


A FULL-OF-PEP YARN FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & €0.—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Follow Yorr Leader!

1 OAST'S clear!”  said  Bob
q Lherey,
s Bu1 p— __U

" MNobody s about
= Buyl—-"

*h, come on !

ol dit uot wail for a third * but.”
He swung bimself on the broad, zmooth
apben Lamstor and wensi salhing down.

“Fathead ! =aid Havry Wharton.

But he followed. Where one memboer
uf the Famous Five of ihe Greyivinrs
omove went the vest wore sure  to
fodlow,

Venturesonre fellows Tiked to descend
rhe big staircaze ritting on ihat long,
~toooth osken banister and sailing down
at headlong speed. A fellow whizzed
Jown at a dizzy rate, Lifted his leg over
the massive newel post ar the lower end,
and jumped off to the Acor—and it was
nite excitipr amd cxbilarating, hut
rother dangerons,

A fellow who lost hiz nerve after
starting woilld have been booked for a
fall that would have done o great den!
«f damage.

Far- which reaszon sailing - down the
lanister:  was  stvicely  forbidden  at
Greviviars and liable to punishment.

Bab Cherry rather forgot thatk, A
clanee down having revealed that there
was, for ence. nobady about—neither
heaks nor prefects—it zeemed to inh
tog good u chanee to be missed.

So down bie wont—whizzing !

Harry Wharton. baving remonstrated
e vain., Todlowaed, and whizzed after
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He came quickly towards the juniors
with a grim look on his face; they
backed away fronn the stairs, trying to
look as ¥ they had never thought or

i dreamed of sliding down the banisters in

all their youmg lives. Unfortunately,
Loder of the Sixth waa not of a trusting

I disposition, and he had a dislike for

those cheery members of the Lowev
Fourth. He had not secen them come
down, but he ha:l heard them—and Lo
Enew. 3

“¥ou young sweeps!” sald Loder.

Il « Sliding down the banisters—whaot 7"

B“bﬂﬂ harm done, Loder,” venturad
ab.
“¥You might have broken your neclks !

s said Loder, " Not that tlrat would have
' mattered much !

But what about House

o vules ?

Bob did not answer that question;

i voally there was no answer fo be made,

Aficr Wharlon went-Johnay Bull,
then IFrank Nugent, and then Hurrec
Jamsot Ram SBingh, Five fellows were
sieting o the banister all at once, one

liin.

after another, all whizing. Putnam
varn Duek. the American junior, whao
was coming downsiairs with his friends,
paused.

“(oe ' he vjacnlnted, staring at that
surlden, startling acrobatie performance.

Van Duck had plenty of nerve; he
was not afrald to fellew where others
led=—hut 1hizs was a new one on him.
and for a moment or two he stood and
stared.
It wag a rapid performance, Almeost
in a2 second Bob was down to the newel
nast, lifting a leg over it., and shooting
off, te land lightly on his feet. After
him =hot thé rest of the Co., landing,
one after another, actively, hightly, and
suceessfully.

Then Van Thek prepaved to siart,

Unlike his fellow-countryman, Fisher
'T. Fish of 1he Remeve, he had T‘mupﬁ of
rlm_-l.:. It was a dangerons game—and
1 knew il—but he was not going to -get

tefr. e swung on the bamster o gn.

At the zame moment there was o
startled and dismaved  exelamabion
Lrelow.

“"Ware prefects 1"

Tare lower hall was not so deserted as
Bob Cherry had suppesed at that
cursory glance from the landing. From
the big window nleove Loder of the
Sixth stepped out,

He had been leoking out inte the
aquad, scowhng at the sighi of a bowler-
hatted man who was walking there, but
at tha sound of fve frllows jumping,
one after anather. Gerzld Loder looked
vound and stepped ferth.

7 good and
* ready to admat.

He had rather forgotten Iouse rules—
necessary rules, as Bob waa
Still, a fellow dic
rather forget vulea at times—espec-
ally when he had an exuberant nature,
and was always full of beoans, like the
cheery Bob.

cr, standing by the newel post, ro-
gaﬁggd the dismayed five with malicions
satisfaction. This meant a report 1o
Mr. Quelch, and lines cr a gating, if
not & whopping—which- was a satisfac-
tion to the bully of the Sixth.

I take dyﬂu to Queleh now—-" Lo
Iscoifimenceaed,

He was interrupted.

“Look out ' yelled: Bob,

Loder did not catch on in time. Ilo
had caught the Famous Five, and ho
was not aware that o sixth fellow was
following their example and following
their descent of the banisters.

Van Duck had started before b
noticed that Loder was therc. Chrveey
started, there was no stopping.

It was a long banister, with a wide
curve in it. It was not easy to negotiate,
A fellow could have fallen off at any
point. but he could not bave jumpel
off =afely till he reached the end.

. Had Loder of the Bixth looked round
in time and scen Van Duck coming he
might have jumped clear. but he did
ot look round in time.

Putnam van Duck came like o bullet.
He flew donwn the banisters and flew off
the end and failed to jump clear, like
the Famous Five, becsuse Loder was in
thee waw. He landed on Loder !

Crash !

Bumnp !

It seemed to Lodey of the Bixth that
a battering-ram had hit him. Van
Duck was not a heavy-weight, but he
cume with a tervific impetus. Locdor
was knocked spumine.

He spun two or three yards before he
crashed—-and when he crashed it was o
terrifie erash,

is Dﬂﬂﬂﬂh !n
Lreathlessly,

He erashed o =plit second alter Lodor
—and it was on Loder that he crashed,
sprowling righs over him.

slpliorod] Van Deels
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—THE CHEERY CHUMS OF

From ona point of vicw, this was for-
tunate. The old oaken floor was hard
to fall on: Loder was much softer. Van
Puck’s fall was broken by Loder.

Judging by Loder’'s agonized howl, he
was broken, too, T

Harry Wharton stared on in dismay.
Dreaking the rules was serious; break-
ing a Sixth IMorm prefeet was still more
EeTious,

“Oh, my hat ¥ gasped Bob. .

Harry Wharton ran forward to give
Putnam s hand wp. ~The American
junior staggered breathlessly to his feek.

“Carry me home to die!” he gasped,
“What the great horned toad did that
pesky geck get in the way for? I've
sure collared & million bumps and a few
over—and then somo 1"

“Urrrgegh1¥ ecamoe a moan from

B

“ Hurt, Loder 7" asked Bob. ]

It was tiu;tn a superfluous question,
Only too Y ainlly Loder of the Sixth was
hurt, 8till more plainly, he was wildly
enragad. .

Ie staggered up, gasping and splut-
tering ; he turned to Putnam van Duck
with & deadly glave. .

As a prefect, Loder was entitled to
roeport these delinguents to their ¥orm-
master; ho was entitled to order Yan
Duck to “bend over ” and take "six ™
for haviug floored him. But he was too
CNre to think of what he was eco-
titled to do, Had he had his ashplant
with him. no doubt he would have used
it—hard. But he bado't. He leaped
at Van Duck, almost like a tiger,
ﬁnmﬁkmg: his head right and left—which
rio Greyiriara prefect was entitled to do.
The smacking of heads was 8
“taboo ™ at Graviriars School.

He did not merely smack—he banged !

“Yurrroop 7 roared Putnam.

A bang on the right side of his head
gave him a list to port, and a bang on
the left righted him again; snother
bang was coming which would have
floored him—for Loder waz too savagely
cxasperated to think or care what he
was deoing—but Putnam dodged thnt
thivd bang, cut across to the open door-
wu}'h and scudded out inte the sunny

[11:
et Stop I” roarca Loder.

Et-c-pt]jling for more bangs was the last
1liing that Putnam van Duck was think-
itiiﬂ-f, Ho fAow.

ftar him fHew Loder in fieree pursuit.

“ Dl erumbs 1 pasped Bob Cherry.

Anud the Famous Five, in a stale of
great dismay, followad on into the quad
to sce what was going to happen.

lutely

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Poker Plke Horns In !

OKEER PIKE glanced round.

? Tha bowler-hatted man was
walking sedately in the quad, on
the poth by the elms, when

'ulnam wan Duck flew out of the

Ionsze.

Some of the Greyfriars fellows smiled
when thor im.

The iden of a Chicago gunman being
pested at the school to guard the son of
8 Chicago mullionsire from kidnanpers,
rather amused them.

But as Poker Pilie had been at Crey-
frinrs since the frst day of the term
they wera geiting used to the eight of
Lim, with h:s serious hickory face under
the brim ot the tight-ithing bowler hat,
that scemea never fo part company wilh
his bullet head, even indoors. Fyen the
foct that he was known to “pack &
gun " had ccased to thrill them.

Mr. Pike was prepared to “pull ¥ that
gun if dangmer threatencd the son of

GREYFRIARS, FRANK RICHARDS AT HIS BEST!

Vandordesken van Dueck, entrusted to
his watchfu! care The millionsire had
hired him for that purpose, and I'oker
was a dutiful "puy.” .
Fmtmtim;( Putnam from Chick Chew,
the “star’® kidm‘gper of the great
TUnited States, was Poker's present duty,
and he did 1t with thoroughness.

There had been some trouble, because
Foler seem -d to consider it his duty to
protect Putnam, not only from threaten-
ing kidnappers, but from everybody clse
wha pot too * fresh.” i

He had even interrupted a Sixth
Form prefect whe was whopping
Futnam, and earried that prefect—
Loder, of the Ei:-:th—atrug%}mg and
kicking under his arm, which had led Lo
a long and serious *“jaw " from the
Head, whe had had to impress on Mr,
Pike just where he got off, so to speak.

Mow, looking round, Mr Pike saw
Putnam van Duck in full flight, and,
raging on his trock. Loder of the Sixth.

His glite of eyes glinted, and his gash
of & mouth set hard. His brows
knitted under the clamped-down bowler.

He made a stride towards the scene.

Then he stopped.

Polcer was not & man easily impressed,
Liut thae headmaster of Greyiriars had
impressed him. Also, Mr. van Duck
hid diracted him to respect snd obey
the headmaster in every particular.

His impulse, &t the sight of his charge
chased by Loder, was to "einch ¥ Loder
and beat him up & few. But the Head's
storn injunctions weighed on his mind,
and he paused.

SENSATION at GREYFRIARS !

Some person unknown has had
the effrontery to drench the
Head with ink, and the ques-
tion is being asked up and
down the snlla;a?I—WHD DID

As he stood undecided, Van Duck flowr
past. After him came Loder, as if he
were on tho cinder-path. ’

Poler Pike stepped abruptly into his
wWAY.

Fle wes not going to eineh Loder, or
beat him up; but he was poing to stop
him, Pokear reckoned that no reason-
ablo puy cowid find faunlt with that.

He stepped suddenly in front of Loder,
and stood fike a rock, and Loder
crashed like o wave on a ]pa,rti-::ul::r]:.-
hard rock, and almost broke like o wave.

It was a terrific concussion.

Loder was gﬁing at great speed, stared
ot on all sides, forgotiul of overything
but his desire to get hold of the junior
who had floored him. It was a2 most
injudicious exhibition of exeitoment and
bad temper on the part of a 3ixth Form
prefect, but Loder was too enrapged to
think of appearances.

Guoing at top speed, his inmupact would
have hurled abmost any other man off
Itz foet. Bur Poker stood like a rock,
ard the coneussion did not scem even to
ghake himm It more than shook Loder!

Loder staggered back, erumpled, and
rolled over from the ghoek. Ie rolled
at Mr. Pike's fect, gasping.

“*Aan down ™ gasped Bob Cherrr, as
the Famous Five came trooping out of
the House,

“That jolly old gunman!” gasped
Frank Nugent

Thera wa. a shouting of voices all over
the guad. I'cllows rushed up from all
guartera.

Y1 sav, vou fellows!” velled Dilly
Bunter. “That gengster’s at it againl
He, he, he ™

-IIH",'1 !.m-' ll[l. !'I'.I : -

Gorald Loder sat np dizzily. M.
Pike was looking down at him with n
colm and serious face. Putnam van
Duck came to a panting halt at a little
distanes, looking back, ready to dodge
again if Loger resumed the pursuit.
“0Oh!” gasped Loder. *Ow! (ooogh !
You rotten ruffian! Qoogh!”

*“Pack that up, big boy I"* advised Mr.
Fike. *“I got orders from the king-pin
of this here caboodle not to beat you
up, but you don’t want to ask for it

none. "
Loder staggh{-.rud up. I
Ho gave the man from Chieago n

deadly glare. Loder would have liked
nothing better than to have planted his
fist full in the hard-boiled hicknry face,
and sent AMr, Pike spinning. He would
have tried it on, but for the knowledge
that the punch would have hurt his fist
mora than it would have hurt Poker’s
face |

Instead of hitting Mr. Pike, he moved
to go round him and get after Pulnam
van Duck.

But Mr Pike moved at tho some
moment, and the bully of the Bixth
found him still in the way.

Loder moved aiain. Jand Me Pike
moved again. The stocky fgure still
bavred Loder's way.

“Will you got out of my war, von
ruffian ¥ howled Loder.

Mr. Pike shook his head.

“Nope " he answered., " Nob if you're
‘gunning *  after that Putnam van
Duck. 1 puess I'm here fo look after
that youn guy."

Y"You ehecky fool 1" roeared Loder.

“Can it 1" said Mr, Piko warningly.
“ 1 keep on telling you not to ask for i1,
vou, Loder ™

“ et out of my way 1" yelled Tioder,

“7 should smile 1" answered Ay, Pike.

Putnam van Dueck, a8 dozen wand-
Lehind thoe gunman. grinned.  About
fifty fellows, gathering round the scene.
grinnied also  Loder made another move
to walk round the gunman. Mr. ike
promptly eaded him off.

He had his hands in his pockels
resisting the temptation to beat Loder
upr a few. At home, in Chicazo, Me
Pike would have beaten up auny gus
who fooled aroumd like this—if hio had
not, indeed, pulled g gun on him. Bl
Poker, greatly to his credit, was trying
to nccommodate himself to the stranga
manners and eustoms of the strange land
in which he now sojourned. e wasn'y

oing to beat Loder up if he could help
it, but he was not gomng to let him mu
“gunning ¥ efter Putnam van Duck,

Loder wa almost dancing with rage.

“Will yon let me passi” he howled.

fNot so’s you'd notice it!” ansnoved
Myr. Pike. <

“I'll knock soun down i you don't
stand aside 1 bawled Loder,

“Aw, forget 161" advised A Pilie.
“You couldn’t chew it if you bif it off 1

“Ha, ha ha!” yelled the Grey{riars
fellows  Mr. Pike's flow of languoge
never ceased to entertain them.  Accord-
ing to what they learned in their school
baoks, America was one of the Lnglish-
epeaking couniries; but the variety of
]fnglis]: that FPoker Pike had brooght
from Chicago bore little resemblance tu
the language spoken at Greyfriars.

“You cheeky ruflian ¥ yelled Loder.

“Pack it ' said Mr Dike.

Again Loder attempted to circle ronnd
the obstruction., Again Mr. Pike barred
hiz way. )

Prudence failed Loder. In his furr,
fanned to white heat by the laughter of
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t-e erowd of fellows behind him, he for-
ot that Mr. Piks was too Iarge an order
or him.

Ha made a epring at the pgunmean,
hitting out fiercely with both fista.

Crash |

* Oh ¢rikey I" gasped Bob Cherry,

Mr. Pike had shoved his hands into his
pockets, perheps to help him resist his
natural inclination te kneck Loder into
the middle of next week, or further
along tha calendar. B0 the sudden
attack took him off his guard.

Both Loder’s fsts, with all Loder™s
weight behind them, landed in his
hickory face before he could whip ocut
his hands. _

Mr. Pike went over backwards. He
went over ar uprooted tres. His bowler
hat crashed on the quad, and -his feet
flew into the air.

“Yurrrooogh I gasped Mr. Pike, as
ha crashed.

He was knocked down! Loder of the
Sixth had knocked him down! And as
ho eprawled on his back, Loder rushed

ast. ;

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, " What next?”

“Laok out 1" shrieked Bob. i

Poker Pike was on his feet with a
bound. His hickery face was grim with
wrath. His hand ﬁpw to his hip. In
amazemen' apd horror, the Greyiriars
followa saw that he was pulling a gun.

“Pike | yelled Wharton.

i Emp P

“You mad fathead I"

“ Stop him *

“0Oh crikey 1" .

Mr. Pike did not heed. His six-gun
had leaped into his hand, and the muzzle
bore on Loder of the SBixth.

Bang | :

Loder leaped clear of the ground with
a yell of terror, as & bullet emashed up
earth of hi feet. He spun round, his
eyes starting from his head, almost
jabbering with terror. Mr. Pike strode
at hirpt: with levelled gun, and grim face
over i

A,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Jump |

HERE was a roar of excitement
im. the old quadrangle of Grey-

I friars,

The report of Poker FPike's
six-gun had awakened ever @, and
stariled every ear in the school.

Windows were crammed with faces,
looking out.

Dr. ke was seen abl his study win-
dow, his eyes almost popping through
his glasses, Mr. Quelch, the Remove
master, was at his window; Prout,
master of the Fifth, was leaning out,
amazed., Startled faces stared, and
startled volees sounded on sll sides.

Poker Pike did not heed. Neither did
T.oder! The smoking gun in the gun-
man’s hand transfixed the bully of the
Bixth with terror.

His 1mﬁm~mmﬂ was that Poker had
fired at him, and was going to fire
ngain. Of course, Poker hadn’t] Poker
was a handy man with a gun, and he
could plant a bullet just where he liked.
Ha had chosen to plant that one at
Loder's feet—certainly very close, but a
miss was a2 good as a mile !

“Now, you pesky 5Ink 1” roared the
exasperated Poker. "I gucsa I'm going
to fan you a few! ¥You get mel! Dance,
you geck, dance |

Bang !

The six-gun roared zgain.

“Yaroooh | roared Loder,

Hae ]E?ﬁfd a foot in the air.

The bullet took a chip of leather from
his boot. Loder actually felt it as it
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chip his hﬂot'.;a He 'was not hur,
Bpt!; o was frightened almoat out of his
wits.

“Jump, you gink, jump I” roared Mr,
Pike, "I guesa I'm ]fa.nni.ng‘ o & few,
snd if you don’t jump, and keep on

%umping‘ I guess you'll want orutcheal

urest thing you knmowl  Jump, yous
gink | Dance, you geck! You éﬂt it
coming [

Bang |

“Urrghil Helpl YoopI®

Loder yelled—and jumped !

With bullets crashing at his foet, he
had to jump |

There was an alarmed yell from
Putnam van Duck, ;

" Poker, you geck! Pack it up! ¥You
hear met You can't fan o guy here,
you gink | You figure $hat you're fan-
ning a hobo'in & cago joint, you
pesky bonehead! Can itl” -

But Poker Pike did not heed, He
h:g(ljg'ed agsin with the six-gun, and
Loder gave ancther convulsive bound.

“Oh, my hat 1" gasped Bob.

“1t's al right 1” stuttored Wharton,
“He's not going to hurt Loder. It's
his idea of & game |”

“Some game | grinned Bob.

“The goamefulnesa iz terrific ¥
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bang 1

Loder bounded.

. Breathlessly, the OGreyfriars crowd
lcoked on, Had Mr. Pike been shooting
at Loder, plenty of fellows would have
rushed on him to stop him, taking the
risk of the gun,

But everybody except Loder conld see
that he was not being “shot up.,” And
even er could sce that he was all
right so long as he jumped. He jumped
for hia life |

SBome of the fellows had heard of the

eculiar game of “fanning.” They had

eard of 1t as a wild and wu{:r]l_lq" custom
of the wild and woolly West. They had
never expected to see it in the quad-
rangle of Greyfriara School. Now they
gavw ik '

Bang |

Loder leaped nearly & yard into the
air,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Coming auwn after that terrified leap,
Loder stumbled, and zat. He sat sud-
denly and hard, and yelped.

Mr. Pike, his gun emptied, glared at
him over the smoking revolver.

“You pesky galoot!” he said, *I
%ue_aa that lets you out! You beat it}

ou head for that shebang, and hunt
cover, and I guess I give you #ill I get
this gun loaded!  Absquatulate, you
geek | Hoof it, you gink! Get going,
you dogﬁ;annd big: staff 1”

Loder leaped to his feet,

He fﬂlﬁﬂt vengeance on Putnam van
Duck. He forgot everything but that
terrifying gun. He ran for the House.

Loder was not a first-class man on the
cinder-path. but he ran now as no fellow
had ever run for the School 100
yards. His feet scarcely touched the
ground. He flow.

A roar of laughter followed him,

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled the juniors.®

“Put it on, Loder!” roared Coker of
the Fifth,

“Hook it, Loder!” kowled Vernon-
Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha*

It did not take Mr, Piks long to
reload a six-gun. But he had no further
use for that gun. Loder bedt him to it
Before Mr. Pike was ready to resume
“tfannmg'.." Loder reached the House
steps.

e went up those steps with the bound
of a kangaroo. He holted into the
House, like & scared rabbit into a
burrow.

He had no time to look where he was
going. He neilher knew nor cared what
might be'in front of him. What was
behind him was enough for Loder to
think about.

Had he reflected, he might hava
guessed that the Head would be hurry-
ing out to intervens in that smazing
and alarming scene in the gquadrangle.
But he had no time to reflect.

_ He bounded headlong into the House,
just as Dr. Locke, in hot haste, reached
the doorway. There they met|

It was 8 sudden and unexzpected
meeting on both sides.

Loder, when he had crashed into Mr,
Pika in the qguad, had broken like a
wave on a rock. He had better luck
crashing into the Head! The head-
master did not stand rock-like, in
Poker's style. The Head went back-
wards, spinning.

Loder, halted by the shock, stood
spluttering. Dr, o lay extended,
gasing up at him, wondering if it was
an earthquake, or whether Croyvfriars
Bchool had fallen in on him.

“Oh * gasped Loder.

 Uoooooogh I said the Head fainily,
“Woooogh I

Other masters were speeding door-
ward. Mr. Quelch and " Mr. Prout
rushed to the overturned headmaster.
Mr. - Capper and Mr, Wiggins, Mr.
Hacker and M. Charpentier, followed
them fast, Therse were plenty of help-
ing hands for the Head | " He needed
them. He was guite winded.

“You clumsy young raseall” Prout
hooted over & plump shoulder at Loder,

Q;;]IE?‘I:]?:I How dare you |” gasped Me.

“F=I—T—" stammered Loder holp-
lessly,

Sympathetic. hands lifted the head-
master. They stood him.on his feet.
Ho stood wunsteadily, supported by
Quelch and Prout—Capper, Wiggins,
and Moesoo hovering round with anxious
sympathetic nmurmurs.

“Urreggh ! wes the Head's first
remark.

“My dear sir——" exclaimed Mr,
Quelch.

" Grogogh I

“My dear Dr. Locke—" gasped
Prout.

“Urrght Loderl You—you—you—
you clumsy, stupid, reckless—urrrgh 7

—I—" stuttered: Loder,
There was a yell at the doorway. It
waa the voice of Herbert gi’ernmb mith,
the Bounder of Grayfriars.

“ Look out, Loder ! He's coming 1*

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

It was & {nlae; aIﬁrm. Poker Pike
was not comin ut it.wans enough
for Loder of tge SBixth! Hae bnuﬁﬁgd

away—shouldering M. Charpentier aa he
Fnssed in his haste, and szending the
ittla French master tottering,

#Ciel I" sguesked Mossco. “ Mon
Dieu! Je crois—urrggh I He clutched
at Mr. Hacker to save himself, and
caught the master of the Shell round
the neck, They staggered together,

Loder did not heed. He bounded on,
reached his study, slammed tha door
after bounding in, and turned the key
in the lock.

Not satieBed with that, he dragged the
study table to the door, and backed
it up with tha armchair. .Then, feeling
& little eafer, he had time to gurgle for
hia second wind,

Dr, Locke did not proceed into thae
quadrangle, He was in no state to denl
with Poker Fike! Had the Chicego
gunman loosed off a whole baitery of



machine-guns, the Head would hardly
have heeded in his present winded state.

