe ran fairly into his
arms.

“What the dickens!" gasped Coker,
a3z he staggered back from the sheck.
“Who the thump——=> Oh! You!”

He grasped Caffya.

“Let gol”™  yelled
torror.

In his fear of Lodgev, he had for-
gotten Coker! Now, in his fear of
Coker, he forgot Lodgey! He squirmed
and struggled in the IFifth Former's
hefty grip.

“Got you!™ said Coker, with grim
satisfaction. “Now, you sncaking
2111 e’

“Let go I

“I'm jolly well going to give you the
\thllirpmg of your life!” wamid Coker.
“I'll teach you to pull my leg, you lirtle
bonst ! Think I don't know that you
spun that yarn to Bunter specially for
1:rjms ‘t? HL:;? If ].:T'-'h'i"ﬁsn?d uhnsn't such a
otemt lbfie ALsS, ahiou aAve gone to
the Head to be sacked, or ﬂnggml, at
lﬂg,st! That's what you wanted, wasn's
it_!:l‘

“I nevep——"

“Oh, don’t tell anv lies!™ 23id Coker
contemptuously.  “What's the pood?
You sncaking little tick, why can't you
leave a fellow alone? I'd leave you
alone fast enough, if vou'd keep clear
of me. Well, T'll jolly well teach you
to keep ¢lear of me, seo, and stop your
rotten tricks."”

Caffyn struggled franticallr.

But he was powerless in Coker's helty
handa. '

The I'ifth Former hent him over a
log by the foutpath and held him there
with a grip of iron on the back of his

the Snipe, in

collar.

With s right hand he wiclded the
fives bat,

Whack, whack, whack !

Calfvn xt'riggitd and yelled and
roared.

He deserved a thrashing—there was
no doubt about that—Dbut that know-
ledge was no comfort to him.

The Bnips had had mere than one

whopping since he had been at Grey-
friars School. But thiz one was rather
n record.

Coker,
hard.

A fellow who had had & narrow
esoape of the sack had ecause 1o 7 fovdl
indignant. *And Coker's idea was that
a “jolly good whopping * would teach
the tricky Snipe to stop hig treacherous
tricks.

S0 he gave him that jolly good
whopping,

Cafiyn's howls rang far through the
wood,” waking all the cchoes. Old
Joyes, the wood-cutter, stopped in lis
leisurely cecupation, at guite a distance,
to listen and wonder what the row was
about, Mr, Iﬁdlq’ei‘,'. in another diree-
tion, heard and listened.
affyn was not thinking of either of
them. Heo was only thinking of tho
fives bat, in a heavy hand, whacking
on his trousers.

Whack, whack, whack !

“Ow! Wow! Stoppit! Yaroop!
Help!” velled Caffyn frantically. “Oh
cerikey !  I'll tell Quolch! Il tell the
Head! Yaroooh!”

Whack, whack !

“Ow! Oh! Wow!”

“I "beliove wvou'd like to see me
sacked,” said Coker grimly. * Lot you
cara for the school, A snipe like you
wouldn't understand, I darewmay, that a
school cant spare fel!uws of my sort.
You're always playing some sneaking
trick or other to land mo into a row,
Well, you've got to stop it—seo I

Whack !

“Wow

“If that measly lawyer, SBarle, vour

uardian, puts you up to it, you'd better
drop him a hine and tell him what you
get for ib" sard Coker.

Whack, whack!

'3 YEI‘G{I]’! & .

“You can howl!” gaid Coleer. “1f
you were big enough, I'd make you
put the gloves on, and take the thrash-
ing of vour hife! As it 13—"

Whack, whacek!

*Yooop 1

“I'll see what I ean do with a fives
bﬂt‘"

Whaek, vwhack!

“Oht Ohw !

justly incensed, laid it on

Wow! Toggo ™
shrieked Caffyn, squirming and wrig-
gling.  *“1'll lcave you alene! T°1l do
anythmg! Stoppit !

‘T dare say youn will, when you've
had a few more,” grinned Coker.

Whack, whack, whaeck, whack !

Even Coker, at length, thought that
the Snipe had had enough. He pitched
him, bhowling, into the grass, and

cslipped the fives bat into his pocket.

The Snipe lay wriggling and squirm-

ing, panting with rage and pain. His
eyves pleamed wp at Coker like a
snalke’s.

“I faney that will do,” said Coker,
“Tat 1t be a lesson to you, you smipe!
Keep vour distance! No more of yvour
tricks—see?  There's plenty more where
that came from, if you ask for it. And
my tip. to you is, don’t ask for it.
Fou'll get it if you do!™

And Coker stalked away, leaving the
Snipe of the Remove wriggling and
groaning in the grass.

The Fifth Former took a short out
through the wood to Friasrdale Lane,
and wallied back to Greyiriars, feeling
satisfed.

After that rather severe lesson, he
considered it probable that the SBnipe
would learn to steer clear. And if he

did not, Coker was prepared to repeat
the lessom at any time, and to sny
exbent,

Hea was feeling gquite cheeriul as he
wallked in at the school gates. Potter
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“ Are you prapafe&. sir, to pardon Coker, aiter what he has done ? ** boomed Prout. “ Mals oul! Certalnement ! ** said

Monsieur

and Greene met him in the quad, and
thoy eved him rather curiously.

“1 hear you've been r&%‘ging
Froggv,” remarked Potter. * What
have vou been up to now, old bean?

And what the thump have you got a
}h‘gg Lat sticking out of your pocket
m'.'lﬂ-

“Fitz says you cleared off after that
fag cousin of yours,” said Greene,
-I'l'I

“I did,” said Coker ecalmly.
canght him in Friardale YWoeod, too, and
gave him the whopping of his hfe.”

“Hizs Form-master may have somae-
thing to say about that,” remavked
FPotter,

“If Quoclech doesn’t know what a
sncaking snipo he iz, I'm ready to tell
him,” answered Coker. “I'm not
hothering about Quelch, You fellows
ready for tea—if vow've finished the
foozling you eall footer.”

Coker & Co. wont in to tea. When a
little later Harry Wharton & Co. came
off Little Side, Billy Bunter met them
with a broad grin on his fat visage.

“I say, you fellows, Colker's been
whopping the Snipe !” chuckled Bunter.
i | Earg him tell Potter and Greene
that he caught him 1n the wo
half-killed him. He, he, hel”

“Vell, he asked for it,” said Bob
Cherry. “And I gave him the tip to
keep clear of Coker till he cooled down.
Where's Caftyn now 7

“He hasn't come in,” grinned Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, let's go down to
the gates and sce him come in!  He,
he, he!” .

“Fathead ! answered the Co. with
ona volce; and they went on to the
House.

They were not intorested in Caffyn,

od, and

tler. ** I beg you, mon cher monslenr, I vill vee 2L
Mr, Prout, **If you serlously intercede for this foolish boy, I w

to the Head 1 ™

and what he might look like after a
whopping from Coker.

Bunter, however, was. The fat Owl
rolled down to the gates, where lwo
stood, blinking into the voad through
hizs big spectacles, on the watch for
Caffyn to come in. But the Owl of the
Remove little droamed of what he was
to see when Caffyn came.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lodgey Hits Too Hard !

AFFYN lay gasping and groan-
ing in the grass by the footpath
after Horace Coker had dis-
ap_pea.m{i through the trecs.

The Snipe was not, as a matter “of
fagt, much hurt. The whacking had
been hard and heavy, but there wero
plenty of {ellows at Greyfriars who
wmﬂg have laughed at the idea ol
wmaking a "“song and & dance ' about it.
But Caffyn never could bear pain, even
n little, though he often found pleasure
in inflicting it. He lay for long minutes,
gasping, groaning, spluttering, mutter-
mg dire threats qr[ YeNgeanse on i:na
burly cousin, snarling o good deal like
an ﬁl-&nﬂditinnﬁd dog.

Hea did not stir til} there was a sound
of rustling in the thickets, telling that
someons was approaching.

Then he bounded up, the idez in his
mind that Herace Coker might ba coms-
img back to give him a fow more.

But it was a figure nothing like
Coker's that pushed through the {rees
inte the footpath. It was a slovenly,
slouching figure, with & bowler hat
tilted om one side of a greasy head—
the figure of Joe Lodgoey.

** Pray, do nofhing of the kind, sir ] ** ejaculated
certalnly consider a lesser punishment then taking him

Caffyn gave a squeal of alarm and
Ieaped away. Ho caught his foot in o
ir:m!- i s horery, and pitched lLead-
ong. ]

Lodgey was on him the next moment.
Az Caffyn scrambled up, the ruffian
grasped him by the collar.

* Let me go!” shricked Caffyn.

The look on the beery face struck tex-
ror to his soul.

Thiz was the man ha had reinsed to
pay, whose rascally dealinga he had
threatened to expose, and whom he Liad
catapulted. There weros still marks on
the beery face left by the sharp stounes
from the ecatapult.

Only too well Caffyn knew that what
he had received from the angry Coker
was a mera nothing to what he might
expect to recelve from Joe Lodgey.
Lodgey's look told him that vory
plainly, and every vestige of colour
drained from his pasty faco as he
struggled feebly to escape.

“No, you :iuﬂ’lt!” H&il"?l Mr. Lodgey,
grinning zaveagely. “My turn now,
Mister Eﬂlever%aﬁgul Catapulting a
man—what? Might have knocked an
eve out for all vou cared—oh ?”

# J—=]—I——= (h, let moe go!"” panted
Caffvn.

“Yes, ['ll let vou go,” agreed Mr.
Todgey. “When I'va Iiiu:'l this "ere stick
about you till my arm aches, then I'll
let you go, and you can 'op it! Not
till then, you young scoundrel—you "

“I'll have you locked up! TI'll have
you prosecuted—"

“Will you?” said Mr. Lodger. “I
don’t think! I don't fancy you'll be
keen to tell your ’eadmaster aboub
knnwmq ma at all, Mister Caffyn! But
vou ain't catapulting a man and getting

Trg MacyeT LIsRARY.—INo. 1,410,
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away with 1t, sate and sound, anyhow
1 Eﬂi‘ vou [
Help 1 velled Cafivn wildly.

Coker had pinned him over a log and
whacked him. But Coker’s whacking
was as moonlight unto sunlight, as
water unto wine, compared with what
was coming now. As the sharper of
the Cross Koys tightened his grip on
the Snipe's collar the wretched fellow
velled frantically for help, in the faint
Imrm‘ that Horace might yot be within

hearing.

He was Coker's bitter and wn-
serupulous encmy, o had sought in
every way to injure him. Buat he knew
ihat Coker, had he known what was
happeuing, would have rushed to the
riscue ot once, hoedless of Lodgey's
knuckly fists, and of lLis thick stick.
But Coker was already far away—far
[rom the sound of the wretched Snipe's
velling,  There was no help for the
Snipe from lis Groyfriars cousin.

“'Owl] away, you little eur I” said Mr.
Lodgey. “There ain’t nobody to 'ear
vou, not in this ‘ere wood. I ‘eard
you 'owling, you young rascnl, and that
was wlmt.'%rought. ma 'aro. You got a
'iding from somcbody, I reckon, and I
ain't got no doubt that you asked for
it, too. Bub you're going to get a
Wworser one now, vou'll see” ;

Tho stick flew inte the air, In
Lodgoy's rizht hand. As it came down,
witiin o heavy lash, Caffiyn made so
desperate an effort that Lis collar tore
ovut tin the ruffian’s hand.

Leaving the collar in Lodgey's
tgfi:-uhhy fingers, he sprang away, and

¢ descending stick missed hum by
incl':an. " -

“By gum ! gaspe gey.

_ He leaped after Caffyn, who was try-
ing to run. Onece the Snipe was out of
reacl, he had no chancoe of catching
himr, az he knew by hizs former experi-
ence. His clutch missed Cafiyn by an
inch or less, as he prasped at his
shoulder. Caffyn bounded desperately
on, the ruffian panting after him.

