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has told him that his work is

Alweys glad to heot from
The Editor, The Magnet'

NOTE.—AU Jokes

TOLD you last week that I would

roturn {0 tho subiect of caves, o

let's start off with that. In some

parts of tho world, especially in
mountainous districts, the earth sesms to
ba honnyeombed, and new cavea are being
discovorad nearly every day. Just re-
cently & whele chain of caves wers dis-
coverad in the Dolomites, and these have
not yet boen explored theroughly. When
they havo boen, it i3 assumed that they
will prove to be the largest caves in the
-mnrijl, largor, evon, than the famous
Mammoth Cavo of Kentucky, which is
tan milos in lehgth.

THE MAMMOTH CAVE,
incidentally, is one of the wonders of the
world, for it contains tos, Tiverd,
cataracts, and avenues, and the latter are
covored with the most boautiful crystals
In the Pyronees, between Franco and
Spain, thore are alie many wonderful
caves, only fow of which have boen ex-
plored, and Belgium and Switzerland aro
othor countries which possesa cavea of
groat magnificence. In our own countr
the finost caves are found in Cornwall,
Devon, Yorkshire, and Derbyshire, and
somo of theso were only discovered fairly
rocontly. In Kent's Holo, near Torquay,
o quantity of bomea of extinct animals
woro discovercd, and, in fact, tho idea of
oxploring caves is to discover evidence of
the kind of animaels which roamed the
world in prehistorie days. So here 13 &
chance for any budding scentisi-—go
cave-hunting ! )

Here they comd again !

HORE LEG PULLS .
tor your poor okl Editor. Well, I don’t
ming? Go shead—and T'H try to give
as mach as I take. Hero's a selection
from this week's post-bag!

J. B., of Margate, tells mo that I must
have held over 6 joke which he sént in to
me, Yoo, after dus comsideration 1 held
it over the wastepaper-baskot—ond
drop it in!

Hﬂ?rﬁr D., of Plymouth, asks rae whether
seaee nking or lizard skins make the bost
shoos. 1 ﬂhuutﬂnll day that banana skins
mako the beat alippors !

Bort . Walters, of Croydon, says hoe
stands six foet in his socks. Ho'll catch
eohl if ho stands about in his socks!

{, B. extends an invitation to me.
“1f you come down this way, will you
drop in 1™ he asks As his address is
Mousehole, I dom't think I can |

Occagionally some of you fellows take
o to task when it isn't reslly my fault.
Goe of my chums this weel askas me why
1 took several weeks to answor & que
which he sent in to mo. The reason 13
that tho BlagNET mm press eoveral
wooks before you fel t it from your
pewsagent, so L would like to peint out
to you that if you want an answer im-
modiately, this can only be dome it you
give your full name and address, and
oncloss o stamped, addressed envelope.
1I'm always ready to help my chums out
of diffeultios, so don’t be afraid to write
end sk for my advice or amustance.
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and Limsericks should be sent
clo " Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C--:'l {Camp.}.

pou, chums, a0 drop me o lne fo the following address :
Librory, The Amelgomeled Press, Lid., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Sireel, London, E.C.4,

to

Here is a question which has puszeled
thousands of people. Bon Croft, of
Leamington, wants to know the identity of

THE MAK IN THE IRON MASEK.

He was & mysterious prisoner who was
clogely confined in various French prisons
froma 1879 entil 1703, when he died in the
fﬁmcr:; Eaat.ii:::}mf&: wa_.:lha nobleman, m:l-
wad always with grest respec
but his keopora had orders to kill him
immediately if ho took off his mask
¥enous conjecturea have been made os to
whom he really was, but the truth has
nover boen definitely established, and his
wlontity remaing one of the t
secrots of history The mask which he
was condemned always to wosr was not
entiroly made of iron, bnt woas of black
valtet, st wned with  whalobono,
and fasteped bohind his head with a
padlock.

Now lot's see what sort of yarne you
follows have sont in this weck. Hore's
ono that wall doserves o penkmle, ae
Willrodd Jackson, of 11, Fothargil Street,

Warrington, Lancs, gets ono for his
offort :
TIT FOR TAT!

Bank Clerk 1 " Now you've got a job
in & theatre, will you send me
some lickets

= secasionally ¢ *°
Theatrs Clerk: ft
“Certainly,
old chap if
you'll send me
somebanknotes oeeasionally ! Z

It's up to you now, chum, to follow in
Wilired's footsteps and corey off one of
theso useful prizes. .

Some time ago I promisad you fellows
to mive wou what advica I could on the
choice of a career, and ono of my chums
has written to me tolling me that

HE WANTS TO BECOME AN ARTIST

asking me- for advice on the subject.
ﬂdtham Em:&y o other * Magnetites ™
who have the same smbition, 1 am giving
a few hints horewith. :

To begin with, it is essential that a boy
who wonts to becoms o professional artist.
should have expert instruction, which can
bo obtained at the schools of acl which
axist in most big towns. After a few

' training at the school, he should
ondenvour to get into tonch with one of
the private studios which do work for
adveriizsers, for the Press, and for book

and magazing publishing houses. There
he will h%ﬂ:& hiz chanes to ma.l:a_ odl, and
if ho shows definite talont, ho will s0on ba

iv opportunity of advancing.
E“'.lc{mh:ﬂ ﬂﬂﬂggﬂo-ﬂ to I:-E:rrmmﬂ 8 freala%ma: he
roust submit specimen sketehes 10 various
Editora, and if hia style suits them, he
will soon find plenty of work placed in his
way. But he should slways remember
that, while artistic worlk is well paid for,
there are thousands of artists already
working hard to meet the demands o tho
various magazines and poriodicals.  Con-
soquently, no boy shoulld embeark upon an
arfistic caroer until ho hag had a thorough
grounding et an art sehool, and his masters

good encugh to ensure a
compotent incomse,

Waell, that brings me nearly
to the end of my space again,
g0 let us have a limericle that
ought to bring & smile to
vour countenances. Here ia
one for which & b
wallet goos to B, A, :
of 17, Goring Reoad, Bowoa
lark, M.

0ld Ceker js a wonderfut
¢hap,
Of the ** footer ** team he
should ba ** cap.”
After sach game he swore
He had soored goals galore,
But he'd seored tha wrong
end, the poor sap !

Now comes a question which needs a
fuller aneweor, for it deals with

THE APPRENMTICES OF OLD LONDON,

which is & subject that gonorally interests
boys. The first reference to thess o -
tiesg ig in the reign of Quesn Elizaboth,
whan they were obliged to wear blue eloaka
in summor and blue gowns in winter, Life
in those daye must have been very exoting
for the apprenticos, for they banded thern.
selves into perties and wagoed war on the
_apprentices who lived and worked in other
neighbourhoods, At wvarious times thoy
bocame vory riotous, and on one occasion
they banded themselves togother and roso
in revoit because of the number “of
foreigners in London. Unfortunately for
them, they were suppressed, ond sixteen
of thom were hanged., In those doys an
apprentice was bound to his mastor until
he was 24 years old, and he had to serve
for scven yoars.

BERT BOOKS 1

Yoz, “ Harry,"” of Bodford, the Anpuals
aw now on sale at all new nts. ° The
“ Holiday,” * Hobby," * Nature = oppear
again in brightor form than ewer, and &
neweomer with tha title of * The FPopular
Book of Roye' Btories,” at the populer
prica of half-z.crown, makes its first
appoaranee.  You neod look no farther for
bargain books, for thesa world famous
volumes will give unlimited pleasure to tho
moeat eritical,  Have o look at them to-day.

Do you like cur t Greyiriars
varns 7 Of course you do! You'll like
them #= lot better, too, when you read
noxt woel's fine yarn. In

“ A ROGUE IN THE REMOVE!"

Frank Hicharde lets himsall go, and gives
you & yarn which will keep igu enthralle]
until tiﬁ- very last line. ‘Take my tip and
don’t commence to read it unless you
have plenty of spare time—because once
you commonce it you won'b want to leave
off until you have finished. .
You'll find r-lﬁr;_try of ﬂmiwm;nt, too, 13
ickv Nupent'®e funny yarn, the sccon
ﬁmﬁ 2 Jig[liﬂjl' i mrie-s:f E-rhich im entitlod :

“ JOLLY’S WONDERFUL WEEZE!"

and then when vou've finished that, you
ean he sure of another first-rate, gripping
instalment of

“THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINEI™

which iz undoubtedly one of the finest
French Revolution yarns which have ever
been publishod. Not a bad programme,
is it? And when you reslise that thers
will also be an intercsting erticle on fyin
together with your Editor's usnal woekly
Chat, I thinl you'll sgree that next
weelc's issue will take a lot of beating !

Cheerio, chums !

your €difor.




THIS WEER'S TIP-TOP SCHOOL STORY!

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Coker—As Usual !
CDKER asked for it, in the frst

place,
In fact, Coker begged for it.
Accordi to Bob Cherrr,
Coker of the Fifth fairly sat up on his
hind legs and begged for 1t, and the
other Remove fellows agreed with Bob.
'Etﬂ 1t was no wonder that Coker got
it,

The rain came down that afternoon in
torvents, It rained as if it had never
rained before, and wanted to make up
for lost time, Games practice had been
tixed for the Remove, but the hardiest
Removite at Greyfriars did not think
of playing football in that downpour.
Passage football was strictly

seven or cizhl fellows were mingled on
the Qaor. But as Bob Cherey remarcked,
what was the odds, so long as they
were happy i

The jumors were happy—which was
something, on a rainy day. Everyone
within earshot of the Remove passage
did not share thair satisfaction. Dut
in an imperiect universe it was impos-
sible to  please everyone,  Fourth-
Formers and Shell follows yelled to the
Remove not to kick up such a row, and
were unhceded, Fifth Formn men came
to the end of the passage and roared.
They might as well have whispered.
T'he Bemovites burned deaf eavs.  Sixth
Form prefects should have come up and
put & stop to ik, Bubt the first eleven
was away that afternoon, having started

A Sparkling New Long Complete
Yarn of Harry Wharton & Co,,
of Greyfriars, * Starring " Horace
Coker, the Fool of the Fifth.

By FRANK RICHARDS.,

lhaving passed unheedeod, Coker pre-
ceaded from words lo actions,

Hud & master or o prefoct intervened,
the f[aotball would have heen taken
away. Coker was neither o master noz
a prefect, but he was, in his own eyes,
gquibe as important a person gs either.

Ho decided to take the ball saway.
That, he considered, would put an erd
to this uproarious rumpuns.

It wus casy enough for Coker of the
Fifth Lo decide to take the ball away from
the uproarious juniors. If was gotting it
done that presented difficulties.

Coker, with his usunl disregard for
conscquences, procoeded fo cncounter
these difficultics 5y

The ball came whizzing along Lhe pas-
sage, and rolled on the Remove land-

ing, near the head of tho

forbidden. For some reaszom, : Hemove stairvease. A dozen
isn?xpllwahlet to fthe Iémw:*r GD!EEI‘, tjlle greﬁt man of thﬂ;rlﬁti' II:IIKE&E juniors vushed for it—and
chool, masters frowned on i 1 1 Coker, I ther direc
foothall indoors. It was great to “bend over” and receive “six e a tigm r,m;}::ﬂ::; fﬂfﬂi,‘:_ﬂr c:ﬁ{ﬂfr

fun—but YForm masters did

not e the fun.

Quelch, the  Remove
master, was tho least likelv of
all Creyiriars masters to
let it go on. But Queleh, fortunately,
wag out. Half & dozen fellows had seon
him go. 8o the inevituble hap-

nad. IE 12 well known what the mice
will do when the ecat is away.

Heavy rain splashed in the quad-
rangle and poured down from the
old red roofs and pattered on the
window-panes. But the BRemove men
forgot the rain when a game of fool-
ball got going in the Remove passage.
In a study passage many of the rules
of Soccer had to be relaxed. But what
was wanbing in precision was made up
for in vim. A stranger, looking inio
the Remove passage, might not have
guessed that a game of Soccer was going
on. He might have fancied it was a
Rughy sctom, mixed up with & do
fight. There was a lot of kick and
rush, plenty of tackling, any amount of
charging, ond sometimes as many as

Coker.

Second Form fag! Really, it’s time for the
skies to fall—in the opinion of Horace
What's he done to deserve this?

before the downpour commenced, and
maty of the prefects were gone with it.
Those who were indoors either did not
hear or did not heed the shindy in the
Remove passare, which was at o consider-
able distance from the aungust guarters
of the Bixth. 8o the shinds went on;
and, naturally, 1t did not decrease in
noise, Rather, it intensified.

Fifth Form men who heard the uprone
from the gomesshedy were anmoyed.
But Fifth Form men woere not prefects,
and if they had ehipped in they would
only Lizve turned the football mateh
into & battle. 2o the Fifth minded
their own business,

Coker tramped along to the Bemove
passage and roared, a5 other Fifth Form
men had done before him. Other Fifth
Form men had contented themselves
with thut. Not so Coker! Coker's roar

got there first and pralibed
the bail., The crowd of
Removtites got there the next
moment, and grabbed Coker.
Coker fell on {ha ball, and
the juniors foll en Coker.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" reared Doh
Cherey. “You can play if vou like,
Coker, but we're plaving Boccer, not
wigger.  Let go that ball I*”

Coker really gpave the improzsion that
he thought he was playing Rugby. Ilo
clasped the ball ta his manly :ﬁmst and
squirmed under the swarm of juniors.

“Got up, you  fathead!™  roared
Johnny Bull.

“Let go that ball, ass!"" shouted
Harry Wharton,

“{3ive us that ball, idiot "

“ Serag him !

“ Bump him !

“Roll him downstairs!"

Collared on all sides by the indignant
Removites, Coker ata,lgg]ered to his feet
still claspiog the hall, He looked

Tue Magxer LiBkARY.—No. 1,129,
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rather untidy by this time, his collar
being torn out, his tie gone, his hair
rumpled, and his coat split up the back.
But he held on to the footer. Coker was
& sticker, and he stuck to the ball.

“Stop L' he gasped. “ Stop it, you
faps! VYou'rs not going to kick up this
row. I'm taking this ball away!”

“* What ?"

“Ay hat Lk

“Herag him 1"

“ Ypiflicate him ! ] _

Coker's announcement of his lofty in-
tentions fairly roused the Remove. They
had not been quite clecar as to Horace
('oker's objeet in hurling himself into
the midst of the fray. Now they knew
—and they waxed wroth.

" Give ua that ball 1™

“ Rall him over!”

“ Herag hm " 5 ;

A roaring mob eof juniors encircled
Coker. It becama clear, even to Horace,
that e never wonld suceced in getting
sway with that ball. Huwt he held on
to it. It was still possible to [hing it
over the stairease. Corev struggled to-
wards the stairs, with Hemovites grab-
bing him and clutching bim on all sides,
amicd a din and uproar that might have
awakened the Seven  Slecpers  of
TEphesus. It was then that Billy Bunter
came toddling up the stairs—Dunter
having stood out of the gamo 1n the
pagsage, having an ancient and deop-
rooted dislike for cxcrtion in any shape
or form.

“] say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter. “Cave! TProut’'s coming!”

It was & timely warning. Mr. FProut,
the master of tho Fifth Form, had long
listencd to the uproar in the distance
with erowing annoyance. At Greyfriars
it was an unwritten bub Wellrrﬂﬂﬂgﬂlﬁf‘tl
law that no master interfered with
another master™s Form. But thero was
a limit, and in Mr. Prout’s opinion that
limit was now reached.  Quelch,
evidently, was ont of the House, or tho
din would not have gone on so long,
Prout kindly undertock to do s
dutics for him. Frowning and majestie,
Prout ascended the stairs and  ap-
proached the Remove stairease, Bunter,
who had spotted him, entting on shead
to give warning.

Timely as the warning was, it fell on
wnheeding cars. In fact, in the terrific
din, Bunter's squoak could not be heard.

On the Remove landing a swarm of
juniors struggled with Coker, and Coker
resisted manfully, and held on to the
ball. Cariying it off to Ins study in the
Fifth was umpossible, as Coker realised
now, Dut if he burled it down the
stairs it waas out of reach of the ?umm;&.
It was the best thing he could do in
the circumstances—or so It scemed to
Horace Coker. Coker raised the cap-
tured ball with both lhands above his
head, and before the enraged Removites
could prab it he hurled iv away with all
his force.

The ball should have flown down the
stairs, and rolled and bounced far, No
doubt it would have done so had not My,
Prout arrvived, by that time, at the
Remove landing and nserted his plump
and fHorid visage exaectly in the line of
fire. AMr. Prout's plinp face, being in
the way of the whizzing footer, natur-
ally stopped it

The next inztant Coker zaw what ho
had done. Instant silence fell where,
a second before, all had been wildest up-
roar. Mr. Prout saw what Coker had
done—and he felt it more distinctly
than he =aw it.

Damp !

Crash!

LT ﬂh1
Wharton.

Mr. Prout disappeared from view.

Tne Magxer Lipnapy.—>o. 1,189,

my  hoat!™  gasped Harry

Bomething heavy was heard rolling
down the Hemove staircase. 1t roared
as it rolled, It was Mr. Prout!

— e r——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

ORACE COKER stood spell-
H bound.
The Removibtes stood

paralysed,

Somne of them, with more presence
of mind than the othera, faded away
out of the passape into the studies,
realising that this was a time when a
modest retirement from public view was
judicious.  But most of the {ellows re-
mained whore they were—staring.

“ Mume-mum-mum—>" gasped Coker.
“Mum-muni-my hdt [

“0Oh, erikey ! said Bob Cherry.

“Was—waz=-—was that Prouti” stut-
tered Coker. He knew that it was, but
it was too awful to be true.

Coker was a reckless fellow, and an
nunthinking  fellow, But  even ker
11_::1:112:1'5!.{}!}5 the frightiul seriousness of
bifling o Iorm master with 2 footer,

The bumping on the stairs ceased, as
Mr. Prout reached the next landing.
But the voice of Prout did nobt cease.
His remarks, like those of Truthful
James’ pariner, were frequent and pain-
ful and free. That Prout was not
seriously injured was proved by the
powerful volume of his voice; hLis voeal
chords, ot [cast, had suffered no
damage. But he was hurt, if not
seriously ; 1t was inpossible for a stout
gentleman who had completed his halfs
century,” and a little over, to roll down
a staircase without getting hurt. The
voiee of Prout, like the voice of the
turtle, waz heard in the land—and it
was heard far and widel

“(h, crumbs!” muttered Coker.

“Well, vou've dono it now!™
Johnony DBull

“The donefulness is terrifie!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ham  Bingh.
“The esteemed and ridiculous Prout
seems to be infuriated.”

Coker recovered himself, and glared
at the juniors.

“Now you sce what you have dene!™
he exclaimed.

“Us!" ejaculated Frank MNugent.

"You ™ zald Coker severely. “If you
hadn’t kicked up such a shindy, I
shouldn’t have come along to stop you,
and thizs accident wouldn't have hap-
pened ]| Prout will report vou to Quelch
for this, and vou'll jolly well be licked
all round—and serve you right 1¥

The juniors gazed at Coker.

Cloker was startled and shocked by the
occurrence, horrified and dismayed, but
he did not szee that he was to blame in
any wav. It wag all the fault of these
cheeky fags. This was quite clear to
{Coker, and he hoped that it would bo
equally clear to Mr. Prout.

here was a sound of ascending foot-
steps on the Remove staircase. Mr,
Prout was coming up again.

More of the Removites faded away.
Those who remained in the passage re-
tired to a respectiul distance.

But Coker had to face the music. It
was uscless for Coker to reiire, when
Prout hnd seen him hurl the footer.
Besides, Coker was not the fellow to
back out of trouble., He was always
ready to stand up to anybedy. In ad-
dition, Coker was certain that he was
nat te blame, and he hoped to make
that clear to Prout. Prout was bound
to sea it, if he was reazonable.

Tnfortunately for Coker, Mr. Prout
did not look in the least reasonable
when he arrived once more ot the Re-
move landing, He loaked in a towering
passion,

said

THE MAGNET

“Coker |” he gasped.

" Here, sir I eaid Coker. “I'm sorry,
sir—"

“Coker| ¥ou dared—-"

“An accident, sir—"

“An occident!” heoted Mr. Prout.
“¥ou dare fo sey that it was an acci-
dent, when I sew you, with my own
eyes, hurl that missile at me?

“At you, sir?” gasped Coker. "Oh,
sir! Not at alll I—I—I wus simply
chucking it down the stairg—"

* Nonsense |*

“I assure you, sir—"

“Silence! You have always been the
most unruly boy in my Form, Coker!
You bave never had 2 sense of dignity
proper to a senior boy, I find you
mingling in a rough game with juniora
—a Ig*nina fﬁrhidden indoors—"

"I find you,” roared Mr. Prout,
“playing football in & passage, with a
ﬂr?:#ald -.:rI Ifﬂwajr_ School guys—-—ﬂ“

“And you crown your offences by
hurling a football at me—at your Form
master—"

“I—I didn't | stuttered Coker. *' Not
at all, sir! I1—I was just—"

“Do you ask me to believe, Coker,
that you arc 8¢ incredibly stupid eas
to hurl a heavy missile down a steir-
case, without ascertainmg whether any-
ono was ascending the staircase at the
time 1 .

"You—you ses, sir—-"

“I have been knocked down 1" roared
Mr. Prout. “I have heen bumped—
bruised! I am injured! Coker, this
is too much——"

“J—I sssurs you, sir, I—1 never saw
voul” gasped Coker. *I mean, I saw
you too late! I never meant—*

“Follow me, Coker!”

“1f vou'll listen to me, sir—"

*“I will not listen to ome syllable,
Cokerl I am geoing to take you to the
headmaster. I shall place thiz matter in
the hands of Dr, Locke! I have no
doubt that he will expel you [rom the
schoal.™

“Oth, my hat” ]

“Such 1nsolence—such ruflianly, dis-
orderly, mutinous hooliganism -

*I—=]—I—"

“Come!” hooted Mr. Proutf.