He tottercd back to his study between
Quulr:.h and Prout, sympathetically sup-
}:mrte on either side. And for quile a

ong time nf!;erwards the Head seemed

a imitating the young man of Hythe i
'H- o was shaved with a scrthe and did
nothing but wriggle and writhe !

In the quad, Fokeor Fike packed his
gun and resumed his sedate pacing. Ho
eeemed to regard that trifling incident
2 over and done wi

The Greyfriars fellows, rooking with
loughter, did not take the same view.
Fanning a guy with bullets was QI
in Chicago, no donbt; but |t. was wildly
out of place in & scho u’l uad—and every-

body but Poker Pike guﬁssed that some-
thing was coming to thoe Gregyiriars

L

gunnman.!

e

Pulnammnnnkﬂmallkeabuﬂnt. H&ﬂnw&uwnmahnﬂm

Gerald Loder was in the way ! Crash!

gasped Van Duck.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Enows How !

ASY aas falling off & form !" sald
Coker of I;ha Fifth.
Potter and Greene looked
doubtful.

uy mﬂnn, of course, if you do exactly
as I tell you, and don’t start thinking
for yourselves I” added Coker.

This made Potter and Greene look
still more doubtful. Horace Coker o
the Greyiriars Fifth had unbonnded con-
Hidenos in himself, His friends had less!
I foct, mu-::h if anyl

“1 suppose,” eaid OCoker, with &
touch o au.l;i:a.sn't, “that Fifth Form
men aren't going to take cheek and
dashed lmpugo nea from a ruffian out of
a icago elum, and emile! That
cheeky ruffian bas got to be pub in his

lace ha Head ocught not to allow
Exm hers, I've told you that before.™

“YWhy not tell the Head” suggested
Fotter, with & privale w ink at Greene.

They wers not so sure that
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“WelllL you knew theso echool-
masters [ Eaid Coker disparagingly.
"They think they know everything.
don’'t suppose for & moment that Dr,
Locke would listen to odvico from a
Ft!ln Form man—even me.l Fathonded,

f vou like, but there it is.”

“Oh * gasped Potter and Grecne.

“That man Pike,"” went on Coker,
“has got to have a lesson, Having him
here 13 all rot. ¥ don't suﬁpﬂsa that
voung ass, van Duck of the Remove, is
really in any danger from kidnappers—
and I don't sea that 1t mattoers, anyhow.
Ha cheoked me, I know that; and I
know that that man Pike ducked mo in
the fountain for whopping him ['d
have mop up school with him,
only the actual fact is, you lallows, I
pcan’t handle him."

Coker made this statement as :f ho
I| rll.lprlf Fai ||l EH‘III.r’]trhﬂ‘: I”_;I

.u.H-' : .|'. ||!:.-=_Jrl

expocted 1t to surprise his friends very
much.

But they were well aware that even
the beef oraca could not have handled
one ha|¥ ui Poker Pikeé—or even one-

qhmrt-::r ! 3till, it was rather surprising

that Colker could ses that obvious fack!

Colier’s usual idea was that he could

handle anybody, and that it was only his

Eﬂﬂ-ﬂ nature that kept him [rom being a

rngu ar terror.

I've tried,” said Coker, "and he
itched me about like a bundle of ra
ou know what happened on the riv :

the other day. He Hoored me easily.

As for you fellows, you knew better than

to try tackling fim at all. He can

bandle me as easily as I could handle
either of you chaps1”

Potter and Greens looked at Coker.
Horace
Coker could handle them so frightfully
egsily 1

“Thrashi tha rotter,” went on
Caoker, “ia nﬁmt I'd like : but what's the

5

ﬁmd of thinking of it when it ean’t be
one? There are more ways of killing
& oat than choking it with ercam. That
man's made himself dashed unpleasant—
well, I'm going to try to be a bit un-
pleasant, foo 1™

Coker's friends thought that ho wonld
not have to try very herd to effect that
result

* Eazy as falling off & form I” repented
Coker. “He duckod me in the fountain.
I’n‘t going to duck him—only more sn—

Ha ducked me in water—I1'n
gm ﬁm duck Inm i ink 1"
jacu lated Pottor.

"Whn.ti' stuttered Greene.

“I've got it all cut and dried,” said
Coker. “Just listenl ‘That Dblighter
Pike has his quarters in Gosling’s lodge.
I fancy the Head's ides was to keep lum
aa far nway fmm tho House as possible.

Iﬂﬂﬂ‘!’ﬁﬂﬂl‘ﬂﬁﬂﬂ*ﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂtﬂ]ﬂm eiur,humusa
It seemed to the Sixth urmurthntahattaﬂug—mmha&hﬂh!m.
* Urrrggh ! ** moaned Loder.

““ Oooooh ! *

There's & side-door ot the ﬁorlx-r s lodge,
as I dare say vou know, t at opens mi.n
his room—that's the door hoe wuses]
There's & dpomlx. with & roof, over that
door: and what about you sitting on
top of that porch, Potter——"

[13 Eh?ﬂ

“With & big can of ink—"

“What 7"

* And mopping it over his head—*

*Oh erikey I

“Or Greene could do 1t !" said Coker.
“ Bithor of you could do it all right.
You haven't much gumption; but anv
fool can do o thing, if he's careful to
carry out instructions. You sco that 1

“Oh!” sard Potter and
together.

"“I've got all ready for it,” continuod
Coker. "I'veo milecmd & lot of ink, and

arked it in a tin pail, in these rhodo-

endrons neer Gosling’s lodgo. T pot it
all ready before lock-up. All that
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remaing is to carry out the wheeze.

Either of you—I don't mind which 1"
Coker did not mind which; it was

immaterinl to him. But Potier and

- Greeng loocked as if they minded very

much

“1 gay, hadn't we better
to the games study?™* aske
uneasily.

Prop waa over in the Fifth, and
Potter and Greens would have gone
already had not Coker kept them while
he used his chin.

“Yes, come on” said Fotter.
“ Blundell’s got something to say about
the ¢ricket, and we don't want to miss
it. Bee you later, Coker,”

“Deon't go 1Y said Coker calmly. “I've
not fioished yet.”

i Buﬁ_”

“And don't jaw 1 I've thought all this
gut,” went on Coker, heedless of his
friends’ longing glances at the door.
“ After dark, that man Pike goes rooting
all over the shop—keeping tabs, as he
calls it, 1n his wierd linge. He fancies
the kidnappers are cdining after that
Emmg Yankee in the Hemove at all

ours of the day and night. Beaks nre
always running into him when they take
E{'iezlr trots in the quad of an évening.

ﬁ —————

“It's after lock-up, Coker ¥ Potter
pointed out. “Of course, I—I'd lika no
cnd to sit on top of that porch with a
can of ink! Just the thing I"d really
enjoy doing! Hem ! Boet as wo're not
allowed out of the Iouse alter lock-
up-u-nu-?’

‘;:Wa can get out all right|” said

et along
Greene

aT.
“I say, there'd be a row—>=="
“I'm not suggesting that you should
eall on Prout and tell him what we're
up fo 1" said Coker sarcastically. “ Keop
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1t dark, of courze. Now, have you gof
it clear? That ruffian Pike will be
rooting about the House and the quad
ns usual to-night; but gooner or later,
of course, he will ﬁo indoors. That's
where you get him, Potter »

“Do 11" murmured Potter.

¥le seemed io doubt it

“Only Pike uses that side door at the
porter’s lodge. No chance of making a
niistake in the dark I know you'd
make & mistake if you could; but it's
safe ns houses! Sitting on top of that
porch, you mop tha ni?uf ink over him
as soon &3 you hear him coming—see §"

Potter and Greene was silent. It was
elear that Coker had been thinking this
oub with deep eunning !

He had it all cut and dried! Really,
it looked good, Btill, they did not scem
keen on it. Breaking House hounds did
not appeal to Coker's friends as much oz
it did to Coker. Also, even if the pail
of ink was successfully mopped over the

abjectionable bIr. Pike, there was sota -

doubt as to what nright happen after
warda, Coker did not seem to have
thought of that. Potter and Greepe
thought of it. ;

“Got it clear 77 asked Coker. *Alind,
this is only a beginning: we're going to
keep on ragging that ruffian Pike till
he gets fedup and gets out of the
gchoal., I'd rather thrash him, as I've
gald. Dut I'm hardly up to his weight.
Ragginﬁ him is the ideal We're gninﬁ‘
to rag him right out of Greyfriars—an
thiz is the start.”

“TUm }" said Potter and Greene,

They did not like Mr. Pike. The
had had one sample of his heavy hand,
and hadn't liked it at all! Ragging
him out of Greyiriars struck tHem as
guite a desirable zort of thing, apnd they
were prepared to stand round and cheer

F.

7

7

-

Rain, hail or snow, bowever uncertain the weather, vou

on ong thing!

you at your newsagent’s to while away a dreary afternoon.

"CHUMS
OF

TOPPINGHAM”

e

- -
'/ e
T
¥
e
[
=

can bet your bogts

a
There's o grand SCHOOQOLBOYS" OWN yarn waiting for

Try this one!

Do you like scheol etories, chum? Cood!
Then you'll just revel in this tip-te
dealing with
MERRICK & CO., the cheery chums of the
Classical Fourth at Toppingham School.
brimful of fun and exciting situations. Make

tala
the unusual adventures of BOB

It's
sure of thiz splendid treat by getting

No. 266 of the

SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

On Sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls

4,1;1

while somebody else got on with it. But
they were not prepared to rag him
ﬁérsﬂnullf—fﬁpﬂmkuy after what had
appened to Loder of the Sixth that
afterncon |
Coker rose from the armchair. He
seemed to have finished talking—which
was a relief, as far as it went. But if
action waz to follow disoussion, Dotter
and Greene really would have preferred
Coker to go on talking.
“ Come on 1" aaid Coker.
Ha led his friends from the study.
Potter and (ireene exchanged a
flance. They did not want & row with
oker, and it was clear that there was
gomng to bo & row if they refused to
back him up in this enterprise. Still
more they did not want to enter into a
hostile encounter with the Greyfriais
gunman. It was a difficult position.
However, they followed ar.,
Blundell of the Fifth called to them
as they passted the open door of the
games study., otter and Greene paused.
"Come on ¥ said Coker testily.

Potter and Greene suppressed their
feelings and came on. They went down-
stairs, and Coker laal them to the Fifih
Form Room.

Forni-rooms, of course, were deserted
at that time, only an hour before dorm.
They were supposed to be kept locked;
but as Prout always forgot to lock his
Forn-room, that was all right.

Coker tramped in, followed by Potler
and Greene. He closed the door, and
led them across to the window.

"The May night was fine, but-dark.

There was no moon, and hardly & star
in the dark sky. Nothing could have
been more favourahble for er’'s enter-

prise,

It was imﬁnrlmit of course, not to be
seen ] Breaking House bounds, by way
of & window, meant lines, and probably
detentions—as well as a lengthy jaw
from PFrout—worse than either deten-
tions or lines. And ragging the man
from Chicago was not en enterprise of
which beaks would have been likely to
approve |

But the quadrangle waas dark and
deserted. TUnless Poker Pike was ™ rub-
bering ¥ mround, on the' watch for kid-
nappers, there was nobody about.

ker pushed up the window.

“BHafe as houses!” he remarked. “I
hope you've gotb 1t clear! You'll elimb
on the porch, Potter, and I'll hand the
pail up to you. Greene and I are going
to wait round the corner. We shall be
reedy to cover your retreat—you’ll have
to get away afterwards, you know.
Quite likely that ruffian will be shirty,
and will get after you.”
Poiter thought it i}ruhab‘ial .
“H he doea we'l hu.r%e him over,
eee 1" explained Coker. ' You can leave
that to me! Now, come on "

Coker led the Wﬂ-{.‘- He clambered
through the window, held on to the sill,
and dropped. It was quite a short drop
from the Form-reom window to the

round. Dut Coker, of course, lost his
onting, and tumbled over.

Bump !

* Ooooh ! pasped Coker.

There was & faint chuckle from within
the open window. Then there was a
faint whisper. Then, if Coker could
have heard it, there was & faint sound
of tiptoe tread!

Horace Coker picked himsslf up. He

runted and stered ap st the window.

oiter and Greene were not following
him out.

“Come on 1" hissed Coker.

No reply. Coker breathed hard!

“Are you coming 7"’ he yelped.

Bl no reply | If Potter and Greene
heard, they did not heed. Probably



thew did not hear—very probably, for
they were already out of the Form-room
wnd on their way to the games study,

“Potter I  hissed Coker. “Deaf?
Greeno 7

Uoker could not vonture to shout to
ilicm. A shout would have been heard
Ly other ears; snd even Coker realised
ihat it would be injudicions to draw
reneral attontion to the fact that hoe
was outside the House after lock-up.
[fc brenthed wrath,

_““Are you silly 1diots deaf 77 he hissed.
“Are you coming? Can’t you hear me?
How long are you gomg to keep mo

blithe

waiting? You ring idiots—you
zilly  asses—wou potty  chumps—you
fl‘{ihjﬂllﬂ, footling fatheads—are you

conung, or are vou not coming "

Evidently the answer was “pol.”
"here wad no answer, and they:did not
come, Coker, at last, grabbed the sll
again, lifted himself. and glared into
the dark intorior of the Form-rcom. o
wni quite perplexed.

“Ara you there?' he breathed.

Stony sHencel  DPotter and Greenc
wore not there!

Slowly it dawned on Cokoer's powerful
hrain that they had onrly waited for him
to give them a chanco to cut off, and
Tcave him on his lonely ownt If Coker
was keen to carry on with his remark-
thle scheme for making Mr. Pike tired
of Greyfriars hool as a residence,
C'oker had to play a lone handt! Either
Coker, alone, unaided like Coriolanus
of old, had to mop that pail of 1nk over
Mr, Pike—or Mr. Pike had to be lefs
to go on the even tenor of his way
unmopped |

ey ey s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Poker Pike Gets It In the Neck!

* H " gasped Billy Bunter,

0 Bunter was startled.

After prep that eveming,

most of the Remove fellows

vicre gathered in the Rag. The chicf

topie there was the * fanning " of Loder

of tho Sixth in the quad that afternoon;

and what the probable result was likely
to he for Poker Pike.

Yuinam wan Duck was worried. It
was true that he was fed-up to the back
teeth with Poker and his watchfulness,
ke could hardly walk ten yards outside
the House without finding Poker on his
tyail.. Even inside the House the watch-
ful gunman crapped up in all sorts of
placea, at all sorts of times, to give him
the once-over, and make suve that he
was still theral

Still, his popper, back in Chicago,
waa very keen on Poker keeping “tabs™
o him; and after what had happened,
it looked as if Poker might be pelitely,
but firmly, reguested to deport from
Croyfriars.

Personally, Putnam would not have
mourned to see the last of his guonman
guardian. Bui he knew that Chiclk
Chew, the star kidnapper of the United
States, was likely to get busy if Poker
went—and ho did not want his popper to
be glormed for bis safety., So Putnam
was worried.

Billy Bunter happened to blink cut of
tio window, That blink was followed
Lz his etartled gasp.

Flattened on the window-pane wias a
Itaman facal

Really, it was startling !

Dilly Bunter blinked at that [ace at
ihe window, his little round eses almost
popping through his big round spec-
LOCIeE.

“Oh1” ho gasped. "Oocogh! I say,
TO1 feﬂuws—-i q%lh crikey !’g’. %

A dozen fellows looked round,

"Wihat  the dickens!™  exclaimed
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vernon-Bmith, in astonishment, ns ho
spotted the face at the window. *Who
the thump—"

“I zav, you fellows, is it a burglar "
gaspod Bunter.

“Fathead 1™

The Bounder ran to the window and
threw up the sash. A hickory faco,
under & bowler hat, looked in!

“Pike 1” ejaculated Vernon-Smith.

“Bure 1" assented Foker. The bowler
hat gave o nod.

“You silly idiok1” yelled DBunicr,
“What the thump do you meoan, making
# fellow jump out of his skin ¥"

My, Pike did not answer that question.
The window being open, he put his
bullet head and his bowler hat inside,
and his shits of cyves scanned the nterior
of tha room.

There was a chuckle from the juniors.

It was only Mr. Pike's watchfulness i
He wos dutifully keeping tabs on
Putnam van Duck; and giving the Rag
the onee-over, no doubt with a lingering
nusmiving  that the millionaire’s son
night have been spirited away since ho
had last seen him.

“Bay, I{uu guys, where's that Putnam
van Duck?" inquired Mr. Pike.

Ven Duck was seated in an armchair
which had its back towards the window.
He was, therefore, invisible to his gun-
man guardian’'s anxious oyes.

“You howling ass!” execlaimed tho
Bounder. * Do you think the kidnappor
has eome down the study chimney after
i 77

“I wouldn't put it past him
swerred Poker,

B o B

‘Bay, i that youn uy around?
demanded ' Poker. i

Putnam van Duck grinned and sat
where he was. He was tived of Poker
and his once-overs, Once-over was not
so0 bad; but the twice-over, and the
thrice-pver, and the dozen times over,
got on his nervous system. Fe sat tight
anct left Mr. Pike to go on 1nquiring.

The hickory brow puckered anxiously
under the brim of the bowler hat,

“Say, put me wise!” snapped Poler
Pike, “1f that young guy am't around,
I guesa I got to Fet on his trail! I'll
mention that I ain’t setting around while
Chick Chew pgets away with that Put-
nam van Duck! Surest thing you
know,™

“Van Duck’s ell right, Mr, Pike!"
gaid Harvy Wharton, faughinm

“The rightfulness is terrific, my
csteemed and idiotic Poker [ chuckled
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

II:I

“Ea;ia you |* retorted Mr., Pike.
nwess I want to see that baby! Vep!

sure do want to give lim the onge-
aver. ™

Leaning his elbows on the window.sill,
Iloker Pike. pushed his head snd his
bowler hat farther in te survey the
rOGIM.

ITerbert Vernon - Smith  grinned,
atf_'plpcd closer to the windew, and sud-
tlenly jerked down the sash,

Ar. Piko gave a convulsive bound as
it shut on the back of his necl.

There was o shrick of laughter from
the juniors,

‘“Ha, ba, hal” .

“Yurrreoop 1™ gasped Mre Dike. He
felt, for & moment, as if he had been
guillotined, He wriggled wildly.

Had Alr, Pike’s hands been inside, the
Bounder would have hnd reason to
regrot playing that little trick., But Mr.
Pike's hands were outside. QOuly his
head was inside, the rest of him barred
off by the shut sash.

Ho heaved frantically; but he could
not raizo the sash with the back of his
neck. Polier Pike was a prisonerl

!'I':I AT

F)

‘' Let up, you young geek I hie roared.
“Say, you pesky gink, you gomg to lex
tup on & guy i’

“Not so's you'd notice 1£1” enid tho
Bounder, answering BMr. Pike in his
own language, "f pucss I pob vou,
Foker Pike; and I'll say yvou're cinched
8 few, and then some.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. 'He, he,.he!” cackled Billy Dunter.
I sar,r\?’uu fellows, have that hat off
him! Nobody's ever scen it off 1™
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Poker wriggled wildlyv, But the
Bounder kept a hand on the sash, and
the gunman, hefty as he was, had no
chance,

Billy Bunter rolled up to him—un-
daunted by Mr. Pike's infuriated glare.
So long as Mr, Pike's hands were out
T_l:'lu: tho window, Bunter was bold as &
lml

Ho jerked the bowler hat off Poker's
head. | A well-oiled crop was rovenled,
glistening in the light.

Bunter waved the hat in the aiv

“1 say, you fellows, it comoes off I'* ho
spucaked.

“Ha, ha, bo[”

Really, it might have been doubted
whether Poker Pike's hot did come off;
ho was never scen to remove it, and
fellows had almost wondered whether it

row on his head! But it was off now!

t was pot, after all, a permanent fix-
ture; ovidently it was st least scmi-
detached |

YPasy!” yelled Peter Todd,

Billy Bunter tossed the bowler hat into
tho air. Skinner caught it with his foot
ag it came down, and * passed” ta Deter,
who passed in furn to Bob Cherry.

There was a scramble after the hat!
It passed from foot to foot, all over the
Ra‘;?g* amid_howls of laughter,

oker DPike spluttered with weatl.

Outside the window  his  lega
thrashed wildly. His wild wriggling

ave him quite a pain in the back of

is bull-neck. But he could not wrigelo

loose. He was held fast by the jammed
sash, and he could only splutter and
gurgle and gasp, 8% he watched the
juniors playing football with his hat.

Up ‘and down and round about the
Rag went that hat, passed from foot
to foot. It showed sizns of dumage
after o time,

“Rar, you ginks, will yon let up on
that hat?"’ shrieked Poker Pike. “I'm
telling vou to let up 1*

“Pags ' roared Sgquiff.

“On the ball ¥ shouted Ipzeldene.

“Hu, ka, hat®

“Geot” chuckled Potnam van Duck.
“I'll say this 1z the bee’s knee! I'll
tell & man it's the grasshopper's side-
whiskers, and then some.”

“You Putnam van Duck!™ roared
Poker, as the Amcricen junior, rising
from the armcheair, came into lus view.
“¥ou young scallawag, you get a cinch
on this winder, and let o guy out!”

“Forget it, Poker " answered Dut-
nam cheerfully,. “¥ou poked wour
cabeza in where it wasn't wanted, and
vou can sure park it there™

“¥You doggoned young peck ™ lLooled
Pokor.

“Pags that hatl” roared Dol Clerry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Poker Pike counld only wroigele mn
wrath. Generally he was o “puy ™
who ecould take carc of himself, and
littlo over; bub this time he Lind gut
it in the neck—right in the neck!
Amid reoars of laughter the game of
football went on, with Poker's hat,
which was getting more and meore dam-
aged, and evory momeoent looked less
and less like a hat,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Splash !
ORACE COKER breathed wrath

and indignation as he peered

into the deserted Fifth Form

Room from the dusky quad.
Slowly he dropped back from the sill,
a deep frown corrugating his ruggud
brow. Potter and Greena had let him
down. {loker was ineclined fo
after them, tell them what he thought
of them, and follow it up with knock-
inﬁ their heads together.

ut that, though satisfactory in its

way, would not have helped on his
campaign acgainst the Greyfriars gum-
man. And Ceker, angry and inm-
dignant as he was, ‘kﬂpt to the matter
in hand., Leaving the House hehind
I'nu:::i Coker seuattled away across the
quad.

He had been -left to earry on alone;
and Coker was not the man to turn
back when he had set hiz hand to
the plough. He was going to carry on.
_ Onee psvay from the lighted windows,
it was very derk in the quad. From
the direction of the Rag, the room
whera the juniors most did congregate,
Coker heard sounds of merriment as
he went--some sort of shindy seemed
fo be going on among the fags. But
he did not hesd it. Fags wera miles,
if .not leagues, beneath Coker's lofty
notice,

Ho reached Gosling's lodge.

A light burned in the sncient porter's
window, and he had a glimpse of
William Gosling inside through the
curtain.

Paming on round the little building,

Coker ecautionsly annexed. the pail of
mk he bad left concesled in the
shrubbery.

It was & small size in ‘_‘Failu* but it
held quite a lot of ink. Thero was a
good gallon in it. Coker had plenty
of money, which he spent ]E‘E‘iﬂﬁj" on
anything that took his fancy. 'This
time, it appeared, hia faney had rum
to ink.

Pail in hand, he approached the side
door of the lodge, with redoubled
caution. There was no light in Mr,
Pike's room there. That locked as if
he was out of doors.

He was, as a matter of fact, or, to
be exact, his head was indoore, and
the rest of him out of doors. All of
him, at any rate, was at a good dis.
fance from his quarters.

This suited Ccker. IIad Mr. Dike
been in, Coker would have had to wait
for him to come out; and he mightn's

have come out. As he was out, it
was certain that he would in
eponer or laler. The sooner the better,

u]n:rme Colier was in a position to receive
1im.