The stick whistled through the air
and struck

v, in his excitement and rage,
did not intend to do eo much damsge
as hie metually did.  The idea in his
beery mind was to knock the running
dnipe over and pin him  before he
could scramble up again. Caffyn was
already getting out of reach, and
{;l'_mre was no other way of stopping
im,

But the next moment the ruflian
wished that he had not stopped him
in that drvastic manner,

Crack !

The descending stick struck Caffyn
full on the lead, protected only by his
school cap. He pitched forward into
the grasz and lay motionless.

Lodgey stumbled over him before he
‘vould stop himself.

Caffyn did not stir.

“By gum I panted Mr. Lodgey. Heo
stoadied himself, end stared down at
the motionless figure, face down in the
grast. “Br gom| "Ave I 'urt hing?"?

As he stared in alarm at the
stunned schoolboy, footsteps came along
the woodland path. Mr. Lodgey
%lanmd round apprehensively., He had

urt Caffrn, that was clear; the boy
Iny stunned and sonscless at his fect,

olice and prison loomed before the
scared raseal’s eyes, if there had been a
witness fo his brutal action.

And thoro was a witness!

Old Joyee. the woodeutter, came
pottering up the footpath. The old
man had heard Caffyn’s cries, but his
ancient limbs did not move quickly, and

he reached the spot after Lodgey. He  j
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came pottering up just in btime to ece
Caffyn fall under the blow from the

stick.

Lodgey stared at him. Then he
lnnkelf fﬁwn at the scnscless boy. Old
Joyce came pottering on.

“"You've killed him ! panted the old

man.
fool T

“Don’t be an old snarled

Lodgey. “He's only shamming. And
it was &an accident, too—I never
meant—"

He broke off and swung away.

Caffyn lay stunned, and what the
cxtent of the injury might be Lodpey
did not ltnow. But he knew that it
behoved him to got off the scene as
quickly as he eould.

That he would be arrested, and sent
to prison for such an act, he did not
need telling, Caffyn could not have
kept the matter secret if he had wanted
to. Qld Joyee had seen him; there was
a witness—and that setfled it for
Mr. Lodgey.

He loft gha spot with hurried steplr:,
and broko into & run; and as soon as he
reached the Cross Keys Joe Lodgey
hastily packed a bag and tock the hrst
train out of Friardale. Heo did net
intend to honour that village with his

presence  again  till he knew how
matters had turned out with Edgar
Caffin.

Old Joyea dropped on hia knees
beside the scnseless boy and lifted his
head, from which the eap had fallen
into the grass, .

Caffyn’s eves were closed, his face
white as chalk. A thin crimson trickle
ran from under his hair.

Ho was stunned, and thers was no
gign of returning consciousness. The
old wooadeutter looked at him help-
lossly. There was no aid nearer than
the village, and in the winter the wood
was lonely; no one was likely to hear
& call. As for carrying Caffvn, the
ancient woodcutter could not have car-
ried him a dozen yards, let alone the
mile to the village.

There was only one thing that Joyce
could do.

He made the boy as comfortable as
he eould mm the grass, resting his head
on & bundle of twigs. Then he hurried
away for Friardale as fast as his
ancient limbs could carry him—which
was far from swiftly. DBut it was all he
could do—nothing more could be dona
for Caffyn till help could reach the
spot.

Mr. Lodgey was in his train by the
time old Joyee pottered. breathless, into
Friardale.

Meanwhile, Caffyn lay senseless in the
grass of the footpath. For full ten
minutes after the woodcntter had dis-
appeared he lay as he had been left,
like one dead.

_Then_a moan escaped his colourless
lips. He stirred.

A shudder ran through him. His
eyes opened, and he stared about him
wildly. Recollection of what had hap-
pened came back with a rush. He gave
& whimper of fear and tried to rise.

He sank back again, his head epin-
ning.

But the fear that Lodgey was still in
the wood, that he might appear at any
moment, nerved him to an effort. Ha
erawled to his feet, helding on to a
tree. He dabbed his wet forehead and
shuddered at the sight of the erimson
stain on his fingers.

. Hizs one thought was to get away—to
get away before that horrible ruffian
eame near him sgaein.

With achinai’ head and dizzy sight, he
tottered up the footpath, groaning as
he -went. . Blowly he moved on, totter-
ing and swaying, and emerged at last

trom the wood into Friardale Lane,
within sight of the grey old tower of
Greyfriars. As he clambered down the
grmg bank into the lane he fell and
rolled helplessly into the road.. He was
utterly spent ;

He heard a shout and’ hurried foot-
he saw the face

Etﬂi‘:-psi; As in & mis
in 1ixth bending over

of gate of the
him.

“Caffirn! What's happened? Here,
lend a {}wynnwﬂu-’a all in!"

Wingate and Gwynne were walking in
the lane when Caffyn rolled down the
bank. In utter amazement at seeing a
Greyfriars junior in such a state, they
picked him up.

“He's had a crack on the head,” said

wynne., “ Look |

Wingate stared at the big bruise on

the d'uniur’a head, and the trickle of
blood.
"Ig it pozsible I he breathed. “That

mad fool, Coker, I heard, was after him
with & fives bat! Is it possible—"
Heo broke off.
“No fear! As i Coker would—*

“He's fool enough for anything, I
believo. I heard that he handled the
French master this afterncon. Any-
how, this kid's been knocked out—let's
get him in!"

Caffyn was past speaking. The two
stalwart S8ixth Formers grasped him by
the arms andﬁa}ﬂwalked, half-carried
him to dl‘é}'frllm

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

vge SAY, vou fellows !
Billy Bunter burst into Study
Ne. 1, in the Remove, almost

like a bombshell.

"“1 say—"" he spluttered.

Then he stop | Btudy WNo. 1 was
empty, and the fat Owl of the Remaove
was wasting bis sweetness on the desert
Alr.

He turned cut of the doorway and
rolled hurriedly up the passage to Study
No. 13, A cheery buzz of voices from
that apartment told that the Famous
Five were teaing there.

‘Bunter hurled the door open, and
did his bombshell act over again. Ha
burst in headlong.

“I eay, you fellows!” he howled
breathlessly.
“You silly ass!” hooted Johnny

Bull.

Btudy No. 13 was rather crowded.
Besides the Famous Five, Mark Linle
and little Wun Lung were there, ung
Lord Mauleverer and tha Bounder wers
guests to tea. Johnny was rather near
the deoor, which Bbanged on his elbow
as Bunter hurled it open and rushed
ig.

‘As Johnny was raising his feacup te
hiz lips at tho moment the rvesult was
rather disastrous!

Hot tea shot over Johnny's trousers,
and he jum[:uu:u:iB up, hooling

“1 say——" bawled Bunter.

“You clumsy ass!” roared Johnny

:!3'-.;.1]]. "%ﬂ}gk what }*q?gvﬂhedﬂler Il:algi
jolly we ang Your sl ad on t
door | I'll—¥’ * '

“Beast| I say, Caffyn—"" gasped
Bunter. *“I say, 1 came to tell yon
fellows the news! He's been fearfully
injureg——"

“Chuck it!”

I saw him come in, coverad with
blood—"

“Ring off I

“Wingate and Gwynno were carrying
him in! He eounld hardly put a foot to
the ground., White &3 chalk, and
streaming with bloed—2



"EKick him %

“ Beast I"" hootad Bunter in&ig;'mnt]f
"1z that the way you thank a chap for
mmmg up to ouf I say, they've
brought him into the House and taken
him to the House-dame's room. They're
tﬁndiﬁ for a dector. I beard Quelch
tall !”rs. -Kebble he would phone at
onoe

Bunter paused, gasping for breath.
He blinked at the tea-party in Study
No. 13, apparently expecting general
oxcitement. But there wasn’'t any.
The Juniors khew their Bunter too well.

The tea-party went on with their tea,
and Johnny Bull went on mopping his
trousers,

“I say, you fellows—"" squeaked
Bunter.

“Chuck it, old fat mant”

“That poor old Boipe is lying—"

“He generally is!” remarked the
Bounder., “He tells as many as you do,
Bunter I .

“] menn, he’s lying at death’s door,
and—*

“And you'rs lying at a study door [¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’a true I yelled Bunter.

“How can it be true when it's you
that’s telling us?" asked Bob Cherry.
“Be reascnable ¥

“ Beast 17

Billy Bunter, with & snort, rolled off
to tell his thrilling news in some other
stidy. The tea-party chuckled. But
Harry Wharton's face was a little
grave.

“J suppose that fat ass is pammon-
ing, as usual,” he remerked. “ But—
1 %lﬂpﬂ Coker didn't go too hard and
heavy with that fives bat!
a blithering i1diot—"

“Most likely never caught Cafiyn at
all,” said Vernon-Smith. _

“ Anyhow, he never hurt. him,” said
Bob. “That's Dunter's rot! As if
Uoker would damage s fellow! Might
have given him a good whopping.”

“Wall, he's such & howling ass!” said
the captain of the Remove slowly.
“Look what he did this afternoon! I
think I'll go down and see whether any-
thing’s happened to, Caffyn.”

Tea was nearly gver in Study No. 13.
Through the open doorway the juniors

He's such

could hear Bunter's excited squeak up
the passage, telling tho tale. are WaS
a buzz of voices, and several fellows

went along to the stairs. Harry
Wharton & Co. finished their tea rather
guickly and went down, That Coler
could intentionally have done Calfyn
any .real Injury was impossible; but a
fives bat was a hefty weapon in a heavy
and reckless hand, and an accident
muight have happened.

Dovnstairs, the juniors very gsoon
learned that something serious had
taken place.

Bunter, at the gates, had been the
first to see Caffyn come in, half-carried
between Wingate and Gwynne of the
Hixth. But a score of fellows had seen
him led into the House, and seen the
stato he was in.

The Famous Five foynd the House
buzzing with it.

“Banged on the napper!” Temple of
the Fourth was eaying. " Somebody
must have got him with a stick—"

“Or a fivea bat!” said Fry signifi-
ecantly.

“Coker wouldnt—"

“Looks as if he did!”

“Landed a whop in the wron
place 1 said Hobzon of the Shell, wit
a nod, “Coker all over ™

Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to
the House-dame's quarters. From what
they heard, it seemed that Caffyn had
bean taken there.

EVERY SATURDAY

But they were not admitted. Mrs.
Kebbla eEp::ril:u!n ta them at the door, and
they had a glimpse of the Snipe tjr:%g
on a sofa, with his head bandaged.
There was a stain on_the bandage, and
the narrow face was like chalk. It was
plain that the Snipe had Been hurt.

“ Nothing serious—no, no " said Mra.
Kebble, A bad bruoise, that is all;
end the docter is coming. Pleass go
away now |”

“ But who—" asked Harry.

 Master Caffyn has oot been able to
tell anything yet.”
~ Mrs. Kebble shut the deor, and the
juniors departed..

Their faces were very grave now.

A crowd of fellows had seen Coker
start in pursuit of the Bnipe, fives bat
in hand, and had laughed at the sight.
But it looked as if it was not & langh-
Ing matter now.

“Let's go and ses Coker!” saud
Harry, “ Bunter seid he heard him tell
Potter and Greene that he had whopped
Caffyn in the wood. If he did—"

Bob Cherry whistled.

The ch}lms of the Remove went along
to the Fifth, Coker & Co. were ab tea
1 their study. Coker's powerful voice
could be heard as they approached,
laying down the law, as usual, Foot-
ball was the topic—one of the many sub-
jects on which Coker believed himself
to be an authority.

He broke off and glared as the juniors
looked in.

“Vou Ffags want anything?” he
snapped.

o Did you catch Caffyn * asked Harry
quietly.

“Is the Snipe gbout his
wh-::p}]mjg " asked Coker scornfully.
“Well, I gave him something to whina
abaut [ _

“Then vou did get him #* asked Bob.

“ El—yes 1

“You whopped him with a fives bat 7
atked Nugent.