“Look hers, sir—"

“Come! I repeat, come!™

And as Coker did not come, My, Prout
ghook him by the shoulder.

“Will you listen to =&
shrieked Colier,

“I decline to listen to one word,
Coker! You may make any statement
you pleasa to your headmaster! I wash
my hands of woul”

“But I never——"

“Enough! Come!™

Coker had to come, with Mr. Prout
hooking at his shoulder, or elsa knock
Proont’s hand away. Even Coker did
not think of doing that. Ho was angry
and indignant, %u_t with pgreat self-
restraint, he refrained from treating
Prout sz he deserved. He went down
the Remove staircase with Prout.

Puffing and blowing, bristling with in-
dignation, Mr. Prout led him away,
the Removites staring after him as he
went, Potter and Greene of the Filth
came along to look over the banisters,
to gee their chum led like a lamb to
the slaughler.

“"Poor old Coker ™ said Potter,

“He's done it now!” remarked
Greene.

“Tt will be tha sack!"™ observed
Potter reflactively, “Coker’'s had a
lot of narrow escapes—but fool's luck

chap

is bound to peter out in the long run.

It's Coker for the long jump thos

time.” . ;
“And it’s nearly ten-timel” said

Greene regratfully,
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A dozen juniors rushed for the ball—and Coker, from another direction, rushed for it. CoXker got there frst, and grabbed

the bali ; the next moment the Removiles got there, and grabhed Coker.

Cherry.

Potter and Greene walked back to the
Fifth Form f,-umus-study, with thought-
ful foces. If Coker was sacked, they
were going to mizs Coker, cspecially at
ten-timo. Tea in  the study was
ﬁ:}ﬂamlij stood by Coker, and stood

vishly. Coker was ‘not, perhaps,
Ft‘mﬂd for kis manners and c¢ustoms, ar
or his intellectual gifts, but thers was
no doubt that he was a valuable aec-

waititance at tea-time. Potter and
sreene could not help feeling annoyed.
If Coker was }g‘omg to get himself
bunked, he might, at lcast, have lcft
it till after tea. DBut he hadn’t! Tt was
inconsiderate, to say the least, but it
was just like Coker!

“"Well, Coker's got it now ! said Boh
Cherry, as the Fifth Form master and
the hapless Horaee disappeared below.
f‘E!Ie- can't say that he rgjidn’t ask for
lt 1k

“The sskfulness was terrifie "

“Tegped for it,” said Monty MNow.
land. “He can't be surprised at getting
it when he begs g0 hard.”

“IFairly sat up on his hind legs and
bogged I said Bob. “Still, I'm sorry
for old Coker. He's amusing on a
rainy day."”

“We shall miss him,” remarked the

Bounder, “Pity he didn't miss
Prout,”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Poor old Coker!”

“That ass Prout has taken the ball
away,” said Peter Todd, “Are we
?umg on with the gamo? I've got a
ooter in my study.”

Horry Wharton lavghed.

“* Let go that ball, you ass ! *’ roared Boh

** You’re not playing Rugger ! ** (See Chapfer 1.)

“We're fuli:.r well not,” he said.
“There will be & row anyway when
Quelehy comes in—nftﬂrb this! IFrom
now on we're going te be as quiet as
lambs—a mode! Form that would do
eredit to a gicls' school!”

“Hn, ha, ha!”

And the Removites dispersed to their
studics, realising the judicionsness of
keeping quiet after that painful episode.
When Mr. Queleh came in out of the
rain there was not a sound, not even a
whizsper, to be heard from the Remove
passage, and Mr, Quelch was naturally
gratified to observe that hiz Form conld
be trosted to keep order, even when
zhut up in the House on o rainy half-
holiday. It was naturally gratifying to
the Form master; and he attributed it
to the firmness, mingled with kindness,
with which he treated his Form.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
“ Bend Over ! **

£ IR
g Prout’s voice trembled in spife

of himself.

Dr. Locka suppressed a sigh.

Thoe Head's study looked very cheery
and cosy, Rain patiered on the win-
dows outside, and o sea-mist rolled over
the guadrangle of Greyfriars. Dut
within a bright log fira burned with a
ruddy glow; a shaded electrio lamp cast
illumination upen the pages of &
ponderous volume, and the Head was
enjoying a quict hour with Sophocles—

which was the Head's idea of enjoy-
ment,

He came back from Thebes with quite
a Jjump, as the Fifth I'orm master pre-
sented himself in the study doorway.

“Sir!" said Mr. Prout.

“Pray come in,” said the Head
courtcously, his eyes resting rather euri-
ously on a foutball that Prout carried
under hiz arm, and then on Horace
Uolker, whoe followed his Form master
e, very untidy and flushed.

My, Prout rolled in  ponderously.
Greyfriars had been Dbuilt in the days
when huilders were builders; but the
study floor eveaked a little under Me.
Prout's tread.

Time had been when Mr, Prout had
weighed only twelve stone, and could
have been measured round the waist
with an erdinary yard measure. In
those far-off days Prout had been an
active man, and, like Nimrod, » mighty
hunter. 1Mo told stories in Common-
room—over and over again, unfortu-
nately—of his exploits in thoar ancient
days. Horns and antlers, bearsking and
bulfalo skins, adarned Prout’s s‘udy;
anud to cach one hung a tule, told and
re-told by Prout with great satisfne-
tion to himself.

Dut those davs were long past. Since
thusp days Prout had found, with every
passing year, more and more diflienbty
in buttoning hLis waisteoat., Derpendicu-
larly, I'rout was not impressive: buk his
digmeter and circunfercnce were 1m-
posing. Hiz Form—not 1n hia hearing,
of course—likened him to the “huge

Tae Macner Lisrany.—No, 1,129,
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earth-shaking beast ™
Macaunlny.

Certainly, Mr. Prout was not of an
age, or a physigue, to roll down the
Bemove staircase with impunity.

All over Mr. Prout were distributed
aches and pains, too numerous to
eount: he had been severely shaken up,
from head to foot—and the damage,
therefore, was extensive, for there was
an enormous amount of Prout between

hiz head and hiz feot.

Ha rolled in ponderously, and sank
with a :ﬁ into the echair indicated
by the If :

“What has happened "' asked the
Head.

It was obvious that something had
happened,

Prout pointed to Coker. Apparently
he meant to imply that Coker had hap-
pened.

The Head glanced at Coker.

“ An accident, sir——"" bepan Horaee.

“This boy, sir,” said Mr. Prout—" this
—this unruly, this disrespectiul and
rebellicus boy, sir, haa caused me to fall
downstairs——"

“Mr Prout!” ,

“By hurling a football at me, sig—""

“RBless my soull”

“This football, sir!” said Mr. Prout.
“]1 have brought it here, =ir.,”

“1 never——" began Colker.

“1 place the matter in your hands,
#ir,” said Mr. Prout. "1 confess that
thiz boy 18 beyond mal”

Dr. Locke bent a severe glance upon
Horace Coker. )

“Explain yourseli ! he said.

“It was an accident, sir!"” said Coker.
“ A sheer accident! Some juniors were
kicking up & shindy—"

“What ™" i

“1 menn, making a disturbance, sir,
and I went to stop them. I took away
their footer, and threw it down the
stairs. I hadn't the faintest idea that
Mr. Prout was coming nosing—"

"What "

“1 mean, that Mr. Prout was coming
to eee what was up, sirl I saw him
the moment 1 had chucked the footer!
I couldn't help it, sir.”

The Head's glance

mentioned by

travelled o
“You do not sunpose, sir, that Coker

made this—this acsanlt upon you
deliberately and intentiorally ' he
asked.

“ At first, sir, I had no doubt of it,”
said Mr. Prout. "But on reflection, sir,
I think it probable that Coker, s he
says, was only acting with his usval in-
credible stupidity and obtuseness!”

“Such an action, if intentional, would
cause the offender to be immediately
expelled from Greyiriars!™ said the
Head, in a deep voice. * Butb it appears
that it was an accident, caused by
Coker having taken it uwpon himself to
interfere with Lower boys, and by his
unthinking stupidity in hurling a foot-
bali dewn a staircase.”

“Really, sir—" began Coker.

“Were you requested by a muteg_ to
intervens a.m::mg.;_rl:he juniprs, Coker?

“Oh, no, sirl

“Or by a prefect?™ ]

“Not at all, sir. I did it quie on
my own,” explained Coker. “1'm’ not
satisfied with the way the prefects keep
the faws in order, sir.”

“ Indeed ¥’ said the Head. 2
“T'va a short way with fags myself,
added Coker. T think they need a
strong hand. I hope you agree with

me, sir.™

Dr. Locke rose to his feet.

“Coker, you nead say o more! It
is against all my inclinations, and
against the traditions of the sehool, for
a senior boy to be caned. But——"

“0f course, you will nat cane me,
sir 7" said Coker, in astonichment.
“The Tifth are never caned.”

“1 shall leave that to Mr. Prout to
decide. I shall inflick whatever punish-
ment Mr. Prout may demand.”

“But, sir—" gasped Coker.

“It ia for you to speak, Mr, Prout,”
said the Head. *“As you appear con-
vinced that Coker had mo actual inten-
tion of assaulting you, no 1!_'11}1:]]:!# Tou
will not demand his expulsion.
think that detention and a heavy im-
position will mect the case——"

“1 do not, sir!” gasped Mr. Prout.
“(foker has fregquently been detained,
and frequently given impositions, but it
has made po difference to  his
obstreperous unruliness or fo his un-
speakable stupidity. 1 think, esir, that
chastisement 13 the only course™

Something like a motor-cycle, isn't it #  It's the famous Brough
Superior, 100 m.p.li.  Tf wou are interested in motor-cycles you

will revel in the 1950 HOBBY ANNUAL, from which the above

NMlustration iz taken.

You must have it—you’ll {reasure it for years,
sors HOBBY ANNUAL 6/
BOY'S NET
At all Newsdgents and Bookstalls, |

Motor-cycling, wood-work, railways,
model-making, fretwork, acroplanes, wireless, these are just a
few subjects chosen at random from this better book for boys.

if you like stories of school and adventure you will like
The HOLIDAY ANNUAL 6/-

THE MAGNET

i with vou,” said the Head.

He glanced about the room. Coker
realised that bhe was looking for his
CHANe.
~ Coker backed away a pace, breath-
ing hard and deep.

“Dr. Locka! ¥Yon—"

“You need not speak, Coker! Mr.
Prout demands that your punishmens
should be exemiplary, and I fully cndorse
Mr, Prout’s view.”'

“You're not going to canc me, sirl't
stuttered Coker,

“ 1 most certainly am!” said the Head,
with emphasis,

“ But 1t isn’t done, sir!” gasped Coker.
“The Fifth ain’t caned, sir! Why, I
shall be chipped by all tha ia{,:z in the
school if it comes out that 've bheen
caned! It—it's really impossible, sir!"

“That will do, Coker.”

_ “But I'm bound to point out, sir, that
it won't do!™ insisted Cloker. * Scniors
ean’t be caned! It isn't done,™

“ Bilence 1"’

Dr. Locke found his cane and picked
it up. Coker eyed it with something
like horror. It was not the licking he
cared about—Coker was tough. It was
the indignity! He could picture how
the Fifth Form men would chip him in
the games study. He could envisage the
merriment of the juniors. ‘The Fifth
never were cancd! Mr., Prout limself
would have been the first to point. out
that such a mode of punishment im-
paired the dignity of both the Form
master and the Form; That strict rule
was to be departed from, in the cuse of
Coker—positively for one occasion only,
as it were! Coker understood quite
clearly that it would not do. Unfortu-
nately, the Head did not seem to under-
stand,

The Head pointed fo a chair with the
cang, Coker glanced at the chair, but
did not approach if.

“Bend over that chair, Coker!” raid
the Head.

“It's impossible, gir——-="

“ Coker |

“The Fifth ain't caned, sir!” almost
wailed Coker.

“When the Fifth act like unruly
juniors they must expect the punish-
ment of unruly juniors,” said the Head.
“* Fortunately, you are the only boy in
the Fifth Form ever likely to call for

such punishment. Bend over that
chair ' o i
Coker turned despairingly to  his

Form 1naster.

“Mr. Prout—"

“You need not address me, =ir!l®
boomed Prout., " Your punishment is
light! You deserve a flogging with &
birch.”

“If voud put in a word for me,
i r"-‘-'; gn.sg}ud Coker.

“Silenece !’

“ A fellow expects his Form master to
stand by him, sir!" exclaimed Coker
indignantly. *“I'm bound to saw, sir,
that you ought not to let me down
because of a little aceident—"

“I repeat, silence!"

" But, sir—" )

“I have told you, Coker,'” said the
Head in an ominous voice, “lo bend
over that chair! If you do not immedi-
ately obey my command I shall expel
vou from the school, and you will leave
Greviriars to-day.”

ORI gﬁﬁtﬂd Cokar. '

ITe gave Mr. Prout one more despair-
ing glance. Prout’s face was lhike
adomant, At any other time, no doubt,.
Prout would have realised that the
dignity of his Form and of his im-
portant self were involved in  this
maticr. He might have rememberad
that there would be smiles—sly smiles—
in  Masters’ Common-room, when it
came out that a Fifth Form man had
been cened liko & Lower bhoy. But
Prout was pot in the mood fo reflect on
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that. Aches and pains covered him like

a garment; and “aix” was the very
Iiggtaﬁt unishment that would have
satisficd him in Coker’s case. Indeed,

he would have demanded a flogging had
he been sure that the Head would not
have jibbed, 3o to speak.

8o he fixed a ruthless stare on Coker;
and the hapless Horace, realising that
all was up, turned to the chair, at which
the Head's cane was still pointing like
the finger of Fate.

Slowly, slowly but surely, Coker bent
over the chairl . )

He reached, at last, the attitude suit-
able for the punishment that wasz to be
handed out. : :

Then the Head weighed in.

Whaclk !

“Oh!” gasped Coker.

Whack, whack, whack!

It seemed like » horrid dream to

Coker, He was hending over, he was
baing whacked, like some fa%‘ cf the
Third Form! He told himselt that it

couldn’t ba real! .

But it was real—horribly real. The
Head was an old gentleman, and his
athletic days were over. Bub there was
a lot of punch left in his right arm.
Bome of i, no doubt, was due to
practice. At all events, the whacks
came down with a vim that convinced
Coker that this was real.

Whack, whack!

Rix was the number. The Head laid
down the cone.

Coker staggered up.,

“You may go!” said the Head
majostically, “If there should be any
recurrence of your foolish and disorderly
conduct, Coker, I shall have to consider
whether wvou may be permitted to
remain at Greviriars. For the present,
you may go!'

And Coker went!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nof Niee for Quelch !

ENTRY SAMUEL QUELCH, the

ﬂ master of the Hemove, had

never 80 much desired to say

“No!" in his life. He desived

to say “No,” and he desired fo say it

with unmizstakabla emphasis. Instead

of which, like so many person: who
desire to say " No.” he said " Yes”

Mr. Quelech had only had time to
change his damp garments and hiz wet
shoers, when Trotier came to inform him
that Mr. Prout would be glad to see him
in his study. Prout was glad to see
anyhody in his study. Prout almost laid
in wait for other masters, to get them
into his study. Members of the .staff
would sometimes go guite 2 long way
round in order to keep out of peril of
a hearty, hospitable invitation inoto
Prout's study. DLvery man on the staflf
had seen, many times, every article in
Prout’s collection of trophies of ancient
hunting days; and had heard, man
times, the special story attached to eac
special article, and had yawned deeply
and dismally over it.

Henry Samucl Quelch was a man of
fow words, and those were not always
pleazant words.  Chatting was not much
in his lino. Prout, on the other hand,
was & chatly pentleman. Prout would
take a colleapue by the arm and walk
him from Commot-rosm to his study
for a chat; end the expression on tho

vietim's face at such o time might have
moved » heart of stone,

Pront wonld drop into the games.
study to chat with members of his Form.
Ho belioved in keeping up a spirit of
feeo and friendly confidenes botween
master and pupil. What the IFifth Form
men felt like on these occaszions DProut
nover knew, and never suspected. Some-
times, in » chatly mood, he had found
the games-study deserted st an hour

wheny it was usually full of the Fifth;
but he never guessed that that was
because he had been espied from afar,
and warning given in time that Prouty
was coming for one of his talks,

He did not know that Fitzgerald of
the Fifth had suggested having o fire-
escape fixed fo the window of the games-
studsy, so that fellows could escape by
the window when Prout got to the door.
Prout valued those free and friendly
chats with his Form in leisure hours.
He had no doubs that his Form valued
them; and he often spoke of them in
Common-room.

"My boys trust me,"” Prout would tell
the other masters. “They like mo to
come among them in a purely informal

WH-IYr” i 5

t was quite a blessing, to Prout, that
he did not know that he was a wost
portentous bore.

But other masters sometimes wished
that the obvious fact would dawn upon
him; and his Form wished 1t most
fervently.

But nobody ever thought of telling
Prout. It was one of those things you
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HATS OFF TO HIGHBURY
and Misa Mabel Reason, who
carries off one of this week's
" Magnet ocket  kmves for
sending i the following clever
storyette 1—

A voung boy was glving
an imitation ot his teacher
to a crowd of his fricnds when,
uniortunately, the teacher in
question came slong.

€ Ak, Smith,” ho aald, * 111
sa6 you alter sohool In my
study.”

Srmith, in anticipation of hia
fate, put some exercise=books
in his trousers, and made for
his mastar’s study to reteivae
his punizahmont.

# Now,; Smith,;"” said tha
tearned one, "“you'voe had
your antertainment;, now 171
have mine. You uvnderstand
it's to be my entertainment 77

" ¥es, sir,’ cepliied Smith,
£ 1've pooked my oSsst in
advancs | M

Miss Mabel Reason, of 23, Legard,
Highbury, M., iz now the happy
recipient of a wuseful penknife.
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couldn’t tell 2 man. Hinks were given;
bt Prout was biind and deaf to hints.
Self-satisfaction armoured Prout like
triple steel. Even when some unhappy
man, being chatted to by Prout, shifted
mrzerably from one ler to the other, and
back from the other leg to the one, and
looked at bis wateh wwice a -minute,
Prout would not let him off 1f he could
help it. When a man said ho had a
clnss and had to rush off, and did rush
olf, Prout only felt sorry for the man
who had missed the rest of a pood story.

In the IFifth they specolated some-
timea whether Pront talked in his zleop.
Blundell deelared that Le did not
beliove that Prout  was  physically
capable of keeping his jaw still. e
helicved that Prout, zo fir as kis chin
wasg coneerned, hoad solved the problem
of perpetual motion.

2o when  Henry Samunel Quelch
received the messape that Prout wonld
bhe clad to see him in his study, ho
longed to answer with an  emphatic
negutive s but weakles he answered with
o reluctant alirmative,

Snppressing  his  feclings,  Quelch
walked along Masters' pazsuge to Prout's
study,

7

. He mentally resolved, however, that -
if it was & chat he would cut it shorf,
If it was 2 hunting story he would not
listen to all, (Gently but frmly he
would decline to hear for the umpteenth
time how Vrout had shot that grizzly in
the Rockies. While if Prout, as was
cone of his happy costoms, had advice
to give him on the conduct of his Form,
Quelch was in a mood to bs nasty.
Unly if Prout really had something to
say would the Remove master listen
to him. Which meant that he was not
going to listen, for Prout never hod
anything to eay that he had not said at
lenst & dozen times before.

But Prout, for once, lacked his usual
manner of benevolent patronaga
mingled with bonhomie as Quelch cama
in, He was geated in his armchair, and
seerned not to be guite his usual bonnie
self. His e:[.}ressmn wag not chatty or
ancedotic. t was grim, glum, and
gloomy. Mr. Quelch realised that sowe-
thing had happened to Prout while he,
Quelch, was out in the rain,

If Prout was scedy, Quelch was pre-
pared to be sympathetic. Ile was
prepared for anything but one of Prout’s
interminable chats.  'Chat, ha felt, he
conrld not stand on a rainy day.

“ Pray bo seated, Queleh,” said Prout,
in his deep, rich, fruity voiece. *“EBa
seated, please.™

“I reoret that I can remain but &
few moments,” said Mr. Quelch, stand-
ing. “I have a number of papers to
correct—->="

“You have Leen cot, I think," said
Front.

11 Y("E.h

“Tor
thinck.”?

“Cuanoe,”

" No doubt vou were surprizid, when
%‘t’ﬂ.l rg‘turnvd, by the behavieur of your
SO,

Mr. Queleh raized hig eyebrows. In
point af fael lie had been a little sur-
?I'E:-:fr{l at not hearing a sound from the

temove. 1t was not Jike his Formn fo
keep so quiet when a rainy hali-holiday
shut them up in the House. He had
heen surprized and pleased., Hiz manner
leeame genial,  If Prout was going. to
compliment him on the good conduct
of his Form it waa rather a change I
Prout, and a change for tho better.
Grienerally  Prout’s comments  wera
averse.

1 cannot sav that I was surprisod,
Proul,” answered the Remove mastor,
“1 may say that T was pratified. ™

Tt was Pronl's lurn te raize his eye-
brows.

“Gratified, sir?"” he repeated,

* Distinetly,” replied Mr. Quelch. * It
is, after all, a rainy day, a very rainy
day, and the boys are confined to the
House ! Boys will be boys—and a little
noiss or horseplay would be excusable
in the ecircomstances. DBut the conduct
of my Form this afternoon appears to
have been exemplary.”

“Exemplary "' repeated Prout.

“ Quite. ”

Pront starcd at him.

** Are vou aware, !?ucluh of the man-
ner in which your Form has conducted
itzedf this afternoon 2 he inguired stiffly.

“ I Leliove so." answered Quelch.

“And you are gratified 1

Y Perloctle.”