Coker had no doubt that he had, as
was his custom, gone round scouting—
on the watch for kidnapping gangsters.
Nobody. else at Greviriars supposed
for & moment that Chick Chew and his
gang would over make any attempt on
Putnam van Duck in the schiool. But
Poker Pike took no chances. At an
moment of the day and night his bullet
heod and bis Lowler hat were linble
to pop up anywhere. Coker had ob-
served the manncrs and customs of the
gunman, and laid his plans accordingly.

Having satisfied himself that Poker
was not ot present on tho spot, Coker
of the Fifth stopped at the porch out-
eicle tho side door,

That poreh had a solid wooden roof,
with a slight slant on it. Tts sides
were tréllised and casy to climb.

A fellow posted on top of that porch
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had anyone who came to the_ door be:
low at his mercy. It wes as Coker had
told his friends, as easy as falling'off o
form.

It was not easy to make even an
easy climb, burdemed with a pail of
ink. ker ‘missed hiz friends now.
His plan had been for one fellow to
climb up, and snother to hand up the
pail, which was simple. It was not so
simpla to climb up carrving the pail

ssaying to do so, Coker slipped, and
there was a gush of ink from the tin
peil. Coker breathed hard =s he felt
it splash his trousers,

It made them feel uncomfortably
damp. And it wasted the ink. About
a quart had splashed over Coker’s
trousers.

He set the pail on the ground and
groped in his pocket, whera he re-
membered he had some string. Had
Coker intended to provide himself with
string he would no doubt have for-
gatteu to do so. PBut it happened to

a there, and it came in useful.

He tiead one end of the string to the
handle of the pail. The other end he
looped over his wrist,

Then he clambered on the porch.

This time it was easy. The darkness
was deep, and Coker knocked his head
once or twice on projections, and mur-
mured things, Put he landed safely
on the roof of the porch.

Then, with great care, he pulled up
the pail by means of the string. It
banged twice on the trellis, shedding o
splash of ink each time. About another
quart was missing by the time Coker
landed his fish.

Still, thera wns mora than half a

allon remaining. Half a gallon of
ink was & F'aod amount to land on any
man's head. Even s guart would have
made anyone sit up and take notice.
Half a gallon was encugh to do the
job fairly thomughl_v.

Squatting on the porch, pail in hand,
Cokar waited and watched, and listened
for footsteps. Watching was not of
much use in the deep dark. He could
teo little or nothing. But he was cor-
tain to hear a footstep when it came.
And nobody, of course, ever came to
that door, excepting Mr. Pike. When
Mr. FPike came, Coker was bound to
hear him, and he was ready for hirm.

So far, he had been glad that the
gunman was off the scene, giving him
& chance to get through with his pre-
porations, Now that he was ready, he
walted impatiently.

It was less than an hour to dorm,
and he had, of course, to be in the
Houso at bed-time. Coker was o reck-
less ass, but certainly he did not want
Mz, Prout to mizs him when the Fifth
Form went ta roost.

When was the brute coming?
 Already he had been sabsent some
time g might come an
minute. Coker, as the minutes pasamf
wished he would buck up.

Ile was, of course, quite unaware that
Ar. Pike, in those moments, was un-
avoidably detained with a window-

¥ sash shut down on the back of his neck.

Mr. Pike was unable to return to his
quarters till the juniors were done with
him; and_ they were not done with
him yet. But Coker was in a state of
blissful ignorance of what was going
on in tho Rag.

He waited,
patienca.

He was cagor to get on with the good
work. A lot of the fellows had do-
clared that Poker Pike would got
“booted ¥ for his gun-play performance
in the quad that aiterooon, ‘The Head
was sure to come down heavy for i,

im-

with intenszifying

That was &ll very well, but it was cer-
tain that he had not been booted vet.
The Head, so  far, seemed to have
taken  no steps. Coker was taking
steps, and he was going to take more,
too, keeping on with it- till the ob-
noxious and obstreperous Poker had
had enough.

_ “Blow the brute!"™ muttered Coker
impationtly.

It was not a comiortable Gﬁuait.icm,
squatting on top of the porch. Ink
was sticking his trousers to his legs.
Coker wos not enjoying this. DBut he
was 8 sticker, and he stuck|

At last—at long last—there was a
sound of footsteps.

Coker's eyes gleamed.

Somecone was coming,

All he could see in the dark was &
faint shadow as it moved. Hea waited.
If it was old Gosling coming out of
his lodge for something or other, he
would pass on, and all well. If it was
Poker Pike, ha would come up to the
side door; then there would be no
mistake,

Coker listened intently.

The ft:rntsteige came directly to the
side door of lodge. Below him, as
he peered down, a dim figure loomed
in the dark—about to poass under the
poreh of tha door.

That was Coker's moment !

The tin pal was lifted—and up-
ended ! Out from the pail shot, at on
fell swoop, more than half s gallon o
black ink!

It landed fairly on the head Lenesth
Coker!

% gy dd bel

cero was a sudden gasp below,

i Urrrrrgghhh e
. Drenched, dripping, smothered with
ink, the dim figure recled, staggercd,
and sat down, with a bump.

Coker did not linger.

He had oot thought much about con-
sequences. But Coker, though he was
not bright, was too bright to remain
within hitting distance of a Chicago
gunman after smothering him from head
te oot with ink.

He made a bournd from the top of the

rch, landed on hjs feet, tumbled over

adlong, lf:.u:'km.l himself up, and ran.

Behind him, as he ran, horrid sounds
woke up the echoes of tho night-—sounda
made by 8 man who-seemed to have an
impediment in his speech, Some of the
ink, it seemed had gone into the
rem.Emnt.'-- mouth.

“Urrggh | Hurrr%lgh! Gurrrrgggh I

kar grinned as he ran.

Almost in a twinkling he was back st
the - House, scrambling inte the Fifth
Form Room.

To shut the window, pet out of the
Form-room, and boit, was the work of
only a fow seconds. Coker was safe
back while hia hapless victim was still
Emﬂ'?:ling horribly in the darkness at
rogling's lodge.

THE EE‘I.\'EHT!I CHAPTER.
Horrld for the Head !

0 say the “headmaster of Grey-
friars School was estonished
would be té put it mildly.

Astonished was not the word.
Amazed—astounded—would be neacer
the mark. Flabbergasted would pe:-
haps express it better

Life is full of surprises. Unexpeeted
things are always happening. No doubt
Dr. Locke had had his share of life's
surprises. DBut this che beat all the
It;ea;: hollow—knocked them into a cocked
&

Dr. Locke, indeed, hardly knew what
was happening, at first, so utterly wos
ha taken abee
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Gerald Loder made a spring at Poker Pike. before the guonman could draw his hands from his pockets, !:;[tt!ng out fercely
.with both fists.. Mr. Plke went over backwards, llke an uptooted tree, and his feet flew in the air. ** Yarrrooogh ! *’ gasped

Favine thouglht the matter over and
decided what ho had to say to My, Pike,
the hoadmaster had walked down to
Cosling's lodge, to see Mr. Pike, and
say 1k,  Gun-play, to which Mr Pike
was g0 happtly accustomed in his native
Chieago, could not possibly be per-
mitted at Greyfriars Bchool, under any
circumstances whatever., - Bither M.
Pike had to ?i'l.ra his faithiul promise
never to handle a firearm again within
the walls of the scheol, or he had to
© po—and at once. The Head intendad

1o speak litely, but frmly—very
Littaly indeeE}

Such were the thoughts in his majestie
mind as ho arrived at the side door of
Uosling's lodge. But-thoso thoughts—
and, indeed, all thoughts—were driven
out of his mind by what happened noxt.
Ho was about to step into the porech to
Lnock at the door when it happencd.

It zeemed, for an awiul moment, as
if the dark =kies had opened their food-
gates on him.  Fluid of some sort
splashod and poured down on him from
above.

Taken quite off his balance, the Head
st ..1mh1m1qimc1{, and =sat down, gurgling
Lhorribly,

Fluid—he did not realise for tho
moment that it was ink—strcamed all
ovor him. It drenched him, It
smothered ham.  Ho dripped with 1k

Cioker, having spilt so much, had
rather wondercd whether there wwas
enough left in the tin pail to give Mr.
Pike a d drenching. IHe need not
liave had any Imsﬁwmgs on that point.
There was enough—quite enough! It
Lhappened to be Dr. Locke, not Mr, Pike,
wiig gol it. DBut there was no doubd

'the gunman, as he c¢rashed.

about the thoroughness of the dronch-
INg.

Bitling there in the dark, streaming
ink, the Head gurgled. Hoe saw and
heard nothing of Coker's ﬂiing leap and
flight. Ink was all over him; ho was
conscious only of ink. Ile lived and had
iti= being in a world of ink.

“HMHurrggeh! Gurrgeght Wurrgeh !
Moooooogh ™ purgled and mumbled the
amazed headmaster.

He sat and gasped, and pgurgled.
Slowly he gathered his startled wits. 1o
staggered to his feet.

“Iiless my soul 1 he gasped. * What
—what—who—what Blesa my soull
Ii—it—it is—I think—ink! Urrrggh!”

He gazed round him almost wildly.
It was not the Aoodgatez of the sky that
had unexpectedly opened on him. He
had been drenched with ink! It was
an optrago—an ungreccdeumd outrafa |
Astonishment, flabbergasted amazement,
bogan to iurn to wrath.

Wheo had done this? It was long past
locle-up,. The Greyiriars fellows wero
all in tho House. It could not havo been
ono of them, even if it woas imaginablo
for any Greviriars fellow to play such
a trick on his headmaster. Who counld
have done it7

“Bless my—gurrrgh—soul I mumbled
the IMead. “The—the rascal! Tho
ruflian | The—gmuﬂgflt! Qogh! Who
can have—ugh l— Who—ooogh [

There was a sound of an opening
door. Gosling, in hiz lodge, had heard
something.

The Head staggered away, leaving o,

pool of ink on the ground, but taking
more with him. Ho came into the light
as Cosling opened his door and the
illumination streamed forth.

_ “Who——" began Cosling. “What
i5——

He broke off as he snw the 1lead, and
gave a startled howl

“Goshing—" gasped the Ilead, as
ho totteringly approached.

Gosling backed into his doorway.

“'Tre, you keop orf!” he roared
“Wot I says is this ‘ere, you knﬂp orf !
Out of it you blooming nigger!

Gosling backed in and slammed the
door. The astonished Iead heard thoe
saind of a shooting bolt.

Ho did nnt quite realise that, with
black mmk smothering his face. hie was
unrecognisable, and rather a startling
object. to see suddenly in the dack.

éus] ing  bolted bhimself, and then
bolted the doorl

“ Bub-bil-blezz my soul 1" gasped the
ITead.

He tottered to Gosling’™s door and
Lnocked. Ho was in need of immediatoe
help, and he did not in the least under-
gtand Gosling’s strange actions,

“zosling I hoe ealled out. “Goaling 17

“You 'ook it 1” came a howl from the
porter within, “You "ear mol Wot 1
says 15 this "ere, vou 'nok il or I'1l tele-
phane for the peclce !

M Gosling—"

“'Elp 1" roared Gozling, ns the ITead
knecked agoin, “’Elp!”

“Gosling I shricked Dr. Tocke, "It
iz I. the headmaster %

EIp ! velled CGosling,
wild nigger [ *Lp 1"

“Are you mad, Cosling® Or have
yon been drinking? 1k is not a negro—
1t “ii.tFPr:”Luckaﬂ—“
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“Upon word [* gasped Dr, Locke.
i ] ,mf shall d‘ia-:hmgu you for
this{ nﬁp&u your door at once, you
stupid ‘man 1"

“'Elp1”

“ Gosling—"

“'E‘Iﬂ' In

Dr. Locke turncd away. Thero was
no help from CGoaling. (Gosling scemed
to want help* himseif—or, at lea
“lp I* The inky headmaster tottere
away to the House. 4

ile ghed dripping ink as he went., Ha
pasacd the Iiggter..l windows of the Rag
ond heard a roar of laughter from that
apartment, Something was going on
there. But he gave that no attentiom.

He tottered on.

* What—what—who—"

It was Mr. Prout's voice. The masler
of the Fifth was taking his usual stroll
in the guad when he suddenly spotted
the Head, in the gleam of light from
many windows.

Prout jumped almost ¢lear of the
ground.

“ Who—what——" ho stuttored,

“Mr. Prout!” %ﬂﬁpﬂd the Head.

Ilo approached the Fifth TIorm
master, who backed away as swiftly as
(iosling had done. There was no door-
way at hand for the alarmed Fiith
Form master to dodge imto, but he
backed pmm‘ﬁ;lj-, waving fat honds at
the inky headmaster, as if o wave him
off, like & wasp.

“*Keep your distancel” spluttered
Prout  “Keep your distance!| I will
flt:ike you—I will knock you down if you

re—— .
“Prout |” shricked the Head.
“Who are you?” thundered Prout
“How dare you cnter theso premisesl?
Keep your distance! I am not afraid

of o black ruflian! I will knock you
down——"
“Ppout! I am Dr. Locke—*

“Wha-a-t " stuttercd Prout,

41 have hieen smothered with ink—"

“Wha-a-t—="

“Ar, Prout i

“Upon my word ' Trout reesgnised
the voice ot last, i he could not recop-
mize the face. _ThE face, Illd_l:'t'.‘-d-: was
quite unrecognisable. ¥ Is—is—is ik
indeed Dr. Locke? My dear sir;, for-
give me! I did not know—I did not
dipam—1 fancicd it was somo dreadinl
nogro—I—I——  Coodness  gracious |
Who has done tlna®?

Prout gaced at his chief in horror.

“J—I do not know ! zoid the Head
fechly. “1 saw no one. But—pray
%Esi[st {I‘I.ﬁ to the Hoyse, my dear Prout,

“An unparalleled outrage ! gasped

Prout. Ho gave his chicf a helpin
wrm. “An abselutely unprecedente
ontrage | Pray allow me”

Prout navigated the tottering head-
master to the House, Five minutcs
later tho news spread like wildfire.

Somebedy had  been ragging the
ifeadl Bomebody had been lying in
wait for him at Gosling's lodge, and had
mopped ton: and tons of ink over him!
'_.l.‘iﬂ::E liead had been nearly drowned in
ink

Everybody buzzed with excitement !
Twa Fifth Form fellows in the zames
slucfy looked ot one ancther with almost
ghastly foces when they heard. Poiter
and Grecne remembered Coker! They
i:uad at ono another in mute horror.
lut everybody clse buzzed. Such a hap-
pening was, as Prout had justly said,
unparelleled and unprecedented. Grey-
friars 8chool, fairly ibrilled with tite
startling news.

Tie Mac¥er Lieminy.—No, 1,473,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Who ?

i TOP that row!
g That was Coker all over.
Sixth Form prefects might

have noticed _ﬂm:.hﬂ auRuuusunc}
uproar was going on in an
barged in to quell the tumult.ﬂnghus
might have brought ashplants along,
snd handed out swipes from the same.

But no Fifth Form man had any right
whatever in the junior gquariers. o
fellow who wos not a prefect had any
right to interfere, though the juniors
had been making as terrifie and dis.
cordent a din as the jazziest of jazz
bends on the radio. And it was not so
bad as that!

Certainly there was p!ent}y of noise,
Twenty Iellows could not play foctball
with & hat indoors without making a
noise. Chairs wont over—a tabloe rocked
—fellows slipped and stumbled and
bumped—they shouted, and they
cheered. No doubt a prefect would have
looked in soonor or later. Dut, gz it
happenod, it was Coker who ed in.

When Coker of the Fifth threw opén
the door of the Rug, sand locked in, and
told the Remove to “stop that row,” the
Remove stopped it.  Not that they wero
in the least dls%qaud to obey orders from
Colker of the Fifth. But his check in
barging in, and giving them ordera,
called for Eﬂmgh treatment.

T'oker Pike’s hat had been reduced to
a state of ruin. The pext item on the
ftn rammo was to reduce Coker of the
Fifth to the same stato.

Twenty or more glares were turned on
the Fifth Former. Hoedless of glares,
Coker stepped into the Rag, frowning.

“You noisy gFyoung sweepal” he
snapped.  “Do vou know you ean bo
lmnrhi all over Greyfriars? Stop it,
sop 't

“¥on cheeky ass!™ roared Johnny
Bulk “What are you butting in lere
for? Collar him I”?

“Bag him ! shouted Bob Cherry.

“Serag him 1" yelled Vernon-Smith.

There was a general move towards
Coker. The remains of Poker’s hat lay
unhecded on the fleor.

“ Bay, you young ginks, you letling up
on & guy!” yelled Poker, with ancther
frantie squirm, under the shut sash,

Cioker jumpeod.

Ho starcd ascross the Rag at the
window, and necarly fell down at the
sight of the gunman's red and furigus
face, and his bullet head, pinned down
by lﬂm window-sash on the back of hia
e

Cokor could net believe his oyos,

Hardly five minutes apo he lLad
tdrenched and smothered that bullet Liead
with ink at Gosling's ]ud}ge—ur, gt any
rate, he believed that ho had.

. Yot here was the bullot head jammed
in the window of the Rag, without a
mq..'lrz or a spob of ink on it.

he ghost of Poker Pike could mot
havoe startlod Coker more than Poker
did in the flesh, at that moment,

“Why, what—what—" aspeod
Coker.  “ Who—who—who ia tgati' Is—
15—is that—that—that—that man Pikes*

Harry Wharton & Co., about to hurl
ihemselves ot Coker, and give him what
ho was asking for, stopped, in shecr
SUFPrIse.

“ Is—is—is that Pike?” gasped Cloker
blanking,

S Don't you know him when vou sce
him, fathead1” asked Harry arton.
" Do you think it’s his ghost, ass§”

““Has—has he been there long?”
gasped Coker. Coker was not quick on
the uptake; but it was dawning on him
that it could not have becn PPoker Pike
who had got the ink.

Gelting rid of that ink would have
taken time. Whoever had got that ink
had a good hour's washing befors him,
at least. And there was not a spot on
Poleer.

“About half an hour!
Harry.

“Oh erikey I gasped Cokor.

That settled it! 1f Poker Pike had
been jammed in the window of the Ra
for half en hour, or half that period o
time, evidently Poker Pike had heen
nowhere near Gosling’s lodge when
Coker mopped the ink !

Homebody had got it! Who?! Some-
Pfdg': 1t Wga d;ﬂrhl;;l. Eﬁker ]%ad hmg
at somebody’s horri rglea as

ﬂedh WVho? o

“8ay, you pesky young guys,” roared
Poker Pﬁtﬂa, E]'m telling ?éu to let up
%m a; guy, or I sure will beat you up a
ew [

Coker stood goggling at him.

He might have stood goggling at him
for quite a long time, patriﬁged wilh
astonishment. But he was interrupted.

The Removites interrupted him,

Thoy interrupted him by collaring
him on all sides, and Coker was up-
ended on the floor of the Rag.

He roared as he smote the floor, and
the mystery of the ink was banished, for
the moment, from his mind. He had

answored

nearer and more pressing matters to
think of now..

“You ¢ _ little ticks I howled
Coker, stru in many hands.

“Leggol I'll wallop the lot of you!”
i him over 1 yolled ‘Ekinn::;r.
¥ Bump him {*

“1 say, ﬁ'nu fellows, lemme get at him |
Cive a fellow a chance I'* squeaked Billy
Bunter,

“Berag him 1™

“Ha, hsa, ha 1"

Near] averﬁaieilmr in the Rag lent a
hand! If Coker of the Fifth fancied
that.-he had the authority of a_ prefect,
and could give orders to the Ilemove,

they were tho fellows to undeceive him
on that point. They did so—promptly,
drastically, and cfactually.

Coker rolled and roared.

Putnam ven Duck picked up tho wreck
of his guoman guardian’s hat. - He
went to the window with it and jammed
it on Poker's bullet head, grinming
cheerily at the exasperated Pokaer.

o | ﬂﬁ“ vou can beat it, Poker I he
TOMAR “I'll say we're through
with you, big boy. You keep your
cabeza parked in your own shebang, see?
Don’t you put it in here any more.”

“You peshky young k1 gasped
Ioker.  “¥ou ornery, ng.ggm& pie-
faced, slab-sided young mugwump—"

“That'll be enough!” said Putnam.
“You boat it, old-timer.” Ha shoved up
the sash, and Poker Pike was able to
get his flpn.d‘ out st last, Poker had
sovere erick in the neck by that time,

“] guoss—" began Poker sulphur-
ously; but Putnam slammed the window
shut, and ecut short the fow of his
remarks,

Then he joined the Removites, and
lent a hand with Coker.

Coker of the Fifth was %ning through
quite an®*excifing time. It was being
impressed  upon  him  that it  was
injudicious to butt .into the Rag and
issue commands to the joniors there,

“Roll him over |”

“Bump him "

“Serag him |

“8it on his head "

*“Gurrrggh I” gurgled Coker.

Wingato of the Bixth looked in at the
open way of the Rag. His arrivsl
was fortunate for Coker. Coker's state
was rapidly approximating to that of
Poker Pike’s hat?



“Slop that I called out the captain of
Croyiriars eharply.

“\Ware prefects I exelaimed Skinner.
" All right, Wingate !” gasped Harry
Wharton. “Only giving Coker what he

came in specially to esk for 1

“&top that row at onep, you young
N lﬁ" ] Coker’s had h,’

“Waell, perhaps er's had enongh,™
remarked Bob.

“Urerrggh 1™

Coker staggered wup as the Re-
movites released him. He looked as if
he had had epougl. He felt os if Lo
had had too much, :

“\What the thum? BTD yOn rowing
here with the fags for, Cokoer{” asked

ithe Greyfriars captain testily. "Clear
off, vou ass!”
“Uerrggh " .
Coker tottered to the door. Wingake

[rowned at him as ho went.

The Removites ¢ the head prefoct
of Greviviars rather uncasily.  Thew
realised that there had, as a maiter of
fact, been rather &n uncomnmion uproay
in, tho Rag, first with Poker Pike's hat
as & football, and then with Coker of
ihe Fi‘f h.

But it was not on that aceount, as they
soon learned, that Wingate had looked
in. As Coker tottered away, the Groy-
friars eaptain fixed a stern and seavch-

inx look on the mob of juniors.

*Any of you young rascals been out
of tho House ™ ig demanded.

“Not sineo lock-up, of course”
answered Harry. 3 ¥

“Oh, of coursel” said Wingate sar-
eastically. “I'm quite aware that no

fellow of tho Remove would dream of

stich B thinﬁ”
“Honest Injun 1” said the captain of
tho Remove. “Ilas anything happencd

out of tha House, Wingate 1

“Yes!” grunted Wingate, “Some-
thing jolly scrious hps happened!
Somebody has been ragging the Head.”

Pﬁ“m was & Eneralﬁum :

BEEL a ead
"i‘lrhﬂ.l'tgg-ﬁg

The idca of “ragging ™ the Head, or
oven of king of such a proceading,
rather. tock the jumiors’ breath away.
It was an unthinkable thing.

“Somo mad ass scems to have waited
for him at Cosling's lodge, and mopped
a can of ink over him ¥ snid Wingato.
“Goodness knows who—some young
lunatic, anyhow | Neobody here been out
of-the House 1™

“ Nobody 1” snswered Iarry.

“No fear |” said Bab.

“YWe've boen rather busy hove for
somo- time, Wingate!” drawled the
Bounder, and thero was a chuckle.

“Well, whoever did it is booked for
the sack I growled Wingsto,

. And he turned and left the Rag, leav-
ing Bemovites in a buzz of surprise
and cxcliement.

gasped

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Ketp It Dark !

13 RRRRERGGGH 1
U That sound of gaspinr was

audible in Coker's situdy as
Potter and Greene arvived,
Ceker had gono up to his study after
leaving tho Rag. Ee folt that he needed
a rest. Ho collapsed
and gasped and gurgled for breath. In
that winded and breathless state, Coker
was fully ocecupied with his own little
iroubles, and he remained, so far, un-
awaro of the thrilling news with which
tha whole House was buzzing.
Pottor and Greene locked 1n.
“0Oh, here he is " gaid Potter.
They eame into the stady, goring al
Coker. Coker gazed back ak them. 1le

into his armchaie,

EVERY SATURDAY

noticed the harror in their faces, but
had no idea of its cause.