“Yes! And I'll give you fags some
of . the same if you barge into my
study 1 answered Coker.

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“My esteemed and idiotic Coker——»"
murmured Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh.

“ (et out !” said Coker.

“Is anything up i’ asked Potter,

“Well, ves, rather! Caffyn's been
badly hurt,” said Harry. “They're get-
ﬁlg the doctor to him 1™

o

whining

2

Coker got *up from the table and
ntapged across to the bookshelf, where
the Bves bat lay. Harry Wharton & Co,
retired from the study before he could
get into mction. It was no time for
& shindy with Coker.

Horace kicked the door shut after

them.

“Cheeky littla ticks1” ha granted.
“What they want iz a jolly good whop-
E:ng all round, the game as 1 gave
Jafftyn1 What are you blinking at me
like botled owls for?"” he added, as he
observed that Potter and Gresne were
looking at him curiously and uneasily.

“What on earth have you been doing,
Coker ¥ asked Potter. *“If that kid’s
really hurt after you laid intc him' with
a Tives ba a

“Don't be a fool, Potter I”

“"But Wharton says—"
(reene.

"Don't be an idiot, Greene1”

The subject dropped. Coker resumed
tea and the topic of Boccer, evidently

uite at ease in hiz mind. Potter and

reena were far from feeling at ease,
And they were not surprised when,
about helf an hour later, Mr. Prout's
heavy tread was heard in the passage
and the Fifth Form master locked in.

“Coker 1" boomed Prout.

"“Yes, srl”

“Follow me! Dr.
you 1"

Coker blinked.

“But it's all right about Mossoo,
gir,” he said. " Mossoo looked over that
—that mistake, sir——"

“This matter does not concern Mon-
sienr Charpentier, Coker! It concerns
vour relative, Caffyn of the Remove 1V
said Mr. Prout. .

“{3h 1" gaid Coker. ™ Well, the S8nipa
said he would complain, but I'm sur-
prised at the Head taking any notice
of him t* i

Mr. Prout gave him a strange look.

“Do you admit, Coker, that you laid
hands on the boy this afternocon in
Friardale Wood 1" he asked.

“Certainly, sir! I whopped him with
& fives bat, because—" e

“You may make your explanation, if
vou have one to make, to your head-
master 1*  gaid Mr. Prout dryly.
“Follow me at once I”

Coker, rather bewildered,
Prout. Potter and Greene looked
ane another.

(Continued on next page.)
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“\What has that howling a=s domefi"
asked Greene,

“Goodoess knows ™ eaid Potter. " He
might liave done anything—he's idiot
coough I*

They went down. and spon learned
what Coker had done, or was supposed
to have done. ‘The whole House was
buzzing with it. And all the fellows
were asking one another whether Cokor
of tha Fifth would be just sacked, or
whether he would be taken away Irom
Greyiriars i the custody of a police-
conztable |

—— ——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
False Evidence!

DGAR CAFFYN lay on the old
E leather safa near the fire an tho
I{ousc-dame's cosy room, silent,

with eyes half.closed,

Dr. Dillbury had come and gone and
the imjured junior lay with ba.mjaged
head that ached and nched. But the
ache in his head did not prevent the
Snipe from thinking. He was not,
after all, badly hurt; he had a big
bruise, a slight cut, and o headache,
and the doctor recommended that he
should remain where Lhe was, to rest, for
a couple of hours, amd then be taken
to his dommvitery. Caffyn was glad to
hear that he wos oot considered bad
cnough to go into “sanny.” Ile was
thinking, thinking, as he lay there, and
there was & glitter through his hall-
closed eyelids.

So far he had not been questioned.

At first he had been uwnable to spealk,
‘And when he was able to speak, he did
not choozo to do so wntil he hoad had
time to reflect.

Any other fellow would naturally
have explained what had happened es
soon os lie was asked, But thot was not
the way of the Snipe of the Remove.
h{fc wos going to say what suited him

t.

At last—at long last—he thought ho
gaw his way clear. Half Greyliciars hacl
secn Horace Coker hunting him, fives
bat in hand., A crowd had seen the
fathead of the Fifth chase him down
Friardale Lane,

Mo oves, so far as Caffyn knew, had
fallen on what had happened in the
wpod. Who was to know that Lodgey,
and not Coker, had done this?

Coker had thrashed him with the
Gves bat, and left him howling in the

rass. He could not deny that much.
Who conld tell—who could guess?—
that another had coms on tih spot when
Cloker was gone, and delivered the blow
that had stunned himf

Of old Joves, Cafiyn knew nﬂthiﬁr.
He had lain senseless when the aold
woodoutter .came up. He had not re-
covered consciousness till long after the
old man was gone. He had zeen tho
woodcutter in the wood, earlier in the
afternoon, that was all, Ile did nob

cven remember his existence now.
That was

Coker had done this! )
Caffyn’s malicious thought. Lodgey, it
was ecortnin, would not talk of what
Lie had dons; he wonld be only too glad
to be left out of the affair, since ha
was likely to be tried and imprisoned if
EI came out that he bad struck the

L)

{affiyn had nothing to fear from
Lodgey in that respect. He knew
nothing abont old Joyce. It rested with
him to say what he liked.

Everybody knew that Coker had
followed him with a3 fives bat, He had
been attacked in the wood and stunned.
What did it look like?

The B8nipe wonld have told that
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Falsehood, if ﬂ-ﬂlﬁ for the

) in ;ﬂ?ﬂh%fl_
thrashing Coker bhad given him, But
he had a more powerful motive.

It would finish Coker with Aunt Judy|

What would she think, and say, and
do, when she learned that Horace had
heenn expelled for o brutal attack on
his cousin, inflicting scrious injury, for
which he might have been taken into
custody by tho lawt

Already, Caffyn knew, [ellows were
wondering what that ass, Coker, had
dono to him. He had caught & word
here and there, The impression was
already abroad that that ass, Coker,
had gone over the limit. What else, in
the eircumstances, were they to think-—
knowing nothing of Cafiyn's connection
with Lodgey, or the sharper’s presenco
in the wood that afterncon?

Caffyn lay and thought it out,

It was safa—safel Mr. Sarle had
advised him, above all, to be safe—to
take no risks that he could avoid. But
he could see ne risks here. If ho said
that Coker had done it the matter was
settled. ; :

Dy the time the Head came in, with
his Form-master, the Seipe bad guite
deeided what he was going to say.

The two masters stood by the sofa,
with compazsionate eyes on the jumor’s
pallid face.

“Caffyn!” =zaid the Head quietly.
“Dr. Pilbury has told me that you
may be questioned pow; and I should
be glud if xon would make an effort to
answor. A few words will suffice, Who
struck vout dewn in the wood? You
will understand, my dear boy, that the
polica must be informed.”

“(h, no, sir ! said Cafiyn. “ Not the
police, sit, for a Greyfriars fellow.”

The Head gave a violent start.

“Caffyn! ¥You arc not saying that it
was a Greyfriars boy who inflicted tlns
brutal injury upon you?”

“Yoa, sir”

“(Iood heavens ¥ breathed the Head.

Mr. Quelelt's gimlet-eyes were fixed on
Caffyn,

“Take eare what you say, Coffyn!®
said the Remove-master, “Such an
accusation is wvery seriows.” .

“I'd rather say nothing, sir!' said
Caffyn, in a fecble voice. “1 don't want
to be a sneak, sir.”

The Head mada & gesture. ]

“This affair is much too serious for
considerations of that sort, Cafyn,” he
said, rather sharply., " If such a ruffian
¢an ba found in this school, he will be
expelled with i%i‘lﬂl‘l‘lil’l] immediately,
and it will be left to your relatives fo
decide whether to ]i'hrmecuta him, But
I find it hard to believe that any Grey-
frinrs boy can have committed such an
act, What is his name?

“I—I don't think Horace meant to
hurt me so much, sirl” murmured
Caffyn. *“But he is o big and strong
and roclkless——>"

“Horace! Whom do you meant A
Eemove boy?™

“(h, no, siz!™

“I think Cafiyn is_alloding to his
ecousin, Coker, of the Fifth Form, sir,”
said Ar. Queloh. “Is that tho case,
Caffsn "

“Yes, sir!” i

“Tell me precisely what happened,
Caffyn ™ said Dr. Locke,

“Ilorace was annoyed with me, sir—
ha timught that I had played & trick
an him,” said Caffvn. “Cherry warned
me to i:uep out of his way, so I went
out of the gates. He followed me to the
vwood, and cought me there.'

“ And then—"

“I—1 hardly know what happened,
sirl Hop pitched into me with a fives
bat, and that is all I remember.”

An instinet for caution kept the Snipe

from moking loo definite & statement,
But he hnd said enough.

'!Sil{ﬂ Hﬂd;:hfm ﬁit Like lm;h ;

“Mr, Qualch, perhaps you will reques
Me. Prout to come here, and bring
Coker with him."

“Certainly, sir.”

Tha Remove-master left the IHouse-
dame's room. Dr, Locke sat down in o
chair Mrs. Kebble placed for him, to
walt,

‘The Bnipe closed his 8. He was
afraid that the Head might discern the
rmalicious triumph that gleamed in
them.

He had won his game now.

When the door reopened he caught a
distant buzz of voices. crowd of
fellows had followed Prout and Quelch
and Coker down the corridor, eager to
learn what they could of what was
going on.

_Eiﬁv Bunter's excited squeak come to
his ears,

“1 say {nu fellows, Coker’as going to
b Encl:c& or braining peor old Saipey!
I say, I wonder if they'll sond him to
cholky 1"

“ Silenca 1" hooted Mr, Quelch.

Tha two Form-masters camae
followed by Horace Coker.
was shut, much to the disappointment
of the mob outside. Dr. Locke roze to
his feest, and fixed a look on Horece
Coker that made even the fathead of the
Fifth feel a cold chill run down his
spine.

in,
The door

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Hollow of His Hand !
i CGHEE!” snid Dr. Locke, in &

deep voice,
“¥es, sirl” faltered Coker.
. The Head pointed to the
bandaged junior on the sofa,

“(Catfyn states that it was vou who

attacked him in Friardale Wood, Coker,
Dﬂ]‘:lfﬂl] deny thisi” )
“1 shouldn't call it attacked, air!”

answered Coker. “That'a putting it
rather strong. I thrashed himn™

“"You admit it
i 2 Cﬁrtaiul;..', sir, and I'll tell you why

“¥ou need not tell me why, Coker!
That is immaterial ! desire only to
know, beyond doubt, whether you com-
mitted this act of brutality.”

Coker reddened,

“That's putting it strong, sir, for
whopping & fag,” he answered. “I've
batted fags befors this, and—"

“¥ou admit having used & waa.];on?"

“A—a—a weapon! No fear! ave
him about a doren with a fves bat,
That's all.”

The Head's face ﬁw grimmer and
grimmer. Mr. Quelch looked secarch-
mngly at Coker. My, Prout snorted.

“I could nover,” said Dr. Locke,
“have believed that any boy could be
so brutal, so callous, I am glad, at
least, that you tell the truth, Coker!
Yet I wonder that you dare to stand in
the presence of your headmaster and
confess that you struck down a school-
fcllow, and left Lhim lying stunped and
senseless in & Tonely place, without help
or——-7">: : -

Coker almost fell down.

“Who did? he shrieked. -

“You have admitted that you did.”

“I—I—I haven't!” spluttered Coker.
“ Nathing of the kind! Stunned! Rot!
You can’t stun o fellow by whacking
him on his baga!™

“Caffyn was stonned, and lay sense-
less for a long time hefore he was able
to crawl away,”" said tho Head sternly.
“He could not have reached the school
but for the fact that two prefects saw
him in the lane and carried him in.”
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As Caflyn clambered down the grassy bank into the lane, he fell and rolled helplessly into the road. Then he heard a shout,

* Caftyn ! ** gasped the captain of Greyfriars.

** What's hap-

pened ¢ Here, lend me & hand, Gwynne—he's all In I™ Gwynne came racing up.