“You regard it as exemplary P

“Without doube™

“Then 1 ecan only say, my dear
Cualch.” snid Prout, raising his voico
a little, **that I do not agree with you!
1 can only sav that no other member of
the stafl will agree with vou” X

CGeniality dropped from Queleh liko a
dizearded cloak.

“Indeod*” he said.

“Indecd ! said 1'cout.

Tue Micxer Lisgart.—Nao. 1,129,
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“Am I to understand wir, that you
have some complaint to make with re-
gard to the mnguct. of my Form during
mmy absenco this afterncon?” ngquired
Quelch, in a voice that secmed to pro-
ceod from the depihs of a refrigerator.

*Precisely,” said Prout.

“1 am prepared, sir, to listen to any
reasonable complaint,’ said Mr. GQuelch,
«tressing the adjective. _

“You behold mﬂ,"fsaiﬂ Prﬂll_ht ll‘-"t£

cesively, Yeuflering tfrom a varety o
frc-ntusimfm I have had & fall on the
lemove stalrcase.” : ; ;

“1 am sorry to hear it, sir,” said
Quelch, “but I am extremely interested
to learn what could possibly have taken
the master of a senior Form to the Re-
move staircase.' .

““The unparalleled distu rhgnrﬁ
created by the boys of your Form, sir!
boomed I'rout.

“When I camne in, gir, there was no
wound {rom the studies occupied by my
broys. : ‘ .

“Tt had ceased, ¢ir, owing lo my inter-
vention.” :

Quelch breathed hard through  his
nose. Intervention in his Form [fromn
another master was gall ond worm-
wood to him—especially from Prout. He
was by no means convineed thﬂ.l._ it had
been called for. The butting-in pro-

ensities of Prout were well known io

iz colleapues. ,

“ A football was hurled at me!" said
Prout, “It caused me to loze my foot-
g and fall! A variety of contusions
was tho result.”

“&ir! 1 shall require the most im-
poeccable evidence to convince me that
any boy in my Form would hurl 2 foot-
hall at any member of Dr. Locke's
siaff ' exclaimed Mr. Queleh, with heat.

“] did not say it was hurled at me by
& member of your-Form. sir! IE was
hurled, as a maiter of fact, by a member
of my own Form—by a stupid boy
named Coker.”

Wueleh stared.

“Then it what does your comploing
consist 7"’ he demanded. " You enter s
part of the House where you have no
concern, and a hoy of your own Form
hurls a football at you—="

“"Caoker had intervened to stop the
disturbance——"

“"An act of impertinence on the part
of a Fifth Form hoy, sirl!”

FProut brushed that aside with a wave
of hiz hand.

“"He took a football away from the
boys, sir, and threw it down the staivs
to keep it out of their hands, apparently.
Unlortunately, as I was coming io the
spot 1t strock me”

“I should recommmend a severe punish-
ment for thiz member of your I'erm,
sit,” sald Quelch satirically. *SBuch an
chtuse action on the part of any hboy
¢alls for condign punishment.”

“Coker has been caned by the IHead!”
eaid Prout, with dignity. “And the
pamshient of your own Form, sir,
whose uproarious conduct caused the—
the catastrophe, I leave in your hands™

"1 presume szo, sir!™ saild Quelch.
“1 eertainly presume so! Undoubitediy,
gir. I presume =07

“Only requesting that it may not err
ch the side of leniency,” added Prout,
az he [elt several twinges all nt once
Frean his variely of contusions,

*(f that I must be the judge, sir 1™

"Yeu will bear in mind, Quelch, that
the conduct of vour Form has been un-
parallpled—-"

“1 have littla doubt that the boy of
vour Form whom you have named, sir,
waa the canse of it.”

*That 1t has been yuffianly—-

“Mr. Prout [

* Dasgraceful—"

[ 1] 5ir IJI‘
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' Brutal—"

The door of Mr. Prout’s study closed
behind Alr, Quelch as he retired. [t
appeared that he bad heard enough.

rout roso to his feet, pink with
wrath. He was not accustomed to
having his remarks cub short in this
way., Twinges from his variety of con-
tusions counght him as he jumped up——
and he gasped and sat down again. For
the present Prout was hors de combat.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Execution !

i SAY, you fellows—"
E “2hut up, Bunter!”
“Formn-room at onee !
EBunter.

“What 1"

o %elehy”s orders.”

“Oh, my hat!” eaid Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent together.

Billy Bunter blinked at them rather
anxiously from the doorway of Study
Neo. 1 through his big spectacles,

“1 say, you fellows, you'll teli Quelchy
that I bad nothing to do with it¥"” he
asked. *I wasn't 1 it, you know.™

"Tell him Fourself, fatty,” grunted
Whdrton.

“Heo mightn’t believe me,” said Bun-
ter, in distress. “Quelchy has doubted
my word more than onee. I sov, you
fullows, he looks ferocious™

“ Br-r-r-r-r-r 1" growled Nugent.

“He's been to see Prout,” said
Bunter. “ Prout’s told him, of course,
He told me to tell you fellows—Form-
roormy at once. He's going to have the
whole Form on the carpet. You'll bae
licked. Lucky I didn’t have anything
to do with if, ain't it?"

said

“Fathead 17*
“Don’t forget to meniion that to
Quelch, That's important,” added

Bunter impressively.

“(o and eat coke™

Wharton and Nugent left their study.
The word passed along the Remove pas-
suge. There were apprehensive faces in
that passage, In the abszence of the
Remove master that afternoon the
Removifes hind hoped that their little

ame wonld not resolt in trouble. Bt

okor had %nocked that on the head.
Coker had butted in, and the outcomo
had been the biffing of "Prout with o
footer,  Prout was not a man to be
bilfed with impunity. No doubt he had
taken 1t out of Coker; and the juniors
censidered that he might have heen
satisfed with that., It was not, alter
all, Prout’s business what happened in
the Lower Fourth, Evidently Prout
had not been satisfied. He had com-
plained to their Form master. It was
all Coker's fault, of course. But for
Coker’s butting it there would have been
no catastrophe and no  complaing,
Fellows whoe hod felt rather sorry for
Coker now hoped that the Head had
given him the time of Lis life.

The Remove did not look happy as
they azsembled In the IForm-room after
b,

Mr. Queleh stacd by his desk and sur-
veved the Form with a gimlet eve.

Nobody wasz anxious to catch- that
gimlet eve. With unaccustomed diffi-
denee the juniors enst down their eves.

“1 have roevived & very sorious eoms
laint concerning the conduct of this
form during my absence this after-
roon,™ Mr, Quelch told the Remove. "It
appears that, in defiance of tha strict
rules of the House. a game of foothall
was played in the Hemove passage.”

Silence.

“You will answer, Wharton, as head
boy of tho Ferm—is this tho case?®

“¥Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“Every boy concerned in it will stand
out,” sad Mr., Quelch.
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Most of the Remove filed out. Billy
Dunter remained where he was, and
Skinner and Snoop. ‘The two latter, as
# matfer of fact, had been in the game;
but they did not see any reason for con-
fiding that circumstance to Henry
Samuel Quelch,

But the gimlet eye fixed on the three
who remained behind.

“Hkinner]! Had you nothing te do
with the disturbance?"

" Very little, sir,” murmured Skinner,

“Btand out [ You, Snoo s

Spnoop hesitated at a direct untruth,
and slowly followed Skinner out. The
zimlet eye fastened on Bunter.

“ Bunter 1"

“0h, na, sir " said Bunter, **Nothin
at all, sir. The fact is, sir, I warne
the fellows not to play football in the
Eaﬁsﬂ.gﬂ, sir] I told them some henstly

eak would drop on them, sir-—"

“You told them what 1

“I—I mean I—I told them it—it was
not respeetful to dizo tha order of
a nica man like you, sir—"

“Do not be absurd, Bunter! Did you
join in this disturbance, or did you
not jein in this disturbance?” snapped
Mr. Queleh, “1 require a categorical
answer.”

“No, sir!” pasped Bunter, “All the
fellows can tell you that I kept cave
on the staircase, and came up to tell
them when old Prout butted in—1I mean
when Me, Prout came along, sir—-="

“If vou kept cave on tho staircase,
Bupter, you are as much eoncerned as
the others. Etefx gut !

“I=—I moan didn't, sir!™ gasped
Bunter. *I wasn’t keeping watch on
the stairs, sir”

“You have just said that you were”

“That—that was only a figure of
specch, sir1” gasped Bunter, “What I
"F“H? meant was that—that I wasn't,
21T

“Stand ont with the rest.*

“ Oh dear 1"

The whole Remove werea “for* it!
Henry Samuel Quelch picked up his

stoutest cane.

“T am ashemed of my Form,” he said,
“It appears that my boys cannot be
trusted to behave themselves when I
turn my back. Have you anything to
sav In excuze for your outragecus con-
duet 7

“It—it was a rainy day, sir!"” stam-
mered Bob,

“Is that an excuse, Cherry?™

“Well, sir, a follow has to do some-
thing on a rainy day,” mumbled Bob.
“We had to stay in.”

“¥You did not think of improving your
knowledge by a little extra study 7" in-

aunired BMe. Queleh.

“Nunno, sar " gasped Bob.

« Certainly he had not thought of that
ns 4 resource for a eainy day: neither
had anybody else in the Form.

“We—wno didn’t mean to kick up =
row, &ir,” said Squiff. "It got rather
notsv somehow,”

“You have no excuse to offer, it
appears,” rumbled Mr. Queleh,

« listeemed and absurd sahib—" mur-
mured ITurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“If vou have anything to say, IHurree
Singh, kindly say it in English!"
snapped the Hemove master,

“Certainfully, esteemed sir,” answered
ilie nabob. *I will seck to Exi}mss my
absurd meaning in well of English pure
and undefiled, wnd trust to make 14 clear
io yvour ridicnlous self. The excuseful-
ness for our cxcellent and pernicious
conduet lies in tho proverb—"

“The proverb?” repeated Mr, Quelch,

“The esteemned English proverb, sir,”
said Hurree Bingh: “While the ridiey-
lous cab is absent, the absurd mice will
disport themselves. '

hat Eoglish proverb did not have
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the offect of placating Mr. Quelch. He
swished his cane.

f‘d'fnu will pass my desk in turn,™ he
said,

The Remova passed the master’s desk
in turn. Eagh received two swishes in
passing.

From Mr. Queleh's looks they had
expected six each at least. DBut two
waore enough. Possibly Mr. (],]uelch,
having & whele Form to cane, Itmited
the number out of consideration for the
museles of his right arm. But  the
swizhes were well laid on. Thers is
knack as well as beef in these things,
and Mr. Quelch undoubtedly had the
knack. Each junior, afice getting his
swishes, left the Form-room, and most
of them were quite curled up as they
went out.

A long and dismal procession of wrig-
gling, squirming juniors left the Form-
room, and sounds of woe burdened the
air a3 they {aded away down the
jrassage.

By the time he had finished Quelch
was a little tired. Dunter, who camo
last, had merely a couple of fficks;
though he made as moch noise about
them as any three other {ellows,

The execution was over ab last,

Quelch was left alone in the Form-
roowt, and he laid down his cane, and

“ You will pass my desk in {urn,” said Mr. Quelch.

“That chump Coker!” said Johnny

Bul_l. “ Form masters will butt in—it's
their mature to! DBut that fathead
Cokear—-"

“That unspeakable idiot Coker 1" snid
Harry Wharton. “Why couldn't he
keep clear?™

“The whyfulness is tarrifie.”

“If Coker hadn't hiffed Prout,™ said
{he captain of the Remove, " Prouk
wouldn't have been damaged. If he
hadn't been damaged he wouldnt have
i.jmrrled Quelch—and Quelch wouldn’t

.EL"-'H_"

“It sounds like the * House that Jack

Built,” "’ remarked Bob Clerry, with a

The Removites

!

Thera were 3 dozen Removites in the
party that approached the Fifth Form

agsape, Frank Nugent corrving the
ives bat they was destined for Horace
Cokar.

They paszsed the gomes-study at the
end of the passage, where there were a
lot of the Fifth; the door, fortunately,
was shut, They reached Coker's study
without incident,

Harry Wharton threw the door open.

Coker was there!

e was alone; Polter and Greene
were not present. That was all to the
good. It was Coker thet was wanted,

In ordinary cirecumstances, IHorace

the masier’s desk in turn, and a long and

dismal procession of wriggling, squirming juniors left the Form-room. Sounds of woe burdened the air as they faded

breathed hard and deep after his un-
common oxertions. In tha Remove
passage, where the juniors foregathered,
there was gasping and groaning, mum-
bling and grumbling. The Removites
had quite enjoyed their afternoon; but
after the feast cameo the rechoning, and
the way of the fransgressor, as usual,
was hard.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Crisls !

14 W
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In Study No. 1 the Famous
IFive gove expression to their fcelings.
Their feelings were deep.

“Whers does Quelch pack all that
musele?* gproaned Dob Cherry. ¥ Loaok-
ing at him, yvou'd call him a bag of
bones! But he's gobt muscle”

“The esteemed muscle 13 terrific!”
mumbled Hurree Jamset Ramn SBingh,

“That asz Prout!” growled Irank

Nugent, “If he'd minded his own
business  Quelehy  would never have
known,"

away down the passage.

dismal prin. “This is the fathead that
hiffed the buffer. This 15 the buler
that complained to Quelch. This 15 the
Guelchy thut whacked the Remove,
This i3 the Remove ihat got it in the
neck !

“Well, it was all Coker's fault !

“ Passed nem. con.'”

UWe've had a licking. T don't say we
didn't ask for it; but it was all Colker's
fault, And I vole that we pass ik on 1o
Coker.”

* kear, hear!™

The chumns of the Romove brightenpd
up at oneo ab the idea of passing it on
to Coker. There was still balm in
Gilead, so to speak,

Frank Nugent sorted ont a flives hat,

“Let's o and see Coker,” he said.
“We shall find him in his study; it's
only just past tea-time. Dietter take &
few more [ellows in case his pals ave
there.

" Linod said  Daoly  Cherery
heavtily,

A few more fellows were casvy to en-
list. Vernon-Smith and  Redwing,
Poter Todd and Tom DBrown, Dolsover
major and Squill, end Mark Linley and
Monty Newland joived wp ecagerly.

eei

(Jee Chapler B.)

Coker would have risen in wrath ac
this invasion of his study by a mob of
juniors. DBut it appeared that the cic-
cumstatees were not ordipary,

Coker glanced at them. That was all.
He did not rise. Ile did not stir. He
muzed listlossly at the Removiles, with
the cxpression of a fcllow in the deeps
of despondency.

The Removites had come there for
vengennes,  Pub that unusual afritude
on the part of Coker made them panse.

“1lallo, halle, halla!™ exclaimed Bob
Chetry.

Cloker did not speak.

1lo scemed past specch.

Ile gazed on the juniors with lack.
Istro eves, and that was all. It was
obvious that Coker of the Fifth had had
some sort of a shock. :

“Clollar him "’ said Dolsover major,

“Hold ont" zaid ITtarcy. “What's
tho matter, Coker? 111

Coker shook Lis head.

“Racked " asked Bob Cherey.

“Ob, my bat! 1s that it, Coker?"

* Bunked?”

Thoughts of vengeance faded away
imumediately at the wdea thnat the Fifth

e Macwer Lasmagve—io. 1,120,



Form man had been *bunked.” The
junicrs reniembered the wild and
wrathy words of Pront. If poor old

Coker had been burked they were pre-
pared to give him sympathy, instead of
the fives bat. -

But Coker shook his head again.

“Not sacked '’ asked Squiff.

Another sheke of the head. Coker
geemed to have forgotten that the
Lower Fourth were his natural foes. In
the deep gloom that enveloped him he
was thinking of unly one thing—the
awful catastrophe that had happened in
the Head's study. The caning of a
Fifth Form man—and that Fiith Form
man Coker]!  Nothing else that was
gﬁing on in the universe mattored.

“Well, give it a name!” said Harry
Wharton, perplexed. *“What's up,
Coker?™

Coker did not answer.

He was not likely to confide his woes
to the Lower Fourth. He only gazed
&t them, with the gazo of & man under
irreparable misfortune.

“Did the Head lick you?' asked
Frank MNugent.

Coker's pallid face crimsoned.

“Oht That's it, 13 27"’ asked Harry
Wharton. “Prout must have been
waxy to have a Fifth Form man
licked! After all, vou gave him & fear
ful' biff with that footer, Cokerl”

“You asked for if, you know,” Bob
Cherry pointed out. *Foirly begged and
prayed for it!”

“WWell, let's give him some more!”
gaid Bolsover major. "I don't suppose
the Head gave him enough. The Head
never does :

“A fow more—"" suggested Smithy.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“If Coker's licked he's licked,” bLe
said. “We can let him off with that.
Come an "

The juniors left the study. Coker's
gtate of collapse was disarming. EVEer
had the obstreperous Horace been scen
in so crushed a state,

Coker hardly seemed to obscrve them
go. Fle sat where he was, crushed and
dismal. He was still sitting there when
Potter and Greene came into the study.

They eyed him, Twice they had
vigited the study already to hint to
Coker that it was past tea-time. Coker

hed turncd a deaf ear. What was tea
to him now?

Ta Potter and Greene it was rather
an important matter. Had Coker Leen
bunked, they would have gone to tea
in Hall. But learning that Coker had
not, after all, been bunked, thoy had
expected tea in the study a3 usupal.
Now it was too late for tea in Hall,
and 1t looked as if, relyving om Coker,
thoy had been lot down.

They eyed him—as sympathetically
as they could, but rather impaticutly.
f there was going to be no fea in
{Coker's study, they had to scrounge a
tea somewhere along the passage, and
the sconer they set about it the better.
No doubt Coker felt his position kecnly;
but, after all, a hungry fellow wanted
hiz tes. 2 :

“Well, old chap®’ said Potter briskly,

"“Well, old bean? erid Greene.

Coker did not answer, but his look
indicated that it was far from well.

“What about tea?' asked DPotter,
coming to the point.

“I've been caned!’ said Coker in a
hollow voice,

“VYasz, we know that, old chap.”

"Caned [ repeated Coker.

“Rotten—wasn't it1" eaid Potter.
“But, after all, tha Head never lays it
¢n very hard,’?

“It will pass off 1" seid Greene
encouragingly,

Coker gave his study-mates a glance
of inciable scorn,
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_ “Do you think I care sbout the lick-
ing?" he ashked.

“Well, if wyou don't, the
trouble?"” asked Fotter,

"1've been caned!”

“Yﬁﬂ, hiltl‘_"'“

" Caned " said Coker.

* Um—yes. But what about tea?

Coker brushed the suggestion aside
with the contempt it deserved. Tea in
Coker's study, in those catastrophic eir-
cumstances, was like Nero fiddling
while Rome was burning, only more so.

“The Fifth,” said Coker, "“are never
caned! TI've stood a lot from FProut!
I’ve put up with hiz hectoring -in the
Form-reom—his making out that I make
mistakes even in such simple matters as
spelling when he’s only iEpIa.]:fm hiz
own ignorance. I've stood a Job from
him, but this i3 the limit! A fellow
can't stand this!”

L] Hut e

“There's a limit!” explained Coker.
“ A fellow has to consider his own sense
of dignity. I've been caned! If Frout
himself had tried it on I should not, of
course, have stood it, I should have
hit him 1"

“Oh crumbs!™

“YWith low cunning, he landed it on
the Head,” said Coker.  *“A fellow
can't hit his hesdmaster! It isn't done.’

“MNunnoe!"” gasped Potfer. " N-n-not
quite! Nol™

“Bo 1t comes to this,” said Colker
gloomily. “I've been caned—I, =&
Fifth Form man! Caned like & fag!
Told to bend over like a Remove kid!
The question is—what's going to be
done about 1t

“MNothing, old bean!”

“Something’s got to be done—and
something’s Eoing to_be domel” =aid
Coker, unheaeding. "“The question 13—
what? Wa might discuss #t—if you can
forget for a few minutes that you
haven't had your iteal!” added Coker,
with biting sarcasm,

Sarcasm was wasted on Potter and
Greene. Apparently they were unable
to forget that they hadn't had their
tea. Instead of diecmssing with Coker
what was to ba done at this catastrophie
criziz in the history of Groyiriars, they
faded out of tha study, bent only on
scrounging a tea romewhere along the
passage. !

Coker was left alone once more, with
hiz offended dignity and his gloomy
refiections.

Something had to be done! OCoker
had been caned—the 1mpossible, the in-
credible had happened ! Coker had been
caned ! All Greyiriars should have been
throbbing with the sensation. Greyfriars
was not throbhing., Nobody scemed to
take any particular heed of the
catastrophe. Nobody seemed, indeed, {o
know that a catastrophe had happened,
Dut there it ‘was—Horace Coker had
been caned; and the matter could not
ﬁ(ﬁﬁih] rest where it was. Something

ad to be done.  And the question was—
what 7

what's

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Up to Coker!

ARREY WHARTON & CO.
H smiled when they saw Coker of
the Fifth the next day.

The heroes of the Remove
had long 2o recovercd from their own
licking, and could afford to smile.

Coker ltad not recovered.

He did not smile.

Indecd, Coker seemed ta have taken
a leaf ouf of the hook of that ancient
monarch whe never smiled again.

The lickinr in the Head's studg', oon-
sidered merely as a licking, did not
worry Coker. Coker was tough.

But, considered ss an sfront to his
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dignity, it was an incurable hurt. Had
Coker. been dis d to dismiss it from
his mind—which, however, was impos-
sible—~he would have been continually
reminded of it.