“Been in a row " asked Greene.

Coker looked as if he had been in a
row. o was dusty all over, his tio
was gone, and his collar hung under one
car. His hair was like a mop.

“Yes |" gasped Coker. " Those cheeky

pnun% sconndrels=— Ooogh! Didn’t
vou fellows hear that feariul row in
the Rag? Ooogh ™

“There's always a row in the Rag”
said Cireene. *“Have you been rgwing
with the fagse?”

-“Urrgh! I logked in to tell them to
stop that din!” gasped Coker. * They
set on me—urrggh—ragged mo—raggetl
a Fifth Form man, you know! Pretty
state of things Groyfriars is coming to!
Oosogh ! Quelch doesn’t whop  those
seoundrels enoughl I'va & jolly good
mind to tell him sol. Ugggh ¥

Potter and Greeno oxchanged a
glanece, .

Having ecen Coker started on his
expodition to Gosling's lodge, they  had
heen  absolute horrifiod when they
heard what had happened to the Head.
They could not doubt that Coker had
got the wrong man mn the dark. But
the diseovery that he had been serap-
ping with juniors in the Rag gave them
a ray opo, ;

“So you've been in the Ragi” ex-
claimed IMatter.

“Urrgh! Yes! Wurrgh!”

“Thank goodness!™ saikl Greene.
“Then vou never wont to Gosling's
Iu-rlgig after all! Thank jgnudness sy

A hf'l—-uf comrse I did V

“You 4id$ exclaimed Potter and
Girecne together.

“Of coursa I did 1 prunted Coker.

1 “1 woent into the Rag after I came back,

(i f}

What are yon gling  at,
"o

dummics? You know I was going.
let me down like rotiers | .

Potter end Greenp stared at him.
That ray of hope vanished, Coker had,
aftor all, casried on! 8So there was no
doubt about what had happened !

“Fou let me down |" repeated Coker.
“And a pr muck you've made of tho
thing, too! I never got that brute Pike,
after all 1™

“Oh, you awful ass !’ groaned Potter.

“1 can’t guite make it out,” said
Coker. “ It puzzles me. You see, I had
it all cut and dried. Hnbnd% aver goes
to that door except that man Pike. Well,
when somebody came to the door, what
was I to think "

He glared at hiz dismayed chuma,

“All vour fsult, of course! If you'd
been withk me, it wouldn't have hap-
pennod i Leotting & fellow downl I
thought T had him; but when I went
to the Rag to stop that thundering row
there he was—those young sweeps ha
him there, with his head jammed in the
window—Pike, you know! You could
havo knocked me down with a feather
when I saw himl TUp to that ninuto 1
thought he'd had the ink! Somcbody
had 1t 1

“ B.g-somebody ' proaned Greene.

“Yes.* Coker nodded. * SBomebody
had it—Gosling. perhaps——

."GIE']E ﬁElﬁET" .

“Waell, 1 can’t make it out, but I don't
e who else it could have been,”™ eaid
Coker. " Gosling was in his lodge when
I got thera. I zaw him through the
curtain. He may have eome round to
Pike's doot to speak.to him. I dom't
seo why he si&ﬂuld, Eﬁl:m_l,. n; tﬂ]?urﬁr;, dI
never ox anything o o kind.
But snnwiﬁ; did——*

“0Oh dear!” moaned Potter.

“Wheover it was, he got the ink right
on his topknot!” said Coker. "Serve
him jolly well right for barging in
where he wasn't wanted, if you como
to that! I suppose it was that old ass

Gosling. If it wasn't, I just can’t make
out who it was. But it wain't Pike!
You see, it couldn’t have been, as those
fags had him stuck in that window all
tho timae 1"

“No!” gasped “It wasn't
Pike! Ok lor'!”

“0Oh, you mad ass ¥ moaned Potter.

“Don’t be 8 dynmy, Potter! It was
all your fault |1 couldn't sec who it
wag, of courso—I'm not a cat to sco In
tﬂu dnél:]I If 5?1!.: fa]lgm. had Leen
thore, helping a chap—

“You nnﬁ: know who it was yet?”
gosped Greone.

ker shook his head.

“No—unless it was Gosling. Can’t
meke it out! Nobody ever gors io that
door cxeept Pike. 1 suppose some
had to sco him this cvening—gootiness
knows who! 1 hopo it wasn't =
master '

Coker started a littlo as that idea
camo into his mind,

“You—you—rou hope
master 1 sinttered Potter.

*Well, that would mean a fearful
row 1" gaid Coker. “But it can’t have
been, of course. Old Prout may bave
been prowling ir the guad, but he
wouldn't have any reasen for going to
gop Pike——"

“The Head had a reason!” groaned
otter.

“The Head "

“I dare say he was going fo eco him
about that row this afterncon when he

layed the poat with Loder of the
Sixth, Anvhow, ho went™

“The  Head 1 repeated  Coker

and

Groeena.

ifE wasn't =

mechanieally.
“Thoe Head ™

racmna.

Coker gazed at them, He forgot his
bumps and bruises, his shortage of
breath—he forgot everything in tho
overwhelming horror of that communi-

cation.
“The IIcad?” ho breathed. *You—

Tou mean to say—you—Fou mim-mim-
mecan to s-5-545-507 that—— Oh erikey [V

. “The wholo House is buzzing with
it I said Potter. “Can’t minke out why
vou haven’t heard—too busy playing the
fonl with tho fags, I E'I::IFPI}BB' They're
searching all over the place for a fellow
who's been out of the House since
lock-up.”

“0Oh erumbs 1

“The Head got it I groaned Crecne.
“It's the sack, of course ! They're look-
ing for a man to sack !”

*0Oh erikey I

“Prout found tha Big Deak toltering
about in the quad, smothered with ink;
took him for a nipggoer at first, I hear,
and—"

“Oh eeissors 1"

Cokor sat, petrificd with horror.

. The dresdful setiousness of tho silua-
tion was borne in, oven on_ Horeco
Coker's almost impenetrablo intelloct.
o had drenched his hendmaster with
ink! It was Dr. Locke's majestic
napper that hed received the contents
of the tin paill Korror held Coker
spollbound |

A rag on the headmaster was not only
awfully bad form, it was awfully day-
gerous; it meant the “sack,’” And tlus
was no common rag; it was the limit in
;aﬁs—tha very outside edge. A pail of
ink on tho hoadmaster [

Coker sat almost stunned.

Pottor and Greene could only gaze at
him.  Their looks showed that they
took it for granted thot Coker was done

or ; was as good as bunked already !

Coker found his voice at last.

“It was n mistake, of course! TFlow
eould I know the Hosd was going thore?
I can't seo 1n srk. I say, sure it
was the Iead #"°
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THort of ! TIt's all ever the House™

"I—1 wonder if—if the Iead would
understard that-—that 1% was a—a—a
mistake if—if a fellow explained al
said Coker baltingly. “It—it's the sout
of mistake any fellow mipht make, you
Enow, in the dark—"

Coker’™s voice trailed away. 1o
realised that, mistake as 1t was, 1k was
the kind of mistake a fellow wasz ex-
pected not to make.

And he could nob even explain the
mistake without admitting that he had
heen out of House hounds after lock-up.
Iying in wait for Mr. Pike with a pail
of inlk. That was not the sort of ad-
miszsion a fellow could make te a head-
master—oespecially o headmaster whom
he had swamped with mk!

“"This has got to bwe kept dark,” said
Coker at lazt. “Don't vou fellows
rabble.”

“Kept dark!” repeated Potter. “I
can see it being kept dark! The whola
Hongse—"

“Don’t jaw 1” Coker was recovering
a little. " Nobedy knows that I was
oub of the House. 1t wasz rather lucky
Wingate finding me in the Rag when
he did; it was very scon afterwards,
and—and it's & sort of alibi really. Ho
didn’t know I'd only just got there.”

“ Well—"" satd (Greene.

“Daon’t gabble I” said Coker. “It's all
right 1 Nobody’s likely to fancy that o
IFifth Form man would do such a rotten
thing as to rag his headmaster. Taking
it for & rag on the Head, they’ll never
think of the Fifth. Seci®

“I—J suppose therc’s m chance—"
said Pottor.

“Don’t you fellows jaw, that's all!”
smdﬁﬂnker,. “Keep it ::]tark !;’ 1 "
“If vou're going ta try to keep 1
dark,” said gé}l'ﬂgﬂﬂ. w{‘:h Eﬂ.l‘ﬂ[I:Em1
;;mu"d better go and ge your bags,
: :is[uﬂlﬁuk as if you'd been swimming in
| 1]

“All your fault!? said Coker. = If
:.'nlli’r] l}ﬂeﬂ there to hand up the
pitil—

“If they find 2 fellow with ink on
him——* zaid Potter.

1 know that as well as mi;uu do,
Potter—better ' Coker jumped out of
tive armchair. “I'll cut off to the dorm

and change. Don't you fellows say a
word. You know what you're like for
gabbling—*

“Look here—"

“Don’t jaw!  And don't gabble!”
Coler went t¢ the door: at the door he
turned back and added impressively:
“Mind you don't gabble 17

Then he departed. When the Fifth
Formn wont to their dermitory a littlo
later Coker was in spotless trousers—
and tha inky pair were safely hidden
from siﬁht at tho bottom eof his box.
Later thev had to be got vid of ; such
deadly evidenco could not be got rid of
tao goon, Dut for the mement 1t was all
vight; Coker had recovered his con-
fidenco, and DPotter and Greene conld
only hope for the best,

o

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Loder, the Detective !

HE next day there was one topie
at Greyfriars Schaal.

Who had ragged the Head?
. Who had inked the Big Deak?
Who, in thoe nama of wonder, had
mopped gallons nnd gallons and gallons
of ink over the august and majestio
napper of the headmaster? And whyt
“Why " was n more baflling guestion
than “Who.” For why had any fellow,
granted that he was idiet enough,
wanted to do it§
Toe Macxer Lizpiny.—No, 1,473
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Apart from the peril of such an ex-
ploit, 1F was rotten Ead form, rotten bad
tastc—the sort of thing that wozn’t
done. Nobody could brag of such an
cxploit; any Greyfriars man would
have kicked the fellow who had done it
readily and willingly. It was the
rottencst thing that had ever been
known to happen in the school. So
why? Who could have wanted to ink
the Head®

Nobody was likely to gue=s that a
folloge: had inked the ITead without
wanting to. '

It was ¢lear that romeone had am-
bushed him in the derk. The inky pail
waa found; all sorts of inky trocks and
traces were found. Someone, it was
surmised, had watchoed tha Head go,
tracked him, and got him in the dark
with that pail of ink,

The whole thing, as Loder of the
Sixth  remarked, had evidently been
p]upneﬂ from the beginning. The pail
of ink must have been got ready. No
fellow: was likely to have a pail of ink
at hand ready for ‘use at & moment's
notice. It was not the sort of thing a
follow kept by hirm It had been speei-
E“ﬂ;ﬁﬂt ready for the Head, of course.

or of the Bixth was puiting  in
srome decp thinking on this subject. It
seemed (o Loder that he saw light.

Three fellows in the Fifth knew tho
fruth, but they buried their knowledge
deep. Nobody thought of Coker in con-
neclion with the matier.

Loder was not thinking of Herace
Coker; he was thinking of quite a
different person—no cther than Poker
Tike, the gunman.

Probebly the wish was father fo the
thought. DBut it scemed very probable
to Loder. 'The man who had made him
danea in the guad was capable of any-
fthing and everything—from inking &
headmaster to helding up a bank,

The outrage had occurred at Me
Pike's door. Who could have been
there but Pike? The Head had spoken
very severcly io Poker on some ocea-
sions; and Loder had no doubt that he
was revengeful, der’s way of judg-
ing was to judge others by himself.
Nobody, o far as could be learned, had
boan ot of the House at the time. DBut
Pike, of course, was out of the House;
and as he was always i;ruwliug about
after dark, very likely he had spotted
the Head on the way to the lodge. It
scemed so probable ‘o Loder that he
wondered that everybody else did not
guess it at once.

Nobody did—but Loder.

Gerald Loder was not a very dutiful
prefect; he was, in  fact, rather &
slacker and a black sheep. But he could
be wery keen on duty sometimes. He
waz very keen now to discover the per-

trator of this awfus outrage—if it was

aker Pike.
. Masters and prefects, that day, were
inguiring and nvestigating right and
left. Only Loder had a elue—or thought
he had.

He followed it up with a success that
guite surprised him,

After morning lessons he went down
to Gosling’s lodge and looked at the
scena of the outrage. Thero were still
plenty of traces of ink about. A dozen
feliows were looking at them when
Loder nrrived. Ink, evidenily, had
been splashed about on a liberal scale.

Gosling was _in_his doorway; he was
eveing the little erowd that hed
gathered.  Tho Bounder, smong the

junicrs, was speaking as Loder came up.

“Alust have boon gallona of it
Smithy remarked. “If I were a prefect
I should be locking for a chap with ink
on his clobbor.™

A chap who got ink on hiz clobber

would have sense epough to change his
clobber, I fancy,” remarked Skinner.

“Then I should jolly well lock for a
fellow who changed his olobber this
morning [ grinned the Bounder.

der made a mental note of that
romark, It eeemed to him & very
sensible remark. He resolved to ascer-
tain as soon as he could whether Poker
Pike had changed any article of attire
that morning. That would be easy to
ascortain at a single glance, for Poler
always sported fhe same garments,
Loder felt quite obtiged to Smithy for
tha hint.

He stopped to speak to Gosling. Tt
was known that the tin pail which had
been found in en inky state had been
abstracted from Gosling's woadshed;
ihe raggor had borrowed it for his

pu :
“E ﬁlt]':lfl-ﬂﬁﬂ you've na iden who took
that pail from wyour shed yesterday,
Goshing,” Loder an.

“Which I ain't, lied Gosling.
“1f I knowed I'd kmw'fﬁo was fonling
about ‘ere last night; Mr Loder.”

“INd you misa it from your shed 1"

“MNot till it was found lying about
tlis morning."”

“Daoes that man Pike ever go to your
woodshed 7
That

 Gosling blinked at him. ues-
tion rather revealed the drift of Loder’s
suspicions.

“He's been there ab times,” answered
Gosling dryly. “ Lent me a 'and some-
itrmes with the roller.  He's got his
ways, but he ain't a4 bad =ort,™

“1id you see him thero yesterday 1™

" No,"” said Gosling,

_ “Did you notice anybody else hang-
ing ahout anywhere near the woodshed
yesterday

“No, I didn't!" satd Gosling, *'Cept
Master Coker, what I passed coming
away. "

Loder made a note of the name.,

Coker was not an observani fellow;
still, if he had been near the woedshed,
he might havo observed anybody who
was about, such as Mr. Pike!

“Whera is Pike this morningi®
asked Loder. “1 haven't seen him abous
as uwsual.”

* Been down to Courtfield to buy a noo
'at 1" answered Gosling,

Loder started,

““A new hat ! he repeated.

“¥es, he’s back now, if you want
him I"* said Gozling.
~ Loder turned away, hiz eyes gleam-
ing ! Poker Pike hed worn the same
hat—in fact, lived in it night and day—
cver &ince he bad been at Greyfriars
School. Why had he bought a new hat,
the very next morning after the out-
rage with the ink?

There was_only one answer to that
question!  He had splashed his hat
with ink, swamping the Head, and
dared mot let such s clus be seen1 Could
anything be clearer? Loder had noted
Smithy’s suggestion that tha ragger
might change inky clobber! Piks had
changed hiz hat! If thet was not proof
that that ruffian had inked the Head,
Loder would have liked to kmow what
proof was.

“I say, you fellows!” It was s squesk
from Billy Bunter, as the side door of
the lodge opened, and Mr, Pike walked
out. I say, he's got & new hat*

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

Mr. Pike walked tho juniors—in a
new hat—and gave them a rather ﬁnm
look as he passed. Mr. Pike had lived
perpetually in the same hat wsinco
arriving at Greyiriars. DBut that game
of football in the Rag had done it!
Poker was not, perhaps, patticular about
his hats, but aven in the cheapest joink
in Chicago he could not have worn that



Held fast by the jammed sash, Poker Pike could only spluiter and gurgle and
*f Bay, you ginks, will you let up on that hat ¥ ** he shrieked.

football with his hat.

Lowler which had been wsed as a [vot-
Lall by the plarful juniors.

‘[lte juniors, who knew—Dbetler than
‘Lodor —why Mr. Pikc was sporting that
wew file, chuekled. Toker frowned as
e walked on.  Loder's eyes followed
iint, faivly gloating.

It was a new hat! There was no
niistake about i1 Its newness shone in
the Mav sunshine, It was not mercliy =
clnat It was proof!

Laoder, quito sure of his ground now,
hurried away in scarch of Coker of the
Vifth—to learn whether Coker conld tell
him anything=little droaming what
:’,‘Elﬁir conld have told him, had he
el !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Information from Coker!

1 HAT about those tronsers?™
w asked Pobter. :
“Yoes, those Lags ! said

Girecne.

They wore anxioni.

mo was (loker !

A poir of trousers, drenched with inlk,
wern salely tncked away at the bottom
of Coker's box in the Fifth TForm
dormitory. There, of course, they were
safely out of sight. Btill, thera they
were. If, by some horrified chanee,
they camo to light, the game woz up
for Coker,

The discovery that a fellow had
drenched hiz tronsers with ik at the
time that somo porson unknown had
drenched the headmaster with ink,
wonld not have left much mystery about
tho malter. ;

Bo lopg as those inky trousers re.
mnamed in the House thers was danger |
Buppose a Head's Inspection took place!
Buch thi happensd without a notice
beforehand. That would be the finish!

“It’s all right " gaid Csleer; "I'm
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roars, the game of foothall went on.

going to Igc'.t- rid of thoso trucks. I
thought of burming them in the study,
Lut—i1t might attract attention——="

“Oh crikév ! said Potter, aghast ab
the idea. Ho had no doubt that such
s proceeding a3 that would attrack
attention—quite o lot of it!

“0Or I could bury them somowhere!™
sail Coker thoughtfully, %It would
have to bo after dark, of course.”

“0Of course I said Iotter.

“Phe first thing,' eaid Coker, "is to
gob them safely out of the House! 1
can stick them in somo cranny some-
where] to be got rid of later, Only n
fellow migh!:. bo notieed going out with
a bundle.

It was rather a worry!

“T think I've got the idea, thouph,”
Cloker went on. “I'Il get vp to the
dorm. You fellows go ronmd and stand
wnder the windew. I'll drop the bundle
down te you, See?”

“Um ! said Pottor and Greene.

“One of you can keep watch, and the
aother eateh the Dbundle,™ said  Coker.
“Whistle if anvbody comes along, and
'l waii, Secf

It seomed a sonnd scheme. Pottor amd
Greens went out of the Iouse—pastsing
Loder of the Bixlh eoming in as ihey
went,

Coker headed for the stairs.

It was a rule at Greyviriars, as ot most
schools, that fellows did not go to the
dormitorios in the day-time without
leave from o master., Coker, in viow of
tho business he had in hand, cortainly
did not want to draw a beak's attention
to the fact that he wanied to go up
to the Fifth Form dorm,
Clolker eare about roles, anyhow.

Ho went regardless. It was, as a
matter of fact, & rulo that was often
forgotten, Still, any fellow who was
seen on tho wpper stairs was liable to
ba called to order.

Coker, azeending the unner staircase.

Neither did ¥o
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gasp, as he waiched ihe Removites playing

*“I'm telling youto lefup I Amid

was about =iz stepz up when his name
was called.

“ Coker 1™

Horeee glanced round. It was Loder’s
oL,

Standing on the stairs, Coker looked
-:':nwn at Loder! He breathed hard and
teap !

Had Prout, his Form-master, epotted
him and called him down, it would have
been annoying. -Thia was mora than
annoring. Coker did not think much
of the Sixth, and often said so. It was
very irksomo to Coleer, censidering what
an important fellow he was, to bo under
the anthority of prefects! Ha could
hava knmkei Loder into a cocked hat,
with one hand! To Coker's mastorly
intellect, that scomed a good reason why
Loder should refrain ?mm cxereising
authority in his direotion,

“Waollf” snorted Clokoer.

“Come down ! eaid Loder,

Coker glarced,

“Throwing your weight about, as
nanal i fio jeered.

That was not the wav for n follow {o
speak 1o a profect ! ik, strangze, to
relate, Loder showed no signs of anger,

Ho was not, in point of fact, spotting
(Coker breaking the rules, and exercising
authority. He was thinking of far more
important matters.

1 want to a‘f&mk to vou, Coker,” he
snid, cuite civilly.

*You can epaak whore yon aroe !’ snid
Caker.

“I don’t want to ghout! Lonk here,
Coker, it's rather nrgent—oeome down 1™
enid Loder. “I've been looking for

1

“Ol "™ enid Coker, mollified. Ko
roalised that this was net o case of
“throwing woight about.”

Cloker eame down., Potter and Greene,
by that time, were waiting under the
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

dormitory windows. They had to wait!
Probably they would not wait long.

It could not he helped! Coker could
hardly procepd to disinter thoss inky
trousers from his box with & profect
about—especially if he made that prefecs
irritable and euspicious hg marcinﬁ
np to the dormitory under his eycs a
rogardless of his authority.

"'Wellt” snid Coker.

“I'm looking for that rotter who
inked the Head last might—" began
Leder.

“Wha-a-at T ,

“And I think I've found him ! went
on Ldder.

L1 Eh ?H-

“I fancy I can put my hand right on
him., For goodness’ sake don’t ﬁgmp
like a kangurm " exclaimed der
irritably. * Wh?t the dickens is the
matter with you, Coker 7"

ker had jumped nearly clear of the
floor |

“* You—you—yon can put your hand on
him?” he gasped.

“i fancy eo!”

*“ Db crikey I'

* Nobody else seems to have thought
of him,” went on Loder.
on to it at once, and I think I've got
something like proof.”

“Proof 7" gatd Coker faintly.

He gazed at Loder, _

H¥es, I fancy the rotter will Le
kicked out of the school fo-day,” said
Loder. “I've got it pretty clear against
himn."

i ﬂh 12

“1 want you to help me,” said Loder.

“Me 7V

“¥Yes, you!
able to.™

Coker could only

I fancy yon may be

aze, Certainly, he
eould have helped Loder—quite a ot !
But ho reslly had no desire to do so!

"You see' said Loder, “the rotter
vho did it got ink on him—"

“Ink on him?* i

" Ho was bound to, swamping ink about
from a pail! He seems to have splashed
it on his hat.”

“* His hat 7"’

“Yes, hig'hat! What are you gog-
gling i]"lm that for? Nothing sur-
prising in his getting ink on his hat is
there, when he was splashing a pail of
ik about?” snapped Loder.

“You—you don't mean his trousers ¥
stuttered Coker.

“No; he hasn’'t changed his trousers,
so far as I know.™

Coker gasped, oasting & surreptitious
alance down at his own spotless bags.

*“ Has—has—hasn’t he 7 he articulated,

“If he has, I baven't noticed it. But
he has changed his hat—I'm absolutely
cerkain on that poink.”

Coker breathed again.

For an awful moment, of course, he
had fancied that Loder had spotted him,
and was sbout to march him off to the
Hoad a3 the discovercd culpritt

Now he reslised that Loder was on
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guite another trackl Coker ™ had
changed his frouscrs after that awiul
cpisode | Ho had not changed his hat !

Loder was not after a fellow who had
changed his trousers! He was after &
follow who had changed hie hat!
Horace Colter could enly wonder
dizzily who the fellow wasl .

“That's proof enough, in my opinion,”
went on Loder. “Bot 1 want to make
absolutely surc. dare say you know
that the pail that was used belongs to
Goshing, and was faken from lhis wood-
shed,”

Coker knew 1t only too well,

““1I'va been speaking to Gosling——"

“0h I pasped Coker.