“Wha's told you so?’ gasped 'Coker.
“Tt'a not true! Don't you believe a
word that snipe says, sirl Ie’s a born
liar! I'd like to seo the pmfc:ts who
brought him in, that's all.” .

“Wingate and Gwynne, of the Sixth
Form, brought him in, Coker, and have
made their statement to me”

“ Wingate 1" gurgled Coker. And—
and Gwynne! DBlessed if I gatch onl
I sup that eneaking Snipe told them
lies, and took thom in, sir.”

“Are you unaware, Coker,” hoomed
Prout, “of the extent of the mjury in-
flicted on this boy 1" ;

“He's mnot injured, sir,” answered
Coker.

ik Whﬂ-‘ﬂt ?u -

“Thrashing a young rotter on his bags
doesn't injure him. T've had worsg
lickings than that when I was a fag!
exclaimed Coker. “If he says he was
injured, it's just some more of his les.”

ho thres masters exchanged glances.
Then they concentrated all their
glances on Coker's flushed face.

“ Apparently,” said the Head, * you
are unaware of what you have done,
Coker, unless ;i;:m aro attempting to
deceive me. The school doctor has
examined Cafiyn.”

“ Has he, sir?"” said Coker cheerfully.
“Then he jolly well knows that there’s
nothing the matter with him, and that
the little besst 18 only malingering.”

“Thera 1z 8 large bruise and a cut
on Caffyn’s head, and he was only somi-
conscious when he was brought in,
Coker.  Are you o foolish as to suppose
that he would be Ilying here In
bandages if thers waa uothing the
matter with him "

Coker's bewildered cyves turned on the
Snipe.- :

It was driven into his obtuse brain
that Caffyn really was injured. But
that only added to his bewilderment.

“Thers 13 nothing moroe to be satd,

sir, I think,” boomed Prout. “This
aggressive, obstreperous boy——" 1
~ %1 didn't!” roared Coker. “If he's
really injured, 1 never did it! Think
I'd knoek & kid on the head with a fives
bat? I came jolly near licking young
Wharton for saying something of the
kind. I whacked him on lus hags
Ask him ™™

“Wha-a-t 7" stuttered the Head, |

“Ha can speak, I suppose!™ hooted
Coker. “Why don’t you ask him
whether ¥ cracked his silly nut or not?
He can tell you that I didn't.” 1

“He has told us that you struck him
down, Coker

Coker staggered.

* He—he—he's told you?"

“I'm sorry, Horecs,” murmured the
Snipa “I know . you couldn't have
meant to hert me so much, but g‘nu
were in such & terrible temper. 1 had

to tell haadmaster.”

Coker bhinked at hirm.

“You little beast!™ he gasped. “Tell
the Head what happened! You

pulled my leg, and got mo Mmto a row
with Mossoo, and 1 whopped you on
your trousers with a fives bat for doing
it That's all, as you jolly well know.”

Caffyn did not anawer, but he pressed
his bhand te his bandaged head. That
bandaged head was a sufficient answer.

“I never did it, sir I panted the hap-
less Coker. “1 admit I whopped him,
and 1I'd do it again. Ha was all right
when I left him, only yelling.”

“You left him senseless, Coker:™

“I didn't1” shrieked Coker. “He
WS hﬂwling like & 1|._",-‘nn.1 whon T left
him. He conld be heard all over the
shop. He must have banged his head
afterwards if it was rcally banged at
all. Very likely banged it on purpose,
jist to get me into & row.”

“Silenes, vou absurd boy '™ rapped
the Head. Coker's last suggestion waos
a litfle fee much for his patience. *1

am willing to believe that, in your in-
sohsate tempear gnu inflicted more *“ll.m'l'"
than vou intended, or porhaps realised
at the time—"

“I dide'tt J——"

“Silenece! I ropeat—" y

There . was a tap at the door, and
Trotter, the page, ?uuh:d in.

“If you please, gir, tho telephong—="

“Youn may take the call, Trotter,”
said the Head ) ]

“Plepse I've took it, sir,” sad
Trotter, “and it's Mr. Tozor, sir, the
plecceman at Friardale, sir, spys he
would Hke to speak to you very im-
portant, sir.” :

“Dear me, I cannot speak to MMr,
Tozer now ! Ask Mr. Tozer if he will
flgi:m{!_y hold the line for o few minutes.”

“ Yessir."”

Trotter closed the door and departed.

*This scene need not be prolonged,”
said Dr. Locke, in an icy voice. “I
regret, Mr. Prout, that I am under tha
necessity of expelling & boy in your
Form—="

“¥You have no other choice,
boomed Prout. “I consider——~"

“Coker,” went on the Head, without
waiting to hear what Prout considercd,
“?_',ru:_.l will be sent home immediately.
Your Form-master will take you to tho
railway station in half an hour. ¥Yon
will be ready. A full explanation will
be sent to Cailfyn’s guardian, Mr. Sarle,
who will docide wheriier 1o take further
aud mora drastic measurca. Uo ™

“1 never—""

“Gol” boomed Prout.

. Coker aslmost  tottered sway, D,
Lacka and Mr. Prout followed. Al
Queleh remained for 8 moment, looking
down on Caffyn with serutinising eyes.
FPerhaps thera was soma lingering doubt
in the Remove master's imind. But he
said pothing, and after that ono scarch-
ing look ho followed the other masters,
Pue Maioxer Lipriry.—No. 1,410,
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Caffyn was left to the hindly caro of
Mes, Kebble, who probald] eeald not
have felt se kindly disposed towards
him had she known him a little better.
The . Snipe lay with hali-closed eyes,

gloating inwardly.

He had done i1t! He had got awsy
with it! He had won his treacherouns

ame| He was no longer sorry that

odgey had caught him i the wood
and knocked him on the head. It was
worth a knock on the head for this. He
had suececded at last! He had his
rival for Aunt Judy's money-bags in the
hollow of his hand.

But had he?

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Something Like a Surprise !
5 NEYER—"

I “*Chuck it 1"

*“I tell you I nover———=_
“Rats 1"

“The snoaking snipe banged his head

uanurpuse to fix this on me!"" bellowed
Ler.

“¥You silly ass!” ;

“Y can see him doing 61" grinned
Bob Cherry.

“1 tell you fellows I never—"

“Then who did?" asked Wingate of
the Sixth gruﬂ‘.ld'r‘

“I know Ididn'tl 1 never—"

“Coker!” The Head's deep voice
broke in. On his way back to his study,
he camo on Horace UCoker
excited, the coentre of a crowd, almost
hysterical in his frantie asseverations
that ho had never done it. “Coker! Go
to your dormitory at once, and pack
your box "

Coker stared round.

“I never——=" he pasped.

#Eﬂﬂugh 12 i

Dr, Locke passed on.  But Horace
Coker did not go and pack his box. He
remained where he was, still bawling.

The Head went into his atudy.

The receiver was off the telephone,
Mr, Tozer, the village constable, was
still waiting patiently at the other end.

Bomewhat wearily, for he was decply
disturbed by the steme in the House-
dame's room, Dr. Locke took up the
Leceiver.

*“Mr. Tozer! I regret very much
having kept vou waiting,' be said, in
his courtepus way, “are you there, Mr.

Tozer 1" .

“*Yessir I eame back the voica of the
Friardalo police force, I thought you'd
be anxions to know about it, sir, 50 [
rung you up, eir. I ain’t found Master

, sir, but I 'ops he has got back
fo the school 1™

“Caffyn iz here, Mr. Tozer,” said the
Head, in astonishment. * Am I to under-
stand that imt know anything of what
has occurred 1 )

“1 'ope so, sir |* said Mr, Tozer, *I

ot erter Lodgey, sir, as soon as Mr.

ovee told me what had happened.”

“Wha-a-t 1" ]

- #1f Master Caffyn's got back, sir, I
s'poso he's told you what’s "appened,”
said Mr. Tozer. *Lucky, Joyce seed
Lodgey st it, and he's & witness, sir, and
Lodgey's safe for six months when we
get him,” _

Dr. Locke blinked at the t-ElEﬁhﬂl‘tE.
‘A1l this was a mixture of Greek and
Hebrew to him.

#T—1 fail to understand—"
gasped. ;

“Ain't Master Caffyn told you,, sir?
I s'pose it was BDlaster Caffyn, sir—I
fonnd & sohool cap with his name in if,
and a bloodstain on it, sir, when Joyee
took ms to the placé whers he said he
saw a Greyfriars boy knocked down—"

“*¥es, yes, yes, it was Caffivn who was

Tae Maaxer Lisrsey.—No. 1,410,
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knoeked down in the wood, Tozer. But.

—but what do you mean about—about

Lodgey ?” o
“Tt was Lodgey knocked him out, sir.”
“Lodgey!" gasped the Head,

“That It:-aﬁng orze-dealor, sir, at tho
Cross Eeys,” said Mr. Tozer. 1 dunna
why he did it, but Joyce saw him. I
beenn round to the Cross Keys, but he's

one, Took the first train up, he did,

ut I've been on the phane, sir, and
thev'll get him all right at Cﬂu}'tﬂe}d
or Lantham! At least I "ope s0.”

Dr. Locke passed & hand over his

brow.

“Joyeal You mean the woodeutter,
I suppose? Am I to understand that he
witnessed what happened in Friardale
Wood thiz afterncon?”

“Yessir! From what he tells me, he
'eard a 'owling and a yaﬂix&g‘ like some-
body being hided, sir, an he went to
see what was up, and saw }Ludgnﬁv knock
the lad on the head with his stick—"

“Good heavens !

“The boy being stunned, sir, old Joyce
couldn’t do enything for him, and he
cama as guick os he ecould to the village
to fetch me. But the lad was gone when
I got there, sir. All I found was his

'E'.I. .l?

‘gha expression on Dr. Locke's face was
extraordinary. )

“Ts it certain, Mr. Tozer, that it wos
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COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

Your Editor Is always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write o
him : Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleotway House, Farringdon Sires
London, E.C4. A siamped, addresse
envelope will ensure a reply.

X

Many thanks to all the readers who have
sent me congratula letters on the
subject of our s . You may be sure
that I will always make a point of seeing
that the standard of MAGNET stories
remains 88 it is a8t present. You'll find
avidence of this is :—

““THE FIFTH FORM MYSTERY [ "

By Frank Richards,

when you read it next Saturday. The
MaaxET, 88 you all know, specislises in
the finest oolboys' flction published,
and it iz a constant wonder to my readers
bow Frank Richards manages to keep ug

such & eplendid standerd of work wee
after week. There's one thing can all
say, and that 1s that Frank Ri never

hi? you dg;m. H:itharkdu L, n.mifwh&n I
tell you that next week's yarn of Harry
“’hal;tﬂn & Co. i8 an absolute -notcher
you'll know that I am not ™ ing out
of my hat.” Regular readers of the
MaenzET have already got a standing order
for the good old paper with their news-
agont, and I should like to adviee new
readers to follow their example. Nothing
is more annoying than to that the
Magwer i3 “sold out "—and there is
every chance that it will be, unless you
order your copy in advance.

There'll be another interesting * Grey-
friars Hersld ™ supplement in next week's
igsue, togather with more stirring chapters
of Qeo. E. Rochester’s brilliant yam of
modern piracy, * Linesman's® answers
to readers’ footer queries, and another
little chat with me.

Don't forget that your own Frank
Richards has a really topping series of
atories now mtl,lhiq ﬂm our i‘amnu: conm-

nion Paper, erm. want every
nP:a of fwﬁﬂm read about the * Pals of
Packsaddle Bobool, otherwise wou'll be

missing a rare treat ! YOUR EDITOR.

the man Lodgey who attacked Caflynlt
Are you assured that Joyce saw the
ococurrénce, and . that the assailant was
Lodgey 1™ .

“Eh? Oh!l Yes sir! But I #'pote
Master. Caffyn’s told you. I s'pose he
can speak, if he's got back to the school,”
said the puzzled Mr. Tozer.