JThe Fifth Form did not think much
of Coker; but he was a Fifth Form
man, after all, and he had let the Form
down by ﬁeﬂ.mg caned. The Fifth
hated the idea of one of their own lofty
number being caned like a fag. They
considered that Coker had degroded the
Form—and they told Coker so, at great
length, and with great emphasis,
Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, had
been very bitter about it in the games.
study. He said that nobody blamed
Coker for being a fool, because feols
were, like poets, born, and not made,
Nobody blamed him for being a silly
ass, becausc that was not a malter of
choice. Nobody blamed him for being

o clumsy idiot, because he was so
dusl%lnud by Noture. But a fallow who
could not help being a fool, a =illy ass,

and & clumsy idiot could help being
caned. That was s matter of choice.
What had Coker gone and got hunself
caned for? Just to let down the Fifth!

The Fifth slanged Coker, The Sixth
smtled. There were men in the Sixth
uﬁ&fectm too—who avoided trouble
with Horace Coker. Coker was so big,
so hefty, and so reckless that even a
Sixth Form prefect had to be wary in
dealing with him. So all through the
Sixth there was emiling eatisiaction
when it camo out that Coker had been
caned by the Head,

The juniors fastened on to the incident

a3 @ topic. It was so unusuyal for &
senior to be caned that the episode had
intercst. Probably it would have been

forgotten in a few hours but for the
attitude of Coker himself. Coker took
it so tragically that the other fellows
had to take it mmmalIgL. Had Coker gone
on the even tenor of his way and made
no sign anoiher topic would very soon
have replaced the caping of Coker. But
the sight of Horace stri mpi' in the quad
with knitted brows and gloomy frown
kept the topis alive.

Naturally, Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled when they saw him, They saw
him after school, walking under the
elms, and from hia locks and menner
Coker might have been studying for the
part of * Hamlet.™ . .

Like the celebrated Alpine climber in
the poem, his brow waa set, his eyes
benenth, flashed like o falchion from its
sheath.

And the Famous Five smiled.

“Poor old Coker!" said Bob Cherry.
“He feels 1t 1™

“I should have thought it would have
warn off before this.” said Johnny Bull,
“The Head's no athlete™

“Mentally, old bean, not physically,”
chuckled Baob., * Coker feels that the
most imporiant man at Greyfriars hes
been made to look an ass

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The estecmed iron has entered into
his absurd soul!” remarked Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh.

Coker, buried in gloomy thought,
strode on unheeding. b Cherry, walk-
ing quictly behind him, suddenly called
out:

“RBend over, Coker I

Coker staried, and stared round,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Eemovitea.

“You cheeky fags—"

*“Bend over, Coker I" chuckled Frank
Nugent.

Coker's rugged face was erimson with
wrath. Famous Five retired from
the spot before he could charge. They
felt quite kindly towards Coker, and
did not want to have fo strew him under
the elms.

(Crontinued on page 12.)



Here’s No. 8 in Our Brilliant New Series of Fiyving Articles.
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To the Brothers Wilbur and Orville Wright the world of aviation owes its success of fo-day, for
these intrepid pioneers were the first fo build and pilot successfully a power-driven plane!

Battling to Success!

THOUSAND miles an hour! They're wﬂrkinﬁ up to
A it, thess amazing, daredevil airmen. And that
almost unbeliovable speed that is even now being
talkod about may be a matter-of-fact reality in a

w:;-y faw yearg.

t nearly 370 miles an hour tho winner of the Schoeidor
Trophy Hace hurtled through the air a weck or two ago—
fastor than any othor human being boad ever mowved before.
An enormous Zeppelin hna recently Hown 7,600 miles in
a little over four daya—there are marvellous seaplanes equipped
with engines that give 2,500 horse-power.

And it is only twenty-six years ago that the very first aero-
plane got off the ground, carried a man as pilot, and settled
again, without soishap. The flight was over in  {ifty-nine
soconds.  But it was as wondsriul an accornplishment as those
recont ones mpontioned above.

For it was the dawn of Hight. And the mon who managed
the " miracle ¥ were obscure cyele repairers and general en-
gineers! They wero brothers—Wilbur aud Orvills Wright—
who were bitten with the craze for flying ;: for doing something
that no one in the world had ever done bofore.

Hats O to the Wrights!

Slowly, after much experimenting,
they contrived o szimple glider, in whic
ong of the brothers lay flat, with a little
horizontal plane in front to help the erude
affair to rise and descend. From the slope
of a sandhill thay usad to glide off in thisz
rickety machine, which lurehed dizzily
from side to side during the few soconds
that it was off the ground,
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The Wright Brothors' welrd and wenderful-looking
launching apparatus.
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Next they contrived an arrangoment whoroby the wings
eould be warped up or down, thus preventing the sickening
lupching. This was o very b'g step forward, and whon the
brothers patented the idea they had to te law to prevent
others robbing thom of the fruits of thoir brains.

For it was & very big thing they were on. They were nearer
to success than even thev themsslves thought! Presently,
when the control of the glider came to be better understood,
they got two assistanta o help launch the machine, raizing it
off the ground, whilst one of the brothers lny on bis stemach
ingido ag pilot,

Tl?nag fitted it with Innding skide, so that whan it struck the
Ero agnin—as it did after a few scconds—the machine was
not injured. That was in 1000. The next wear they built o
bigger one—the largest biplane that had ever boen constructed.
And with thiz they managed short glides in winds blowing at
47 miles an hour. A ]‘.t:;i!ﬂt- would lnugh at a broeze lilte that
to-day. DBut the Wrights wore absolute piomeers, romembor |
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The Wright pglider which made
its appaarancs in the year 1900,

Difficulties Conquered!
Another they built in 1802, and achieved greater succeas still.
Gut they had yet to {it their machine with some motive-power.
They wanted an engine. So they set to work to make one in
their own workshop—a potrel engine developing 26 horse-power.
Now glance back at tho second paragraph and soe what has been
gaid about present-day
scaplane engines  of
2,500 horss-power | —

Well, they built ..

their cngine at  last. ]

Then they had  to

devize a way of gotting

the eogine to drive #

their biplape glider. ™

They ftted two pro-

pellers, +which were

driven by meanz of

chains from the engine,

The two propellers made 4560 revolutiona a minute, and in

this new maching the pilot had no longer te lie fiat. There wag

a geat for him, with & lever to oporate the rising and falling

lanes.

3 Then the biplane had to be launched. It was a very cruds

way they did it, but it worked. Standing on a rail, the machins

hag fixzed to the front of it & rope which went round s pulley

fized gome way alhead, and then went back below the under-

earringe on which the biplane rested—back to a devrick, whers
{ the end of the rope was attached to a heavy weight at the

derrick’s top. .

When the engine wag storted and the propaliors were whirling,

the pilot gave a signal, and the weight at the top of the derrick
L was allowed suddenly to fall. That, of course, dragged the bi-
plane forward. It shot along the rail at thirty
mileas an hour, and as it came to the ond of the
rail the pilet freed his biplane of the trolly ou
which it was mounted—and up it went |
Thon eame the day of the renl test. The
hiplene flew, with one of the brothers aboard,
camedown fifty -nine eeconds lnter—and the first
powor-driven plane wWas 8 pProven Succoss.
Month after month the brothers practised,
until in 1803 their machine was capable of a
flight of 61 miles, and of rising to the unprecedentod height of
377 feot ! At the end of thnt same year, their machine flow
76% milzg, and was in the air for just over two hours.

I'he brothers by this time had serious rivals. Aleendy
Henri Farman had won a £2,000 prize for flying across a line
marked out on the ground, llying straight ahead jor (40 yards,
gircling a flagstalf and flying beelk again, But it was tho two
brothers who hail shown the wav !

Even then the ¥ man in the sirect ™ was not even beginning
to realise what all this meant. And now the sight of bullet
swift aeroplanes in the pir iz a coromonplace, aod inventors are
working on munabout machines that will be liko taxis of the sly |

It was the Great War that * bucked up ' llving, as perhaps
nothing short of aeh o world eatastrophe would have done.
The wast German *=ausages '—the Zeppelins—Dbrought stark
tarror Lo the people in their very homoes.

And so vcrlt;s,hlln} hordes of small fights planes ¢ame to ba
manufnctured Ly the British—to carr;.ru%uar andd dovastation
bang into the enemy’s country, and te worry the colossal Zepa.
l like fiics worry a carthorge in hot weather.
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COKER COMES A CROPPER!

[{Continucd from page 10 )

Coker, breathing deep, strode awey.
He como on a group of [ags of the
Beeond Form, who grinned aa%.ﬂ passed
with knitted brows, Dicky Nugent called
out cheerily

“Ihd it huart, Colker ¥

And there was a chortle from the fags.
Coker strode on regardless. He headed
for the House, Quite a lot of fellowa
smiled as he passed. Coker, as a rule,
loved the limelight. But he did not
like the attention he was getbing now.

Tubb of the Third was in the door-
way as Uoker camo in. Tubb of the
Third remembered many o euff from
Coker, who had a Ehort way with fags.

ﬂl =0y, C{}I{EI’ :” Fﬁ]l'ﬂd riHEbbl-

Coker glanced round.
"Who had to bend over in the Head's
study ¥’ yelled Tubb. “Who got six

from the Beak? Yah!™ ]

And Tubb of the Third hastily de-
parted for parts unknown before Coler
could got at him.

Horaece Coker strodo into the House.
He paszsed Loder and Carno and Walker
of the Sixth, and saw them szmile. Hoe
pauscd a second; but even Coker could
not charge like & bull at a zroup of the
Bixth simply because they smiled. He
went on his gloomy wars.

In his study, he threw himself into a
chair.

Blacker grew his brow,

Coker was, as a rule, a placable
fellow. When he had his own way
witheut dispute, he was o gmd-tem;mred
fellow. He eould be tolerant to any
man who did nobt argue with him; for-
bearing towards fags who did not kick
when they wers cutfed. But there was
a linit to Coker's powers of endurance.
The flinger of scorn was pointed at
Uoker now. In the Fifth he was slapped,
in the Sixth he was regarded with
ironical smiles, among the juniors he
was 4 mock, Nobody would have sup-
Eusnd Coker to be a revengelul fellow.

ut now his thoughts were turning to
Yereanee,

It was Prout who had brought him
50 low—PFrout, a Formm master with
whom Coker had, on the whole, been
paticnt and considerate.  Coker, cer-
tainly, had told other fellows in the
games-ztudy what he thought of FProut;
but he had never told Prout himself. Tn
tha Form-roorn he had treated Prout
with respect, even when the man was
expoting his own ipnorance by finding
fanlt with Coker's spelling, for instance.
When Prout found faunlt with Ceker's
construe, Coker gave him his head,
though he fattered himszelf that he
knew & bit more about it than Prout
did. And what had Coler received, in
return for all this? Six!

i

Gloomy thovghts of vengeance filled

Coker’s mind. That pompous old ass—

Coker actually reparded hisz Form

master as a pompous old azs=—had to

!?am that he couldn’t treat Coker like
this.

When Potter and Greene came in to
tea there was no sign of tea, only of

Coker's offended  dignity and  deep
pgloom. TPotier and Grecne felt a little
fed-up.

Coker nodded to them,

“Squat down, you men! he szaid.
¥ Zhut the door, Greene! T wank to
gepeak to you. T chall want vour help. ™

To hear was to obey, in Coker's study.
Potter and Greeno did as they were
bidden, wondering what waa coming.

“I'vo thought it out,” said Coker.

* About fea——"

“Jlon’t bo an 1diot, Potior.™

13 D-h !!‘I
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“Well, it's teatime,” remarked
Greeue. i

“Ton't be an asz, Greene ™

(11 ﬂh 1.-1

“I've thought it out,” resumed Coker,
having reduced his study-mates to a
gloom almost a3 deep az his own. *Of
course, you fellows realise that 1
conidit’t possibly take this lying down.™

“Which 1" asked Potter.

“That caning, [athead.”

“But you didn’t take that lying
down,” said Potter ﬂiepnntif. “You
took that bending aver,™

Coker's eyes glinted,

“If you think this is a joking matter,
Potter——" he began.

“Well, what about it?* asked Potter

resignedly. “Ib': over now, you know.
You're not thinking of punc:fﬁng Prout's
nose, I suppose 7"

“I'd though' of it—>"

“Oh, crikey!”

“But what's s fellow to doi” said
Coker moodily. “I don’t want to be
sached from the school. It I hit Prout,
I shail be sacked.”

“No doubt about that,” sgreed
Potter. * You'd trave! so fast it would
make your head swim,”

“My peopie wouldn't like it,” said
Coker, “and I've got to think of the
school, too. And youa fellows! What
on carth wocld becomne of you? You've
learned to depend on me, for advice,
and 50 on; and [ can't very well let
you down That's one of the draw-
backs of being o strong. sensible, cap-
able character. ¥You lead weak-minded
people to depend on you, and it be-
comes @ responsibility.”

“Onh!"” gasped Poiter and Greenc
together.

“Look at the f[ags, too!” sald Coker.
“I keep order among them to a largo
extent.  The prefceis aren't equal to
their job. 1 do a lot of their work for
If.h:,;m. I don’'t complain—Dbut there it
ia.

“There it is, is 167" stultered Potter.

“¥es, I hardly know what Greyiriars
would eomne to, if I left,” said Coker.
"Just a 5tra.it.-:)ht rush to the dogs, I
fancy.”

“(h " )

“Desides,” added Coker, with great
frankness, “personally, don't want
to be sacked. Apart from Greylriars
needing me, I don't want to go.”

e pa.useé.

“¥You zes how it iz, T'm going to
get my own back on Prout—that’s a
geitled thing. DBut I've got to manage
it without being expelled. Punching
the man means the sack., All the same,
he's got to have it.”

Potter and Greene could only stare,

“I got six!” s=aid Coker gloomily.
“¥Well, Prout is going to have six.”

“ Prout’s going to have six 7" repeated
FPotter, like o fellow in a dream.

“Yes

“Ya gods!” said Greene,

“That is the Jeast 1 can be satisfied
with,” said Coker calmly. “I've been
caned!  Prout's going to be caned!
It's up t¢ me!™

“Help ! murmnured Potter.

“That being scitled—"
Caker.

“Settled 7 said Greene dazedly.

“¥es, that being scttled, the only
question is, how iz a fellow going to
give Prout what he's ashked for, with-
out being aacked by the Head "

Dotter and Greene did not aticmpt
to solve that problem. It beat, in their
opinion, anything in Euclid, They
only gazed at ker in o fascinnted
sort of way., They had fancied thal
they knew every kind of an as= Caolior
was, Dut Coker was a fellow full of
BUrpPrises.

Perhaps Cokur tock the silence for

went on
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consent or approval. He procceded
more briskly.

“It's a yuestion of ways and nieans,
Of course, personally, I could haudle
Prout. But that means the sack. I de-
cling, in any circumstances, to be
sacked. So 1 shall have to use strategy.
A fellow who setz out to cane his Form
master must use strategy.”

“Oh1” gasped Potter, “¥Yes! I—I—
I faney he would have to use straiegy,
CQuite o lot of strutegy | Oh, yes.”

“Heaps ™ said Greene. “Tons!™

“1 shell require the help of my
friends,” said Coker. *Vou fellows
will back me up &l along the tine
I've roughen out the ides, I going
to cane Prout—give him aix! ‘Lhat's
due to my own dignity. But I mustn't
be recognised doing it. That wmecans
disgu_use."_ .

© Bisguise I" snid Potter faintly.

Exactly. Fortunately, I'm the best
actor in the Fifth Form Stage Club—
the only good actor in it, 1 might say,
8o that will come rather easy, We
disguize oursel-vs— -

* We dud dud-dud-disguisc ourselves [®
bablded Grecne. P

“And collar Prout—"

" Kik-kik-collir Proutt”

“You fellows hold him—*

::1?e7*we—u:e hold him-—"

While T give him siz ! concluded
Coker,

Potter and CGreene could only gaze
at Horace. Words failed them. ‘Uhey
gazed,

“MNow to sgettle tie details—" said
Horace brizkly.

Potter looked at Greene. Cirecne
logked at Potter. They made a simul.
taneous movetnent towards the door.

o e Dc:p'f. go,” sald Coker, in surprise,
As U've saud, I shall want your help.
We've got to discuss tho details——->?

“JIz there lunzcy in vyour famil
Coler 1 asked Polter, Ilmﬂ'ng his x'cric:':;
at last.

“Look here——" roared Coker,

“Well, you lock here,” said DPotter.
“Are you trying to pull our log, or
are you really thinking of pitching into
Prouti”

“I'm going to give him six.”

“Then you'd better see a doctor!™
sald Potter.

*“What 1**

“A mental specialist.”

Coker jumped up. He looked round
the study for a fives bat. Fortunafely,
Potter and Grecne had departed befora
he found it,

pli—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mysierious !

11 SAY, vou fellows|®

E “* Baw-wow "

*Coker’s comin
"D.h,.
YWharton,

It was the following day, and tha
Famous Five had gathered in Stady
MNo. 1 for tea. Tea was over, when
Billy Bunter put a grinning fat {ace
into the study to anncunce that Coker
Was coming.

“This is really getiing teo thick,”
saifd Lrank Nugent, “Hven that ass
Coker ought to be satisfied with the
troulle he's landed already.”

“The thickfulness is terrifie,”

“The silly ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “Why the thump ecan't ho
keep from butting into the Hemove 77

“If he wants another lesson, wo can
give him one,” remarked Mob Cherry.

!Jj
my hat g’ said Tiarry

“Let’s bag him as he comes in, and
gerag him.™

“{Food egg!®

Billy Bunter departed grinning.  Al-

ready Lho heavy tread of Ilorace Coker
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* A fellow who sefs out to cane his Form master
must use sirategy,’ sald Coker briskly. ** Heaps
said Greene, °‘ Tons [ * answerad Pofiter.
require the help of my friends,”’ continued Coker.
I’'m going to cane
Prout—give him six! But I musin’t be recognised
doing it §** (See Chapter 7.)

** You fellows will back me up.

could be heard, coming along from the
Remove staircase,

Tha Famous Five had little time o
prepare, but they did not need much
timme. The study door wes placed open
—behind it, the five juniors erowded

together in ambush, ready to jump on
er 82 he came .

That he was coming with hostile
intent, they had na doubt. They were
not likely to suppose that Coker was
paying a friendly call in the Remove.

As it was now a couple of days since
Coker had been licked by the Head,
they supposed that ke wes hunting for
more trouble. No lesson was likely to
last Horace Coker longer than that.

If Coker was in want of further in-
gtruction, the chum: of the Remaove
were ready, and willing, to supply the
pame. So they erowded in ambush be-
hind the study door, and waited for
Coker to materialise.

The heavy tread arrived at Btudy
Mo. 1 and pauged, There was an
enxious moment for the waiting quin-
tot.  Possibly Coker was going to pass
on up the passape. That would have
Leen a cissappointment.

But 15 was &ll right! The heavy
tread pauscd at the door, and Coker
Eywung 1n.

He stared round, for a moment, at
an emply study. The next moment ho
Lbecame suddenly aware that the study
was not ompty. YTive active forms
leaped on Coker.

Crash!

Coker, strewn suddenly on the floor
of Btudy No. 1, spluttored wildly under
the five juniora who sprawled over him.

“Got him I gasped Johony Bull.

“The gotfulness is terrifie,”

I 38
L

€1 shall
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" Berag bim ™

“PBamp him!"

“¥ou checky fags!” roared Coker.
“1 came here—T ecame to say—yoooop !

Coker roared and struggled as the
Famous Five got busy.

He spluticred and  stultered, and
howled and velled, as he was rolled and
rumpled and hustled and bustled.

“8it on him ! masped Bob Cherry.
“RKoep him there while I get the ink ™

"o !"

“Leggo!™ shricked Coker.
DW!"

He sfrugzled wildly.

“*Burck up with that ink, Dol gaszped
Wharton. *Ile's as strong as & horse.
But we've pob him !

“Grooozh!  Yarooosi!
assea ! roved Colier.
hera for & row—— Yarocop!
my neck—-"

“What " ejpculated Wharton,

" You didn's ¥ pasped Nugenk,

“Ow! Nal! TH smash you! No!
roared Coker. 1 came hore fo--wow!
—speak to von—— Wow-wow!"

“(Oh, my hat!” .

It davwned on the chums of the Re-
mave that {hey had been a little too

revious, @0 to speak. Coker, it seomned,
[;zu,'l ot con there for o row.  Shll,
how could they have puessed that?

“TTonest Tnjun?" demanded Wharlon
doubtiully,

“Ow! Yes! Lemmo poreepl Wow !
spluttered Coker. * Keep that nl-botilo
awav, vou young ecoundre] !

“EHold on, Bob! IHo says he didn't
came for o row.”

“Teiter fot him have the ink—"*

Fliervalf M

*Hold on!™” gasped Whartou,

“Gerrup!

You silly
“T dudn't corme
Gerroft

Boly Cherry unwillingly withdrew the
ink-bottle. Coker was allowed to resume
the perpendieular.

Ile staggered to his fect, gasping for
breath, o plared et the chums of tho
Remove, Although he had not, as he

stated, eome there for a row, he looked
wworfully inelined to charge at the
]~‘a:11:rus Five now fthat he was on his
oS,

I3ut he restrained Limszelf. As he had
come there to demand a serviee from the
juniors, oven Coker realised that it was
not tactful to begin by sevapping with
them.

The Famona Five regarded hitn with
surprised  inguiry. Th  was  natueal
cnough for Coker fo come there for a
row; Lut it was surprising for him to
come for any othee reason, Still, they
were willine to give lam a hearing.

“Take vour {ime, ofld bean!" =aid
Harry Wharton kindly., *“Get wour
seeond wing and fire away ™

“You cheeky littlo beaszts!” gasped
Cokrr.

“ 1= that whot vou eame ko say?"

“Ti’s Coker's chatky style!” remarled
Tioh.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ You--you " paspoed Colker,

Bt he restrained himscelf again, IR
wns uscless to tell these choely faga
what ho thought of them. They were
impervious to 16, Besides, it wonld havo
{aleen 1oo long.

Cloker laoked round for a chair, and
sak down.  Tle Licked the door shut.
Thiz procecding made the Famous Tive
ey him with still more curiosity.