He remoembered that he had passed
Gosling the previous aftcrnoon, when ho
had been hanging about the woodshed,
locking for s chance to ammex a ro:
ceptacle for gallona of inkl

@ had brought that ink in bottles; but
could not, of course, distribute it over
his victim from helf a dozen bottles!
Gnsiingl‘; tin pail had served his turn !

“(osling noticed you yesterday

| b}

went -:-E}: Lader.

“"Near the woodshed——"

‘fﬂh 1?‘]

“That’'s why I've been looking for
you,” explained Loder. “Now, I want
you to think and remember cavefully,
Coker | Did imu sco anybody near the
wm:_lElFﬁhed while you were about #°

L 13 il IH

"Eumnbndi ot that pail from the
shed,” said Loder. “Gosling genorally
leaves the place unlocked during the
day; but it's locked at night. 1'hat pail
was got before dark--sec? Well, if yvou
saw anybody hanging about, I want to
know who it was, Did you see that man
Piket”

“ Pip-pip-Pike |7

“That scoundrelly gunman! Ile did

it—"

" Did=—did—did he?"

& Einl absolutely cortein that he did 1

1} 1 3

“But if you happencd to have seen
him about while vou wers near the wood-
shed, that would clinch it |2 explained
Loder. "Sesl?™

# I=I=—I gen [”

“Well, did you sce himt*

“N-n-no!™ stuttered Coker. i |
don’t remember seeing him! Nol I
never gaw anything of him thera | Nao !

Loder knitted his brows. Ha had
hoped for information from Coker! It
seemned that Coker hiad none to give.

" Look here, Coker, think it over care-

fully,” bhe said. “You don't like that
gunman brute any more than I do.
remember he ducked you in the fountain
the first doy of term for whcﬁ)pmg that
cheeky young tick Van Duck. You'ro
bound to do anything you can to help got
the scoundre] who inked the Head——"
“Th what "
. “The scoundrel—the utter rotter, who
inked the Head 1" said Toder. “I sup-
pose you know it was a dirty trick, and
only an absolute rotten outsider weuld
have done ib1”

“Oh I

“Well, try to remember if vou saw
that gunman anywhere near Gosling’s
weodshed yestarday while vou were
about I'* urged: Loder.

Really, 1t might almost have been
supposed that Loder was urging Horace
to remember it, whether it had hap-
pened or not !

But Horace shook his head.

“I never saw him !” he answered,

“Then I'm wasting my timel”
growled Loder. I supposa vou're ton
dunder-hended & fool Iinpumuyanythigg

1f it was right under your nose! Or
perhaps you don't want the rotéen raseal
to be found ont "

*No—I mean—I—I—mean, I never
eaw anything of Pike—"

Loder gave an angry snort,

“Oh, get out, you dvmmyl” heo

snapped. “I shall report you to Irout
for going wp to the dormmitory willout
leava™

Loder stalled away.

“Oh erikey 1" murmured Coker, as {ha
prgfﬂnt went, He wiped a bend of por-
spiration from his brow. Ile was feel-
me guite faint.

Vhen Loder wa: gone, Coker re-
started after the interval, as it waere,
and scuttled up to the Iifih Form
dormitory, regardless of the impending
report to Prout. o dizinterred o
bundle from his box. whipped fo the
window, and looked down.

Unfortunntely, by that time Polier
and Greene wore tired of waiting, ot
had gone. Nothing was to be scen of
egither of them.

Coker, with feelings too deep fov
words, mnterred the bundle jn hiz box
ngain, and guitted the durmi‘iurjr. The
opportunity had passec, owing to that
ass Loder butting in, and tha fatal
trouzors still remained to Le denlt witie

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not Poker!

b LESS my soul ! said the 1iead,
B He adjusted lis glasses nnc
stared at Loder.

. That dutiful prefect had
made his report,. No other prefect Lad
any roport to mako; but tho others, of
course, were not gifted with such
detective shility as Gerald Loder.

The Ilcad was surprised; almost as
surprised as ho had been the previous
evening, when the ink descended on hin
like & bolt from the blue.

The good old Head had hoped, if not
qunite believed, that it was no Grey-
friars fellow who had perpetrated that
outrage. Improbable as it seemed, he
had thought that perhaps some ox-
traneous intruder had been within the
school walls.  Certainly he had not
thonght of Poker Pike. '

“Blesz my soul!” ho repented. * Are
you scrious, Loder? Dless my soul! 1
cannot imagine anything of the kind—a
man, even such a vory unnsual man ax
Mr. Pike—plaving a foolish trick like o
vory thoughtless school ! Impossible,
TLoder! In fact, absurd |

T.oder bit his lip, .

He hoped to pain distinction by
Leing the one and only prefeet to solve
that bafiling mystery. He hoped to sco
the Grevfriars gunman ordared to guit.
But this was not encouraging.

I think, sir, that there is something
liko proof,” ha sanid. "It hoppened nt
Pike's docr. Nobody but he could have
Eknown you were thers. Ho is & rough
character, capable of—of almost any-
thing. Whoever {!1::1 it, sir, must have
got splashed with ink-—that’s practically

certamn. Ko has bought himsclf a new
hat this morning. think 1t logks
protty elear, sir.

It locked clear enough to Loder in iha
bittdr state of his feelings towards Poker
I'ike. It was by no meanz go clear to
thoe Head, who, of eourse, did not share
thoso feelinge in the loast.

Indecd, the Head could sco—what
Toder did mot quite realise—that per-
sonal dislike Lad something to do will:
Loder’s theory.

*Impossible 1" he repeated.

“1 hepe, sir, that you will question
tho man, at least!” said Loder. *Lut
him expfm:; why he has, on this special
morning, discarded the hat ho was woar-
ing yesterday.’ He must have a reason.”

r. Liocke pursed his lips.



“That 12 undoubiedly a coincidence,”

gaid. “But—well, I will send for

the man and speak to him, Loder. You
may remain bere.”

. Locke rang for Trotter, and the
House page was dispatched, to request
Mr. Piko to step in.

Mr. Pike was Fr{:wﬁng in the quad at
the moment, so Trottrr was not long in
finding him, FHe arrived at the Head's
study in a few minutes,

The Head glanced at his hat as he
came 1n, Mr. Pike, nceording to his in-
variable custom, keeping it on his
head |

Obhvionsly, it was a new hat !

] 51.1&55 a young guy allowed you
wanted to chew the ragp wi a a
piece |” remarked Mr, Pike, taking a
seat, in an casy attituede, on the gorner
of the Head's writing-table,

SOkl Yesl” gasped the Head. Ie
did not always find it casy to follow Mr,
Pike's meanmmg. “Quite so! I desired
to speak to you. Yon have heard of
what happened last night, Mr, Pike, at

your door?*

“Burest thing you know ! assented
Mr. Pike. “I'll say the whole bunch is
:"!;-:F-WIIJF the rag about that very

i

“Muoy I ask whether vou were indoors
at the tima 2

“Nope I

“¥ou saw nothing of the cecurrence 1™

“Nonk 1 said Mr. Pike. “T guesg if T

been around, I'd sure have given
the guy o sockdolager or twol ut I
sure was not on. the spot.”

Loder’s lip eurled.

“Will you tell Dr. Locke whore you
wara ! he asked, as the Head paused.

Poker glonced .at him.

“8yre, if he wants to be put wisel”
he answered. “I was looking in at a
winder;, giving young Puilnam van
Duck the once-over.”

‘It doesn't take long to look in at a
window,"” sneercd Loder,

“That's all you know, snd it ain’t
n lot,” retorted Mr. Pike. "¥ guess I
wad lopking in at the winder &
hali-hour, and then some—and I'll eay
that it seemed longer.”
 Loder shrugged. his shoulders, and
the Head raised his eyebrows, Mpr.
Pike's statément struck them hboth as
somewhat extraordinary. Thay did not
know the peculiar circumstances in
which Mr. Pike had lovked in at the
window of the Rag.

_ #You bought a new hat this morn-
ing,” said der.

As the Head did not speak, Loder
took up the questioning.

(i 'fg,-fpl” assented Mr. Pike.

“Will you tell Dr. Locke why ™

Poker stared at him.

“I guesa the ka'tu;g-pin of this here
outfit &in't intere in my hats,™ ha
nnswered, in surprise. “ He surs ain't
sent for me to ask me about that.”

“You had a reason,” said Loder.

“You said it.”

“YWhat was the reason?”

Mr, Pike blinked st him, and blinked
at the Head. Not droaming for a
single instant that he was suspected of
being the mysterious mopper of ink,
he was utterly sstonished. However,
he answered.

“I-guess the old hat wos a goner,”
ho said. “I'll say I was sorry to lose
that het. It waz & pood hat, and ‘it
sct me back eix dollars when I bought
it 10 Chicago. But it sure was & back

number.”
. “You mesn smnethinﬁ happened to
it last night to epoil it?"* asked Loder,

feeling quits like a questioning detee-
e v Voo s
nras ng, you ow, assente
Mr. Pike. e o
“Bless my- soul I* said the Head,
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He did not, and could not, believe
thatr Mr, Pike had mopped ink over
him. But really it was beginning to
look as if there was something in
Loder’s circumstantial evidence.

Loder's eyes glesmed. He was sure
of his ground, and he felt that he was
extracting the truth from the in-
quent, little by little,

“* About what time last night was the
hat spoiled ?** asked Loder.

_And the Head gave quite keen stten-
tion now.

"I sort of disremember exactly,” said
Mr. Pike. I guess it would be about
nine.”

“About the time that Dr. Locka was
drenched with ink at your door?t*

“That very time,"” agreed Poker.

" Bless my soul 1" repeated tho Head.

“I think it's pretty clear now, sir,’
said Loder. * Butseping the hat will
bo conclusive.”

“I don’'t get you,” =aid Mr. Pike,
more and more puzzled, “What's all
this_chin-wag obout a guy's hati”

“Where iz the old hat now?” asked

er.
“I want to know,” answered Poker,

GREYFRIARS

INTERVIEWS.

This week our long-haired poet gives you a pen-picture
in verse of a fellow who is handy “ with his mits,’

RICHARD RUSSELL,

the fghting man of the Remr—a,

{1)
Dick Russell has a solid claim
To figure in our Hall of Fame,
For in the gym In fightlog trim

He boxes with a will 3
His -strengthk and sclence are immense,
He's cool and full of eommon sense,
And In the art ol sslf-defence

We all admire his sklll.

{8)
That was, ¢! c¢ourse, the reason w
I thought I'd kar]t]tﬂ 3 WALy oye by
On Russell whils In tacifol style
I paid my weekly call,
1l Russell starfed hitling ond,
I"d no desire to siop a clont
Upon my somswhat tender snout—
WNol No desire at all |

(B}
I soon diseoversd why his tone
Was ke s dulest gramophone 2
He wanled me, I found, to be

A catspaw, mors or less |
Satd he : * Old Coker's coming soon,
He told me 50 (his afternocon,
And so I"m waltlng for the coon 1

And réady, too, 1 guess 1

He faol

3 Till Coker's iread, Iar off and dim,
- Was heard ! Now be'd be hurt !

(8)
We ralsed our weapens In the alr,
The door was opening—and thers
Was Cokez’s scowl and Coker's growl I

He strode into the room |
Then he tripped upon the study mat
And, pitehing forward, landed Aat
Upon his {003 and nose—and that

Was how we ‘met our doom !
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meaning thereby that he did not k
in the least. “1I chucked it into & d
bin. Mebbe it's thera yai, if ypu're
powerful interested in my old hat.

“If you will mend Trotter, slr-—="
Lodar turned to the Head.

“One moment!” maid Dr. Locke.
“ Pleasa tell me, Mr. Pi in what
manner your hat was spoiled? Was ii
splashed with inki"

“Ink 1" repested Mr. Pike. " ﬂoﬂai
Wusser'n that, I'm “telling youl ut
I ain’t complaining about it, sip. I
can take a joke with the mext man,
Boyees will be bovees, I guessl”

The Hesd started; and or stared.

“Poys | repeated the Head. “Do
you mesan that your hat was spoiled by
some of the boys, Mr. Pike "

“You said it, sir—me with my neck

7 jammed in 8 winder, and oung
geoks kicking that hat about al a‘ier
the shebang,” ssid Mr. Pike. “FI'lI

say it didn't look s 18t like & hat when
yvoung Putnem Tlammed it om my
cabbza agin. Nunk ¥

*“Blezs mi poul | FPleass tell me ex.
actly what happened, Mr. Pike I

(Continued on next page.)

¢ Ho took a poker from the shelf
. [ And jolned me at the door
S P Do efther side we stood,
. To keep our sars alerl.
: ma, I facing him,
! Wo stood in silence, keen and grim,

Bob Cherry is the only chap
Who ever beafs him In & gerap,
And even Bob admits the job
I3 rather more than tough !
While as for me, I shouldn't siand
A single chance In all the land
To Aght and get the upper hand
Il Russell cot op rongh,

(4}
However, he was guits pollie
And showed no tendsnecy to fight
As I barged In and, with a grin,

Inguired how he do.

Ha dld not land an uppersut

Upon my solar plexus, bui

He answered : ** Kot s0 bad, old nut ]
Walk in and take a pew [ ™

{8)
“ It Coker wants to find a row,
He'll find it here, and find i now | **
He said as he invited me

To taks & cricket stump.
** Stand there, agalnst the door | * be said,
‘“ And ‘'when you hear old Coker's irsad,
Bring down the siomp upon his head—

Bui please don't kllf the chomp ! **

himsalf =
end tried

L]

For as we brought our weapons down,
Instead of mesting Cokar's ocrown,

My crickei stomp fell with a bump
- on {‘nnk Eumﬂ’: m;u

3 angsd upon my brow,
And down we Iell together | Wow !
And so we’re In the 3anny now,

Whils Coker langhs unsesn |
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“iind, I ain't complaining 1™ eaid
Poker, *1 guess don’t want them
voung ginks called up on' mo carpet,
Loyeas will be bn;ﬂ:na, like I saad. If
that's & cinch, I ain't no objection fo
Pu'tﬁ‘i‘zg mlir—mrt; Iy t* id th

‘Cartain in Bal 3]
Head. “It iz not a guestion of that.
I sim ifv desiro to know what
cccurred,”’

“1°ll shoot, then,” said Poker.

And he briefly related . what had
Iinppened at the window of the Rag, in
the very moments when Dr. Locke was
gotting the ink at Gosling's lodge.

Loder turned almost groen as he
listened.

Dr. Locke bit his lip with vexation.
ITe -had eaid that Loder's accusation
way gbsurd. Now he Enew it

Loder, in fact, had %m&aded n prov-
ing an- “alibi " for the gunman. As
Me. Pike had bpen fixed at the Rag

window, with his’ head jammed under
the sash, at .the very time that the
ragger was at work with the ink, ob-
\:ﬂml:r Mr. Pike could not be the
rag r.. Unless, indeed, he had the ro-

blﬂ end unusual gnit of being in
mnlp aces at onco,

remember,” said the Head, “that
I noticed that some uprﬂnar Was gmz‘;g
;:_-11 in t}lha lﬁaﬂ innm when Hmni?mh
rara the . I am sorry, Mr. Pike,
that the hbjra should have—"

“O.K. 1* n.nu:l Me. Pike cheeriully.
“ Boyees will be bl:r]wes! 1 ain't got
no kick coming, sir.

at the Head.

e l::mke:i uiring]
“You 'ﬁ w the rag &
“Bpill it
Pike

piecat™ I:m ukﬂ!
It did not even cccur to Mr.

that he had been under suspicion, and

that the matter for which he had been

sent for was now dealt with and done

with.

“Ah! "Hem! Another times, Mr,
Pike," said the Head, a littla confused

—“1 am sorry to havo troubled you—
another time—"

“ Jest as you like, sir," said the wan-
dering Poker; and he slid off the table
and walked out of the study, still with
his hat on.

When he was gone, Dr. Locke turned
to Loder.

“Hava you anything further to say,
Loder ha atked <coldly. *Any
further absurd and nonsonsical accusa-
tions to make "

Loder breathed hard. Apparently he
had necme. At all events, he had
nothing to say. He was glad to get
cut, of the Head's study.

He heard the Head give a pro-
nounced sniff as he went. That was
all the reward he received for dis-
playing so much zeal in tracking down
the unknown delinquent. Really it
was not very encouraging to a zealous
prefect.

‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Inky !
@ NEY 1" shouted Bob Cherry.
l Coker of the Tifth started
violently, and spun round with
a fushed face, staring at Bob.
Bob did not notice him.
Bob was, in point of fact, calling to

Hurree Jamset Rara Sing h wlo was
commonly called “Ink by his
friends; on wocount of his beantiful
complexion.

Coker possibly was aware of that cir-
cumstance, if he had thought about i,
which he did net. He was not think-
ing r.af the Nabob of Bh&mgur, he was
thinking with s worried brow of his
inky trousers, not yel disposed of.
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"Inlt 1* roared Boh.
d just come down from the

Etudzus.

All the Famous Five had been rather
busr amu:a class that day. They had

“impots *' to write. Putnam van Duck
and his five friends had been awarded
two hundred Latin lines each for their
exploit of saliding <down the banisters,
:Th;ic!h, of mursﬂ. Loder had reported
o Mr

Thase m&u h;u:l to be handed in after
tea, and, as so often }Jappmed with

.:mpu:mtmns, they had been left rather

late..

But- the six iuniam had wired in and
dono thein at last. Bob, as tho slowest
w-:}rknr of the Co., finished last, and
now he had come down to look for his

friends. -

Spottin tE the dusky Nebob of Bhani-

ur in the distence across the gquad,

b naturally hailed him. un.ll:r
naturally he hailed him Ly the nama
by which Hurree Bingh was known to
his pals. He did not even sce Coker,
and Coker did not potice him till he
shouted ¢ “ Inky I Then Coker noticed

him immediately and cmphetically.

“Inky 1" rosrad Bob.

Coker had a guilty conscience. That
was why he took it for granted that
Bob was shouting at him.

How - this little beast knew anything

about the matter that was wrapped in
mystery, could ‘not guess. But
E‘l.’ldﬂlﬂ_?" e knew, as he was shouting
“Inky 1" at him in the guad—or, at
least, Coker supposed that he was.

Coker Et-rada towards him,
a and a sive.

H\F“ﬁmt up ha hissed.

'”ﬂrhat? Bob stared at him.
“What's biling jou, Dﬂ!-:{:r‘i' Can't I
call Inky if I want to?"

rocd nnd

“You'll get jolly well kicked il you
call after a E} fth Form man in the
quad, vou cheeky voung sweep!"

“Wha-a-a-a-t!” stuttered Bab.

“How did sou know??' demanded
Caoker.

“What and which? asked the aston-
ished Bob.

“You know what I mean!” Lreatlied
Coker. *“Keep your checky mouth
u'hul:.. sce? You call Inky agein, and
I'll jolly soon shut you up "

Bob simply stared at him blankly.

Coker wos the man to barge In, in
all gorts of matters that did not con-
cern him; seldom or never had he
known to mind his own busincss, But
it scemed rather over the limit, oven
for Coker, to barge in when & Remove
follow waa mercly ealling to a follow in
thﬂ uad!
o m]}:ﬂq -::hmky nss 1Y pasped Bob

Cherry jolly well call Inky as
much as I like, and as often as I like !

And ho immediately suited tho action
to the word, just to show Ceoker that he
WAS Do

“Inkyl Inky* Ivky I" he roared.

“My estecmed Dob—"' came Inky's
answer, 85 be ecaine trotting up.

“Here, hands off 1" roared Bol, ns
Coker, slarmed and enraged, nnl!nm&
him. *“Yon mad ass—— Yarcochl!
Eescue, Remove !”

“I'l Eilm you Inky!” panted Coker.
“I'll jolly well give you Inky, yen
nhep'r-::.f little beast !

“Yarcogh! Rescuce!™ yelled Dab,
struggling manfuolly.

Hurreo Jamsot Fam Singh rushed in
at once. A dusky hand gripped the
back o. Coker’s collar and jerked him
backwards from Bo

Harry Wharton and Irank Nupent
ecamo speeding from ono direction—-
Johnny Bull from another.

They arrive. 12 & bunch and hurled
themselves gn Coker.

(EN]

been

Thoy did not i‘aﬁ.hj to ask quﬂl!:dun;.
wera not neede
%ﬂkﬂr of t-hn Fifth was asking’
morn trouble, and they had plant-:_r
more for him if he wanted it. Thoy
handed it out:

Coker was strewn on the hard, un-
sympsathetic earth. Mo was strewn
hard. He roared as o was strown.

Feet, ? lanted on Coker, pinnad

down! Tt seomed to amuso tho chmk}r
young rascals of tho Remove to use
Horace er 03 a doormat. They
chuckled ns they trod.

“Dear old Coker!” said Nugent.
“Always asking for it. What's the
matter with him this timo, Bob ™

“RBlessed if I know 1" gasped PBoh.
"_I wna calling Inky, and he snddenly
E-:} into me, Blessed if I think
ker & quite sana

Lemmo  gorpup ! come purgling

from Coker
“You mll;r o33, Coker ! said Harry
Wharton, m wunda:r = What tho

thl.;m;i dnm it matter toe vou if Bob
calla Inky

“1'l} ca!] Inkg all day leng. and all
night, too, if I jolly well want lol™
snorted Do

“Oh, ahout it out!™ s=aid OCoker
bitterly. “Get a man sacked! Sneak-
ing Little beasts ™

*Wha-a-at?’

In sheer astomishment, the chums of
the Remove gazed dosn at ker.
Thoy withdrew tho pinning boots, and
Coker sat up, gasping. Then he tot-

tﬁrelc?]m to his fi:-arri ”
“Rotten ittle  sneak=1"  gasped
Caker. “I've n]mppud vou often

enough, bubt yon can't B0y you havén's
desarved it! Now yon've got a chanen
t::[r_ gtu':sﬂs'-:-m own back! Alake the most
of 1

“Is he potty " asked Franl: Nugont.

“The pottifulness scems  terrikic ™
remarked tha Naboh -:rf Bhnmpur

“What the thumpH you  mean,
Coker 1 roared arry  Wharton,
] Whu’u sncaking? What the dickens
are you driving at*"

ou know jolly woll!” snorted

Coker. “I pan't imagine how you've
found out—"

“Found out what? wolled Jehuny

Duil

“Oh, don't ga.'l.n:mrmnnlII snapped
Coker. “Yon know jelly well, when
son howl out 'inky* at & chap! Have
yon sneaking intoe my dorm i

~X-your dorm!" stuttered Wh&rtnn.
‘If you've soen tho troysers

" Trousers §*

“ Anyhow, yow'vo nosed it out some-
how 1" szaud oker  contemptuousiy.
“Well, go snd tell the IHead, if you
like, that I fid it! 1 shan’t den:.'r ikt
Qo and sneak—it would bo more manly
than giving n fellow away by yowling
at him in the guad 1

The chuma of the Removo pgazed,
dumbfounded, at Coker. Ther eonld
not doubt to what Coker alluded.
Coker was owning up that he was tho
Man w ho had inked tho Ht:m.i’ VWhy,
the juniors could not imagine.

It was an emnzing surpriso to lecarn
that the culprit -wasz Coker of the
Fifth! It was more amazmng for him
to tell them, unasked, what they had
not thought of suzpecting!

#“Well, my only hatl” p;w:pnd
Wharton. “*You—von—you did
Coker ¥ It was Fyou nhu—wha‘-u
who—-"

“You Enow it was!” snarled Coler.
“I dare say you dmlt know it was a
mistako in the dark, and I meant it
for that ﬂhxmiga, h]lg%ter I"ikg—"

“"Oh crikev

“But the Tlead got it! Ilow you
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found it out beats me! Go &nd give o man away I’ growled

Coker. “I'm not ing you to- it derkl Catch me
asking favours of scrubby little scoundrels in the Lower
Fourth! But don't bowl it st me in the qued—I'll jolly

well smash you if you do ¥
“Who was howling it at ]yl:-u 1* hooted Bobh,
“Eh? ¥You weral" snarled Coker.
“I! I—" stuttered Bob. 2
“Yes, you—howling *inky’ at the.top of your voice—I
dara say twenty fellows heard you, as I suppose you meant
them to ! sneered Coker.