The Head did not reply to that. He
stood for gome moments in deep and
troubled thought, Then he spoke into
the telephone dgain.

“Will you request Mr. Joyce to come
up to the echool, Mr. Tozer, so that I
mey hear from him precisely what be
saw "

“ Cortainly, sirl”

Dr. Locke rang off. He sent for Alr.
Queolch and Mr. Prout. Tha three
masters were in  very earnest’ con-
sultation when old Joyee arrived, and
was shown im. And although much
more than the hali-hour bad elapsed,
Coker of the Fifth was not gone! The
Snipe, gloating over his success, was
destined to learn that he had counted
his chickens too early, and that there
is many & slip twixt cup and lip|

“Didn’t I say so?"* roarcd Coker of
the Fifth, in Hall that evening.

It had to be admitied that Coker had
said zo. ; )

Hardly anrbody had believed him,

If ever a fellow took the deepest and
most thumuih-guing care to land him-
solf in trouble and misunderstanding,
that fellow undoubtedl
James Coker; of tho E
Greyfriars.

Hl:ir had whopped Cafyn with a bves
bat in the wood, Who was going to

leve, or even imagine, that somebody
else had comie along immediately after-
wards, and aodded the additionsal
damage, which Cefyn declored to be
a part of Coker's handiwork ?

But sll was clear now.

Joyce's evidence was irrefragable.
And Lodgey wa: in fight from the
polica! A warrant was ocuf for him |

Lodgey had done it! Coker hadn't!
Fellows c¢ongratulated Coker, though
they told him at the same time that
had asked for all this. Everybody was

lad that Coker was cleared of such a
charge. And everybody hed something
to say about the Bnipe.

It was generally expected that the
Snipe would be sacked for his lying,
But there was & doubt, and he was given
the benefit of it. He had been knocked
down from behind, and it was possible,
at least, that he bhad not scen his
assailant, and had fancied that it was
Coker who had come back to give him
another lick! On that possibility the
Snipa scraped through, though the
Head eyed him  very grimly and
dubiously, and his Form-master with un-
concealed eontempt. Ho kpew how
narrowly he had escaped; but be had
escaped; and perhaps the open scorn
of all the other fellows was & sufficient
punishment for him, ;

A herder punishment was the failure
of the acheme which, of all his wily
schemes, had seemed the surest winner.
He was not, as he had confidently
believed, at the end of hizg compeign.
He was back at the beginning! Which
was not very encouraging for the Snipa
of the Remove !

THE EXD.-

(Pe aure to read ihe néxi yarn in
this popular serics dealing with the
feud between Horace Coker and the
sehemer of the Remove. Iy entitled:
“vHE FIFTH FORM MYSTERY I
and wouw'll find it in next Saturday's
bumper . tssue ‘_Ff the Maaxer. Order
your copy NOIF /)

was Horaco
ifth Form &t



GRAND MODERN PIRATE STORY BY A GREAT AUTHOR ! START READING IT TO-DAY !

fHermany ever had, decides to

five hundred

age
petiy-officer, Wesael, and asks him to fumn ¥ agrees. Boarding
engined amphibion rmonoplane, piloted by Ulverst, he is taken out over the North Seo to Ive Rock, the ladr of the
Sea Spider, the strangest stecl craft ever consiructed to move beneath the seas—and the most deadly.
showing Wmalwiﬁﬂﬂpﬂtﬂnﬂdﬂhﬂﬂ;ﬂgﬂmhﬁ:bm!ﬁwnﬂlm, Ulverst
intends to zink Minnecapolis, o thirfiyg-flve thousand tons vessel bound for Cherbe from New York toith
ijmﬂn of bullion aboavrd. .

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Nursing o feeling that liitle has been dohe for him since the War, Ulverst, the greatest U-boat comrmmnder
In eonzseguence of this, he sceks owi Ma old chicf
Dowen on hiz luch, Wesel readil

o againat the world.
te.

{Now read onr.)

a funis-

his smen he

A Council of Warl

0 man, no matter how unimegina-
N tive he might be, could fail to

have been impressed by the

cavern workshops of Ice Rock.
In  eleotrically illummped caves,
mechanics, fitters, and engineera worked

at lathes and benches, their dungarce-
clad fgures, the black balt.::]g of the
motors, and the dark metal of the
machines given a strange and grotesque
sotting by the black and ghistening

walls of rock.

In the power-house, a vast and
smooth-floored cave, two great turbines
hummed and steamed as they drove the
dynamos which supplied tho lighting
and power of the island rock.

In another cavern, stripped to the
waist and. weirdly Dantesque in the
leaping flames from open doors, men
eweated and toiled at a great blast
furnac n:taltinﬁ down serap metal and
ora to furned inte castings.

“ But whar is all thiz for?"” demanded

Wuset.d "Wl}fat, work are these men

H u FB

mﬁ%&g E?g making duplicete and
triplicate arts for the 8pider,”
explained TUlverst. * Others, working
from drawings  and blue prints mado
by Dubowsky, -ure building machines
for experimental purposes. Always
there is something to be done, Wesel.
We are never idle.”

No, naver idla!

Far though it was from the haunts
of men, Yee Rock, rising sheer and
stark from out of a gmi-l and desoloate
waste of waters, was a humming hive
of mdustry.

And to what end?

To no other end than piracy upan
tha High Seas.

“These mea here,” said Ulverst, “are,
every one of them, men who, rigiat]r or
wmg!f consider the world has treated
them il). Each has his own particular
grievance against this modern civilisa-
ton of ours. Some, frankly, are fugi-
tives from justice—or from what the
world calla justice I” _

He laughed gratingly, then resumed:

“There are others, capable men who
could find no job in their own par-

ticular sphere, and who, rather then
starve in the gutter, have thrown in
their lot with us. And tell you,
Wesel, not on. of them will ever regret
having dono 0. For when ‘the time
comes for us to abandon Ive Rock
every man in our service will leave here
with weoalth beyond his wildest dreams.
For every man, no matter whether his
work liez ashore of aboard tha Spider,
has an oqual ghare of all booty we
take.’ :

In his quarters thot night Ulverst
held a meeting of his officers to discuss
thre forthcoming attack on the American
bullion liner Minneapolis. _

Including Wesel, Braden, Zutloss, and
Rabl, there were present at the meet-
ing Chief Petty-Officer Dorok and Cox-
swain Versk, two silent and taciturn
men, but two in whom, it scon became
apparent to Wasel, ﬁl-.rarat had the
greatest of ence,

ubowsky was not present. Now that
he knew wherg the Spider was going,
he was interested in nothing but the
actual working of her

“The Minneapolis has  slready
sailed,” said . Ulverst, ﬁ:readiqg out a
chart on the table lonving here
at noon to-morrow, and taking the

p&qﬂaﬁ? between Iceland and the Farce
Islands, we should intercopt her at
dawn, fortvthres hours later, three

hundred and seventy-five milas szouth-
south-west of Cape Clear.”

He handed Braden s slip of paper
covered with EFures.
. “Will you please check these reckon-
inga?" he said.

raden did so. carefelly and
laboriously.
“Yes, that is correct,” he eonfirmed

ot length. * We should fall in with the
aneq.lpolls three hundred and seventy-
five miles south-south-west of tha Irich
coast, forty-three hours after
here.”” ~

“Our mode of attack,” went on
Ulvéirst, “will be as usual. We will
eurfece, and if there is no danger, we
will remain on-the water until we sight
the Minneapolis. If, however, there iz
any other shipping about, we will sub-
mér_g-p and eruise at periscape depth,
O sighting the Minneapolis, we will

leaving

dive and take up firi position
directly béneath her hull. %3 t d
should be rufficient.” SR

“Yesx, one will be needed,”
nodded Torpedo-Officer Zutloss, a white
gleanmof perfect tecth showing in a
quick smile.

" Having torpedoed her,” continued
Ulverst, “we will hold her until her
pasengers and crew have clearsed away
m their boats. Then we will let her

sink and go down to the ocean floor

beside her where we will put our
divere out to loot her.”

He looked inguiringly at This
officars.

“Is that agreed, gentlemen?”

With brief word and nod they gave
their affirmation

“Then that will be all,” said Ulverst.
“We sail at noon to-morrow. BEvery
man will be aboard snd at his post
one hour beford that time|*

Southwards |

HE Spidor was going out
I Rumour had nﬂ"ﬂgr bean con-
firmed as definite fact.

That night in the main cave
all except the erew of the Spider
embarked om a wild and drunken
carousal which would not end until the
early ‘hours of the morning! -

For no work, except such. as was
sbaolutely nﬁmsn;;{:, would  be done
now upon Ide R until the Hpider

one.

‘Befora turni in, Ulverst, accom-
panied by Wesel, paid a brief visit {o
the -main cave. Unobserved, they
stood in tha shadows listening to voices
raized in thunderous song:

“We sail against the Englander,
Wa sail against the Yank.
We sail sgainst the dago ships
B-a:.rundsgha Dogger Bank |*

“Why do you permit this 1"’ exclaimed
Weeel, viewing with faintly concealed
disgust the drunken and hilarigus men.

lverst -shrugged his shoulders

Tre Micwer Lmmiry.—Nao. 1,410.
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“Decause it is the only excitement the
poor devils get I he replied.

Yes, the only excitement ! :

Cut off from the world, and all it had
to offer, the sailing of the Spider was
always a great event for the men on
Ier Reck. 2

Until the early hours of the morning
the carousing went on; then slowly the
hubbub di away, and many & 1nan
slept where he sat, his head pillowed on
arms asprowl on the table. :

With the morning, they congregated
about tho foot of the path which led
upwards to the cave which gave aceess
to the Spider.

Ilere, with gruff word and handshake,
iliey bade farewell and bon voyage to
the leather-jacketed e Sp!
as the latter passed through their midst.

One heur before noon, as Ulverst had
commanded, every man of the crew of
forty was aboard the Spider and at his
post, Those who were left behind com-
menced & seramble to the highest point
of the black and precipitous cliffs
which rose stark and forbidding from
out of the grey and loncly sea.

Ulverst, the collar of hiz short and
belted leather jacket turned up about
his neck, completed & tour of the Spider
and then returned to the control-room.

“ Cloge all hatches 1 he said harshly.

The hatches wero eclosed and a
deathly stillness reigned throughout
the Spider.

Ulverst glanced at his waich.

Tho minute hand was ercoping to tho
hour of noon. Steadily he stared at it,
then moved forward to his voice-tube,
which connected with the main cngine
oo,

“Clatech up 1?

Stridently his voice rang throvgh the
stillness.,

“ Slow speed ahead 1™

A dull, vibrating rumble echoed
through the BSpider. Her great legs
wrembled, and slowly she heaved her
waot, glistening belly from off the rocky
floor awash with water. Then, with
movement horrible and awe-inspiring,
so lifelike was it, she commenced to
crawl forward.

Steadily the water mounted about
hor as she crawled along the rocky floor
and down its sloping length, making
towards where it cmerged on to the
occan bottom. sixty fathoms beneath
the sea. : ;

OUn she went, moving like some huge,
nig!}_nt:murish creature of flesh and blood.

Higher and higher mounted the
water, slowly engulfing the Spider.
Then, at last, she dlsas;mared.
crawling her way down and down to
the ocean floor and leaving behind &
strange cmptiness in her great,
cavernous lair.

It wos now twelve minutes past noon.

From the men grouped on the cliff-
tops of Ice Rock therc came a sudden,
rﬂgged cheer. They could not see the
Spider. Could see nothing save tho
groy and desolate expanse ::ﬁ unbroken
sca, stretching far to southwards, to
merge with the haze and murk of the
dictant horizon.

But they knew that somewhere
beneath that cold and lonely sea the
Spider was crawling sway from Ice
Rock in search of her prey.

. They checred her on her way. But
;r} ench heart was the unuttered ques-
LR F

What would happen to her out there?
Yould she ever return?