Apparently Coker had come to make

((Continwed on poge 16)
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{(Continued
from page 13.)

some ecommunication of =& Igrivate
naiure, which the rest of the Hemove
were not to hear. :

Having set his collar and tie straighs,
brushed his hair back, and recovered
his wind, Coker calmed down o little,
and proceeded to explain.

“1 suppota vou kida can Leep a
reeret 77 he began. ;

“Us what 7" asked Wharton politely.

Coker secmed to swallow something
with diffienlty.

"You fellows,” he said.

“That's bettert Yos, we can keap a

gecret; though 1 cen't say we're
specially keen on it.  But what's the
jolly old trouble?”

“I can  trust youtl™ said Coker

impressively.

“Tho trustiulness is  terrific, wmy
esteemed and absurd el

“You'ro cheeky,” resumed Coker.
"You don't know your _p]a.m, ond I

have & lot of trouble teaching you. Dut
vou're slraight. You're horrid little
beast: in a peneral way; but
honourable.™

This exordium made the juniors stare
harder. Coker ovidently was in an un-
usual mood. What he was driving at
was a myatery.

“Have you come hera to pay us com-
plitments, Coker 7" asked the captain of
tho Remove. “If so, we'll take the
specch a3 read.”

“1 want your help," said Coker.

*{h, my hat!"

*“The question is, can I rely on you®”

said Caoker.

“That depends,” said Bob Cherry
thoughtfully. *“If you're thinking of
learning to play football, we're your
men, We'll give you some lessons,”

Coker glared at Bob. This kind offer
seemed to render him speechless for bhe
moment, .

“Don't you be in a hurry, Bob,” zaid
Johnny Bull. "I fancy Coker couldn’t
learn. Look at the way he plays foot-
ball! That shows pretty well that he
couldn't possibly lesrn the game.™

Coker breathed hard and deep.

“1 didn't come here for cheek!”™ he
snid.  “ Bhut uip and listen to me. You
kids—I mean, fellows—you fellows go in
for amateur theatricals, a sort of fag
imitation of the Fifth Form Stage
club_ﬁ-'" " -

MDraw, it mildi" exclaimed Frank
Nugent indignantly, **You jolly well
know that your rotten Stage Club in
the [Fifth is a rotten imitation of the
Remove Dramatio Socioty !”

“Well, never mind that,” said Coker,
with unexpected and amazing mcokness.
“The thing is, you go in for amateur
theatricals, and you're not bad at it
I've seen you, and you're not bad.”

o Pmﬁ:& fan;;ﬁ ﬂﬂ}fﬂnrﬂ 15 praize indeed!”
T cu mind if w
blush, Coker i " g

“You want our help in amateur
theatricals 7" asked Wharton, puzzled,
*I know youn need it, when you do your
acting stunte; but I'm blessed if I ever
thought you'd own up to it!”

" Not exactly that,” said Coker, “Tha
fact is, I want to be disguised.”™
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* Disguiend 1"

" As a sort of ruffian,” said Colker.

“But you don't need any disguise [or
that!* said Bob innocently.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker's eyes %enm&d, but he con-
trolled himself. Coker was displaying a
solf-control now  that was really
wonderful.

“1 needn't po inte details,” he =aid.
“I've got a certain thing to do, and if
I'm recognised 1 may be sacked from
Greviriars, I ecan tell you that much.
You'd hardly care to sco mo sacked!”

“Hardly,” agreed Bob, *Life at
Greyiriars would lose its comic relief!”

“DBut what—"" stutiered Wharton,

“Better for you not to know the
actoils,” seid Coker. “If there's
frouble, I don't want to drag you fags
inte ik, I've got something on—a
cortain thing that it's up to me to do.
It's gﬂmg to bo done.  But if 1'm recog-
nised, it's bunking. Well, I'm going to
adopt & disguize. Like they do in Edgar
Wallaca, you koow."

I{Uh 11'

“0f course, I could disguize myself,”
said Coker. Coker never could admit
that.there was anything he couldn’t do.
“ But—but I'd rather have some help.
You kids have had spne expericnee in
that line. T've got all the stulf—heaps
of it! You see, I shall have to do it
rather in secret. A fellow can’t sce
behind the back of his head, and I don't
want to leave any clue to my identity,
I want to be made up ns a sort of
hooligan—a ruffianly eort of fellow—as
ugly as you like——"

“That won't bo difficult,” assented
Bob. *“But if you wanted to be made
good-looking, T'm afraid it would he
rather berond our powers.”

“The beyondfulness would be terrifio!™

Coker secmed on tho verpe of an out-
break. But his wonderful sclf-control
came to the rescue again.

“Well, will you do it$"” he asked.

* But,™ Enid:m Harry, staring at the
EgtléaFm;::mr in amazement and doubt—

“ o g

M Keep it dark,” said Coker. I can’t
give you any further information—only
it may save me from the sack. My own
pals have let me down., That's why I've
come to you. I've done a lobt of things
for you kids—ordered you about, and
cuffed you when you were cheeky, and
all that. I'm not talking about grati-
tude; but you might do this for me ™

“0h dear!”

“Well, is it a go?" asked Coker.
“I'm not in the habit of asking favours,
eapecially of faps, I'm asking one now.”

The IM'amous Five starod at Coker.
His request took them utterly by sur-
prise, and his unaccustomed civility dis-
armed them. They were quite willing
to do Coker a favour, if he asked them
civilly; and ho was asking as civilly as
he knew how.

But what it all meant waz a deep
mystery to the chums of the Remove.
They did not even begin to understand
what Coker’s mysterious game might
possibly b,

“Well?" said Coker.

“I—I hope you're not heading for
trouble, Coker?” said Wharton.

“That's all right,” said Cokar, “I've
got something to do—something that's
up to me. I'm going to do it, anyhow.
That's settled. 'This stunt will make it
safe. That's all.”

*“ Blessed if I understand,” said Harry.
“But if that's how it i3, I suppose we
can do as you want.”

“That's all right, then,” said Coker
briskly, as he rose from the chair.
“After prep this evening, then, I've
bagged tha key to Class.room No. 10
—you koow, thut little room at the end
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of Masters' passage. I'll get all the
stuff there. You kids turn up there,
soy, at a quarter to mine. Whati{"

“Right | said Harry.

“Thanks 1” satd Coker graciously.

And he left Study MNo. 1, evidently
satisfied,

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed ot one
another. For a long minute there was
silence in the study.

“What the thump does it meant"
askod Wharton at last. *Is Coker potty,
or 15 he pulling our lez, or what on earth
13 ha up to?”

“ Aszle ma another,” said Tob.

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

1 suppose he's going to play soma
jape and docsn’t want to be recognized,”
he said. " That must be it! No reason
why we shouldn't lend a hand as he's so
jolly ¢ivil all of a sudden. But of all the
born idiots—"

“Of all tho fatheaded chumps~——7"
said Bob.

“0Of all the burbling jossors——" said
Johnny Buall,

“0Of all the terrifie and preposterous
dufferg—"

“I say, you fellows!® Billy Dunter
put an inguisifive fare into the studwy,
and blinked at the Famous Five through
hiz big spectaclos. I say, what cﬁd
Coker wanti®

A strait jacket," answernd Bob,

*Ha, ha, hat"

That was all the information Billy
Bunter received. But really. the Famous
Five were little wiser. at Coker's
game was was a mystery to them, and
““if could only hope that Horace Coker
had not taken leave of his sonses, such as
thoy were.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
It Deep Disguise !

ORACE COKER toved with his
H prop that evening,
had more important

matters than prep to think of.
Besides, Mr. Prout was not likely to

be exai;:i‘ng in ‘Ehﬂ Form-room next morn.
ing. ter what wans going to happen
to Mr. Prouk this e?enﬁum lig.a was ]?ﬂﬂls
to be a subdued Prout in the Form-room,
even if he appeared there at all

Coker had thought out his plans, and
was satisfied with them. He swas, he
flattered himself, the fellow to make
plans,

Every detail had been sottled. Coker,

ersonally, was quite able to handle s

at I'orm master; indeed, he was hefty
enough to have handled a Prout with
either hand, There was no difliculty
about that, He would have proferred
the help of Potter and Greone to hold
Prout in the posture necessary for taking
six from his own cane. Dut ho could do
without them. All he really needed was
& good disguise to save him from recog-
nition, which even Cokeor realized would
be followed by the "sack,” short and
sharp.

Coker was an original fellow in many
ways, Ho prided himself on being out
of the common run. Iven his spelling
was on original lines; his foothall was a
kind of football that was nover played

any other feootballer; his very
foatures were cast in an uncommon
mould, and were said in the ITifth to
resermble o Guy Fawkes' mask that had
been trodden on.

In the matter of ideas, Coler’s
originality was quite startling. He fat-
tered himself that he was the first fcllow
in_the history of all Public schools to
think of caning his Form master! Un.
doubtedly Coker was right there. The
idea was startlingly original—almost un-
nervingly so.

It was original enough to seare Potter
and (ireene away from the study. Tea
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—{Coker’s lavish tea—had no tempiations
for them now., Bupper—Coker's gonerous
ﬂl.:{;{gmr—dicl not appeal to them, if
Coker’s study had been o land Howing
with mitlk and honey Potter and Greeng

would not have entered it now. Not for
all the fHeshpots of Hgypt would the
have risked beinz associated wit

Coker in this latest and greatest of his
original wheozes.

They eonld not st first helieve that
Coker was scrions about it: they could

not eredit that even Coker could be such
a wild, howling, unmitigated ass. Dut
on discussion and reflection they had to

gdmt that Coker, as they knew him, was
ass crough for anything—even for thial
And hoaving come to that conclusion,
Potter and Greene gave Coker a wide
berth, They did their prop in another
study—they kept away from Coker na if
Coker bhad the plague,

Coker did not eare.

As tnese faint-hearted fellows had let
him down, the less he saw of them the
better he liked 1t He had no use for
slackers and funks,

Havinr toved with his prop, Coker
threw school ks aside. ﬁﬁ rad littla
estimation for school hooks, anyhow.

Coker's favourite reading was the kind
of fiction that iz found in sueh abundance
on railway bookstalls. Coker's study

overfowed with  best-sellers. Coker
vevellad ig  the *F M‘FSME Of The
Millionaire Murderer,” and the “Clue

Of ‘The Twisted Tie-pin.”

Trom these valuable volumes Coker
derived all sorts of wonderful informa.-
tiorr. In one he read of legal documents
in Brazil being drawn up in Bpanish.
In another he read of people who talked
in the Austrian language—truly a won-
derful feat, enly to be performed in a

ulir pnovel, Buot what fock Coker's
aney most wus the disguizes in which
tha prople in these novels lived, and
moved, and had their htﬁrl? Greatiy
did ho admire the deftness of the gentle-
man whno set out to make a fortuna by
fair means or foul—foul preferred-and
disgnizod himself every half-hour or so
as anyvthing from a coal-porier to a
Cabinet ministar.

Other fellows read ihis stufl in idle
memernts, but certainly never thonght of
giving it any scrious heed, DBut that was
where Cloker's originality came in, No
other fellow at Greyiriarz would ever
have dreamed—even after a  lobster
supper—of dispuising himself, But the
idea was quite familiar to Coker uwiuﬁ
to hiz extensive pernsal of hooksla
literature, Yrom {the velumes n
coloured jackets Coker knew all about
it, A faithful reader of IFreddem
Black and Chollops Poppenheim  bad
nothing to learn in this department.

So Coker was in quite o cheery and
self-assured mood as he left his study
and proceeded to the rendezvous,

Dy a =ide passage he reached the class-
room, Moo 10, at the end of Masters
passige, ]

Thiz =pot waz cunningly chozen, for
thenee it was but a step to Prout’s study,
And, oneo lie waa disguised, Coker did
pot warnd io walle all over Greyiriare
An cnterprise litke Colier's wus one of
the  things woich, if done at ull, had
to he done guickly.

The elass-room was
at night, but Coker had bapged the
kev, so that was all right. Astutely he
had convoyed to the room, and coneealod
there in a enphoard, a considerable por.
tion of the stage propertics belonging ta
the Fifth Foarm Stage Club.

1 was resdy for Coker.

Ho steppoed into the class.room, and
turned on the light. He was early; and
the clinns of the REemove were not vet
there, Dut he bad only o fow minutes
10 wait,

Harry Wharton & Co. came in, guictiy

encrally lacked

and cautiously. They were, so far as
ther knew, up to no barm; but so close
to Masters’ studies 1t was necessary te
valk warily.

“*h, here you are " grunted Coker.

“Here we are again!” assented Boh
Chovry cheerily,

“Shut the door, and
row.”

“RBetter keep your own head shut, old
bean, if you dom't want a row,” sug-
gested Dob  pleasantly,  “'There’s a
frightin] row every time vou open 1"

Coker suppressed liis  feelings.
Obviously, in the present circumstancos,
he eould not deal with Robert Cherry
as he deserved.

He took a hag from the cuphoard.

" Now get going, and don’t lose time,”
he said. " No need to jaw! You faps
are too fond of jawing. You hold that
glass, Nugent=hold it so that T can see
wysell i if, you yownr ass !

“MNot afraid of cracking it¥’ asked
Nugent. :

Coker passed the guestion unheeded.
The amowmt of cheek ho was taking
gquietly from these fags was really
amazing.

However, the chums of the Removo
were there to help Coker, os agroed
upon:; and help him they did.

All sorts of gorviments, disguises, and

rease-paints were turned out of the bhig

ag Coker had produced from the class-
room cuphboard,

Coker attired himself in “loud check ™
jacket, waisteoat, and breeches, He kept
his own clothes on underneath for two
astute roxsans: ono, o add 1o bis appar-
ant butk: the ether, top malke a change-
back az swiftly as peossible when that
time came. Iu was quite probable that
Coker would be pressod for time when
that happened,

Lavge bools replaced bis shoes, and
a helt was buekled round him. IFFrom
hiz fect to his neck Iorace now looked
quile a different amd mueh  larper
por=on, BFut the fzee of Coloer of 1:]'!1.'.!
Filth atill surmownted the fizure of o
man who locked Hle a rross hetwoen o
bookmaker and a gamekeeper. Harvy
Wharton st 1o worle on  Coker's
conntoenance,

Make-up changed lis complexion bo &
rucldy hue, His eyvebrows were thick-
oneil and  darkensd.,  An actificial
moustache was gumaied on his upper
lip. A thick heard was wired to his
ruggﬁ] ciin, Coler j'.,l]n]’ﬁml A t.x_'l.'r:nt:r
vears at once.  Ile now looked like a
mixturs of bookmaker and gamekeeper
approaching middle life.

He sarveyed the result in the plass
held by Nugent, and grinned with satis-
faction. :

He was in disguise—in deep disguise.
There was no Joubt abous that, He
would not bave known himsclf—1otter
and Greene would not bave known him
—hiz own Avnt Judy wonld net have

dor’'t meke o

known  him; il]d('ﬂ:1,_ had  she  met
Horace in that outfit in a lonely lane,
Aunt  Judy woald  prebably  have

seroanwa] for & policeman.

C'nker had ta admit that the membors
af the Bemova Dramatic Socioty oonld
do these things well, Coker had askedd
them to turn him into & voflisnly-looking
fellew, and they had done so. He had
sadd that they could make him ngly.
and they had done it llad he asked
them to disgeizo Lim az a hondsomn
fellow, there would have heen a different
tale to iell. Clever as they wore, the
jumiors could nof. work mirarles,

Caker was satizfind,

“Think any follow would hnow me
naw " he azked, tnrning rovmil eo foas
the Famogs Five eould corvey iitm firomm
all points of the compnss.

“No fear™

“The koewl Tnee
ferrifie,"

wouhd not b
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“But what’s the game, Coker asked
Wharton, with a lingering doubi.
¥ Broaking bounds 7

:: Certainly not, you young ass!™

But what do you want to hido your-
self m that rig for, inside tha schogl ¥

Coker did not answer that question,
He opened the door o few inches and
pecred out.

o sorcnae,” he said. “MNo time
could be better. Most of the old jossers
will be jawirg iIn Common-room; hut
Prout is always in his study ot nine.”

Prout?' repeated Wharten.

“ You kids had bettor elear off now, ™
said Coker. “I_don't think unything
will F::_- wrong; I don't see how it ean,
as I laid all my plans personally, Still,
you'd be safer ﬂﬁ' the scenc”

“ Dut what—""

* No time to waste—cut I
. Coker held the door open, and the
Juniors filed out. They lost no time in
getting out of the neighbourhood of
AMasters’ ]I'Jnsaage. Somno jape on Mrout,
they eoncluded, must be Coker's nhject;
and that Coker would lring it off
suecessfully they did not, of course, sup-
pose for a moment.  Had they suspected
Cloker'a true purpose, they would not
have left so guietiy.  Rather wonld they
have hurled themselves on Coker and
held him down by main fore:, and, if
neeeszary, havo tied him o one of tha
desks.  DBut they did not suzpect. Thew
waore keen cnongh bat they could nok
follow the warkings of a mind so
origzinal as Horaee Caker's.

Bo they departed; and when they
wern pone, Horace Coker alqa made
mgve—in the direcfion of Are roud's
EELH]}‘= Coker had been caned ! Now |t
wis Proat’s turn ! Coker of the Fifth
wns Gn the trall of vongeance.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not as Per Programme !

ROTIT zabk in his sarmehair, in lia
P shindy, taking his ense.
It was o Jorge consy-charr. but

ulk  filled s
almost to overflowine,

The poct has told vs that where
ienorance is bliss, "Hs Tol'y fo be wise,
Prout was blissfully ijgnorant aof whae
wits aboub to happen. Flad he been wisa
ta it, ecrtasinly be would pever have
strefeched his massive form so comfort-
ahly in that armehair, or smnked hiz big
black eigar with so much satisfaciicn,

Prout, from his armchaie, survered
hta study walls, whreh woere ndornod witl
trophica of the chase and lroplics of
weapons,  with o placid smile, I'rout
recalled the adventures that gave theze
trophics suchh an infercst Lo his retro-
spretive mind.

There were fellows at Groylriars, and
aven masters, who fancied that Prong
had bagped most of those trophics ot
second-hand  shops—who aven doukicd
whether he had ever really tracked the
frracions  grizely _ in the  ockw
Alonntains, or massaered his four-lfeol nd
fellow.croatnres with the hiz eifle that
hung en his wall,  These  donbling
Thomases: suzpected  that Mre, Prout's
varns came, not Trom his ooy, It
from Ihs imasination,

[‘r]ﬁﬁihly Fhoere was somelbing i §f,
F;"-I']'I IE]]'{]IIHII []Il!'! rlll'"n\'ln'illl.f r]"‘“l'llrl.lll'l i'}r
Tk ]H]lg ]ii.'['l-‘i'l:' l!_lf ‘i]’l]_ﬂ. '!'ll'ﬂl:llll:ll_\" 1!1".
Pront’s youthinl adventures had prada-
ally  asswwwedd larger and  laveger pro-
portions, unkpown o himsclf. An
artistie tonel heee, o pocturesgques detail
tiepe, hadd doulbitless crept i from thma
in 1nme,

Pt Pront had a Hrm Leliever in Time
e, at any rate. (Hbers might donbk
whother he lued shob that grizzlv in the
Raelies, but Proul never doolded, Tf
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ho had fancied it, the fancy was now
ixed in belief.

In those days, Prout had been a dead
shot with the riffe. At least, he said
8a. On the riflg-range at Greylriars
his old skill certainly had deserted him.
&till, shat was no proof that he had not
been o crack marksman once upon a
time. Ho kept that old rifle well
cleaned and oiled. Hre was not without
hope that there might be another wur
some day, when he might have & chance
of potting a [few with that trusty
wenporn.

Contemplating these relics of an
gﬂmlﬂ pa:-.ll:-, rgy!. was cheery ljm.nui

appy; only needing someone to drop
in for a chat, He had nsked Monsicor
Charpentier to drop in [or a chat that
evening; but it appeared that the
French master had important letters to
write to la belle France. He had asked
Houcker, but the master of the Shell had
a pile of papers to correct, He had
asked Capper; but the Fourth Form
master was booked to play chess with
Lascelles in Common-room—or 80 he
said. Ile would have asked Quelch; but
there " wns o certain stiffness about
Queleh since the time Prout had com-
%E'E:lhq{i about the Remove. He asked

iggina, «f the Third: and the Third
Form master had said he would look
in; but he did not seem in a hurry to
do s0. It was fortunate that Prout waa
not a suzpicions gentleman, He might
have wondered how it was that other
members of the staff always seemed to
have some engagemont when he was in
& chatty mood.

_ However, someone was about to drop
in.

A Tifth Form man, whose outward
aspecs was more remarkable than any
Greyfrines  Fifth-Former's aspeet had
ever been before, had arrived at Prout's
mudy door,

He entered without knocking.

Prout turned his head doorward, with
a hospitable smile lghting up his plump
features, in expectation of geeing Mr
Wizgins.

The smile died away,

Prout stared.

He jumped.
bearded moustached. bushy-browed
ruffian in “loud echeck ™ jacket and

breeches had  entered his study, and
closed] the door Lelind him.

“Good gad!” said Prout.

Hr stared at his unexpected wisitor,
dumbiounded.

Coker stood with his back to the door,
staring at Prout.

The hour had come!

As it would have been put in the

ellow-jacketed movels that formed

kor's chief reading, the hour of
vengeance had struck.

&  dizguised desperado at such a
moment would, a3 Coker knew, gaze at
his victim with grim triumph,

Bo Coker gozed at him with grim
triumpl,

"Good gad I repeated Prout, He did
not recognise Coker's raze as one of
triumph. He [ancied the man was in-
toxicated.

He tosz from his chair—slowly, for he
had r preat deal of weight to fIFL

“Who ara you " he demanded.

Coker did not anzwer.

It was not his cue fo_speak. Pront
might t2coepnize his voier, Fesides, he
had not come there for words, but for
action.