Bob Chorry gasped. Ilis friends gasped. They sow
er's misapprehension now. They gozed at Coker—they
gazed at one another—and they burst into a yell:

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Laungh [ said Coker, with sardonia bitterness, “'It's
funny to sce & man sacked for making a mistake that any
follow might have made in the dark! Laugh!™”

“0Oh dear!” gasped ‘Bob, wiping his eyea
the death of mo yet, Coker.
‘inky " to you 1

"I know you were !"

“Nothing of the kind, you ass "

“Hea, ha, ha1”

“Oh, don't gammon'!” growled Coker. “You couldn't
havé beon calling it at anybody else—nobody else is mky,

I su i
"‘ﬁn, ha, ha |

“I was calling Inky [ shrieked Bob,

“Yea, I know you were calling f inky

“I mean Inky—mnct *inky’[" howled Bob. “I mean
Iurree Bingh! See? This chap—this here blessed inky-
com iE_:znl::’llt:rm:m:i Indian prince as ever was! Got it pow "

'"Ha, ha, ha "

“0Ob_seissors1™ gasped IMarry, “We call Hurres Singh
Inky, Coker. Bob was calling to Hurrce Singh—calling him
Inky1 Ha, ha, hal”

“It is an sbsurd and ludicrous name applied to my
ridiculons self 1” chuckled the Nabob of Bhantpur,

“Oh 1" gasped Coker.

“Hea, hs, hal" .

Coker gazed at the almost hysterical juniors. They were
nearly weeping. Blowly Coker rcalism;f it.

“0h1” he repeated,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Then—then—than you pover knew |” stuttered Coker.

Mot till you told us!” answered Harry.

"Hﬂ, h&, ! ErI:r :

“Ok | said Coker, .

“All serene, you born idiot|” said the captain of the
Bemove. “We never knew lill you told vs—but we're not
telling anybody else. Notw word about this, you fellowa ¥

“No fesr " eaid Bob,

“Oh crumbs " said Coker, *'Of—of course, when I heard
that young tick shout * inky,” I thought—="

“'i?;m thought?" asked Bob,

“¥Yes, I thought—->"

*What did you do it with?"

“"Ha, ha, ha "

on't want any cheek |” roared Coker. "If you think

“Id ; k d Coker. hink
you can be chéeky, hecausgoiGu know about it, I can jolly

oop "

“You'll be
o you think I was calling

L] 13
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well gay—— Yaroch! ¥

Coker did not mean to say that. He said it involuntarily
s the Famous Five sat him down on the quad again, cut-
ting short his flow of eloquence.
_ 'Iijun’t tall an‘ghn:-d else, Coker, old man !’ advised Her
Wharton. “We're eepin? it dark ; but I wouldn't tell
everybpdy. Coma on, you fellowa!"

“"Ha, ha, hal”

And the Famons Five, almost weeping with merriment,
scuttled off before- Coker could get on his feet again,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead ]

IO did it?
w p and down, and round sbout, that question
was 8till being asked—and, so far, nobody had

been able to supply the solution to the riddle.

The masters discussed the stranﬁe mystery in Common-
room, at almost endless length., Itach was certein of one
thing only—that the rascal whe had mopped ink over the
Chief Beak was not in his particular Form1 Beyond that
they knew nothing. :

Prefocts were keen on the hunt. Loder had lost all his
enthusiasm. and now that it had been proved—by his own
inmstiagntinm-—that Poker Piko had had nothing to do with
it, Loder did not care two hoota who had inked the Head,
and whether he was found out or not. Bub the rest of the

(Continued on nexi page.)
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THE BREAT AIRMAN, who thoroughly
tested this model glider — SAYS

B for the coupons from 2
packets of " PUFFED" RICE
or “PUFFED"” WHEAT

Rather marvellous, isn’t
it, to be able to fly the
same model glider that C. W. A, Scott, the t
-Austraiia flyer tested specially and said * it
glides and loops splendidly 1™
You can do it just by sending in the coupons cut from
the side of 2 packets of *“ PUFFED ” WHEAT or
“ PUFFED * RICE (or one from each), and the
wonderful QUAKER GLIDER, which Scott tested,
will then be seat to you FREE !
“ Puffed ** . Wheat and “ Puffed”® Rice are the
“ different ** breakfast foods—the famous * foods shot
from guns,” so light, tasty and crunchy, that everyone
in the family will be sure to love them. Good for you,
too, end ready-to-eat straight from the packet. Tell
Mother to ask for them at the grocer’s—then use the
form below.

SEND THIS FORM WITH PACKEY COUPONS

To m.-;ln, M.2, F%ﬂu Oats
Ltd., 11 & 12 boary 8q
London, E.C.3 "
enclose ' two coupons from
" Puffed ' Wheat or ** Puffed **
Eﬁ or one from sach. Pleage
me the Special Quaker
Glider with full particulars
wstembly and fiying,
WRITE IN CAPITAL LETTERS

414
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sugust body of the Sixth Form prefects

g g'l:ll.lt ¥

Jp:niuﬁ 3ebat.ad the matter with keen
intérest. In the -Bhell -and the Fourth
they had little doubt that & Remove
man had done it. In the Remove they
wore divided in opimion, whather it
lad been done by = Shell fellow or &
Fourth ¥Former. _

Five fellows knew. They had had it
from Coker! But they Lkept it awfully
dark—as dark as Potter and Greene
were keeping it{ Thoy did not cven
tell their American chum, Van Duck.

Such an awful thing could not be kept
too dark! Nobody wanted to sce old
Coker sacked—especially as it appeared
that he had not meant to rag the Hcad
at all, but bad, with his usual fat-
hvade::ineaa, got him by mistake |

Mistake or mot, the culprit's fate was
fixed, if it was spotted | And if Coker
of the Fifth hoped that the cxcitement
would die away he was disappointed,

No doubt, if no discovery was made,
it would be forgotten, in time. But a

deal of time was required, Head-
mastors were not half-drowned in ink
every dey | It was a tremendous eensa-
tion. Instead of the affair dying away
it seemed to ripen.

Thoe hunt was up! Kind-hearted old
gentleman as the headmastcr was, he
conld not possibly let & matter like this
pass, He hnpad? that the investigation
would prove that the culprit was no
Greyidars fellow  But if it proved that
a Greyfriars man was guilty, it"was the
“long jump™ for that hapless Grey-
friars man!

Smithy's surmise that the unknown
ragrer might have stained himself with
ink, which had appealed to Loder, had
occurred to others. It transpired that
sparch was being made for fellows who
had inky stains on their clobbar.

That. as Bob Cherry remarked, in-
criminated the whols of the Second and
Third Forms! Most of them, at least,
were of the ink, inky !

warned  DBilly

Skinner  solemnl
Bunter to wash! 'f‘?iuﬂ, Bunter had no
actual ink on him. But, according to
Skinner, if the prefects saw Bunter's
neck they might think it was black

with inlk !

THE MAGNET

Which made the Hemovites chuckle,
and Bunter snort! Skinner, of course,
exapgerated. Even Bunter’s neek was
not quite 3o bad as that.

‘The feelings of Horaco Coker may be

more eoasily imagined than deseribed
when he heard that inky clobber was
being looked for. Those inky trouscra
were still wrapped up in a bundle, in
Coker’s box.
Loder, inn his annoyance, had reported
Coker to DProut, and Eﬂim:r had been
given two hundred lines for going up
to the dermitory without leave, Lanes
did not worry Coker much; he was
past earing about lines. :

But Prout, reminded of forgotten dutics
by the incident, locked the deor of the
Fifth Forn dormitory, so that it was
impossible for any fellow to go thero
without asking leavel

This thoughtfulness on tho part "of
Mr. Prout was not likely to last long,
But for ithe moment it was fatall Ior
the inky trousers were now locked up.
and Coker had no chance of getting at
them till bed-time. .

Those dreadful trousera remained, as
irrefutable  evidencoe against Coker,
if soine unfortunato chance brought
them to light ! Coker's worried thoughts
were hounted by inky, trousers,

And he had cause for alarm. After
tea that day Billy Bunter burst into
Study No. 1, in the Bemove, with starl-
ling news.

“1 say, ]yﬂu fellows ! gasped Bunter,
“1 say, they'ro going to cop him, if
e 13 a Remove man.

““And how?" asked I'utnam
Dnck.

The Famous Five wera not interested;
they knew that it was not & Hemove

M1AIl.
+ Billy Bunter chuckled.

“I say, I've just seen the prefeets
going up! Quelch has gono with them.
They're going to search the junior
dermitories, beginning with the
Remove.”

“What on eavthh for? asked ITarry

Wharton.
“In clobber !  grioned Bunter.
“Fverybody's elobber i3 going to be
at, every box is going to bo
nosed into. See? They think the fellow,

van
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: and for grand
comedy cartoons
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Grand New Stories Starting in The PILOT'!
“"THE TRAIL OF THE

WANTED MAN"

The master of disguises—the man with a hundred
faces! Hunted and harried by the Police—always
cn the runl Start now this sensational story of

he exploits of the most dangerous crook ever let
'voze on the world, This 13 something entirely
new i myslery stories—a yirn you Eimp ¥ must
not miss |

"K.0." CORRICAN

*K.0." 13 8 cop—but the kind of cop vou have
never met before |

the crooks of a Yankee city’s underworld, and he

does it

THE

PILOT 2

He gets the job to clean out
with his 1wo iIu-drivinF hsts] “K.O."
is & real knock-out—he'll thrill you as
vou have never been thrilled before !

OF all Newsogents. Every Fridav.

whoever he was, must have got ink on
him—and changed  afterwards, of
course, A [earful lot of ink was slopped
about, you kmow, If it was ono of
you Ei’lﬂpﬂ, you're booked.”

“You siliv nss!” grunted Johnny
Bull, “We wers all in tho Rag at the
time, kiekine Pike's hat about ¥

“It wasn't o Remove man!” said
Harry., *“They won't find anything in
our dorm. I—I wonder if they'll scarch

tho senior dormitories.”

“Buare to, if they draw the junior
dorms blank,” said Bunter. "1 fancy
they’ll be going through the Fiith to-
morrow; and then, very likeif;- tho
Sixth Form Rooms. I say, you fellows
I wonder if it was a Sixzth Form man?
I thought very likely it might have
been Loder—"

“Loder I gasped the juniors.

“Well, ho was nosing about Gosling's
lodge to-day, and asking Gosling o iob
of guestions,” said Bunter. * Ile secmed
very anxious to find out if Cosling had
gcen anyhody near his woodshed—where
the pail was taken from, you know.
Looked to me az if he was worried
about somothing.™

“0h, my hat !

“Jolly good thing if Loder wnos
sncked—what ?* said Bunter cheer-
fully, “Do you fellows think it was

LE

er
“Hg, hal No.” .
“Well, it looks like it to ine,™ eaid

Bunter. . .
Herbert Vernon-Bmith looked in at

the door.

“You fellows heard:* he asked.
“They're wp in our dorm—going
through our boxes, T hear. 1 eay,

Blkinner was 1n the Rag at the time,
wasn't he
“I think
""'ﬁrh'l.'l'?” )
“Well, he secems worried,” grinned
thoe Boundey.

The chuma of the Remove left the
stucly and joined a crowd that was
gathering in tho passage. The news
was spreading that the Remove dorm
was being searched by prefects, for o

ssible clue® to the eculprit. FHarcld

inner undoubtedly looked wvery un-
cagy. B0 much so that a good many
glances were cast at him, and fellows
cxchanged significant looks.

There was o general move down e
passage to the landing, to the foot of
tha  dormitory  staurs. But  ihe
Removites wore able {0 go no farther

he

B0, answered  IMarry.

than that. Gwynne of the Sixth stood
on the upper staircase, lo bar off
intruders.

suppose o fellow can go up,
Cwynne?™ satd Skinner.

Tha prefect gave him a, look.

“MNot unless he's sent for,” he an-
swered, in a very significant Lone.

“Ie, he, Lel” from DBunter.

“You ass, Bkinner!™ muttered Snoop.
“What the dickens did you do it for?
You must have been potiv 1"

“Idiot ! was Skinner's answer.

Wingate of the Sixth locked down the
staira

“Bkinner's wanted ! he called out
“Hend Bkinner up 1V

“Bkinner ! ealled Gwynne.

Skinner slowly aseended the upper
staircase. Thero was a- buzz in the
thickening erowd on the nding.
TFellows of all Forms were pathering
there, and the excitement was growing.

“Bo it was & Romove man, aofter
all1” gaid Hobson of the Shell <1
ralher fancied that it swas.”

“1 gucssed that, frst thing " re-
marked Temple of the Fourth.

“0Oh, rather!” said Dabney,

“You silly asses'™  hooicd Dob
Cherry. “Do vou think a Remove man

would rag the Elead 1"



“Looks as if the 1:}m&flk:=+:'|1:-n think =0,
rinned T&mplet “Why have they sent
or Skinoer ™
That was rather m puzzle. Excite-

ment was intense, only Gwynne on

guard prevented an cager rush up

stairs to see what was going on in the
dormitory. The general conclusion was
that a clue had

Skinner was the man !

“Hark!" exclaimed Frank Nugent
suddenly.

A sharp yelp was heard from above.
It waa repeated. It sounded like a
fellow getting swipes from a cane. The
erowd on the landing exchanged
glances.

That's Skinner ! breathed Bob.

“Quelech s there, wou fellows!™
breasthed Billy Bunter. "I noticed he
had his eane under hiz arm. But, 1
say, he can't be letting Skinner off

with six | Lvery thought the chap
would be saaknﬁ-w

“Hallo, hallo, hallo] Here he
comes | :

Skinner came back down the stairs
to the landing. Every eye was fixed
on him. He wriggﬁ&d pamfully as he
came. Evidently, he had been caned
by hia Form-mester., DBut it was not
& caning; it was the “sack ™ for the
man who had ragged the Head. It
was guite perplexing.

“1 say, ain't you going to the Head 1™
squesked Bill %unten

“You fat idiot I answered Bkinner.

“Ain't you going to be sacked?”
demanded Hobson. -

“ Fathead "

“Why did they send for
Skinner " asked Harry Wharton.

Skinner snarled,

_“The silly fools found s packet of
cigarettes, rooting through my box 1 be
answered. “I knew 1t was there, and if
I'd known they were going unp to the
dorm—"

“Ha, ha, ha I

“"Owl!l" said Skinner.
silly idiotg—wow ¥

“¥a, ha, ha "

Ewtdantl; Harold Bkinner was not
“the man.” He had not been afraid
that the prefects would find inky clobber
in his hox, had been afraid that
they would find his packet of cigarettes.
And they had!

There was a roar of laughter as
Skinner wriggled painfully away.

Elalf an hour later, Mr. Qﬁﬂ]&h conre
down—grim, but satizfied. Nothing of
an inky nature had been found in the
dormitory occupied by his boys. The
prefects remained in the regions above
~—going through other junior dormi-
tories with other Form-masters.

It was close on prep when that lengthy
and laborious search finished—drawing
blank | Fellows went to the studies to
frep, highly excited. No clue had been
ound in the junior guarters, and the
scarch was dropped. Would there be a
search of tho senior quarters? And
would anything be found there if there
waa? . .

It was & deeply interesting question to
the juniora. It was still more deeply
interesting to Coker of the Fifthl ?I‘n
him, indeed, it was more than interest-
ing—it was horrifying and terrifying!

He knew that the idea had been
mooted. e knew that Prout was
already nnmmif indignantly on the sub-
jeet. The Fifth, in Prout’s opinion,
were above all imaginable suspicion in
such a matter. Jumor masters did nok
see this !

It was unlikely! DBut it might
happen next day, if nothing was dis-
covered., And if it happened, what
about those trousers?

Jou,

“Wow | The

een found, and that Cok

EVERY SATURDAY

There was only one resource! Thase
trousers had to be got rid of that night—
somehow, or anyhow! A bundle
dropped from a windew in the dar
after all the fellows were asleep, coul
be picked up in the quad by a fellow
who got out early, before rising-belll It
was risky—but it was the only way!l
er went to bed that night with
rast of the Fifth—but not to sleep!
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It was s late hour. Btars glistened in
the ukﬁr but it was dark in the quad,
especi i.rj" where the shadows of the
trees and buildings fall. Chick Chew,
star kidnapper of the United States, was

on the s%ut.
Chick had found more trouble in the

kidnepping business since he had hit
England, than ho had ever experienced
in fhis own happy land. Bud Parker

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor Is always pleased fo

hear from his readers. Write to
him : Editer of the MAGNET, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon m
London, E.C.4. A stamped, ad
envelope will ensure & reply.

HICH is the strenger animal, &

W liom or & gorilla ? David

Franks, of West Ham, aska mo

that question. As a maiter of

fact, there isn't much to choose between

them. A famous explorer has just
related how he witnessed

A BATTLE TO THE DEATH

between a lion and a gorilln. The lion
had been atalling a baby gorilla, but,

father gorilla ap d. The gorilla boat
its chest loudly like a drum and smitted
ita appalling roar. Incidentally, I wonder
if you know that the ampunt of energy
required to emit that roar is said to be as
much o3 would breal: a man’s neck ¥ The
lion, swinging round, charged the gorilla.
The gorilla, leaping aside, gripped the lion
by one of ita hind legs, snapping it
immediately, The next moment, the two
of them were locked togetler in a death-
%np. In 8 few seconds the fight was over.

he gorila waa almest torn to pieces.
But the lion did not survive. It was so
terribly injured that it could omly lim
sway & fow vards, and then fail. Ita nec
was 80 matled that the beast bled to desth
where it lay. Bo it seems that when these
two kings of the jungle meet, honours are
even.

Here's a truse from  America.

In Kansas City,

POLICEMEN MUSTN'T WEAR

MOUSTACHES !
They've all been told to shave them off.
The reason is that the moustaches have
caused ap many fichta between police and
eiviliana that the police dircctor hag
banned moustachea for good. The whele
trouble started when & * speed.cop ™
grew a fancy little moustache, 1t looked so
eomical that people used fo rosr with
laughter when they sgw it, and even pass
rude remarks. This was more than tha
epeed-cop could stand. e would jump
off his motor-bike and go for whoever
dared to laungh at him. Apparently,

Faro

moustaches are not popular in Kanzas

befors the lion could leap upon it, the.

. City, for when other policemen began to

grow them, they, also, came in for un.

complimentary remarks, Bo mony free

fizhts were cavsed between the police

and the eivilians, that the only way to stop

the whole business was to prevent the

Eﬁw from wearing moustoches. So pesce
at last been restored !

e e

Talking of restoring peace reminds ma
of the fact that I have restored peace
with the many thousands of my readers
who have been constantly asking me to
republish stories desling with the oarly
adventures of Harry Wharton. This grond
new feature—under the title of * THE
MAKING of HARRY WHARTON 1 "—
commenced in lpst weel's izgue of our
grond companion paper, the * Gem."
If any of my chums have not yet taken
advnn of this great treat I should
advise them to do so now. The “ Gem,"
by the way, is on sale every Wednesday,
price 24,

Just room for some
REPLIES IN BRIEF !

When Wera Tithes Instiiuted in fhis
Country ¥ Tithea are the poyments which
farmera are compelled to make for the
upkecp of the churches. They wers
instituted by tho first Archbishop of
Canterbury ahont the year 600,

Who Bullt the Ta] Mahal ? Tho * Pearl
Mosquo ™ wag built nearly 300 vears ago
Ly Shah Jeban a8 o meusolewn for lhia
wife, It i3 known as the eighth wondor
of the world.

How Many Books ars there In the Brifish
Musenm ? It is difficult to say, for new
books are being added av day. Theros
are conmderably over four mullion volumes,
meking it the largest library in the world.

I suppose you are all wondering what
I have in store for you next week. Well,
you'll eertainly enjoy :

J*THE GARGSTERS' SWQOP 1™
. By Frank Riebards,

the fourth yoarn in our grand new series.
Poker Pike is finding it o real hard' job
‘“Yheeping tabs* on Putnam van Duck,
As to what actually happens in thia all-
thrilling yarn I leave you to lenm in due
gourse. DBelieve me, chums, you'll fod it =
real top-notoher 1

As usual, thers will be another full.af.
shuekles edition of the " Greviriars
Hersld,” a contribution by our clever
Rhymester, and more chapters ol our
pregt now story of modern pirasy which

ou will find 13 going to surpass all previows
Magx¥rer seriala for thrills. droma, oand

exciling adventure. YOUR EDITOR

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
One for His Nob!

' W, pack it up 1” snapped Chick
Chew.
“1 guess—" muttered
Bud Parker.

S
o fat gangster peer rot a
thick shadows of the ﬂmyfriﬂrugquai
Bud Parker, his “side-kicker ¥ in the
kidoapping game, blinked round
unaasi}z]v through his horn-rimmed
spectaclen,

waa frankly discouraged. Bud would
willingly have thrown down tho whole
ame and streaked for bome. Not so
Me. Chew! Mr. Chew was pgoing io
cinch the son of the Chicago millionaire,
if it cost him a leg ! The word failure
did mnot exist in Chick Chew s
voecabulary.

Btanding under the shadows elms, the
two kiduoappers watched tha great
facade of the Houze. Innumervable v in.

dows glimmered in the starlight.

Tie AMacxer Lismany.—No. 1,473.
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Not a light burned. All Greyiriars
was sunk in silence and slumber,

“I guess it's 0.K.,* murmured Mr.
Chew, “I'll say it would be as casy as
pie, if Old Man Vanderdecken hadu't
coughed up thet ides of hiring Poker
Pike to keep tabs on his boy. Yop!
But T guess we're buying it, you Bud,
all the same, Poker or no Poker "

“Meobbe he's around ! muttered the
utcasy, horn-rimmed man, “and I'mn
telling wyou, that guy Poker iz peshy
sidden on the sheot——" .

“Park it " growled Chick. "I guess
cven Poker goes to sleep, times. You
keop here, you Bud, and if you spot any
guy rubbering arvound, you pass him a
tap on the oa with the butt of your
gat, and keep him from singing. I
gucss ;'ﬂ ba back afore ]pﬂu 581 SAY No
sigar in mine l—and T}l mention that
I’ll have that young Putnam rolled
up in a bianket, this side up with care
I ain't never got left yet—and I ain't
going to begin, in this here one-horse
country. Nope I

Loaving the uneasy Bud on the watch
under the shadowy elms, Chick Chew

made a cautious approsch to the House..

Cool and confident as he was, Chick
was glad when he got inte the cover of
the deep shadow of the building.

e could wot help feeling how excecd-
ingly unpleasant i1t wounld be to leay
the sudden bark of Poker’s six-gun
breaking the silence of the spring night.

Watchiul as ho was, Poker certainly
had to get an allowance of sleep. Dub
it was ?uihe- probable that he might
prowl a tew nat night !

That, indeed, was Polkor’s invariable
custom, had Chick only known i

Chick koped that he was at the
moment, asleap; but he took every pre-
cantion, in case he was awako and warv.

P'Fat. g3 he was, the gangstor moved
lightly and swiftly, and dodged into
every available cover as he approached
the House—and did not breathe frecly
till he was wrapped 1n dark shadow
under the walls.

His plan was carcfully mapped out—
to get into the school, search there for
Patnam van Duck; tep him on the head
to keep him quiet for a necessary length
of time; roll him in a blanket, and walk
off with him !

Ouly from the watchful gunman did
ho fear poril, and if he eluded tha
watchfulness of the gunman, it was pie—
and elam pie at that! :

Cetting into the House presented little
dilieulty to Chick. He had played
wiany parts in his time, before he burst
into fame as the star kidnapper of the
United States. In earlier and humbler
?RTS bhe hag cracked safes and picked
L I

Locked doors and fastened windows
only made Mr. Chew smile. Even bolts
and bars did noet stop him, and only
checked him for a time.

Dut bolted doors, of course, micant
delay, even to a master-hand at the
gamo like Chick. He moved round tiw
building, looking for an easily accessible
window,

ITis footsteps made no sound as he
moved, and the darkness covered him
like a clonk. Bud, watching across the
qund, might feel unensy—but Chick was
full of cheery confidence.