It was when Ice Rock lay half & mile
astern that Ulverst gave the order to

crew of the Spider 1)
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blow the ballast tanks and rise from
the ocean bed to thirty fathoms,

“It iz necessary for us to oruise at
depth so as to avoid striking submerged
ice,” he said to Wesel, as the rumble
of the crank gear died away, to be re-
glﬂ.nf,d by the hiss of comp air

riving the water out of the tanks.

Under the lift of her hydroplanes and
the hut‘:}yancy of her emptying tanks,
the Spider rose from the ocean bed and
mounted through the water until the
depth gauge steadied st onc hundred
and cighty fect.

Then came the muffled hum of the
clectric motors and the Spider com-
menced to move forward, the pointer
on the gleaming speed dial, in front of
vorst, creeping steadily to Alteen

knots.
Throughout the short remaining
hours of the aftecrnoon she drove

steadily southwards, and when dusk
was creeping in across the eold and
desclate sea, Ulverst ?‘am the order to
rise to periscope depth.

“We will sutface for an hour and let
some air into the boat,” he said to
Wesel, “for we have a long night
ahead of us, and we must eruise under
water becawso of the snowfields.”

Through the telescopio lens of the
twin periscopes he swept the wide
streteh of darkening and desolate sea.

“There is always the chance of a
stray whaler being about,” he said
grimly, “and I ain taking no chaneces.™

The periscope, however, showed the
sep within their range to be deserted,
save for slowly drifting fields of snow;
and Ulverst's voice rang out:

“"Surfacel Blow tanks seven and
cight 17 _

Again came the hiss of compressed
gir and the faint dronc of the hydro-
plane motors.

Then, like some stranga imoval
monster of the sea emerging from out
the depths, the bows of the Spider
nppearcd above tho surface and the
squat bulk of her leok-out tower broke
witer.

“Open the hatch 17

In response to Ulverst's command,
the hatch was thrown open and a
stream of icy-cold water poured down
into the SBpider.

Auffled in leather jacket, oilskins,
and seaboots, Ulverst, accompanied by
Wesel and First-Watch-Keeping Officer
Braden, mounted to the look-out tower.

Taking his Ehﬂ-ﬂEE from their case
MMverst pressed them to his eves and
long and earnestly swept the silent and
surrounding éca. Satisfied that the
Spider was the only craft on that
dreary and desolate waste of waters,
he returned his glassos to their case,
and, stepping to the voice-pipe, gave
the order:

“Blow all tanks !

Gurgling, the last of the water was
forced from out the ballast tanks, and
the Spider heaved herself up to ride
on the surface, s strange and night-
marish thing in the grey and shadowy
hali-light of the Arctic_dusk.

“Clutch up the Dicsel
ordered Ulverst.

From below, through the tube con-
necting the look-out tower, camo

engine !

with
thﬂ voice of the engineer:

Oil engines ready, sir!®

“Port and starboard engines slow
ghaa.dlI Increase specd  to  Ewenty
I'Iﬂtﬂ -!J

Bolow, the Eﬁwerfui 5000 h.p. oil
engines rumbled into life, sucking down
tho ventilation shaft the air which was

the water came rushin

their life blood, and from the blunc
bowe of the Spider the dark and oily
sca begen to surge away im ¢reaming
fonm, _ ,

Wesel, his folded arms resting on the
top tgui of the stecl weathor sereen
drew in great lungfuls of the bitter col
Bir,

He know from long experlence on the
U-boats just what a night below the
water could mean. And he drank in
the raw air as though to lay in a store
of it againat the time when, fathoms
deep, the air in the Bpider would be-
come vitiated and exhausted.

Ulverst joined him at the rail, and
for a time the two men stood side by
side in silence, gazing ahead at the
great, drifting ficlds of snow which
merged with, and wers lost in, the
Ereekp:ng shadows of tho deepening

s

It wag Ulverst who spoke first, and
he did so0 with & sidelong glanco at his
companion,

“Any regrets?” he asked quietly.

Wesel shook his hoad.

“ None,” he returned.

During the next hour little mora

ssed tween them, for they and

raden were joined on the look-out
tower by Chief Petty-Officer Dorok, and
Dr. Valendorf, who came up for a
breath of fresh air.

“For the sake of hiz health,” laughed
the latter, I have been trying to per-
suade Dubowsky to come up. But he
prefers the warmth below, and hopes
;o will not keep the hatches open too
ong, Herr Ulverst,” I

“An hour, whether he likes it or not,”
returned Ulverst.

At the end of an hour, during which
time the Bpider had cruised steadily
sputhwards at twenty knots, Ulverst
stralghtened up from the weathor rail.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said crisply,
“we will now submerge.”

Dorok and Dr. Valendorf went below,
and the top covering hatch of the look-
out tower wag closed, Eﬂapi?infx down
the awitch which controlled tho lightin
of the now darkened and enclos
tower, Ulverst stepped to the voice-

he ordered.

pipe.

“Flood ! “Take her
down to thirty fathoms !"

From below camo the whine of the
valve gear: then the raport:

*All main vents open, sir!™

Blowly the Spider began to sink as
[ ing into the ballast
tanks, and higher and higher the oily
sea mounted about the squat tower,

‘Then silently the Bpider dived be-
neath the ses, and only a swirl of water
and a fow air bubbles marked the spot
whera she had disappeared down into
the depths,

The Underseas [

HE Arctic dusk had deepened into
night over &8 cold and desolate
seda, and, thirty fathoms deep,
the Eﬁldﬂl‘ drove steadily ﬂuutﬁ-

wards through the eternal night of the
underseas, her great, luminous eyes
picking out her course in a shimmering
golden ravw.

In her dimly lighted interior nothin
broke the stillness, save the muffie
hum of the electric motors, running at
half-speed,

Beside the wheelsman in the control-
reom  stood Seecond Watch-Keeping
Officer Falze, hiz eyes on the gyro coms-
pass which was steady at 187 degrees.

Occasionally he would lift his gaze to
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the gleaming tangle of pipe-lines, voice-
lihes, premgm tuhas-ange wheels, his
eyes secking the engine gauges.

- How still everything was down there
in the depths. How remote and far
away scemed the world. Even the
drone of the quietly running motors
seemed to merge with the ﬂp]preaagw
silence and aceentuate that awiul feeling
of confinement which, if not kept at
bay, could develop into blind and un-
roasoning feavr.

Every bulkhead door was open for the
better ~eireulation of the  air which
already was becoming heavy and
fatiguing, and occasionally from aft
thero would come to Falze’s eara the
disjointed mutter of some member of
the crew tossing in restless sleep.

At & a.m. Wesel, sea-booted and fully
dressed, entered the control-room 1o
take over the marning watch.

o ﬂnythin%" to report?” he asked.

“ No; nothing,” replied Falze.

“How iz che steering ¥

“Ope hundred and eighty-
seven degrees.””

Wese) grunted and glaneed
at the level indicotor as Falze,
wearily and thankfully, went
off to seck his bunk. )

The wheelsman, havin
been relieved, Wesel turne
to the log which had been
entered up by Falze,

12.00.—Carried ont inspection
to bilges No
increase.

12.35.—Faint noise overhead,
Breaking 1ce?

1.30.—Turned on eoxygen for
fifteen minutes.

2.00.—Carricd out inspection
to bilges Neo
Inerease.

2.55 —Versk reports moisture
trickling down walls
of look-out tower.
Tightened hatch,

3.00.—Turned on oxygen for
fiftecen minutes,

3.20,—Inspeeted look-out
tower. Leakage
stopped—— '

Wesel paused suddenly in
hiz readi and raised his
head, A silencoe like that of
death had descended without
warning on the Spider, and
the gyro-compass was begin-
ning to sWing.

For one fleeting instant
Wesel was at a loss as to what
had he.pened. Then in a
flash came realisation.

The electric motors had

stapped !

With an ocath Wesel leapt te the
R Bl 1 l]}B.

“What is wrong with you back
there? ha shouted. “What is the

matter with the motors?”

It was Second Engineer Stuzberg whao
answared :

" A defect has developed in the olling
syetern.  Our main port bearing 15 heat-
ing up. " )

How long will you want?” rasped
TWesel

“Thirty minutes—no more!”

Wesel stepped back and gripped the
cord of the alarm bell. Next moment,
thronghout the Spider, there echoed the
brazen deafening clang of the alarm,

“All  hands to diving stations|”
shouted Wesel, ns sleepy-eyed men
vacated their t!m;uka, and, struggling
into their reefer jackets, converged on
the control-room.

_Ulverst, roused by fhe reverberaty
clamour of the bell, was at Wesel's sid
before the last echora had died awar.

EVERY SATURDAY

“What is the matter?” he cried.
“What has happened 7% ] .

“Motor trouble,” rfglmd Wescl
laconically. It "is nothing serious.

We are ready to take her down to the
ocean bed until she is able to get under
way sgain™

“Carry on, then!™ affirmed Ulverst.
“1 will see Rahl.”

He quitted the control-room, knowing
that h%}at.hia time the senior cngincer
would with the motors, i

“Flood all tanks ["* Wesel's voice rang
out in the stillness to the wait.in;:c men.
“Take her to the bottom slowly I

There came then the gentle whir® of
opening valves, and slowly the Bpider
settled lower and lower in the depths
until & faint jar told that she had struck
tha ocean hottom.

“(Closa all vents!”
“Stand by the regulating tank

The rerulating tank was a tank
capable ::-? holding fifty tons of water,
and, when filled, acted as an anchor,

ordered Wesel,

!Hl
H

;;-'a = I-"E

The Sea Splder crashed its way into the fringe of coral
which, throughout the ages, had stood undisturbed down
there in the dark and silent depths !

keeping the Spider steady on the occan
bed and preventing either sway or
drift.
Huyrriadly, Ulverst the
control-room.
“Thare is a break in one of the nil
pipes ™ he informed Wesel. It means

enterad

draining the sump and fitting & new
Ema, t will bo n longer job than
tuxberg at first thought. Wa had

better keep mm'inii" :
He stepped on the voice-pipe connect-

inF with the main engino-room.
‘Clutch up the crank drive!” he
ordered,

A moment of silence, then through
the vaice-pipe came the response:

“OCrank drive ready, srl"

“Blow speed ahead ™ :

Following Tlverst’s order, the still-
ness was broken by 'the rumble and suck
—rumble and suck—of the engines driv-
ing the crank Jear and, quiveringly, the
Spider ~heaved. hersclf up e to “her
groat, massive legs of stecl

7

Then slowly she commenced to crawl
forward along the ocean bed.

“"Wesel, take tho look-out window !
commanded Ulverst; then to tho engine-
reom : “ Half speed ahead !™

The lumbering gait of the Spider in-
creased ; and next came the order:
“Full spoed ahead |

Quivering like a live thing, her glar-
ing eyes cleaving a golden path for her
through the dark and eerie depths, the
crawl "of the Besa Spider $raduaiiy
developed into a horribly lifelike run.

Az though she were some huge and
hideous monster of the underscas, she
scuttled along the ocean floor, mnow
mounting somo shelving ' ridge, now
desconding into the inky blackness of
uncharted: depths, peopled by strange
and ghostly denizens of the deep which
swooped and swirled momentarily into
the glare of her eyes and then were
gone,

“Ulverst 1™

A ery from Wesel brought
Ulverst in two strides to the
look-out window, Pressing
his face close to the plass, the
Iatter peered out into the
depths ahead, then cought
his Dbreath.

Unbkelievable and  in.
credible though it was to
human eyes, the Spider, at
ninety fathoms below the
sea, was Aapproaching a
great ghostly forest of white
frees, thick with black and
waving foliage.

“Coral!™ ejaculated
Ulverst, “Mein geist! Ta
find it here [

“Coral 1" rvepeated Woesel
wonderingly,

lvarst turned to him.