He strode to the study table.

On tho table lay 2 canc.

Frout never used a cane for punish-
ment purposes, but the cane was thero.
Now it was going to be used.

Coker prasped it

Prout stared at him wiih distended
eye3. Who this trucolent-laoking ruffian
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might possibly be, and how on earth he
had got into the school, Prout could not
guess. DBubt he was naturally alarmed,
capecially as thiz strange visitor's actions
hinted of intoxication,

“Who are you?” he repeated. *"How
did you come here? Leave this room
at onecp,™

Coker swished the cape in the air,

“If you have called to sce someone in
tho stables,” said Prout, "1 connat
unaging how you have got here. But
you must Jeave this study at once, who-
ever you are”

Coker opered his lips—and elosed
themw again, It was necessary to tell
Prout to bend over. That could be deone
without speaking, as Coker realised.

After all, he could disguize his voice.
Coker flattered himself that he was
egual to any emergency.

“Bend over!” he said, in & deep,
hoarse, husky tfone, the hoarsest and
huskiest he could "eall up from the
dﬂg!‘-hs'ﬂf his ehest.

Proat jumped again.

Wha-a-a-t#" he ejaculated.

“Bend over [*

" Are you mad?"

Coker pointed with the cane to the

chair from which Prout had risen.
Prout backed away.
He realised that this  dreadful

apparition was not intozicated, He was
& lunatic! To Prout's mind there
was no doubt about that.

Prout felt his ample flesh quiver and
creap,

He thought of shouting for help, but
the fearful figure was between him and
the door. Escape was cut off. At any
E]'ﬂm.mt the madman might gpring on

HIH,

“*Bend over!” growled Coker,

“Mum-mum-my  gog-good
stuttered Trout,

Coker strode at him.

Prout jumped back,

Coker grasped at him, with the in.
tention ot bending him over forcibly.

Prout backed to the wall.

On that wall hung the celebrated rifle
that was featured in so many of the
thl‘ll]ll\%ﬂﬂl{rﬁ told by Prout in Common-
room. Prout was reminded of it by his
back jammine against it.

Uszually Prout moved with the
leisurely prace of a tortpise. On this
ceeasion he moved like a teetotum. He
gpun round, grabbed the rifle from tha
waull, and elamped it to his fat shoulder,
the nmzzle aimed at the ruflian in
the “loud check.™

“Brand  back!” pasped Prout.
"“Ruffan! Stand back, or I firp!"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Coker, for-
EettmgHtu speak 1n the tones of the
real Huge Bear.

This move of Prout’s took Coker guite
by surprize. It was not what he would
have called zporting.

It was said in the Fifth that Prout
kept that rifle loaded. If 1t was
loaded——

Horace Coker jumped baek faster than
Prout had jnmped.

“Uore, chuek that!” he rasped,

Prout did not chuck it.

He was not likely to clinck 1t when
he was threatened by what appeared to
him a dangerous lanatic,

Prout had presence of mind, Hig
idea was to keep the madman at bay
r’ilh the rifle while help came to securn
1.

“l‘lEEp.r" “HEIBI!
HE‘IF Bl

“Oh, erikey 1 pasped Coker.

“Help! Help! Help!™

Prout had a powerful voice. Even in
conversation it was rich and frpity and

man ™

gshouted Prout.

booming, When he roared the cole.
brated Tull of Bashan had nothing on
DProut!

THE MAGNEDY

Proui's voice woke every echo of
Masters' pazsage.

Coker stood dismayed. ]

His }?iana were cut and dried: to
collar Prout, give him six with his own
cane, and scud before trouble accrued,.

But the best laid schemes of mice
and men ﬁandg aft agley. Prout’s rifle
put & wholly different complexion on the
matter. If it was loaded—

Probably it wasn't| But it was not a
chanca that a fellow wanted to takel

Besides, delays were dangerous in an
enterprise like Coker’s. He had &nown
that he would have to be rapid if he
was to pet clear after caning Prout.
And moments fleetod.

He was held at bay, and Prout's roars
for help awoke the echoes of Greyiriars.
Already doors were opening and voices
calling.

There was only one thing for Horace
Coker to do unless he was to be cornerad
and collared in Prout's stody, stripped
of his disguize, and marched to the
Head to be sacked. And ho did it! He
exceuted n strategic retreat doorward—
tore open the deor, and ran for it.

Vm%‘qanm on Prout had to waitl
Coker himself eould not afford to wait!

HE HH{!!

“Help! Help!” roared Prout. “Stop
him1{ elp ¥

There was already & master running
along the passage towards Prout's study.
Fortunately it was only Monsieur
Charpenticr. The French master was
brave as a lion, but physically he was
not up to Coker’s weight. Coker met
him in full career, and Monsicur Char-
pentier was distributed along the
DESSALE.

Coker rushed on, gained Class-raom
No. 10, dodged in,slammed the door, and
locked ib. A minute more and Masters'
pm&sagu waz 1n an uproar from end to
end.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Prout on the Warpath |

ILLY DBUNTER burst into the
B H-ﬂg'f gasping with excitement,
“1 say, you fellows!) splut-
tered Bunter.
"“Hailo, halle, halla!™ .
“I—I eay—Il say—oh, crikey—] say,
you ie[!uws; Prouvt's been murdered—>"
“Whatt'
“Old Prout—atiscked-—murdered-—oh,
crikoy "
“My only hat!™ ejaculated
Wharton.

The Famous Five were in the Rap,
and thoy were not 1 an easy [ramo of
mind. ‘They had helped Coker of the
Fifth in his remarkable enterprise, with-
out understanding what Coker's gamo
was, not regarding it, anyhow, Bs B
matter of impertance. But somehow it
worried them afterwards. They could
not help wondering what Coker was up
to, and whether he was making a biggoer
as3 of himsel{ than usunal,

It was something to do with Prout,

Harry

they knew that. Bome jope, they
imagined—though furilter than that
they could guess nothing. DBut they

were rathor wishing that they had had
nothing to do with it. It wos not aa
if Coker was an ordinary ags, e was
an extraordinary a8s, and one never
knew what he might be up to.

They were rtather expecting to hoar
that something had happoned, alter
Coker got going. Now they heard!

Bob Cherry took Bunter by the ecollar
and shoolt him, ns the ecrowd of fellows
in the Rag gathered round for the
excibing news.

“Now, vou [ab idiot—"
i GEODE S .
“Yas  anything bhappened, you
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Bend over ! * sald the ﬁisguit'suﬂ uﬁkur,t ;n”ﬂm, husky tones.
#» ¢ Mum-mum-my gog-good man !
the Form master, his ample flesh quivering and ereeping, as
realised that he must bhe dealing with a madman.

Mr, Prout 1ump&|1 back.
“ Bend over

he (See Chapter 10.)

Leggot™
“Let him get it out!” exclaimed

“ Oooooch |

Skinner.

“Ow! Leggol 1 say, you fellows,
Prout’s been attacked in hiz studyl
There’s a terrific row—not exectly mur-
dered. 1 think i

“The exactfulness is probubly not
terrific.” )

“But nearly,” said Bunter breath-
leasly. “Very nearly! A [Inightful
ruflian with a revolvere———*

“A what?" roared Johnny Dull,

“Or an automatio,” said Bunter.
“Fired a2t Prout—"

“You fat villain! We should bave
hoard it—"

“Going to fire at him, I mean—-"

“Let's go and see,” said Bolsover
mujur.

“1 saw, you fellows—"

But there was o rush out of the Rag,
and Bunter was left to tell his tale to
tha desert air.

Undoubtedly something had hap-
penod.

Masters' passage  was  thronged.
Nearly all the prefects were there, and
all the rnasters, excepting the Head, who
was in his own houze, Excited seniors
and juniors swarmed. Everybody was
asking everybody elze what had hap-
pencd, and nobody szecmed to know
precisely.

But the Fomous Five had an inkling.

“Coker, of cour:e!” Wharton whis-
nered to his comrades. “DBut what the
thump hasz he been up to?”

“Japing Irout " muttered Dob.

“Bomething more than a jape, 1
faney. But what o

“{zoodness knowa™

“Something fatheaded, anyvhow,” said
Jdohnny Bull; end fthe chums of the
Remove agreed to that. On that point,
no doubt was likely to exist,

“Viz my own eye, I sce him!™ It
was the -voicoe of Monsieur Charpentier
rising in an czeited shriek over o loud
buzz. *Viz my own eyel Yoz! Mais

he ejaculated.
¥ ginttered

oui! He rush into me like ono bulll
I am knock over—I am flat on ze floor.
Mon dieu!l I zink I am keel—but I am
not keel! Non! DBut all zo bref he
knock out of nel™

" But who——"

“"What——"

“A fearful, dreadful homme ¥ pasped
mosson. “He have one beard on zc
chin, I see him—he have a face of ze
most ferocious! IHe hurl himself on me
like ¢ne bull—*

“ But what——"

Mr. Prout appeared in the doorway
of hiz =study. He was panfing and
perspiring. In his plump hands he held
the trusty rifle that had scared off his
nesaillant.

There was o backwnrd surpe of the
crowd, It looked us if Prout’s rifle had
a gencerally searing effeck,

“Tg he gone?™ pasped Prout. “Have
vou seen him? Has he cseaped? Ile
nust be geized! A dreadfol villain—a
madiman—-—"

"My dear Prout——"" ezclaimed Mr.
Queleh.

“I have telephoned to the police!”
gasped Prout. ™A constable is coming
on a motor-cycle. He will be here in o
few minutes.™

“Put whot—-"

“It is extraordinary that he has net
been seen, e must be still in tha
bouse.”

“I see him viz my own eye.”

“I had & glimpse of the man,” said
Mre. Wiggins, the master of the Third.
*“I was coming round the corner, on my
way to Prout’s study—1 had a glimpse of
the man. A burly. ruflianty-looking
follow, dressed in “lowod  check,™
bearded, and with bushy brows,

The Fumous Five ecxchanged szlhineces
o they beard that, Undoubtedly it was
Coker.

“"He attacked me,” said Prout.
entered my study suddenly and seized
the cane ¥rnm my table. That he is
mad admits of no doubt, for he uttered

“He
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two extroordinary words—* bend over.?
Such words, addressed to a schoolmaster,
can onlty imply that the wretched man's
brain was uphinged.”

“*Amazing ! exclaimed By,
“My dear Fi"ri::n.:i:,. are you sure
uttered those words?™

“He uttered themn and repeated them,
Quelch. He was about to attack me with
my own ¢ane when I seized this rifle.
Presence of mind saved me from nzzault
—nperhapa murder ! I elapped the rifle to
my shoulder and faced him—Ilike this 1™

Prout demonstrated how  he  had
levelled the rifle at the misercant. His
action had an extraordinary cffcct on
the swarming crowd in Masters' passage,
‘The rearward part of the erowd melted
round corners—the rest dodged with
looks of wild alarm.

“Like this!" said Prout, the rifla
levelled at the alarmed erowd and hia
fat finger on the trigger.

“Put that weapon down!™ shricked
ATre. Queleh.

“Lake this—"

“Point it some other way 1" sereamed
Mr. Wiggins,

“I am merely showing yon——"

“Mon Dicu | We shall all be keel—*

“ls  that rifle loaded®™ roared
Hacker, the muster of the Shell. " 1f it
iz loaded 1 in=ist upon your lowering it
immediately—immediately 7

Mr. Prout started.

“Bless my =oul ! he smid, “T 13 not
loaded. T had auite forgotien that it
was not loaded 1 T will load it at once 1™

“Po nothine of the kind ! hooted
Cuelah.

"My denr Ovelebe—"

#1 refuse, siv, 1o have my lile, and the
Nves of others here, endangered by that
fircarm ¥

“Tooh! Pooh! Yon are wecdicssly
alartmed, my dear Queleh. T will load
the rifle immedialely.”

There was a [urther backing out of
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Masters’ passage. The crowd thinned
uﬁidl}-.

ven the presence of an unknown, and

presumably insane, ruffian in the house
did not seem to cause so much alarm as
MMre. Prout's intention to load the rifle.

“1 eay, you fellows!” RBilly Bunter
came panting up. * I say—"

“ Prout's IGEdEIE his rifle,” said Bob.

“Yaroooh [”

Bunter disuppeared like a phost at
cock-orow. .

Mr. Quelch, with 2 determined air,
marched resolutely to Prout's door. He
stared in at Prout, who was fumbling
with cartridges.

“FProut ! insist upon that firearm
remaining unloaded !

“Nonsense! I am about to search the
kouse for that desperate villainl I must
b2 armed 1"

Prout turned towards the Retnove
master as he spoke, tho rifle swinging
round in his hands, the muzzle pointing
at Quelch. The activity with which
Henry Samuel Quelch jumped back out

the doorway would have done credit
to a kangaroo.

“Put that rifle downt” shricked Mr.
Quelch, Leeping in cover.

My dear Quelch. There
danger=——="

*I insizt——u" _

Morcover, unfortunately, I have only
blank cartridges,” said Prout. “By an
oversight—"

“Oh!” said Mr. Quelch, He re-
asppearcd in the doorwny, apparently
seeing nothing unfortunate in the fack
that BMr. Prout had only blank cart-
ridges. “In that caze, if vou are
sura—-""

“The rifle will, howeover, have the
effect of terrifying the ruflian into sub-
mission,” said Prout. “ He will not know
that the cartridges are blank, and a shot
o¢ two——"

“It would be wiser, perhaps, to leave
the rifla here—"

“Absurd, my dear Quelch! Should he
resist I shall stun him with the butt.
One crushing blow—-"

Prout grasped the rifle by the barrel,
to illustrate. Queleh dodged out of the
doorway again. He appeared to be
under the impression that distance lends
enchantment to the view., There was a
€L as & jar was swept from the
mantelpiece.

“Doar me " said Prout,

. “For goodness’ sake put that dreadful
implement down ! gasped Mr, Quelch.

Nonsense, my dear fellow! Follow
me !ﬂ

Prout marched out of the study, on the
warpath. Cuelch followed., He did not
want to take precedenco of the Fifth
Form master; there was a possibility of
Prout being mistaken shout those cart-
ridges being blank. There was a shout
from Wingate of the Sixth in the
distance,

“He's in the quad—"

“What?"

"I've scon him—this way!"™ roared
Wingate.

here was a rush.
“Follow me!” boomed Prout, and,
rifle in hand, he rushed out into the
starlit quad. The hunt was up!
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
A Hot Chase!

ANG!
B Coker jumped.
Coker of the Filth, in these

thrilling moments, was having
tho time of his lifo.

He had fled into Class-room No. 10,
locked the door after him, hurled epen
the window, and dropped out.
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This was rather masterly, Inside the
House, Coker had no chance of getting
rid of his fearsome disgpuise wundis-
covered. The locked door delayed
pursuit, but would not delay it long.

Outside the House, all was serene—
or, at least, Coker hoped it was.

To rush away to some sceluded spot, fo
strip off the weird disguise, and wash
off the make-up in the fountain—that
was the idea. After which, Coker would
stroll back to the House ealmly, just as
if ho had been walking in the quad all
the time,

Coker was the man for strategy.

The strategy was all right. It was

not the fault of Coker, or of the
strategy, that other ciroumstances did
not play vp as they should have done.
_ Outside, it was a bright, starry even-
ing. Coker, miscaleulating the distance
1 dropping from the windg:nw, stumbled
rolled over, and roared. He picked
himself up to flee. He fed. Behind
him, the whols House was flashing with
lights and buzzing with voices.

A backward glance showed Coker the
wide-open doorway, erowded with ex-
cited figures. It showed him also more
than o dozen fellows putside the House.

It did more than that; for Coker was
still running as he took the backward
E{n.nca, That was how it was that he

id not sece Gosling trotting from his

lﬂng-e.
osling was coming to see what the
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row was about. At the sight of a
truculent-lovking ruffan dashing towards
him, the porter stopped. But it was
too late! The next moment they
established contact.
osling went over with a roor and a

bump. Coker sprawled over him.

“'Ow! "Elp!? roared Gosling.

“Oh erikey ! gasped Coker.

He scrambled wildly up. Gosling
clutched at him, and eaught him by the
beard.

"Hlpl T got "im ! roanved Gosling.

Coker tore himself away., Goslin
was left in possession of the beard.
Fortunately, 1t came off: had it not
done so, Coker would have been a
prisoner.

Coker sprinted,

Gosling was left sittine with the
beard in his hand, staring at it
blankly,

"My heyel” gasped Gosling. “My
heye !

I'ive or six fellows eame running up.

“Been himi” shouted Wingate,

“Loolk Tere!"" gasped Gosling. “T got
this orf of 'im! Look ‘ore! It's a
blooming beard! It come off! Ay
heyo !

“ After him ™!

“Run him down!”

Coker dodged

desperately  under
shadowy trees.

: . A dozen fellows were
huntm% him hard. This was not what
Coker had looked for; hisz strategy had
not made allowance for this. Wingate
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cut towards the House and thouted into
the doorway that the ruffian had been
seen in the gquad. That brought half
Greviriars out of the House, yelling in
pursuit,

Foremost waz Mr, Prout with his cele-
brated rifle. The other pursuers kept
one ove open for the fupitive, and the
other warily on Prout. There mi%ht Lycs
danger from the hunted ruffian; but in
FProut’s case there was no “might”
about it. Prout with a loaded rifle was
dangerous up to a thousand yards in
any dircetion.

He’s under the elms!” yelled
Blundell of the Fifth,
* After him
* Look—there he is!” roared Loder.
hero was s shout and o rush as a
hunted figure was seen to dodge out of
the trees—a ruffianly-looking fgure in
“loud check ™ and heavy boots, with
dark, bushy brows and moustache, but
beardless now. Fifty fellows at least
headed for the ruffian; and Coker
dodged back into the trees,

“Zat is ze villain 1"’ shricked Monsieur
Charpentier. *Zat iz he who Lknock me
over and knock out zo bref from me!”

“ Aftor him!"*

“TFollow me!” boomed Prout. “ Follow
me! Leave him fto me! He iz a
desperate villain—he was in disguise!
Gosling has wronched off n false beard!
Leave thiz desperado to me!”

Prout advanced gallantly under the
shadowy elms, rifle to shoulder. A
shadowy figure dodged beofore him.

It was then that the rifle banged, and
Coker jumped.

Though it was only a blank cartridge
thut roared, the detonation was a jovous
sound to the ears of Prout. It made
him feel young again, it browght Lack
his palmy days as a hunter of big game,
to hear the rifle roar. His fat face
beamed as he fired.

The effect on Coker was quite differ-
ent. lle did not know that the cart.
ridge was blank; and he did know that
Prout was a dangerous ass with fire-
Arns.

A bullet from a rifla ia one of thoss
things which it is more blessed to give
than to receive. Coker did not like the
bang of the rifle the least littlo bit.

“Yaroooh !

“ After him!™

Bang!

Prout fired again,

Thoere was a yell of terror from
Coker, and ho dodged away in frantie
desperation.

‘fll?mut rushed after him with elubbed
rific.

After Prout rushed a wild and whirl-

SWarm.

rash |
Prout delivered a blow at a shifting
shadow. Fortunately, it was only o
shadow, and not Coker. The riflc-butt
landed on the trunk of & tree, with a
concussion that jerked it out of Prout’s
hands.

“Ow!” pasped Prout.

“There he 15!"" roared Wingato,
Coker broke from the elms and fairl
ran for it, clear in the starlight, witﬁ

the whole mob whooping in pursuit,

In the doorway of the House stood the
Head, drawn to the spot by the wild
sounds of alarm. The report of Prout's
rifle, relling across the quad, made Dr,
Locke jump. He jumped again at the
sight of 2 wild figure in “loud clhiecks "

in

rushing towards the Houze with a mob
at his heels,

“Bless my soul!” said the Ilead
faintly.

1t was getting warm for Coker! Ho
had not counted on anythinge lilke this!?
Thizs waa too much of a good thing.

He swerved-from tho doorway of the
Hounse—much lo the relicf of the
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petrified Head—and ran along the wall
under the windows,

“We'll get him new!” panted
Wingate., * Spread out and cut him off
from the open.”

We've got him "

- him 1"

“Oh crumbs " gasped Harry Wharton,
“$What on earth will happen when they
ha&him? Poor old Coker "

tar, eut off from escape in the open,
had one resource left. Hiz brain, under
the stress of excitement and danger,
wprknd rapidly. It was supposed, m the
Fifth, that Coker’s brain did not work
at all; but it could work, though there
was no doubt that it moved in
mysterions ways its wonders to perform.
Coker, hemmed in by o shouting mob,
remembered the class-room window he
had left open.

He rushed for it, and jumped. He
caught the sill and draggec{ himaelf up.

But purszuit was too cloze.
of the SBixth was at his heels, an
grabbed as Coker jumped.

Bob Cherry rushed in, Enowing that
the desperado really was Coker, the
Famous Fivoe, of courze, did not want
to seo him captured. They kuew now
what Coker’s object had been in calling
ot his Form master in disguise; the
words that had zo perplexed Prout did
not perplex the chums of the Remove.
It waz the sack for Coker if he was
caught; thete could be no shadow of
doubt about that. And Bob rushed inm,
collided with Wingata at the psycho-
logical moment, and hurled him off
E:uke:- just as be was grabbing at flying
CES,

Wingate staggered back, and Cloker
vanished in at the window of Class-
room No. 10,

Wingata
ho

“Ow! You soung asa!"” gasped
Wingate. ¢ oy
Slam! The window closed hehind
Coker! Chick! The window was
fastened! Coker had =& breathing-
Epace.

_ For & moment or two he stood pant-
ing, streams of perspiration mingling
with tho ;ir]masu-puint on his face.