Sven if the gunman was awake, and
wary, and watching, he wasn't going to
seo Chick in the gnrk. Onee he %a:’l
veached the building Chicle felt safe. A
sonnd, certainly, might have given the
alarm in the silence of the night. Dub
Chick was going to make no sound.

When he had selected his window,
{hat window was ioin to open noise-
lersly nnder bhia skilled hand. It was

Tug Macwer Lispany.—No. 1,473.
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oing to be left open for the pa a of
the tappod and blanketed millionairo’s
son, when Chick got him| There was
not going to be any noise—unless some-
thing unexpeeted happened—as, indeod,
something uncxpected so ofton does |

It 11.?53 the uncxpected that happened
nony

It was =0 utterly unexpected, that
even the wary gangster was taken
totally b&l surprisa. The waricst
gangster that ever put & guy on the
spot could not have foreseen or guarded

against this amazingly unexpected

QCOLT TRTI0E,
all chances!

Chick had ecalenlated
Poker P'ike might bo rubbering around
—he had reckoned on that! Somo
master muaght be up late—he had
rechoned on that! Even a “cop * might
have been roped in to keep tabs on the
school—Chick had mkuhec? an that pos-
Hg had, he fancied, reckoned
up evervihing in the list |

But ho had not reckoned on a bundle
suddenly falling out of the dark sky
and crashing on his head !

No guy could have forescen that!

If Chick Chew had been asked tfo
nonme the thing that might possibly
cramp his style that night, the very last
ihing he would have thought pf, would
hav s baon Horace Coker's trousers |

He had never heard of Horace Coker !
Fad he heard of him; he would nevex
have envisaged the possibility of Coker
throwing his trousers, tied wup in n
bundle, out of window in the middle of
the night,

It was not the sort of thing that was
often donsl It had never come within
the scope of Chick's experience before,
wido as that experience had been. It
was the very last thing he could have
thought of |

Yet it was what happened,

Coker—as ignorant of Chick below
as Chick was of Coker above—droppe
that bundle from the window of the
Fifth Form dormitory, breathed a sigh
of relief—and then gave a startled
Juzp,

Coker had supposed, of course, that
the bundle would fall on the earth, and
remain thera till morning—when, at the
carlicst possible moment, he would get
out of the House, pick 1t up, and scud
down to the river with it. ;

Instead of which, -thoe bundle had
fallen fairly upon the hend of Chick
Chew; knocking him spinning.

The bundle was neither very large nor
voery heavy., DBut, descending fron so

reat & height, it landed with terrific
orce. It fairly crashed on the
rangstor’s From the startled

Chick there came a howl that woke
nearly overy echo of Greyiriars School.
 Yooooo-hoooooop 1* howled Chick.
Hp crashed.

“Oh crikey I" gasped Coker.

He put out his startled head, and
stared down. He ecould sece nothing.
But he could hear. Something, he counld
giﬂss, was happening. He did not know
wWihat,

Chick Chew stagpered up dizzily.

The bundle that had nwkes himn
over had fallen beside him.

Chick did not heed it. ITa did not
even worry about the amazing mystery
of its descent from a darl sky. e
knew that his startled howl must have

reached any wakeful ear in the school,
and probably startled a many
gleeping ones out of sluomber. Ho had

fi\‘un himself away—with & vengrance !
da had spilled the beanst

PCanting, ho listened.
around—

He was!

Bang !

It was the roar of a six-gun|

If Poker was

A running figure leomed up in the
gleam of the stars. It was little more
than a dim shadow, ecrowned by =
bowler hat. It was Poker Pike, burn-
ing the wind towards the spot where
the uproar had sounded.

Probably he glimpsed the gangster.
An:i'!:mr, o burned powder—fash on
flash, crack on crack!

" Bearch me ! gasped Chick.

Carrying off uinam van Duck was
now, in the way of stunts, a back
number-—as dead as the dodo. Chick
knew that he would be a lucky gangster
U lie carried himself off, with the alarm
given, and Poker Piko loecsing off lead
with a generveus liberality.

Chiclt ran, and Bud van, and Poker
ran, sod rapped oub lead at the same
time,

Windows npened, voices shouted; the
whole sehool was awskencd.

Coker, from the window of the Iifth
Faorm l!fl.‘.‘-l'll:'lll'f_‘rl':.'. stared. Elo had no
idea that his trouscrs had started that
terrific row.

Ho had not ecen vwhat occurred—
only heard the result. Startled voices
floated up to the window; some of the
masters and ]pmfmta were turning out,
Colker hoped fervently that nobe of
them would happen to spot o bundle
Iying in the shadow of the wall.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

At Last!
LU BAY, ven fellows, what's up with
Coler?™
MCoker ™ repeated  Ilarey
Wharton.

¥ Lock " grinned Dunter,

The IFamous Yive looked round at
Coker. As n matter of fact, a gaod
many  fellows had logked at Coker
already that morning. Since Lreakiast
Coker's procecdings had been rather
attractive of attention

Coker was going up #nd down and
round about br the wall of the House,
staring inte corners, looking round but-
tresecs, seanning windeow-zlls, peering
inte shrubbery. Colter secmed to bo in
search of something

%I say, I azked lum what he had lost,
and he called e names ! said DBilly
Bunter, *“He's fearfully shiety! If
he's been dropping money about, I'd
help him loolk for it with pleasure; but
when I told him so, he was simply 1il-

]

E [E——

“Perhaps ho know: you think find-
ings are Lecpingz!” grinned Dob
Cherry.

*QOh, really, Cherpy-—"

Harry Wharton & Co. went over to
Coker. DPoker Pike was in the quad,
and they noticed that he had his eyes
on Horace, watching him very curiously
indeed. Fis serious, hickory face was
guite intent under his bowler hat

Coker did not notice the Groyfriars
gunmean. Ile did net heed anybedy or
anything in his search for that bundle.
e had not found it vet

Coker was out of tho House that
morning beforo the Tising-bell had given
three elangs. Put the carly bird was
not destined to entch the worm. There
was ho bundle to be scen. The trousers
had vanizhed.

It was dismaying. ’

Had tho tronsers vanizhed for gootd,
of course, that would have been all
right. But Coler could not hope that.

ha trousers were somevwhere. Tho
bundle, Coker supposed, must have gono
farther than he intended to throw it;
it hed fallen somewliere or other, but
he could not spot where. He had
gparched till the breakfact-bell went—
in vain. He scarched epain alter
breakfast—still in vain!
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T eall 1
foot.

*“ Oh, shout it out | ** said Coker bitterly.
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“.Get a man sacked !
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all day long, and all night, too, if 1 jolly well want to ! ** snorted Bob Cherry, pinning Coker down with his
I'm not asking you to Keep it dark that I inked the

Head ! But don’t howl out * inky > at me in the quad or I’ll jolly well smash you ! "

Where were those trousers?

It was a baflling mystery. Colker had
dreaded that the bundle might be
spotted and picked up. But that could
not be the explanation, for the discovery
of a bundle containing a pair of trousers
drenched with ink woonld have spread
like wildfire through the school.

Everyone would have known that it
was & clue to the man who had inked
the Head, and before this the garments
would have been traced to their owner,
and Coker would have been up before
the Beak. But what had happened?
Where and O where were the trousers?

Coker, having searched every possible
and impossible spot, was searching the
lot over again. He really seemed to
hope to be able to conjure the trousers
there by sheer force of looking.

* Lost anything, Coker t” asked Haorry
politely.

Coker glared round at him.

Billy Bunter had not over-stated the
casp in saying that Coker was shirty.
He had under-ztated it. Coker was in
a state of suppressed rage and fury,
mingled with apprehension and alarm.
He was simmering—almost boiling.

“Bhut up and elear off, bother you I
enarted Coker.

“Don’t they learn nice manners in the
Fifth ' remarked Bob Cherry.

“The nicefulness is terrific ” chuckled
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“If you want me to smash you
began Coker, in a reoar. Then he
checked the roar, remembering that
theso juniors knew the secret, and were
keaping it dark. “ Here, I say, you can
help me to Ig-ak, if you like. I've lost
my trousers !

‘ What-a-at 1" stuttered the five to-
gethar

I

“ Trousers! They're gone !” breathed
Coker.

“But yew've got them on!™ gasped
Frank Nugent, wondering whether
Horace was wandering in his mund.

"Eh—what? You young idiot! Not
these trouzers ! snapped Uocker. “The
other trousers——" -

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at
Coker. Knowing nothing of the thrili-
ing adventures of those trouscrs, they
were naturally astenished

“You—you've lost a pair of trousers?”
?’H.Spﬁﬂ‘ Bob Cherry. It was the very
ast thing the juniors expected to hear
that & fellow had lost in the quad.
“ Mean to say you camse out in two pairs
of trousers this mdrning, and lost
Ol @ ——?

" ¥You joung ass ' No ™ hooted Coker.
‘Haven't you any sensa? I chucked
them down from the dorm window last
night in a bundle,”

“¥ou—rvou—you chick-chack-chucked
a pair of trousers ont of a window at
night #** gtutlered Bob.

“"Yes, I was going to field them frst
thing in the morning, and bury them
scmewhere, or drop them 1n the river,”
gaid Coker. * But—they’'ra gonae!”
Then, as he saw the blank amazement
in the juniors’ faces, he snorted. “You
voung assest If they find those bags,
my number’s upl! Don't you under-
stand 77

" But whl?l?” gasped Harry Wharten.

“Think they won't guess how the ik
got on them, you young fathead I
_ “Oh 1" gasped Harry. “Was there
ink on them §

Hea began to nnderstand.

“Do you think I should chuck trousers
away for fun?” snorted Coker. *Don't

i

be a
help !

The gnniﬂrs grinned. Their idea was
that, if thero was a silly idiot on the
spot—as certainly there was—it was not
one of themselves.

_Et Bad not cecurred to Coker to men-
tion that the trousers were inky—which
really was the important point.

“There was & row last night,” went
on Coker. "1 hear that that gunman
gu:rtted the kudﬂz‘}:perﬁ after young Van

wck-—or fancied he did—aoand started
banging away ai them. The rew started
after I'd chucked the, trousers down.
I wouldn't have dano it if I'd known
what was coming, but I never heard a
sound till I'd tj'mp' ed tho trousers.
Then somebody yelled, all of & sudden,
like billy-ho! Hardly a second after
I'd dropped the trucks, you know! I
can tell you it startled me 1”

“The bundle can’t have been found '™
satd Horry., " Some of the masters came
out when the row started, but if they'd
found the bags—inky——"

*It's not that,” said Coker. "I should
have heard shout it before this. But
what's become of the bundie ¥

“According to Pike. the kidnapper
wa3s around,” said Bob., “ But I supposc
he mnever siopped to kidoap your
trousors ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Coker did not laugh., It was no
langhing natter to Coker, Those un-
happy trousers were irrefragable evi-
dence of guilt. They were tomewhere—
but wherg{

“It's all that rotten gunman’s fault”
groaned Coker. “If he hado't cheeked
me, I should never have gone after him

(Continued on page 28
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f:iilier young idiot than you ecan



Opening Chapters of a VIGOROUS ACTION DRAMA of MUTINY In a PENAL SETTLEMENT I

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nemesls Island !

EMESIS ISLAND lay preen and
N lden in the intcnze eapphire
gﬁlﬁ of the Indian Ocean; like
a gient tropiczl lizard basking

in the sun.

Coconut-palms, tall, slender, graceful,
thrashed their feathery tufts to the song
of the monsoon. Green tamarisks
waved. White sands lay cracked and
baking in the sun. Bilver surf creamed
and boomed slong the razor-vdged coral
reefs that guarded the channel into the
little half-moon bay that was the sclo
and only Ianding-place of Nemesis
Izland. _ .

- Above the long wooden jetty, with

its palm-thatched goods sherls, rose tho
hiﬂ;]? observation tower of the whito
prison buildings. In the interior, dense

tropical jungles enfolded the quarries
and plantations whers the wretched
convicts toiled out their hopeless lives
under ths whips anod guns of the
OVOISeeTs.

MNemesis Island !

It is seid that every crook and
eriminal, every spy, adventurer, and
political refugee, gives a shudder at the
vory mention of that dreaded name.

b?nmauis Island is a by-word as the
most terrible penal settlement in the
world. It belongs to the republic of
Varland, & lmn]TSEumpean power in
tha Baltic. To its .living death have
been sent murdereras and eriminals of
all nations, the worst men in the world,
for Varland was the Moeoca of every
runaway crook with money in his pocket
—until Morgan Drake, mystery man of
tha British ret Service, indueed its

overnment to pass a law against them
that was as sudden as it was unexpected.

Under a striped awning that shiclded
him from the blmdi rays of the
efternoon.-gun, lolled Governor Zarda,
hugi;:. bald, and vellow of countenance,
with blagk, beady eoyes that were
glmost hidden in rolls of fat: like a
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veat humped hog heaped into a
asket ﬂhlil:'. Silently ho levelled a
pair of binoculars at a tiny gpeck that
was ¢utting an arrow-head of foam
through the shimmering, unruffled sea.
A smile of glaatin g satisfaction creascd
thie governor's heavy, bloated features
as he rem?niped one of the motor

ANCE
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It was a rewnarkable countenance,
incidentally ; strong, ruthless, cunning,
with & jaw of iron, and pale blue eyes
that were hard as flints.

A few years before No. 333 had been
Von Eimar, the world's master-spy, the

man on whoso head a dozen governments
had set ‘& price. Now he was Convict

leunches belonging to the settlement. No, 333 —but, having still the brain of
With a podgy 6nger he pressed an Von Eimar, he had been excused tho
olectric bellpush at his elbow. Next Lrutalising work in the quarries or

moment, from the stately white house
with the green sun-blinds theat was
Governor. farde's quarters, <éme &
broad and powerfully built man in the
straw hat and canvas slacks of a convict
with the crimeon dagger of Varlan

and the number 333 branded in red on
his rugged, massive chest.

You cbserve, No. 3331" gloated
Governor Zards, turning his glesming
monocle upon the silent conviet, * That
is our launch. They have captured the
negro who tried to escape, No man
ever geta away from Nemesiz Island,
No. Bﬁ—nu man has ever done so, or
ever will 1" :

Complacently the governor smirked as
E swabbied the eweat-band of his solar
2e,
ortunstely for his peace of mind as
he made that arrogant boast, Governor
Zards did not possess the gift of seeing
into the future. Still less had he the
ower to read the thoughts that wera
atching in No. 333's teeming brain, as
the convict stared opt across the flash-
ing ocean. Silently the governor and
MNo. 333 watched as the priseon launch
foamed alongside the landing pier.
“Tell the prisen licutenant to bring
in his eattle, No. 333, continued
Governor Zarda, mopping his moistured
brow. “I have entertainment for them.
They shall see their negro comrade
lashed into bleeding ribbons. That will
tcach tho secum how hopeless it is to

think of ecscape!™

“ At once, lixzcella 1" The face of
No. 333 was a mask r;?gim immobility
a3 he passed into the office to seek out
the prison lieutenant

plantations, and, becoming the
govarnor'as secretary, now knew maore
about the secrets and corganisation of
Nemesis Island than did Governor
Zards himself.

The prizon siren’ brayed out its in-
sistent, brazen note, From quarries and
plantations the guards were herding
the cowed and shackled convicts—
druupintgh listlessly in their rusty chains
and o the blazing glare of the sun, into
the dusty, arid sguare beneath thae
BOVETnOr's house,

“MNo man escapes from Nemesis
Island 1" That was Governor Zarda's
confident and oft-repoated boast; and,
g.:tp till now, he had po ocoasion to unsay
it.

At night the prizoners wera huddled
into a barbed-wire enclosure that was
studded with conecreta watch-towers

uipped with machine-guns and power-
?& arc-lamps. The barriers wero
charged with electricity from the prison

ower-house, end to touch them meant
esth. By day the conviets teiled in
chain-gangs, overlooked by inhuman
task-masters, whip in hand and gun in
belt. If one broke his fetters and
shipped away into the green, poisonous
mangrove swamps or tangled jungle, the
shark-infested Indiam Ocean  stiil
hemimed him in.

The negro ronpgway was half-desd.
For two days, without food or drimk,
ho had been afloat on a miserable raft
that he had constructed out of bamboo
poles and palm fibre. A hovering aero-
plane, =omt out by the governor, had
spotted him, and the launch had



brought him in; In any case, he had
had no chance. Nemesis Island was
hundreds of miles from the mnearest
shipping routes. :

ow, drooping and faint, he was being
lashed up to the terrible triangle be-
neath the governor’'s window.  His
fellow conviets, sullen, ecrushed, et
dully resentful, were lined up under the
rifles of their guards to .watch ks
punishment.

Lash, lash, lash! ]

With the feral cruelty of a diseased
mind, Governor Za laughed softly
to himself and rubbed fat fists as he
watched the black's tortures from the
window. ]

Some of the prisoners of WNemesis
Island were not present at the *enter-
tamment’¥ Ono of thess was No. 5333
—V¥an Eimar, as has been said. Another
was No. 186, who had onea been the
notorious doctor and poisoner of
Brussels, Dr. Nieuwe. _

Bince the regular prizon doctor had
died of tropical fever—or, possibly,
something else—No. 186 had been In
charge of the prison hospital. .

“Ja all well i* asked No. 186, s tall,
thin, stooping man, with a narrow,
swarthy face and pointed “imperial,”
peering through his rimless pince-nez
a3 Von Eimar met him in the
dispensary.

“Yes. It's our best chance,” breathed
MNo. 333, his eyes glittering beneath
narrow lids.
the square., We may not have another
chance like this for weeks. Come on|”

A warder, with a revolver holstered
to hia belt, was nodding drowsily in o

chair by the door that led to the hos.

pital ward, He rose to his fcet as the
convigts approached.

Von Eimar wasted no time in words.
As the unsuspecting warder opened his
mouth to speak Von Eimar slipped past
him and let iy with a powerful fist.

Taking a terrific ﬁile-drivar just
behind his right ear, the man flopped
out with not so mucit ‘A5 & EroAD.

“Good!” grunted No. 3!& stooping
to possess himself of the man’s revolver-
belt. “Not so bad, eh? Now for a sud-
den recovery of your patients, doctor 1”

Mutiny |
THERE were nearly thirty men

sweltering in the confined and

breathless heat of the prison

_ bospital, besides a cpuple of
convict orderliea. -

At a word from Von Eimar all but
half a dozen leaped from their beds and
stood tensed and alert. _

Sick men? D‘j‘ll:lf of tropical fever?
Not they | Except for those aix genuine
cases, there were not two dozen more
healthy fellows, mnor greater willains,
than the group of evil-browed felons
that crowded round Von Eimar and the
doctor.

Simple as the plot was, it was care-
fully planned and carried out. It was
easy for Von Eimar, who had access to
every record. and cerd-index in the
governor's office, to pick out a number
of the most hardened and ruthless
scoundrels in the convict settlement to
join him in his desperato enterprise.
And what was easier than for his com-
federate, Dr. Nieuwe, to report these
men as being sck, after first handing
them & potion to give them the hideous,
yellow appearance of tropical fever?

And what a crowd they were, tool
“Killer * Moran, for instanco, Chicago
gangster, bootlegger, racketeer, kid-
nnl%par, and hold-up man, with a dozen
cold-blooded murders to his record | His
brutal, gorilla face and beetling brows
stamped him for what he was. And
Luis Ramiro, the flashing, derk-eyed
South American!  Mikheail Lebedof,

“The guards are all in
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the Rupsian ex-naval artificer and
engineer! They were all of a kidney,
excep rhaps, the tall, good-looking,
straight-limbed Englishman, of about
thirty, whose temples were already
gre?mg with the horrors of Nemesis
sland, and the little bow-legged
Cockney, who had found himself in the
convict settlemeng because of hia broad-
minded wviews on the subject of
property. :

“No talking I exclaimed Von Eimar
briefly. “You know our plan. Every
man knows what he has to do? Good|
Then follow me, and keep quiet |

Through & maze of empty, white-
washed corridors, No. 353 led his men
up & vertical iron ladder to the flat
leads of the single-storied prison build-
ings, Stooping, with their heada ducked
Jow under the parspet, they hurried in
& snaking line towarda the nftE control
tower that dominated the set ent,

A sentry was lminging idly by the
door at its base. 3 they swarmed
round a corner he made a sudden grab
for his rifle, but at the sight of Van
Eimar's murderous eyes squinting down
tha sights of a levelled awtomatic, he
thought bhetter of it and raised his
hands, dropping the weapon. DMoran
and Luia Bamiro lashed his arms behind
his back with cord, gagging and bind-
irﬁg the man with quick and scientifio
efficiency. .

The turrei-door was of reinforced
steel, but the foreing of locks was
child’s play to Mikhsil Lebedoff, expert
safe-cracker gpines his expulsion from

** No man escapes from Nemesis
Island !** Sueh is the proud
boast of Governor Zarda—until
Conviet 333, the world’s master-
spy, turns the tables on his
captors and becomes CAP-
TAIN VENGEANCE !

the Russinn Navy. Up the narrow,
twisting stairs b:-undedp two of the
mutineers to surprise and overpower the
golitary operator in the wireless {rans-
mission station above,

The lower floor of the comtrol tower
was the arsenal, and swiffly the rebel
convicts armed themselves: Racks of
glistening, well-oiled rifles were
promptly  emptied, Over  naked
shoulders were slung smmunition
bandoliers and revolver-belts loaded
with cartridges. Killer Moran swung
on to one shoulder a light machine-gun,
which he knew so well how to use.

Luliing on the stone balecony-rail of
his window, Governor Zarda heard a
rapid tramping of bare feet in the pas-
sage-way. Surprised, he flung a glance
over his humpy shoulder into his office.

Then he stood appalled ! ’

The uf'iélcathdmr was flung ﬂﬂlﬁﬂ {
open, An e governor's eyes almos

opped from under twitching, hairless
?ids as ha saw the gap crammed with
a mob of armed willains, hecaded by
Von Eimar, who had levelled hia gun.

“ Wha—what—" stuttered Governor
Zarda, not daring to trust his bulging

eyes.
“Bilence, you fat piil“ ,
The barrel of Von Himar's wWas
jammed into tho governor’s fat and

palpitating ribs. There was none of

convict secretary’s habitual deference
about him now., It was not out of
politeness that he picked up the
%uve;unr’s fallen cigar, where 1t was
urning o hele in the expensive carpet.
thrusting it between those flabby lipa;
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nor when he jammed the dangling
monogle back into Zarda's terror-brim-
m%.e;m. i

ith a swing of his powerful arm, he
foreed the now abject governor
back through the window.

AH -unsuspicious of the tenss drama
that was being enacted above them,
convicts and prison guards were
massed in the aquare before the whip-
ping-post, all facing the window. Thpa
negro wag drooping upon his leashed
wrigte, already wunconscious, perpaps
dead. Btill the whip coiled around his
black, criss-crossed shoulders.

“Now I” snarled Von Eimar, keeping
well behind the governor's bulky figure
83 his iron grip squeezed that trembling
elbow. “Tell your dogs of warders to
line up under the window! Then give
the order ‘' Ground armal' Quick, you
son of a pigl”

The hidden sutomatio drove inte
Governor Zarda's fleshy back.
As in a dream, Governor Zards

fumbled in the folds of his amplo sash
for a whistle. Every face was up-
turned i{o the baleony a3 he winded a
call upon it. Von Eimar and his con-
federates hung well in the background,
out of sight, tha arch-mutineer screened
bFItha mosquilg-ourtains of the wil_:iﬂui\"-

n a thin, piping voice, utterly
unlike hid usual rich and domineering
tones, the governor spoke as Von Eimar
nstructed him.

Surprised, but obedient, the prison
guards filed forward wunder tho
governor's  window, lowering their
riles to the ground, but watchful,
hands wupon the butts under their

holater-flaps.

en, in a snapping veice, Yon
BEimar '
“Let ‘em pBee your ironmOngery,
Moran 12

With & wicked, ugly grin, Killer
Moran swung the muzzle of his Jight
machine-gun betweon the choulders of
Voo Emmar and the goversor; sights
aligned, drum clicked into position, his
thick fingers crooking round the
trigger.