" Xea, that is what it is”

ne replied, “and  what
appears to be foliage 13 great
masses of seaweed. here

are many such dead beds as
this on the ocean flgor, buf
I've never encountered ona
sa far north. Proof, indead,
Wesel, that these wers once
warm, fropic seas!®

He breke off as, with a
dull crunch audible to those
inside its grest stecl belly,
the Spider crashed its way
into the fringe of this vast
forest of ecoral  which,
throughout the ages, had
stood undisturbed down. there
in the dark and ‘silent

def)ths.
t took upwards of an hour
for the Spider to smash its
way through the white and
spectre-like belt; and throughout that
tune Wesel estood fascinated at the
look-out window, wai‘chfng the great,
pallid trunks looming up in the glaro
of the Spider's eyes to vanish into
nothingness as the sea creature of solid
steel passed relentlessly om, sweeping
them from its path with great, blunt
nose, and crunching them to fragments
beneath the weight of its gigantio legs.

Once, held fast and cruelly pierced
by the stalactite-like coral, Wesel saw
the long, blaek, wooden hull of a vessel,
low-peoped and high of prow. And he
marvelled anew, for his knowledge of
sen lore was sufficient to endble him to
realise that this submerged wreck was
that of an old-time Viking galley. 1

Stalid and _unimaginative though
Wesel was, he found himself wondéring
what her tragic story had been, and
hmé those who had manned her had
died.

Like. many of -the T-boats in- the
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recent days of War, thera must have

come & day when she had zailed from

her home port, but into thoe grey and
shrouding mists of the horizon, never to
return. None save those who sailed
aboard her could have known what her
¢nd had been. She was just one more
ship which had paid the toll of the sca.
And mnow, after long conturies and
countless Years, the eves of man were
beholding “her grave. i

Av, beholding it and bringing descera-
tion. For when tho Spider had passed
all that remained of the last resting-
placé of that dead galley was riven
coral and Totting encrusted wood swirl-
ing upwards to the surface of the cold
aritl night-enshrohidéd sea. |

At last the strange and ecrie forest of
coral wa% left behind and the Spider
continued 1ts ungainly way over s¢a-
weed-covered m-u:%(. embedded 1in the
black mud of the ccean floor.

At ‘dawn, with rhetors repaired and
working smoothly the Spider broke
water and surfaced. THatches were
thrown back, and gratefully officers and
crew drew in tho cold, fresh air of
morning which came flowing down the
ventilation shafts.

In the look-out tower Ulverst handed
over to Braten

“heep a8 good look-ont and order an
instantaneous ecrash dive s!mulr.l you
geht any hull,” he said. “We are run-
ning at full specd under Diesels. Keep
hor going at that, for the breakdown
last night has eost us time.”

He inhaled deeply, leather-clad arms
extended, :

“ Donnerwetter {7 he breathed, ™ But

it is only we of the underseas, Braden,

who can appreciate to the full the clean
fresh air of Heaven,”

Then, turning, he wont below to break-
fast, leaving Braden wondering at this
almost reverent reference to the One
from whose wavs Ulverst, pirate and
sea-wolf, had long since tnrned.

Prey of the Spider!

HROUGHOUT the day the Spider

E drove southwards, subnierged fo

eriscope depth only, for the
danger zone of ice and snow-
fields had long since been left behind.

With the might she surfaced, and her
mighty Diesels, charging the batteries of
her electric motors.. kept her tearving
onwards through the heavy seas, her
blunt bows throwing up fAying spume
and lashing spray from out the rearving
SUTEE.

Bebind the steel weather screen the
bridge walch crouched in streaming oil-
sking, whilst the watch lelow  siood
ready to spring to diving stations should
the necessaby arise,

In the darkness of the open sea, how-
ever, there was little likelihood of a
dive being necessary; for the SBpider
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was showing no lights, and cven had
she been running under navigation
lights there were few to seo her and
nonae at all to question the mission upon
which she was bound.

An hour before the dawn she again
submerged, and the clamour of her hot
Diesels gave way to the drone of the
cledtric motors,

Bent over the chart-table in the con-
trol-foom stood Ulverst, Wesel, and
Braden, compass readdings and speed
gaugo readings in front of them,

“LForty minutes, gentlemen,” said
Ulverst, glancing at length at s watch
and straightening up, “and 'we should
be directly in the path of the

inneapolis.”

Meither Wesel nor Braden answered.
Vary close upon them now was the
thing they meant to do. They avould
not shirk it—therve-was nothing of that
in the make-up of either of them—but
no seaman, whatever he _'ml_iy'“be, can
think unmoved of a gallant ship going
to her doom. : 3

Long before mid-morning, unless
something strangely unforeseen -oc-
curred, the 550% ton liner  Minnea-
polis, of the American Green Star Lane,
would have fallen & prey to the Spider,
and be lying with shatterad hull fathoms
deep on the sccan foor

Dawn, creeping from out the east
over the dreary waste of waters, found
the Spider in pesition and croising st
periscope depth, her motors running at
just suflicient speed to keep steering way
on_her,

Every man aboard her was standing
tonse and expectant at sz post. ven
Dubowsky had gquitted the ward-room,
and, mufled in & great fur coat reach-
ing - altnost to his ankles and a round
fur ‘cap, he was standing beside Ulverst
at the periscope.

“Can you sight her yet, Ulverst " he
inquired  eagerly, - as tho minutes
dragged on and in the growing light
of morning the dividing line between
son and ‘zky bocame clearer and more
vivid in the perizcope ficld,

“Na,” returned Ulverst shortly, mov-
ing the perizcope handle in order to
sweep the horizon.

“I hope our position is correct,”
chattercd” Dubowsky, *"Are you sure
we haven't made o mistake, Ulverst 1

“1 have made no mistake,"” returncd
Ulverst harshly. “We -are cruoising

direcgtly in  the track of  the
Minneapoliz.” .

Nervously Dubowsky rubbed  This
hands.

“I hope so=—1 hope so!” he ran ons
“It would be dreadiful after coming all
this way to make a mistake and miss
OUY UArry.”

Face livid and eves blazing, Ulverst
wheeled from the periscope.

“Wea have made no mistake, [ tell
yvou ! he ghouted. *Shut your mouth
will you, you drivelling faol 2"

Dubowsky shrank from the fury in
the commandetr’s ayes.

“I was only asking,”” he whined. "1
know there is no mistake—"

. Roughly Ulverst cut him short, turn-
m% again to the pe:ism e.

iut Dubowsky's words had sewn un-
casiness -and doubt in. the heart of
Tlverst—an uneasiness which grew to be
a8 very lively fear as the minutes
dragged slowly on into an hour, with
still no sign of the ship for which they
were lying in weit,

Once inte the ficld of the periscope
there came the masts, smokestack, and
hull of & large vessel, bows on. . But it
was only s freighter of the German Lins,
and it was allowed to pass unmolested
on ita way, 3,000 yards to starhoard of
the Spider.

Save for a tightening of his thin lipa
and a hardening of his eves, Ulverst's
face showed nathing of the awful, eark-
ing doubt at his heart, nor did he
appesr conscious of the malicious grin
iﬂ-;lth which Dubowsky was regarding
11I00.

As though moved by s common im-
pulse, first Wesel and then Braden
moved to the chart table and checked
tha  bear And Wesel, meeting
Ulverst's eyes as the latter turned for o
moment from the periscope, nedded re-
assuringly.

Yes, the bearings were correet. Whero
then was the bullion liner, Minneapolis?

Buddenly Ulverst tons hiz hand
tightening on the periscope handle.

ar away on the gproy horizon had
appeared o smoke smudge, and, as he
watched, there merged gradually into
view the smoke-stacks, decks, and hull
of o great liney,

“It's her!™ ho rapped.
on it] Wesel t”

Ho stepped back from the perizcope,
and Wesel, taking hizs place, peored
long and earnestly into the reflector
INirror.

The lincr was coming up hand over
fist on the starbonrd bow of the Spider,
and, at three thousand vards, the green

“T'll wager

star on  her hblack, forward smoke-
stack was plainly visible,
“Yes, zhe's the Minneapolis all

right ' amnrned Wesel grimly, relin-
quishing the periseopc ro Ulverst, wha

commenced to give harsh, metallio
orders,

“Wheel , hard  a-stavboara.  Both
motors  half spred. Centre  vertical
torpedo tube ready !

Slowly the Spider swung round. man-
euvring for position divectly in front
of the Minneapolis which was over-
hauling her.

Y Steer ninety-four dogrees. Hold hor
at that, Both motors full speed. Pre-
pare to Hood!™

(Look out for further cxeiting chap-
ters of this poweriul story of modern
piraey tn nert week's gramd fssue of the
AIAGHET, bows.)
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THE ST. SAM’S
MARATHON!

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Reddy 1 asked Burleigh, of the Sixth Form
i St. Sam’s, glarnsing at the fellows lined up
yatside the gaies of the school for the Junior
Marathon.

“ Reddy, T, reddy '™ grinmed Jack Jolly, the
kaptin of the Fourth, who was ono of the most
fancied kompetitors for the race.

* Then e

Burleigh was about to say “Go!" Before he
could get the werd out, however, there was an
unlooked.for interruption.

To the digtonishment of the runnera and of the
crowd that had assembulled to waich the start, a
weerd-looking old c¢rock of & motor-bike came
snorting and rattling out of the gates, bearing in
its saddle a distingwished-looking jentleman wear-
ing & gown and mortar-hoard. .

%t'r was Dr. Rirchemall—and the fellows' serprize
at eecing their majestick headmeaster riding a
motor-bike waa dubbled when thoy noiiesed that
ho carried under his right arm & long spear which

usually adorngd one of the walls of Big Halll’
“What the merry dickens—"  gasped
Burleigh, '

“Half o minnit, Burleigh!" called out Dr.
Birchemall, “Is Merry of the I'ourlh among the
starters 7 " .

Burleigh nodded like one in a dreem.

“Yes, sir, he's over there. But what——=""

“Qood 1" grinned the Head. * That being so
vou mmay get on with the washing. I am going to
follow the race on this old jigger, Burleigh, and I
only mentioned Merry becawse I have a partikular
{unsy for his chances to-day."”

*“ But why are you carrying that wacking grate
gpear, sir ' asked Burleigh wonderingly.

The Head larfed gatly.

'* Ah, I thought that would puzzle you, Burleigh.
It looks misterious, I know, but the eggsplanation
is guite simple. The fact is, I have only just
tinished my dinner, and as I don’t possess & tooth-
pick at the moment I am taking this along with me
instend !

“By gum!" mermered Burleigh.
“ But don’t let my toothpick hold up the race,”
added the Head, with biting wit. " Get things

going at oneo, Burleigh. I atn anxious to sse how
vung Merry shapes,”

Some of the fellows wondered, a3 they prepared
ngain for the start, why Dr. Birchemall was so
deeply interested in Merry on this partikular
alterncon., It didn't oceur to them that Major
Merry, that cheery jumior’s pater, was very keen
on seeing hiz son win the marathon, and had
promised the Head a handsum reward if the junior
pulled it off. Yet such was the case; and this,
a3 they were soon to lern, was the reason for the
Head turning up with the weerd trappings he had
brought with him !

“Got " velled Burleigh at last.

Like unleashed hounds, the marathon runners
bounded off the etarting-line. Immejately after-
wards, with an ear-splitting roar, the Head’s motor-
bike started off behind them.

It was a trying jernoy Dr. Birchemall had to
make that afterncon. The race toolk the runners
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over hills and dales and through plowed fields, 1
gwift streams and muddy marshes. But the Head GO

of St. Sam’s kept to the course with tremenjous

enthusiasm. i
It was notizenble that he sbuck to Merry like

lew. At first Merry thought he was doing this
%mm motives of affeckshun, That was while
Merry was well to the fourfront. Then Merry

began to lag behind a hit, and as soon s’ that
happened he began to wake 3 to the facts !

o sopnet had the junior fallen a hundred yards
behind the leaders then he felt something egg-
stremely hard and sharp etab him in the rear with
a violence that made him yell in aggerny.