But he bad no time to lose,

A crowd was shouting under the
window, sud already fellows were cut-
ting round te the door, to cut off
cseapoe from the House,

u{]h

“Oh crikey!” pgasped Coker.
crumbs I* ]

In those wild and whirling moments
wo doubt Coker repented him of his
masterly scheme of vengeance, The
caning of Prout had seemed simply a
aplendid idea, when Coker had thought
it out. Now it was shorn of its
splendour,

The caning had not come aff. The
vengeance had not come off. Coker'a
strategy had not come off. Nothing, in
fact, had come off, except Cokor's
beard!

He tottered across the class-room fo
the door.

Thero was one hope! The chase in the
guad had drawn cverybedy, or neatly
everybody, out of the Housze. Pessibly
the passage was clear.

Coler apened the clazs-room door and

cered out. Like Moses of old, lwe
ocked this way and that way, and there
Wwas no man. :

With a gasp of relief Coker emerged
from Class-room No. 10, ran along
Masters' pazzage, and henpded fov the
staira. Onco in his study be would he
nh!q_ to geb off that wretched disguise
niddisturbed.  Chere was o shout 2z he
vrogsed the hall

“Thero ha izt”

“Collar him!1"?

Cokor flew up the staips,

Furi:mnteﬁ}y, the Filth Ferm passage
was deserted.  Every man in ihe Fifth
was jeining in the hunt,

Coker raced to his study.

He dashed in, threw tha door shut,
and turned the key, Then he sank down
into his study armchair, gasping.

He was saved!

Pursumg footsteps passed the study
door. Coker did not heed them.

Sprawled in the armchair, in a state
of collapse, he gasped and gasped and
gasped, as if he would never finish
gasping.

[T R

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Remarkable Disappearance !

1 OW, then!®
N It was  the woice of
authority.
The econstable, summoned

on the telephone by Prout, had arrived
from Courthield,

“Now, then!™ gaid _the voice of
alu‘th?ﬂnty. *“What's this? What'a ull
this 7™

Under the window of Class-room
No. 10 a wild meb surged.

Everybody knew that the hunted
rufian had bolted into the Houze.
Prout, rifle in hand, hed reached the
spot, panting, puffing, and perspiring,

The hunt for the desperado reminded
Prout of ancient days as & big-game
hunter. But it also reminded him that
much water had passed under the
bridges since those days.

Prout’s heart was as stout ss over.
The rest of him was much stouter. His
wind was short, and he had taxed it
rather severely in the hot chase. He
puffed and he blew, and perspiration
elethed him.

The Greyiriars fellows mada way [or
the constable. The officer immediately
dropped a hand on Prout's shoulder.

The rifle did it. The sight of an
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armed man in the midst of an excited
crowd was enough for the officer.

“Better go quietly, my men!™ said

the policeman.

“'What ¥ stuttered Prout. “ Whatt"

“You come alongerme!" retorted the
constable. “I got you! Better go
quietly. If 1 ‘ave to wuse my
Lrti_tghegn——” .

“laoodness gracious !’ asped 1
FProut, *© "u‘s’hatg—whab—uwhntg-lp?’ t

“Oh, my hat, the bobby’s got Prout |
shrt&ilimd a volce from the back of the
crowd,

uH!’ E'IE-, Itﬂ-!”

“That is not the man, officer!” ex
claimed Mr. Queleh hastily. *“ That is
Mr. Prout—->"

“Ha, ha, ha{®

“Bileneca "

“Where is he, then?” demanded the
Courtfield policoman. *“I've been called
here to take into custody & disturber of
the peace. Where's the man "

“In that class-rpom!” gasped Prout.
“He jumped in at the window——"

“A desperate-looking ruffian—" exs
claimed Mr. Wiggins.

“A rough fellow in ¢ loud checks—2
said Wingate,

“A villain of the most ferocipus!™
gosped Monsteur Charpentier. 1 sea
him viz my own eye—""

“No doubt o burglar——" said Mr.
Quelch.

“An escaped lupatie, I think,” said
Mr. Prout. “He attacked me in m
study, officer. He seized a cane, n.ni
addreszed extraordinary words to me.
The words were ‘ Bend over!"—a phrase
used to junior boys about to be chastised
with the cone! Addressed to a Form
master, meost extraordinary !

“The man must be in the House
now,” said Mr. Quelch. “Wingate,
kindly remain guarding the win%rm.

{Continued: on ficxl poge.)
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Qfficor,
House,”
T'he constable grasped his truncheon
and followed the Remove master in, @
crowd at his heels. The description of
the disturber of the peace warned him
that the truncheon mght bo needed.

Wingate znd balf o dozen ore of
the Sixth  remained  guarding  the
window., "There was no cscape for the
walefactor that way.

With a heavy tread, the constable fol.
lowed Br. Queleh into the Hooze. They
were uiet by an excited shout,

*We've geen him—"

“He dedged upstaivs—"

“Hoe's upstairs powe—s—"

Y oamewhere in tho Fifth——"

“This way!"

“We'll 'ave lim!” snid the Courtiield
constable grimly. “1f he's upstmrs he
won't jump out of another winder!
We've got "im!l” :

Up the stairs went the official rrewd
The Fifth I'orm passago was thronged.

“Hoe must have dodged into one of the
studies!"” shouted DBlundell, ™ We wore
right after him, and he vamshed——"

“There's one door locked!” called out
Prico of the Fifth. * Coker's study is

please follow me into the

locked.”

“Doubtless he is there!™ pasped Mr.
Prout. “Let ws search that study
first—""

Potter and Greene, who were in the
erowtl, gave one another almost ghastly
lopks. Thoy, lika the Famous Ifive, had
no doulbt of the identity of the rillian
who had attecked Frout im his soudy.
This was the scheme in which Cokor
had expected them to back him  up!
This !

The conztabla halted at the locked
door in the Iifth Form passage, and
tricd 1t. and then knocked.

“3Who's 1n there 7 he demancled.,

Coker drearged himself oue of the arm-
chair, [Ie had hoad wo time vet Lo re-
move his dizguize.  But the door was
Jocked! Fle tried to steady his voice
_as he answered :

“¥What's wanted 7

“pen thiz 'ere dooe™

“Stav!"” exclaimed Mr. Prout. "1
recognise the voice—if is a boy of my
Form in that room. Wa are wasting
time. TIs that vou, Coker ™

“ Yoz, sir!™ gasped Coker.

Mo one is with you?”

i Nn. 'Euir. ¥

“What's the door locked fori®” de-
manded  the eonstable  snspicionsly.
“ You in there, you unfock this "ere door
s 37T

“TUnlock tha deor, Coker!™ called ouk
Mr. Trout.

Coker was not likely to wunleck the
door. The deor open, all Greviriars
wonld have known where the hunted
riffian was!

“T1--I ean't fned the kov, sir!™ gusped
Coker. “I—I've dropped it. But there's
nobody here, sir, but mo. Has—has—
has anvihine happencd, =sip#"

“T1t iz Coker, of mv Formn, speaking,
satdd Mr. UPromt. " We are wasting time,
and the misereant i3 escaning! Come!™

To Coler's intense relief, the crowd
pazsed an.

The hunt for the mizercant went
farther  aficld, The mizcreant, in
Coker's study, harriedly #tripped off the
“lond checks” and restored himself na
much ns passible to hiz w=ual aspeet.
{‘lathe: and boofs wore bhinviled ont of
sight into a cupboard. and Coker rubbed
desperately ab greass-paint.

There was o tap at the daar.

"Who's there " hissed Coker.

"Only us! came DPofler's
throngl the keyhole.

Coker picked up the kevy and unlocked
the door. Potter and Greene camo in,
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"
whisper

They stared at Coker. The smudges on
his rugwed countenance would have fold
them alﬂ, had they not guessed already.
* Jt—it—it waz you !"’ breathed Potler.
Coker nodded ecalmly. He was calm

oW,
Prout !

* ¥ou—you—you
articufated Greene. :
“I told sou I was going E?,"

“If they'd canght you—

went for

" The;r didn’t.”

“¥Vou'd better get a wash, or they'll
spot  yop yet. You—you—you born
idiot 1™

“look here, Greene—=>"

“You frabjous fathead!” hissed
FPotter.

“Look here, Pottep——=" ]

“You—you—you— Oh, there ain't
a8 word for you!” gasped Greene.

Coker eyed him cﬁsdamfull : ]

“I bhad it ell mapped out,” ha said.
“TProut would have got his six if I'd
had my pals there to help me. He
needed helding, that was all. It went
wrong. All your fault. Next time—""

“MNext time?" stuttered Potter.

“¥es, noxt time I shall expect you
to back mo ap'’

They gazed at him. That Coker, aa
a silry azs, wenbk the whole giddy
unicorn, they, of course, knew. But
even yet Coker was able to surprise
them. There waa to be, according to
Coker, 2 "next time."” Hoe was not
through wyet.

“Neoxt time?” said CGreenc dazedls.
“You're not done yet ¥

“MNot st alli”™

' ?ﬂ"ﬂi“‘ ﬂu—yau——-—”

“I shall expect my palz to back me
up,’ said Coker. I shall expoet—
Hero! Lepeo! Yarcooh! ‘Yhooop!™

L=
Potier and Greene had borne much
from Uoker. Now their patience scemed
to wive out all of a sudden, Coker,
collared by his two comrades, smote tho
floor of the study with a mighty smate.
Potter and Greene walked away, and

loft Coker to sort himself out. They
wern feeling botter,

Meanwhile, the search was going on,
vp end down and round about Grey-

friars. Inside the House and outside
the House, the secarch went on. DBut
nothing was discovered. The misereant
had disappeared utterly, as if he had
vanished into thin air. Fellows retired
to their stodies, or their dormitories,
excitodly  diseussing  the  thrilling
eptsode. The Courtficld constable, like
E'bir. Prout's rifle, went off with a
report, and Greyifriars settled down at
last—to an unsolved mystery.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Curing Coker!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H chuckled louwd and long over

the opisade. But they chuckled

aver it in private. They were
glad that Colier had escaped detection,
gnd they hoped that his narrow escape
would be & lesson to him. They knew
now, of coursze, with what object Coker
had disguised himself on that historie
occaston. The extroordinary words the
riflianly visilor had uftered in Me.
Prout's study let in e flood of light
on that eatter—though neot to Prout.
And the discovery that it had beezn
Coker's intention to cane hiz Form
master made the chums of the Remove
shrick. Woell as they thought they knew
Horacn Coker, they had not expected
that of him. It was too rich, even for
Coker, 1t was the limit—it was the
outermost rim,

Waturally, they sapposed that it was
all over. But even yob they did not
know their Coker. Having laughed
over the affair, they were prepared to
disiniss it from their minds. But it was
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not to be dismissed yet. After school
the next day Coker met them in the
ql;:: His manner was mysterious, and
they wondered what was coming. Coker
proceeded to unfald.

“[ failed yesterday,” he said. ! |
moean, being let down by my pals, the
thing did not comc off. Next time I'm

doing better.'”

“MNext time®" murmured Iarry
Wharton.

“¥es. I dare say you've E:uﬁased by

thiz time what I was efter——

“Ha, ha] Yea"” ‘

“MNothing to cackle at,” said Coker,
gtaring. **This iz a serious matter,”

“ It would be—for you—if the Head
spotiked vou,"” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“If we'd bad the faintest idea what you
were up to—"

“ Don't jaw,” sald Coker. “You fags
aro much too fond of jawing. I've told
you that before.'

“Look hers, Coker—" ;

“Bhut up, and listen! I've oot it el
mapped out, and there’s no time Eor
HI":.FJHM"," explained Coker. * Now,

“But lock herg——-"

“For goodness sake shut up!" said
Cokor testily, * Now, I'm not gui:ig for
Prout again in hia study. The old ass
is too jolly dangerous there. But he's
walkin%‘. in the Head's garden after
tea—I heard him tell Capper zo. He
azked Capper te walk with him, but
you can bet Capper will foroet. He
won't stand Prout's chin, 1f he ecan
help it."

i Eut E

“Don't jaw! Irout will be alone,”
sard Coker. "That's a safe place to
catch him. I've got that bag of dis-
gulses and things in the suminer-house
in the garden. 1 want your help.”

“0Oh, crumbs ! But——"'

“¥ou fix me vp, same s boefore,”
saict Coker. *“Oniy, this time yon lend
me a hand, as well."

“ Lel-dend you a hand!" stuttered
Nugent.

“Yeoz, You collar Prout——"

*We—we—we collar DProutt”
mured Harry Wharten.

“And hold him down—"

“Hold him down!” said Johnny
Bull dazedly.

“Whila I give him siz—"'

*i

migr-

“While you give him zix!"" stuttered
Bob. ;
“That will prevent any rumpus—

Frout holting, or anything like that,"”
explained Coker. " Easy as falling off
s form. You sce, & couple of you can
hold Preut down—he's too fat to put
up a scrap. DBesides, I shall Beoor him
first."

“¥ou'll Roor him first, and we shall
hold him down!"” ecjaculated Wherton,
gazing at Coler,

“ Exactly I

“The exactinlness is not terrific!”
murmurcd [Hurrce Jamszet Ram Singh,
shaking his dusky head.

“Non't jaw! Two of you can do it,
and those two, of course, will dis-
gmsed," said Coker, * It wouldn't do
for Proui to recopnise vou.'

“It

“"Nunno!” pasped Wharicn.
wouldn’t—quite.™

““That will be three of us in disguize,”
said Coker. " Rather like a thing out
of Edgar Wallzce—what i

“Too jolly like!" said Boh Cherry.

“Well, coma on,” said Coker. *“*I'Hl
cut into the place first; you follow on.
Better not be seen, of course.

Without waiting for a reply—in con:
versational matters Horace Coker had
little wsa for replies—he strode away

and disoppeared into tho Head's
grarden.
The Famous Fiva pared at ons

another. Coker, ovidently, had taken
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their assistance for granted. Coker had
a way of taking things for granted.

| “"‘F‘i?ell, my hat!" said Wharton, at
ast.

“DE 8ll the potty chumpal”
Johnny Bull,

"1 can see us holding down Prout!™
chuckled Bob Cherry. "1 can just see
us doing it—1 don't think I

“The hold-downfulness of the
esteemed Prout will not be terrifie,”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1f we'd had the faintest idea what
that born idiot was up to yesterday, of
course, we'd have stopped him,’” he said.

“This time we know—and
we're g;aing to stop him.
think it's about fime Lhat Coker
got fed-up with this wheeze, and
we'll help him. Come on |

“But what—"'

‘Coma oni”

And Harry Wharton explained
as they went, and it was a party
of five grinning juniors that
dodged into the Head's gavden
and made their way to the
secluded summer-house.

They ceased to prin as they
entered the summer-houze. Coker
was there, and Coker was very
grave. So the Famous Iive
assumerd a m:mspnnding gravity.

“No time to lose,” said Coler.
“Prout will be along 1n ten
minuies, very likely. Ilere's the
stuff 1" )

Coker opened the bag contain-
ing ihe properties of the Fifth
I'orm Stage Club. The junlors
zot to work., They set to work,
however, in a manner totally un-
cxpected by Horace Cokor.

With one rd, at a signal
from Wharton, they laid violent
hands en the happy Horace, and

zaid

bore him to the earth.
Cloker went down with a roar.
“Ow! Wowl TYou cheeky
faga! What—"

He struggled desperately. But
theea of the juniora sat on him,
while the others fied his wrists
together behind him. Then his
legs were loosely shackled, so
that Coker could walk but not
kick. Thia was a necessary precaution.
Heo looked like kicking.

“You cheeky little beasts!” roared
Coker. “Wharrer you up to? I'll
sm!ash you—I'll spiflicate you! I'll—
!"t e AR

“You'll bring Prout hera if you lct
off stenm like that, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry soothingly. “Better take it
calmly.”

Cioker showed mpo signs whatever of
taking it calmly. But he ceased to yell.
He did not want Prout on the scene
just then.

Having got Coker where they wanted
him, so to speak, the juniors procecded
to disguise kim. There were a number
of false beards and moustaches and
wigs to eelect from. But the juniors
did not bother about sclection, They
wired or gummed tha whole lot on
Coker, Hu%ad a very hairy look when
that was dona,

Then they started with the grease-
painta and peneils. Coker wus given a
erimson noss, shining brightly, a blue
cheok on one side, and a vellow eheck
on the other. Black circles were drawn
round his eyes, and the tip of hiz crim-
son noze adorned with a  black spet.
11iz aspect was now remarkable, No
man in a yellow-jacketed novel had
rver been so thoroughly disguised as
Coker was now. Coker, in his present
outfit, was caleulated to causo even a
greater sensation than before,

Wharton surveyed him critically,

spoke, the rifle pointing at Quelch.
o covering his face with his hands.

“1 think that will do!® he remarked.
“We've disguised you, Coker—lock in
the glass!™

Coker Jooked in the glass and raved.

“¥You see,” explained the captain of
the Remove, ¥ we're doing this for your
own good. When all %re:;rfriars has
gcen you in this rig, I fancy youw'll be
fed up with disguising stunts. What?"

=T ]—" ker gurgled. “I—
I'll smash yon! I-T* pulverise
vou! I—I—]—" Woaords failad Coker.

“Bring him along!” said Harry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

In the grasp of the Famous Five
Coker was marched out of the Head's

“ ] insist upon that firesrm remaining unloaded, Prout | ** said Mr, Queleh,
zense ! ** said the Fifth-Form master.

garden by the gete into the quad, He
wriggled and writhed and struggled as
he went. But he went,

Ones in the guad be was released
from hia bonds. The chums of the
Remove retired prudently, and hastily,

out of reach.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Dob
Cherry. “Walk up, gents! Walk up
and ses Coker doing his funny turn|
No charge! Walk up!™

Greyiviars fellows did not walk up
They ran up—they raced up! A buzz-
ing crowd surrounded Coker.

oker glared round him, then Red and
vanished nto space.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked cheerily
hack to the House. They s=miled as
they went. They felt that they had
done Coker & good turn. He might not
acknowledge it—he might never testify
gratitude. But there it was, all tho
same. Coker had been in need of a
lessen,  They had given him one. They
could enly hope that he would derive
instruction therefrom.

Perhaps he didl It was a very sub-
dued Coker that came back, after =
long interval—without a trace of the
dizguize the juniors had plastered cver
him, A veory subdned Coker!

Prout never krew that he had had a
narrow escape from a caning.

He never discovered the ideniity of
the f{ruculent ruffian who had attacked
hiny in his study,
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“ Non=

“ I am about f{o search the house for that
desperate villain, I must be armed ! ** Prout turned towards ike Remove master as he
“ Put that rifle down ! ** shrieked Mr. Queleh,

(See Chapter 11.)

He had & theory that it was eome old
cncmy of his younger days who had
tracked bhim out—some gunman or
bandit whom he had defeated in those
long-past days,

But he never knew; and eerainly the
ruffian never tracked him out a second
Ll ]

Coker pave up the idea of caning
Prout. liis ewn caning—much to his
surprise—was no longer a topic. Fellows
secmed to forpet it, ignoring coven that
it was a calastrophic and epoch-mark-
ing oceurrence. They forgot about it
just as if it had been a matter of no
importance whatever. That was annoy-
ing in one way, but comforiing im
another. Ierlaps it helped to eliminate
ideas of vengeance from Coker's mind.

Or perhaps Coker had been thinking.
Fellows who knew him wonld not have
comsidered  that likely, it 15 true.
I’erhaps the fact was that he was fod-up
with disguisesz, as Harry Wharton & Co.
had hoped : and, undisguised, of course,
it was impossible to think of caning
I'rout

THE EXD,

(Now look owi for nczt weck’s MAGRET
and anether rattling fine story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Jrichards,
entitled: “"A ROGQUE 1IN ITHE
HEMOVE!P Once H comwence if,
you won't leave it wntil yow've finished !}

Tug Alacrer Lipmrany.~Nc. 1,120,
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Maillard’s Vow !

(1 ORWARD ! Forward !™ waa then

F the cry, and with heads bent

to the blinding rain the 3@

swept onwards inte thoe dark-

ness, taking the road which was leading

them ever nearer towards the coast.

But no horse that ever was foaled could

keep up the ecruel pace which Malliard

was forcing, and more than once he felt
hia mount falter beneath him.

Tho gallant animal had borme him
well, but no thought of that was in his
mind as snarlingly he cursed it and
plied savage whip on already bleeding
quarcters,

Once 2 wild shout behind him and =&
spatter of loose stones told him that one
of his men. was down. Tut not for an
instant did he check hiz madly-galloping
horze—did not even turn in the saddle.
The clumsy fool, whoaver he was, could
fend for himself., And if he
was hurt—well, so much the
worsae for him.

On and on thev rode,
foreed now and then, however,
to slacken their weary mounts
lest worze befall. And at
length, without having come
'ﬂF with the fugitivea, they
elattercd into the villape of
Chartres and drew up with a
slither of hoofs and creaking
of harness in front of the inn.

In response to Malliard's harsh in-
quiry the innkecper shook his head.

“No, none has ridden through here,"
he said. “Nono at all®

“Are wvou sure, vou dog?” shouted
Blalliard. *If you're lying I'l} slit your
throat for you!”

“I am not lying,” gquavered the inn-
Lkecper in affright. *“MNone has passed
this way—IL swear it!”

For confirmation he wheeled on the
peasants who erowded the doorway
behind him. And readily they gave it,
gaping the while at the white-Taced
IMallisrd and his soaling, mud-splashed
soldiers, No—none had passed that
way—mnone st all. They were sure of
that—would swear to it if necessary !

WHAT ?

SHADOW of’#e
=& GUILLOTINE'@

A T , ‘e s L ‘r,
- {.fr‘- ‘:j’ /ﬂ‘ iy .I

- With an oath Malliard flung himself
from the saddle and turned to his wait-
ing men.

“Thoey've piven us the slip,” he said
gratingly. “They must heve turned off
the road somewhere back yonder, We'll
never find them now in this cursed dark-
noss ] Dismount ™

He swung on tho innkeeper as the
goldiers slid stiffly from their saddles.