Burprised ejaculations escaped from
the row of sun-helmeted guards at that
unexpected developmant.

“Burrender, you squm!" suddenly
bawled Von Eimar, heaving the
governor aside and hanging his brawny
body over the baleony. “We've got
you cold! No tricks, you rata! One
hand to a gun, and I'll drop each man
where he standa I

A wave of Von Eimarls podgy hand
fo fhat black, hovering death-muzzle
was sufficient. The guards reised their
hands above their heads.

Left to himself, Killer Moran would
have mown down those horrified
warders with as little compunetion as if
they had been a row of ninepins. Bug
Von Eimar, cold, hard, and ruthless as
ha could be upon ccoasions, wes not one
that loved murder for its own sake.

Lovingly, Moran cuddled his itching
finger round that trigger that, at a
twitch, ocould release & stream
murderous lead. But he knew better
than to defy Von Eimar's expressed
order.

“Now, men!" roaved Von Eimar, to
tha equally stupefied convicts massed
behind the guards. “Where are your
wita ? Disarm the dogsl Quickly!
Mgke them prisoners! Are you afraid,
you fools}” )

Hin staccato voice broke the spell.

With a prolonged, bestial howl,
rattling their irons as they rushed, or,
rather, hobbled, the delighted prisoners
converged in a dense mob upon their
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parelysed guards and overseers.
Disarmed, strip af their nniforms,
eursed, Lkicked, buffeted, and spab

npon, the lwokless guards would have
been trampled underfoot and clawed
liab from limb had not Von KEimar
mtervened to save them.

“Take them to the cells!” ko thun.
dered, above the howling, raving
clamour, And it says much for the
man's dominant personality that his
commandas prevailed. ]

Tho dusty, nsked, and bleeding
warders, now prisoners in their turn,
were dragged off by  their jubilant,
trivmphing oaptors and locked in the
row of 1ron-barred ecells under tho
prison buildings—black, horrible dens
that  wers used for solitary confine-
ment.

Then bedlam wos lot loose on
Nemesis Island. Three hundred muti-
nons < convicts, babbling with joy,
snvarmed over the entire penal settle.
ment, loating, destroying. .

Wild shouts echoed rs they broke into
the enpineering shop for tools to release
f!mmug:ﬁm their irons, to which many
of them had been linked
pevpotually for years.

TFuriously they stermcd into the
liguor storcs and maddened themselves
with raw spirifa

Never bad such sights been  seen
before on Nemesis Island.,

Grim, masterful, snd forbidding, Von
Fimar stood upon the broad stnircaszo
that led from the hall of the governor's
houso, with the shrunken prison
governor cowering in his grip.

Ho had eeized upon the governor's
monoecla, screwing it in{: hiz own pale
Llue eye, and he looked e strango
eight, stiff and upright like & Teutonic
officer, tho felon . brand scarring his
naked Lreast, and the governor's topee
tilted upon his equare, shaven head.

A mob of helf-naked convicts, their
ovil faces flushed and distorted,
flourished knives, rifles, and billets of
wood as they howled end [lusted for
Governor Zarda's blood

“Qive him to us, the mangy old
wolf 1™

“Kill the dog, kill him ™

“We'll tear him to bits [”

“Lash him to the triangle and do to
him as he did to tho nigger!”

‘These and woree threats o half a
dozen different lanpuapges were hurled
ot the terror-stricken povernor as he
iL-:H::d with quaking paunch and flexing
LS.

With hairy, naked, perspiring broasts,
Lranded with numbers and the crimson
dagger of Varland, wrists scarred with
shacklo-marks, baecks ecored by the
fash, tha rebel convicts came tramping
in_a dense mass up the stairway.

Ficrco yellings changed to brutal
Iau%rhtm‘ as they saw their late tyrant,
half-mad with panie, crouching away
Lehind Von Eimar's straddling legs

Von Eimar took s paco forward, his
hittle oyes narrowed. hind him, their
faces dark end grim, grouped the hittle
land of mutinecrs who had effected the
CONSPITAcy.

“ Back, E;m pig-dogs ¥ Von Eimar
growled like & savage mastiff, barin
Lis teocth. * Governcr Zards lives.
say so. 1 need him alive for a special
purpose I

In surprise the would-be murderers
halted,’ cﬁ.untnd for & moment by that
licree, dominant glare: and then & snarl
of wild-beast anger mingled with coarse
and derisive mirth rumbled from their
hioarse throats.

in filga
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With a curse, a gignntic half-caste
Mn'!a.j: epat out something inerticulate,
thrusting forward with bare, splay-toed
feet a3 he flourished a heavy iron bar.

Von Eimar grinned, showing white,

ld-filled teeth hlke 2 spitting cat. The
drink-misted oyes of the mutineers
bardly saw his clenched fist move, so
suddenly did he swing it up. But it
crashed under the half-caste’s chin with
a jolt that almost enapped his spinal
cord, and the brate sluomped down
wm the legs of his startled and
WaVering companions.

Then, as the excited rabble hang back
in a doubting maszs, sullen, resontful.
yet subdued by Von Eimar's cold and
measuring glance, a telephone-bell on &

near-by stand buzzed suddenly into
whurrm%_hfa. ] ]
Von Eimar, ecowling, lifted the re-

coiver from its hool.

"TWell?" he barked into the trans-
mikter, revolver levelled, one eye upon
the seething mob that filled the hall,

His face darkened as & clear English
volce came over the wires from the
observation post at the top of the control
tower. It was the Euglish ex-naval
lieutenant who was speaking.

Von Eimar li51:en-‘:-;lp to what the man
had to say: then, replacing tho receiver,
hie addressed the scething mob. )

“Men 1" he said in & snapping voics,
which cut like stecl through the noise
and babble. “Listen to me, you pack
o fopls]! You'll have something roore
to think sbout presently than making a
jigsaw puzzle of Governor Zarda!”

neering, ho laughed in their faces.
“There's a ship heading for the island,
my friends | A warship! She’s making
for th,? barbour. and when she reaches
It-'—"'"'"

The Captured Crulser !

HE mmﬁicnt storm collapsed like

g pricked bubble. In terror the

convicts crowded up to Von

Eimar. l:eggmﬁ of him to know

what he intended to do now that this
awiul pulf vawned at their feat,

With & wave of his podgy hsnd the
arch-mutineer gquelled them. .

“Leave this to me, men,” ho said
coolly, *1 am leader here! Is that
agreed? Very well! Obey my orders
noplicitly if you wish to get out of this
tl‘w:”

ith that he made his wai.' to the
control tower, followed by his lieu-
temants and the whole throng of the
now subdued and dismayed 1nsurpents.

With & pair of binoculars in his
hands, & cigar sticking out from the
corner of his mouth, Von Eimar leaned
against the iron railing of the ohserva-
tion tower, apparcntly in no way dis.
turbed by the danger that threatened
to wreck all his carefully prepared
schemes,

Beneath him on the flat prison leads
massed the conviets. a sea of anxious
faces all staring at that grim, grey
warship, with ats [ﬂllﬁ[’ﬂﬂ of drifting
smoks and creaming bow wave, that was
steaming slowly towards the
harbour.

“It’s the cruiser Zermae,” announced
Von Eimar QE'M'&'E;F “The flagship of
the Varland Navy—on a werld tour, so
I understand I hadn't ecaleulated on
this. The supply ship, on which I in-
tended we should make our escape, isn't
due for two daysi”

* Awkward ! commented  Bonald
Westdale, the tall Englishman who had
first observed the unexpected cruiser.
“I don't know how many men she

island

must say that it 18 in

earries, but vou ean't expect our lob
of underworld rats fo put up a fight
against disciplined Navy men."

“A erack ip our gearbox, sn' no
error [ supplemented Hilarity Einton,
the cheery, 1rrepressible kney, whose
gnirits could not be damped either by
the horrors of Nemesis Island or by the
imminence of death. “This is whera
we aplit, as the pea-pod eaid to the
basin ™

“Perhaps1” Von Eimar ruminated,

as though speaking to himself. * Por-
haps not! 1 think I have & plan—ves,
it might worlkk. Domnerl I'll make it
work 1"

As Admiral Merieski, of the Varland
Navy, came alongside the pier in_ his
swift motor-pinnace it was teo dark
for him to see anything unusual about
tho guard of honour which was drawn
up with rifles and fixed bayoncts to
receive him. They wore the cool, white
uniforms of prisen guards, their scarved.
ugly faces shaded by sun helmets, and
in the dim, uncerta.n light there was
nothing to show that they were convicts
disguised.

At the head of the jotty stairs stood
Governor Zerda, looking very sick and
%la_ in his splendid, epauletted uniform.

side him, arm-in-arm, was & sturdy,
square-set man in neat white ducke—
none other than Von Eimar—wearing a
monbele that shone sgainst the guay
lights,

‘This is an unexpected pleasure,
Admiral Mericskl,” purred Von Eimar,
smiling cordially. “Pray excuse
Governor Zarda. Ho is greatly sick—of
a tropical fever—and speech is foo much
for him; it might bring on o fatal
stroke.” ]

Governor Zarda licked his trembling
lips as the barrel of Von Eimar's auto-
Exﬁéﬂ prodded him in the smmall of his

aok.

Admiral Mericski stared in haughty
suUrpTise,

“And who, in the name of Satan,
may you be, sir?"” he demanded.

“If you will accompany us to Govern-
menit Housa I can explain, my dear
admiral,” returned Yon Eimar blandly.

The admirsl starcd haughtily, and at
last condescended to pace along beside
Von Eimar and the governor, clanking
his sword importantly as he went.

As soon as they were in Gavcrnor
Zarda's private office, Von Eimar
lsughed gutturally. 8lipping the auto-
matio into his pocket, he slapped s
hands. The folding doora were flung
open, to reveal Killer Moran, scowling
gs he chewed, and a dozen ragged and
half-naked convicts, armed with rifies
and bayonets.

Admiral Meriesk: was staggered.

“What means this?” he gasped, un-
nnmprphendingg. “Is this some form
of a joke? ngn!!)r he swu upon
Governor Zarda, who had collapsed
weakly into a swivel chair. “If so0, I
the worst possible
tasto. I am offended! Perhaps you, sir,
ean enlighten me,” ha added, turning to
Von Eimar. “Order those rullians
sway, whoever they are ™ ¢

Von Eimar beamed through his
monocle. -

“Cortainly I ean enlighten you,
admirgl,” ho said emilingly. “It 13 o
joke, to be sure, though one that I fear
you will not appreciate. Let me intro-
duce myself. This morning . was
No. 333, a guest of the Republic of
Varland, on Nemesis Island. A fow
years ago I was Yon Kimar, inter-
national spy. You will have heard of
ma, I imagine. Tonight I am Captain
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Vengeanee, the pirele, and vour cruiser,
my dear admiral, is to be my privato
maun-o’-war.” He pressed a fat thumb
npon the soda-water siphon at his elbow.
“A drink, my dear admiral? I faucy
vou will need it

Admiral Mericski seemed to ba on
ille verge of an attack of apoplexy.
Thunderous  rumbles and _ gurgles
sgunded in lhia plumf throat. He strove
to speak, but he eould form no words.

“ Rufliars,” cxclaimed VYon Eimar,
turning to Killer Moran gnd his men,
“tha adiniral has requested me to ordor
you away. Go, then, and tako theso
two other ruffians with you ¥

With an *ﬁl}; smile upon his gorilla
face, Killer Moran took the Admiral by
the elbow.

“Aw ¢'mon, baby!” drawled ihe
giant American gangsicr, chewing as
he spoke. “This way, ol’ palooka!
Don’tcha be inght{:n.cl:‘i admiral boy !
(Guess we ain't gonna take yuh for a
ride—not unless wyuh git ferocious!
Nope, sirreel We'll take yuh for a
mnice 1i'l sea-trip, instead !

Like o man in a dream, Admival
Alerieski suffered Ihmself to be led
away.

At a poke from a Dayonet, none too
gently admimstercd, Governor Zarda
heaved his great bulk from the chaiv
and waddled hopelessly behind him.

- ] 4 - -

A minute later o man in the uniform
of a prison offictal eppreached the
coxswain in chorge of thoe admiral’s
pinnace. :

“The admiral's orders,” he said,
zalating, as he handed the petty officer
a folded mote. *All the crew except
the duty men aroe to be landed at once,
without arms. They are to be lodged in
the governor's fort. Here are Admiral
Merieski's official  instructions te tho
commander.”

f the eoxswain waz surprised at tho
unusual order, it was not for him fo
question it. At a word from him the
outboard engine was started up, and the

innace foamed back smartly to the

awsered cruiser.

Tha commandar
Admiral Mericski was puzzled., But
his jnstroctions were explicit and
peremptory, The admiral himself had
penned them, at Von Eimar's dictation,
with & revolver held te his head as an
cncouragement. Promptly, therefore,
the commander izsued orders for the
lowering away of the boats, and he him-
self accompanied the fivst boat-party to
the shore.

The trap worked like a charm. As the
sailors passed unarmed through the
narrow sally-port of the battery they
found themselves suddenly dazeled by
blinding searchlights. SBtern voices
ordered them to throw up their hands if
they didn't want to bo viddled by
machine-gun bullats.

Group after group was hustled through
the frowning prison gates, clamped into
tho irons discarded the convicts, and
!fmked into differont casements of the
ort.

It was after midnight, when the officer
of the watech, pacing the bridge of the
¢tniser, was surprised to see a number
of motor-launches speeding towards the
Zermac, ]

The boatswain’s whistle p ped smartly.
Duty men lined the eruiser’s well-deck as
Governor Zarda and Admiral Merieski
came climbing the accommodation-
ladder, arm-in-arm with Von Eimar,
who chatted amiably with them as his
monocle shone in the deck-lighta,

The Lieutenant of the watch advanced
to meet them, and then gaped foolishly
at the ragged and branded mobh of

whao acted under
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convicts that scrambled up the steel
sides of the crus=er,

“Wha-what—" he exclaimed. 10
howilderment.

“Ttell your men t-to surrender,
officer I gasped Admiral Mericski,

forked beard quivering ludicrously oas
he spoke. *“That is an order. D.don’t
do anything rash, for Fleaven's sakle I¥

Cheering, and brandishing knives and
guns, & sca of armed conviets poured
over the bulwark rails from the boats
crowding below.

The officer and the watch muode no
rozistanes. Indeed, they bad very little

bein unﬂ.mud:f

chaa In stupefac-
tign they allowed themselves to be
bound with thetr own lanverds, and

hustled off to the cruiser’s brig under
the foredeck.

Swarms of excited conviets overran
the captured cruiser. Into the gun-
turrats they climbed, aleng the super-
structure past the squat hlack funnels
and deck-houvses, swinging up the
ladders from the well deck on to the
quarter deck, dropping down vertical
iron ladders to overpower the engine-
room hands, and the firomen and
trimmers who were banking the fres in
tha stokehold below.

MNaver was a proud warship subdoed
more easily. The crew nof the Hermao
had & courage fully equal to that of
their admiral and the island prison
governor. Inside ton minutes tho con-
wicts wern masters of the entire vessel,

Von Eimar tramped up the steel
ladder rungs to the bridge, a satisfied
smile lighting his broad Teutonin
features. Heo threw open tho door of
tha chart-house and entered.
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*“ Ruffians ! ** exclaimed Von Einar
“ Take these two other ruffians with
you ! *“ Aw, ¢’mon, baby ' drawled
Killer Moran, taking the I by the

. elbow. ** Don’tcha be frightened, admiral
boy, we ain't gonna iake yuh for a ride,

not unless yuh git feroeious ! ™

MNext moment, however, ho halted in
blank amazement, B .

“Teufel " he rapped out, in surprise.

A smooth-faced, athletic youngster of
about fifteen, with fair bair and fraok.
grey Ccyes was stqdytn%a chart by the
glow of the electric bulb, IHe wore, not
the uniform of the Varland Navy, but
a white yachging suit, and his appear-
ance was distinctly English.

“Donnerwetter I exploded  Von
Eimar, grunting in hs throut.
The boy looked up. He was as

amazed as the eseaped rconvier leader
hirszalf. ;

“Von Eimar, the spy 1" eried the lad,
rising from the chart-table.

For once in his life Ven Eimar lost
s iron self-contral. A white blaze of
anger consumed him., )

“¥Yes, I am Von Eimar, the inter
national spy 1" he thundered stampiny
into the room with a strong fist closing
over the butt of his rovelver. * Al
you are Roderick Drake, the son of
Morpan Drake, tho British Secret Ser-
vice ngent, who sent me to the liviug
death of Nemesia Island 1"

Fierce passion distorted his livid face,
and Rodevick Drake, looking straighe
into thosoe g}iaring eyes, saw murder in
their depths as WVon FEimar un.
halstered his gun, and squinted along
the sights on the barrel,

(Face to face with the sun of the man
who had sent him to the penal xedlir
ment on Yemesiz lrland, Von Fimor
has revenge in his reacht Look ouf for
gtartling derelapments in neéxt week's
thrilled-packed chapters of thizs pouwcr-
ful pirate yarnl)
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HORACE CDKER'SE DARK BEED!
(Continued from pave Z3.)

with that ink, and shouldn’t have got
the Head by misteke ! By gum, if T get
through thus, I'll make that brute sit
up! U'll rag him right and left till 1
rag him out of the sehool! I'll give him
somelhing better than ink next time—a
bucket of tar-—"

“Mind the Head doesn’t pget o,
Coker I" ;

~Ha ha, La!”

“0Oh. shut up!” snapped  Coker.

* Look here, if yow've got any idea what
can have become of  those dashed
tronsers-——-"

Harry Wharton glanced round. At a
little, distance Poker Pike was standing,
with his keen slits of eves fixed intently
on Horace Colier. For some. reason he
was kednly inberested in Coker that
morning, and Harry Wharton fancied
he eonld guess why

“What abdut Pike ™ he asked.

“Pike "_pepeated Coker

“T mean, e was prowling about. el
i amybody apotted] the bondle, he was
the wai to spol it. Then he might hang
abiont to =pot a fellow lookiug for suime-
thing here—and that's what he’s jolly
woll doing now "

“( 1" saud Coker > ;
[le elafed seros=- ar e Grevfriaes
wuma, Poker certainly was the wa
kolioet 1o heve spotbed - ile bundle if
it Bad peen spoliod, But why T should
have Kept such o discovers dark was
rathee a myvsler) .

“ (! repeated Coker. .

“iallo, halle, hallo! There s e
helt 1” exelaimed Bob Cherry, as the bell
rong for first school: and the Tamous
Five cot off Lo the 1louse.

Coker did not foltow. Prow! sould Le
eplty if he was lule in il Form-room,
Inee that did nol watler; what 1llatle11i;!.
Wi TROLISOTH. ,

Lookivg ot the gumman, he digcerned
a fainl grin on the hickorsy face, Cokev
made- up his mind at last and ap-
proachied the gunman.

" Look here—=" he began,

“ Looking,” said Poker laconically.

“ Digd vou—" Coker paused.

“Shdot 1" said Poker. ;

“ Dl von—-" Coker pavsed again.

“dpill it, big bov!™ eaid Polker.
“¥ou the gny that chueked a huondle
ot of o windey last nighe”

“10d you find it?" gasped Coker

“Jest a fow U ngrecd Poker. 1L

A
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say it _was that bundle drepping that
made Chick Chew let.cut a howl like he
was Bitting Bull on the war-path and
put ine wise thit he was around. Surest
thing .you know 1"

“Oh 1" gasped Coker.

“I guess rubbered around o few
after they hit the horizon,” said Poker,
“X sure did spot that Lundle and
cinched it, and I'll montion that I stared
kome when I piped what was in it
Yourn ¢

Coker hesitaled, .

He disliked that punman—disliked
him intensely. Tt way his fixed inten-
tion to rag him oyt of the school—if he
was not himself, unfortunately, sacked
before he could carry out that fell in-
tention. In these circumstances, he <felt
a natural coyness about placing himsclf
at okor's mereyv. Yot he realised that
De alveady was at Poker's mevey if
Poker had the fatal irousers.

“Y¥ournm. 1 reckon!™ snid Poker. as
Horace did not speak. “I guessed I'd
.-=i[ml a gov looking for that bundle in
the ‘morming, amd I sure was around
early, and ['1 sav I've been watching
vou a few. Them trousers was parked
full of ink, and I guess I don't need
*E%llug why o guy wanted ta lose them,
T'll say vou're the guy that got the
L‘!HH’-]HII of this hero outfit the ofhev
night at the door of my little ecabpoose
with a pail of ink. Buorest thing you
know 1

Coker breathed hayd.

“Boyees will be bovees” went on
Poker: “and I ain't the galoot to give
a boves away., Nope! But I'll tell all
thiz heve island it was o diely trick to
Pass up on ow mild old puy like that
sehonlimater,

"1t -iv was a _mistake !  gasped
ek i i
ok, [ never s ncant v for the

Ivad: T'd have mopped it over myself
:-f]rr.}m;lrf I—1 weant it for somcbody
clae.

“Thal lets me out.” said Polier, with
a hoeel, “ I vou never moant it for that
schoelmaster gux. T ain't shonting it cut
any. DBut who'd yvou reckon you'd get
with that can of ink at the door of my
cnboasp ¥

Coker did not nnswer {hat queslion.

Really it havdly veedod an answer,

“Cayey me home (o die!™ cjoculatod
aker Pike. “*Why. vou ornery young
geck=—yvan  pie-faced, slab-sided.  gol-
darncd, praky gink—yvou fgured on pet-
ttng thi= haby with that doggoned iuk !
Surest thing vor: know ™
Cnleer zkood dumb,
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There was a long pause.

“Hearch me!” said Poker at last
“1'll -say you was asking for more'n
you could chew if yon'd hit it off—and
then zome! i 1f you never almed t¢
get the schoolmaster gur, that lels me
out, 1 gpuess you con bove tlhem
trousers."’

“Oh!” gasped Coker.

He followed Mr. Pike to the lndign.
At the gight of the bundle Céker fph
like & shipwrecked mariner whp sgw
land, The trouscrs—lhoso terrible
trousers—were in his hands at  lastl
Coker made guick time dewa to the
rrver.

L] w - - L

Havry Wharton & Co., when they saw
Coker of the Fifth apgnin, beheld a
cheery smile on Lz rugged fealures

J'rom which they deduced thaf il was
all right.

And il was!

Coker had o hundred lines, nm to
mention & “jaw,” from Prout for bong
late for class that morning. But lines
and jaw Jeft Coker uwnmoved, rin his
happy relief.  Those {rouserz—those
wretehed trousors—were gone ; sunk, full
of siones, at the bottom of the SBark.
atitl no clue remained to connect Colier
with the mysterious mopper -of ink.

The hont was still going on.  That
day, in spite of I'ront’s indignant boon,
there was a seareh in the Fifth Form
dormnitery. Coler did not mind, Colker
onnly smiled. Nothing would ever be
known now, That was all right 1,

“That gunman chap isn't o bad sort,”
he teld Potter. and Greene.

“EW?" spid Poiter and Greene.

“The fact is T rather like ham,” said
Coker,

Potter awd Greone could only stave al
their great leader. _

“He's pot rome funny ways," said
Coler. * But 1 {el} vou he's 2 good sort
im s own way. Yoo ean fake that
from me ! Don'telet e hear any more
rot about ragging him, or anvtinng of
that kind! T éthan't stafid il

“AVe never—" gasped Potter.

“ It wag you !" hiszed CGreene. .

“Don’t jaw!” =said Coker  *“ What
follows you dre for jawing! Jaw, jow,
jaw 1"

THE EKD. ‘

(The nexe yarn in thia full-of-thriliz
geries ix entitled: “THE-GANUGSTERY
SWwWooPrr Ifs the briphtest and moxt
sparkling yarn you conid wish to read,
ag meake sure and order mext Saturday's
MiGSET in gooad finel)
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