It was the Head's spear |

One jab was suffishant for Merry. Ha jumpad
fully five fest in the air and then ran on so last
that in o brace of ehakes he was leading the field,

A few minnits later Merry weskened again, As
soon as he fell back to the rear of the runmers the
Head gave him another vishua jab in the rear of
his anattermy.

“Yaroo! Stoppit!"™ howled Merry. " What
the dickens are you dnin%, gir T " , _
“ Predding you in the i3 with this here

gpear ! " eggeplained Dr. Eimhema,llu—t-lmug'hlthm
810

eggeplanation was entirely unneccssary.

determined that you shall win this race, Merry—
and win it you shall, by hook or by crock—or

perhaps I should say Ly spear in the rear! Get a
move on! ™
So Merry went all gut to win the race. And the

Head, by following him closely on his maotor-bike
and ghrin%1 him & jowdicious prod or two or three,
goon sent him well to the four.

At last tha a?i.ms snd turreta snd bottlements
of the old skool eame into site once more, and,
amid deffening cheers, Merry of the Fourth breasted
tho tape—an €asy winner |

"' Hooray ! 'The race goes to your son, my dear
major ! ? rematked the Head, us he dismounted

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

You fellows whoe look en Lord Maule-
verer as the Laoguid Lord or the Afcker
of the Remove sand nothing dore,
should have seen him as I saw hm one
bright day last week. Yon would have
had wour eyes opened. DMipe wed

He locked languid and sjack eswgh
when I first spotted him wulking s:rosa
the footpath to the lane, cerlinly,
Then he spotted the bull!l

Mauly should have known belienthan
to have entered the field at all, forthere
was a warning notice posted up about
the bull. But it wasn’t much good
erying over spilt milk, and Mauly ddn’t
make that mistake., He just teds ons
look at the bull as it thunderad ove the

turf towards him and then jumps for
his life, with & jump that w have

inod him first prize in any jnior
ong jump contest t .
cod as it was, howover, that gmp

West, Young Mauly!”
Says PIET DELAREY

gained him only a
temporary ite, The
bull returned to theo

attack, and Mauly, who
had started heading for
home, was headed off
matead. I can tell you
I felt pretty anxious
about auly ea I
scrambled through the
t hedge with a vague idea
of helping. That bull
wad out for mischief,
and it looked as '

though he had Mauly comered.

The way Mauly dodged and twisted
tand feinted was almost incredible.
Greased lighining wesn't in it !

I wyelled and t a stone or two to
try to turn the beast’s attention to me
and give Mauly & chance {o make s

getaway. But the red.eyed monster

wasn't having any; he f'uaf:.

and joined Merry's pater.
faney, go tome ! 8

eyves nearly po

instroment of war T "

* Bw the honners, I
o the spear sulspoil the child
is & motter T have alwaye balbevedil, and —"

“ Grate pip!* interrupted Msor Merry, his
ing out of thei sockita.
you mean to tell me, sir, that yu nade my son
win the race by prodding him will that fearsome

stuck to Mauly like glue
I was beginning to think it
we3 all up with our old pal
wher a slaggering thing
ha E‘nﬁ'dq
ith a euddenness that
made me blink, Mauly dodged
a vicious charge and charged
himself, An wstant later he

*lm

“Jurk o1 milod Be Disenal,  an | 8 S S 05 ot
now, my dear major, I shall e _Lt the handsum | ~ 5., PR R

reward you promissd me."”

Maojor Merry's face seamed to fum perple, and &
forrid as he

grate nottid vain stood out on
gazed at his punctured young herul.

“ Reward 1" ho snorted.
i'our reward, girl

Ha
open palm. And
had time to say

Merry

then,

and finslly
puddle

you'rs welcome to 1t ]

“ Yes you shall have
I am a man 4 my word, and
Il give you the reward right enufl| Here it ia 1"
pressed two copper eoings il the Head's
hefore lir. Birchomall
“ Thank you kiedly | ™ Major
bbed him by the soruffuf the neck and
shook him till the Head's teeth-roitldi likeldominoess
pat him down in bhe ppddle of a big

“ There | he pantsd. “ Thatl;:.‘:[imuﬂxmg ex-
tra thet I didn't promise you, BESITE
k Spear, ind4i! Pah ™

raw in my native South
Africa, but, believe me, chaps,
I've mnever seen naturse 80
much in the raw as I saw il
during the half-minute that

atark, staring mad. It bucked
and ran and spun round in
a regular nightmare of move-
ment.

And Mauly rode it with tho
gaie nonchalance as he might
have bestowed on & donkey
at the seasids |

Eventually the bull made
g rush at me., Hurriedly 1
crawled through a gap

‘0L

Young Tubl of the Third ruined his
chanees in the Junior Cross-country Race
by eating half a pound of Mrs, Mimble's H{ome-
mide Btickjaw belore the star,

He couldn't run for toffes !

— iy o

CUTE COMMENT !

Tom Brown i3 very dissatistied with the

LS

deerepit old boat he obtained in exchange ﬂdh[ﬂ-:lpﬁt

followed ! That bull just went

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU

and suceceded in reach-
ing the other side of
the hedge.

No sooner had 1
stood upright again
than I spotted Maul
coolly lowering himself
into the lane from the
top of the hedga! He
had chosen the exact
moment that the bull
reached the bedge to
jump off hia ferocious
mount—and fimed it
beautifully |

Abraham  Lincoln's
advice to the youth of
his day used to be " Go
West, young man ! "

Judging by the amazing exhibition
I saw, Buffalo Bill wouldn't have a
thing on Lord Mauleverer and old
Lincoln’s advice fits in admirably.

Glo West, yorng Mauly {

SOL-FA—OR SOFA?T
Lord Msuleverer is studying tonie sol-fa,

We suppose he'll start with the usual
¥ dohs "1

“WAKE UP,
YOU GUYS!”

Yawps FISHER T. FISH

If Greyfriars wero in the U.S. it would bo placed
vight inside & museum of curiositics, Yes, siren !
Thia sleepy old shebang would surely give uny 100
per cent American a pain in the peck Il tell iho
world !

Imagine & school where not a single hoso is
paying his own fees by solling vacuumn cleancrs,
typowriters, and books to the othera! Twzzine a

hool where they don’t even organise the cheering
at their games | Imsagine a school where scarcely
o ‘glu:,r gota killed at footballl Bounds impossible,
huh ? But that's what it’s like at Greviviars!

Say, what you Rip van Winkles want is waking
up |

Start reforming by introducing the features I've
just mentioned. Having got those going, ses if
you can't bring things up-to-date in the class.
room. In the U.B. students are taken to hig
stores to study salesmanship, to the * movies *" to
study their reactions to drams, and to the under-
world to study crime. et going on these linea
at Greyfriars—and give slick guys like me a break !

If & movo in the right direction ain’t mado soon
I guess L'l bust, and yol wouldn't like my scattered
pieces to be on your heads, would you ¥ I'll say
not |

Whoopea ! Hear me holler !

Wake up, you guys |

-~ ]

Answer to Correspondent

“ Cuprovs " [(Remove)—Who has scored the
grentest number of goals at Greyfriars this tore ¥ "
The answer may surprise you, ** Curious.” Tho
most prolific goal.-scorer this term is Coker—and
his record iz all the more remarkable when youn
consider that his goals have sll been scored egainsé

hiz own side J

gt

Potter and Greene plead:

LET'S SAVE

COKER’S DOG!

The axe has fallen, chaps !
minute reprieve, poor ol

you going to do about it ¥
ﬂuﬁz

r haa had it for only a couple of days,
but the bond of sympathy that has developed
betweon them in that short period is of the
simply
break his heart if they part—for an hour or

firrnest possible kind. Coker will

50, anyway !

He called it Pedro because he said it re-
minded him of & famous detective’s blocd- | &
hound. It reminded us more of a tripehound,
but that's only & matter of personal opimuon,

of course. :
Pedro is an awfully affectionate pet.

trua that his affectionate ways take strange
forms. Bometimes he'll playiully tesr a
piece out of one's trousers, and sometinies

WAIT !

IFailing a last.
Coker's dog Pedro
is going to be sent to Aunt Judy. What are

he'll chew one'’s cap to pleces. It's all done
in the most affectionate spirit—or so Colier
2 YH.
Ve must confess that at times Lils presence
148 a hittle inconvenient. For instance, Coker
let's him eat off our plates, of whiclhi habit
we don't altogether approve. And apart
from that he eatsa any food we may have
intended to put on those plates for ourselves—
but then doga will be dogs, won't they ?
Thers ig also, by the way, the slight addi-
tionnl difficulty that if Pedro is left in tho
study, we dare mot go anywhere near it
without Coker to protect us. Little diffi-
cultiea like thia are unavoidable, naturally.
Are wo indignent at the Heed's ban on
Pedro ¥ Why ask the queation ¥ Don't we
alwaya back up our er ? _
Anyway, who'a gomng to do somcthing to
ot the Head to change his mind 7
Volunieers for this great work will oblige
us awfully if they come and see us first.
We'll smash them !

Tt's

BRIGHT IDEA!

Templo of the Fourth is booked {0 move
{he proposition * That - Mverealing is a
Crima " at the Fourth Ilﬂbu.’e-mg society.

i

= _r'i-l—I
|.J...

: .E

He has asked us if wo can think of a weighty
argument in support of the idea.
We're going to suggest Bunter !

A RIVAL FOR BOLSY?
Russell tells ua that the mew cloek Ogilvy

has bought for Study No. 3 has tho ngliest
dial ho haa ever seen.

o ety R ' . . SRR Better not tell Bolsover meajor. e may
for his quite servicenble bieycle. | i 1 ¥r. Quelch’s absences from the The gentle-natured Alomzo Todd Marjorio Eazeldeno of Clift House feel jealous.
We said af the time that his barque would #ﬁ 1:|ilm'|::;r:l:l %Fc&: fuﬁ“ﬁmmﬁ?' Ek?l:nﬁ:a:ﬁ:ﬂégﬁr ;:;aih: y ?1*'1‘1};; o perverse ‘‘ mo % m'hhat :I:IIIJ??: Form Boom through ill- has & piece of seaweed hung np is a skilled knitter. Ble won & - e — e
be worse than his bike! suctess in & very frae version of pair of goegles. They don't seem he would quickly qouarrel will asm are rare. Skinner & Co. in his study, from which ha competition in ald of charily by
= ‘The Porty Thieves,” produced fo help him much, though—at his best end. p;hm Eoty ﬂﬁd e Eualull:i ”hiﬁgn!_ﬂ tnﬂ nﬂg:lnph to ;mrﬁyﬂe h:wﬂf:l' Eﬁhﬁmt‘mm?ﬁ sod aﬁiﬁ: CONUNDRUM
i ' i i * Bmil 3 mor Wing ﬂh.'llﬂ ) : .
Potato skins in themselves are an excol- by Willem = Wibiey Wil te Aoy N siip for his life when e Bad, 1s whe enough: i lests pxident to his arm, but they were woed and his seaweed ™ in the *tjumped ' 'when he had 6 . What popular novel deseribes tho Third
lent food,” says Alenzo Todd. Lupg crawled aboat inm the QCoker ** passed thromgh *’ Friar- his chum alons till he comes pointed. Mr. Quelch d bhearing of ‘ Lonzy’s* Cousin escort her to receive the pﬂ:ur Form master’s action when he lost sixpence
Sinee re-reading his pot book, ™ The Story gro.on helching esiom fire, dale. Coker's* passomt® nearly At any time, a st w—and caned them with his Potor, some extromely o stormy ihongh, 'f;“mlidhfs waa quite  the quad, last week 1
of & Potato,” "Lonzy has even learnt to respect He  cortain “tm"tﬂ sndience ‘made Tozer ** pass out *’ | Redwing will ronze ** § ¥ ymund arm lor negleciing their weather * blew up—lor Bkinaer | buo l A. “ The Bending of & Twigg."
& potato's peclings | on fire ** ] ire | prep |