“ Accommodation for my men and
horses I” he zaid harshly. “Wa sleep
here to-night 1™ 2

An hour later he was pacing the floor
of the squalid private roem which had
been assigned to him. On the plain deal
table stood the remnants of a greasy
meal and a half-empty bottle of wine.
Hiz riding-boots and outer garments
were dreying in front of a blarzing,
crackling fire on the hearth.

Dackwards and forwards he paced,

Somewhere ahead of Malliard and his
soldiers flies Will-o’-the-wisp, the most
hated man in France.
stern one and a long one; then comes
the shadows of night, and into them is

swallowed—Will-o'-the-wisp !

hands clasped behind his back, his pale,
sharp features puckered in scowling
thought. Suddenly, as thowgh he had
corne to some decision, he straightened
up, and, ¢rossing to the wall, tugged on
the fraved bellrope.

In response to the summons the inn-
Lheeper presented himeelf in the doorway,
fat and abject., From the soldiers carous-
ing downstairs ho had learned muoch—
had learned the identity of Malliard and
the reason for hiz present vile temper.

“Pens and paper ! snapped Mallieed,
“ And see that the former will write and
the latter iz clean !

The innkoeper hastened away, to
return with the writing materialz, which
he placed on the table.

“Tell Corporal Levin to attend me

The chase is a

READ A MORE THRILLING SERIAL THAN THIS?

GEO. E. ROCHESTER,

{ Introduction on
next page.}

here in half an hour,” said Malliard
curtly. “And in the meantime seq that
1 am not disturbed. Now gob oub ™

“¥es, monsieur !” gquavered the imm-
keeper; and rotired with a ccleriby
remarkable in one so stoutl.

Waiting until the door had closed,
Malliard seated himself at the table and
dipped quill pen into ink, Long minutes
dragged by, and nothing disturbed the
stillness of the room save the scratching
of his rapidly-moving pen and the fall
of some glowing coal on the hearth.

The letter he wrote was addressed to
the Citizen-deputy Robespierro and the
Comunittee of Public Safety. In it he
dealt faithfully with the ovents of the
night, and in conclusion wrote:

“Even had fresh horses been avail
able here, which I doubt, it would have
been uscless to have continued the pur.
snik.

“ But could we discover the identity
of this Will-o"-the.-wizp then we would
be more than half-way towards effect-
inr his capture. And I am convinced
that only in England can the scerct
of hiz identity be discovered.

“Therefore, I leave for
Enrland with the dawn, and
shall spare no cffort to fnd
out who this man really is,
Onee  we learn  that, 1t
should be 3 matter of no
oreat diffioulty to set a trap
for him into which, sooner or
later, he will walk.

“PBut one thing I swear on
my honour and my sacred
path: If Paul Darc has fled to England,
as I suspeet, then ¥ shall not return to
Paris without him. Mis life i3 forfeit
to the people, and he shall find that
the shadow of the guillotine stretches
even heyond the fronticrs of Franeo.

“MaiLLiaRD. ™

Throwing down his pen he leancd hack
in his chair, staring before him with
sombre eves. Yes, ho would %‘0 to
England. Relentlessly he would follow
the trail to the bitter end. And if he
fuiled to find that cursed Will-o'-the-
wisp he certainly would not fail to
find Paul Dare. 'The traitor would learn
to his cost that even in England he

Toe Magrer Lmrany.—No. 1,120,
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could oot escape the wvengeance of the
people. ;

A knock at the door cut in on Mal-
liard’s thoughts, and in response to
his curt * Enter " Corporal Levin strode
into the room.

“You and your men will return to
Parig with the dawn,” said Malliard
harshly. “Yon will take this letter and
deliver it to the Citizen-deputy Robes-
pierre in the Rue 56, Denis. You under-
stand 7

“¥es, monsienr !” replied the corporal,
taking the missive which Malliard sealed
and handed te him.

“Very pood | said Malliard, rising.
“1 am t-urningbgn pow. See to if that
you are gone before I am astir in the
morning " -

Baluting, the corporal withdrew. Mal-

liard crosscd to the hearth, and with
shoulders bent stood s few moments
azing down into the reddening embers,
his thoughts on what the morrow and
the immediate future might hold in store
for him,. Then, turning away, he blew
out the cil-lamp and, c¢lad as he was,
threw himself ‘on to the bed, to =ink
almost at once into uneasy, reastless
slumber.

It was his deadly, implaeable hatred,
hig  eold, caloulating -.3'|L:1'||1inae:'E which
bad given him the power which now
wag his. Men, women, and little children
had mounted to the guillotine, sent there
by his hand. And who can say that as
he lay there in the stiliness, the ghostly
shades of those whom he had slain did
not come creeping with soft tread from
out the flickering shadows to haont the
troubled dreams of Malliard, murderer
and master-spy.

The fire had died ont, and the room
was In inky darkness when suddenl
he awcke with a start. TFrom the :mrg
below his window came the clatter of
hoofs, the jingle of harness, and an
poensional hoarse command., It wns the
soldiers preparing to depart for Paris,
and ho knew by that that the dawn
must ba almaost at hand.

At that same hour fwo men and a boy
wera leading their weary, stumbling
horses over a desolate strotch of sand
dune which fringed the beach some
twenty kilometres to the north of Dieppe.

The boy waa tha “plague-siricken
youth who lain iIn “drunken
slumber ¥ in the cart which had been
driven through the Western Gate ab
sunset the cvening before. Ono of the
men was the drink-sodden fellow who
had been driving. But in the othér man
none would have recognized the wile
old hag whe had completed the tric,
For rapged kirtle, filthy blouse, and
long, lank hair had been discarded to
disc the lithe fgura and lean, tanned
features of Will-o'-the-wisp.

UnarrinEiy he led his two companions
on through the darkness to a lonely hut
which nestled in a eheltered sandy
hollow of the dunes. A chink of yellow
light filtered through the erude shutters
of its solitary window., As they
approached the door was thrown open
snd 8 burly, bearded, seafaring fellow
stood silhouetted on the threshold.

“Who comes?" he demanded gruffly,
peering towards them through the
Elackness.

“It is I, 8Bilas!” replicd Will-o’-the-
wisp, "I bring two friends."

few moments later, when horzes
had been tethered, they followed the
bearded Silas into the hut, which was
vold of all furniture save a rickety table
and a broken-backed chair.

“Tha Firefly is lying offshore?” asked
Will-o’-the-wisp.

“#Wes, sir,” nodded Silas; “and the
boat iz waiting on the beach, We'd
best hurry, for it will =oon be dawn ”

“You will get off at onee,” replied

Will-o'-the-wisp. Turning to his com-
panicns, be went on: “ iia 15 Caplain
ilas Weatherby, master of the schooner
Firefly, which will take you to England,
Silas, this i3 the Comte d'Espany. And
i]:hésluis Paul Hungerford, an Lnglish
a4 1

“Plensed to meet you, gentlemen,”
said Silas, taking first D'Espany’s hand
and then Paul's in honest grip. *You
won't be the first I've taken across to
England, and you won't be the last, I'm
thmkmf;.”
coked curiously at Paul, but

Ha

turned to Willo'-the-wisp without
further comment.

“To-night week, siri"™ he ashed
quietly,

“Yes, BSilas™ replied Will-o'-the-

wisp, “wo will meet here again a week.

to-night.”

Turning to Paul and IPEspany, he
held cut his hand.

“Farewell, then, gentlemen,” he said.
“1 wish you a good voyage and a safe
landing in England.”

“Buf are you not also for England "
cried Paul.

Will-o'-the-wizsp shook his head.
: “No, lad,” he replied. *M
lies back yonder in Paris, and here we
must part. Go now, for the dawn is
near, and the Firefly must bo well ount
to sea when daylight comes.™

* Monsieur,” eaid the Comte d'Espany
earnestly, taking the outstretched hand,
“I can find no words with which to
cxpress tha gratitude I feel to you, and
I know that none are needed. But from
the bottom of my heart I pray that God
will guard you well and aid you in the
noble work which you are doing for
my unhappy countrymen,”

Thus farewell was said, and Will-o’-
the-wisp stood alope oufside the hut
sfaring into the darkness which had
swallowed up Paul Hungerford and
D‘Ea);ani as they followed 2ilas to the
near-by beach and the waiting boat.

Suddenly from out of the darkness
there loomed up the running figure of
the boy.

“Mongieur,"” he panted, clutching Will-
o’-the-wisp by the arm, “I cannot
leave you like this. Let me stay with

ou and help you in what you are doing.
here must he some way in which T ean
be useful to you and your comrades.”

Gentl Will-o'-the-wisp  disengaged
tha hny’jr; fingers. i -k

“You

“No, lad,” he said quistly.
“Dut are we never to moet again?®

work

must go home,™

INENEENSEFE: QEEENANEEF - EEREENRER s ERREEFERdEAREE D

INTRODUCTION,

It ds the year 1702, when the Tong-threatened
revolubion in France heg burst info fame, Paud
Dare ?mmmq £ miade Comatisationer of tha.
Revolu ROy E‘ﬂ:lmml, but fer eaving kKis

oyhood friend, Armande de St Clair, from the
Jate which Lag befellen so many of Fated
aristocraty, he is ki sentaeced do 1he guifiotine.
In the condemned cell, Paul learns from his friend
Sansarge that ke i nel French but Eaglish., His
real name i Paul Hungerford, and his fatker,
Bir Crispin Hungerford, from whem ke twas
kid: when only & few months old, mowrns
him gt dead. The lad despairs of ecer zesing
his fother again, bt Fale decrecs otherwise.
Together with the Cound D'Espany, Paul {e
rescued almost from the wvery Dumbril itself by
the mysterious Will-o'-the-wisp and Fis com-
penions, With the aid of this :iem:-zf, FESOU i
Englishman, ' many aristocrals have renched
& d.g and wow, by a clever ruse, ke and the two
Jugitives escape from Paris under the very noses
?{ the guard.  With his uswel coolness, however,

Fill-othe-winp informe Molliond, the spp, of
iz plang, and, with o pozse of soldiers af his back:,
Malliard givst chase twnz‘; road o fhe coast,
Aw hour's furious riding brings the pursuers to a
emaid villege, where they learn that thres men,
riding like the wind, have passed ihrough ond)
ten minutes defore. ™ We're gniming, men!’
cries Malliard, " A hwendred francs for each of
you £f we overdake thene !

(Nowe read on.)
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cried the boy despairingly. “I owe
very life to you, and dglrnat even knﬁ
your name,”

“My name is known to nono save my
comrades,” replied _ Will-o’-the-wisp.
“But 1 promise you, Paul Hungerford,
that some day it will be known to you,
and that some day, if I live, wo will
meet again in Pemful England, Go,
lad, for Silas will be waiting for you ¥

Blowly Paul turned sway, then swung
round again,

" Listen I” he eried, with a passionate
earnestness. “If ever you have need
of me I will come back to France, no
matter where I am. Just send me word
and I will come., Will vou promise

" Yes," replied Will-o'-the-wisp
quietly, *“*If ever I have need of you,
Panl Hungerford, I will send for you 1”

They parted then, and with the dawn
the Firefly stood away from tho coast
of France with all sails eat. Ahonrd her
wers Paul Hunﬁerfﬂrd and I¥Espany,
Worn out by the events of the past
twonty-four hours, both turned in E:rng*
E?a[;m the French coast had faded from
- Itkwaadmig-aéte?ngn when next Paul

wakened, nd Captain Weatherk
standing by his hunk.p ;

“Come on deck, boy,” s=ai -
tain gruffly, o S, g

Wonderingly Paul perambled
his %Iuthea ﬂ-ﬂﬁl went up on deck,

“Protty ai isn't it?" aai i
Woattod ght, d Captain

Paul did not reply, For, conscious
of a strange lump m his throat, he was
staring at the white cliffs of Dover—hia
frst sight of the England which was

hia home.

into

ey

The Inn ai Dover ]
% FTERNOON of that same day

was drawing to a close, and tha

windows the Bloop and

Frigate, a tavern off the Dover
waterfront, were beginning to glow
warm and golden through the deepen-
mg dusk.

In his snug little parlour, situated
between the spotlessly elean kitehen and
the oak-beamed coffee-room, ‘Tobias
Merribell, the plump and jovial land-
lord, sat puffing at a long churchwarden
clay pipe, with his slippered toes toast-
1ng in front of the cheery blaze en the
hearth,

There came a sudden knock at the
door, and a young gentleman thrust his
head into the room—a young pentleman
¢lad in elegant but mud-stained riding.
garh.

“I say, Toby,” he drawled.

"Why, my lord ! began the landlord,
rizing m o fButter.

“ Nay, sit still, man,” eut in the other,
sauntering forward into tho room. “I
would not have disturbed vou were I
not 8 martyr to my insufferabls
curiosity. ™

Tobiag laughed rumblingly.

“ ¥You do not disturb me, my lord,” he
snid heartily, “‘There is none more wel-
come here than you, if I may :ay so
without offence,*

And indecd he meant it. For if there
wis one man whom Tobias admired it
was this young and languid Lord Porey
Woglerton, who had thus invadod upon
hiz privacy.

“Well, sea here, Toby," went on Lo
Perey, lounging egainst the heavy
polished table which gleamed in the fire-
light, “thers is a boy sitting over the
coffee-room fire whom I'm prepared to
wager is o French emipre.”

“Yes,” nodded the landlord. “Y know
the boy you mean, my lord—he is &
Irench refugea,™

" And bis name, Toby 1*
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*1a 8t Clair—the Chevalier Armande
de 8t. Clair.”

Lord Percy pondered on this
stlence for a few moments.

“If,” he said slowly, “the haggard-
ness of his face, and the look in his
eyes are any criterion, then he haos
emerged from the nethermost pig”

“ H{o has told me nothing,” replied the
landlord.” “except that on the eve of
his exeeution he escaped from the
Luxemboure Prison.” Then, with a
gorrowful shnke of his head, he added:
“But is that not encugh to bring such a
look to his ¢rez—ia that not enough, wy
lord

“It is indeed,” assented Lord Percw
gravely, “How long has he been
hore ™"

“Three days™

“And ho escaped from the Luzem-
imurg. you say "

Tobias nodded.

“8r he has given me to understand,
my lerd,” he veplied.

ReHlectively and in silence Lord Ferey
careased his chin. _

“Tt could not have been Will who got
kim away,” he said slowly, “for 1 have
received no instructions concerning any
of the name of Bt. Clair. Has he friends
in England, do vou know "

The landlord shook his head.

“7 gannot szay,” he replied, “but I
think not, judgin% I:éy the war he mopes
ahout here, poor lad.”

Lord Tercy straightened up and turncd
towards the door. ) s

“TI will bave o word with him,” he
said. **Maybe he will become more coms-
municative., Send me in a tavkard of
gle, Tobw.”

Quitting the parlour he seuntered
siong the narrow corridor to the coffec-
room, where Armande de 8t. Clair was
seated, staring’into the fire with & dull
and hopeless misery in his eyes.

Seating himself on the other side of
the firo, Lord Percy strotched out his
booted fﬂg:a to the blaze and bent curious
gaze upon the boy. It was not his way
to beat about the bush in anything, nor
did he now waste time in wondering how
best to engage Armande de 8t Clair in
conversation.

Within a few moments he was con-
vorsing, lazily and with a certain bored
casualness, upon the weather, and upon
the vile state of the roads for trovelling.
From that he proceeded lightly teo
varions topies of the day, commenting at
length upon the In lish Government’s
policy of non-interference In certnin
foreign affairs—particularly in those of
France.

And then it was that Armande de 3t
Cluir swung on him with blazing eyes.

“And why is England content only to
stand idly by and watch the perpetration
of the foullest erime in history ¥ eried
the boy passionately. “ Why does she
not step in and bring to an end the
carnage which is sweeping France? Is
that her policy—fo let innocent men
women, and children go daily to the
ruillotine to be butchered by a mad.-
dened mob? God has given England
a power sccond to none. Why, then,
in the very name of humanity, docs she
not use it to right this terrible wrong ¥

“MNay, lad,” interposed Perey

ently. “IEngland has not the right to
interfere with Freoce, or any country,
unless she be given cause. TFrance, un-
aided, must work out her own destiny.”

“Then Heaven help her!” said
Armande de St. Clair bitterly.

Long moments passed as he sat with
head buried in his hands, then suddenly
bu} looked up ot the man seated watching
I.hml

in

" Monsieur,” he said—and nm vyoww
was dead and toneless, *I pray you
forgive my outburst. My apologsy must
be that I am late from Paris, where [
lmtie seen sights which sicken the wery
gonl.™

T'hen, hungry for friendship, hungry
for someone in whom to confide, he
found himself pouring out to the kindly-
faced man who listened with such rapt
attention the whole unhappy story of
his arrcat, trial, and sojourn in the dread
Luxembourg,

“And on tho ove of my eoxecution,
monsieur,” he concluded, " when I was
resigned fo death, there came an order
for my release. It was signed by Robes-
picere.” y

* Robespierre ™ exclaimed Lord Percy
sharply.

“%¥es,” replied the boy. “You are
surprised, monsicur, and so indeed wos
I. DBut it is said in Paris that he is
not s0 vengeful as are the others. And,
indeed, that must be so, for with tho
order of rclease was a8 small purse of
gold, If contuined sufficient to enable
me to reach the coast and purchaze
passage for England-—"

He broke off as there came o clump
of booted feet along the eorridor, and
a great bearded seafaring fcllow sftrodo
into the room, followed by a proy-heired
man and a shabbily-dressed boy,

“Why, Silas,” oxelaimed Lord Percy,
springing to hiz feet, *""tiz pood to sea
you again, man !”

“*And to see you, sir,” replied Captain
Silas Weatherby heartily as he advanced
with hand ouistretehed. “T have two

antlemen from Paris with moe—the

omte d'Ispany and Paul Hungerford,
an DLnglish lad.”

With sudden movement Armande de
St. Clair thrust back his c¢hair and
leapt to his foct,

“IrEspany ! he shouted hoarsely,
his face deathly white in the firelight.
"How come vou hers with that mur-
derer, Paul Darc ™™

Lord Percy and Silas Weatherby
wheeled in amaze to stare at the white-
faced boy towards whom I*aul Hunger-
ford was slowly advancing. As for
D'Espany, he stood silent, watching the
seong with narrowed eves. He, and he
alone, knew the truth concerning these
two boys.

Step by step Paul advanced until he
wasg confronting his onc-time friand.
“Have you no word for

Armande?” he said pleaelingl'{.

5, Clair drew hissing breath through
clenched teeth,

“¥es, that—you animal " he snarled.

With the words he snatched a brim-
ming wineglass from the tabla by bis
clbow and hurled the contents ful! in the
face of Paul Hungerford.

e,

Reconciliation.

?ITH en oath D’Espany sprang
forward. 1= zrm brushad
Paul aside, and his clenched
fist drove into tho fmec of
Armande do Bt Clair, sending hin
crashing heavily to the foor,

g ungrateful, bBlack-hearted

*You
whelp!” he roared, his face convulsed
with o fury totally forcign to his nature.
"Tfmni:ijﬂur Muker that I have no
sword with me else you would have paid
dearly for that filthy act of vours, you
cowardly ocur [

Half-dazed, 8t. Clair raised himself
on hLis elbow, staring up with fvightened
eyes at the old aristoerat who towered
over him.

“Do vou know that Paul Dare was
pentenced to death by the rabbla because
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thundered IMEspany.

Do you know, you puppy, that it was
he and not eepierro  who was
responsible for the order of release which
saved your miserable life? Do you know
that Iaul Dare deliberately sacrificed
himself for you, and went to the tembrils
in_ your stead? Do you know these
things, I say?®

M Ne—=no ! cried the boy wildly, “I
did not know—I swear I did not—"

“"Then you know now!” thundered
IEspany., “And if you have one spark
of manhood in you, one drop of honest
hload within your veins, on voir bended
knece you will erave pardon of Paul
Dare, whe has shown you a friendship
of which you are utterly unworthy.”

Unsteadily, Armande de 8¢, Clair roze
to ks feet and slumped heavily into a
near-by chair.

D'Eispany,” he said—and hiz voice

you went free?™

was sl{aking—‘_' I do not understand. I
vou will explain—-~"
* Yes, will explain,®  replied

I¥Espany harshly; then, turning to Lord
Percy and Silas, he added: *DMes.
sieurs, my apologies for this unseemlr
seene. Bot I venture to think that when
vou have heard what I have to soy you
will uvnderstand how deeply I was
moved.” .

And there and then from the lips of
D'Ispany, Armande de 5t Clair learned
for the Brst time the truth concerning
his escape from the guillotine,

He listened in silence, his burning eves
fized on old D'Espany with a ferce in-
tensity, his face a deathly white save for
the discoloured bruise where he had been
struck. And in silence, save for some
ocensional soft  ejaculation from  the
former, listened Lord Perey Woolerton
and Eifﬂ.s Wmﬂmri}‘y,

Thera were nonas 1n the room but those
four. Paul, sceing the inevitable treqpd
of events, had withdrawn.

“And it has been found,” concluded
D'Espany, “that the Pa.ui Darc who
made this noble and supreme sacl:iﬁn:a
on behalf of Armande de St. Clair is
none other than a son of Sir Crispin
Hungerford of Dorset.™

“0Of whom?" exclaimed Lord Percr,
in amazement.

“Of Bir Crispin Hungerford ™
repoated D'Espany. “1t is possible that
vou are acquainted with Eir Crispin,

monsieur.”
“Yes, by gad, T am " ejaenlated Lord
Porey. " And so is Will—"

He broke off sharply as the warnin
fingers of Bilas Weatherby pressed sud.-
denly on his arm.

“And so 15 Bilas, here, and many more
of us,” he concluded hastily. **Are you
not. Silast"

“Yes," responded Silas stoutiy. "1
know Sir Crispin well”

D'Espany nodded. It seemed as
though he had searce heard the words
nor noticed the by-play, for his eves were
on Armande de 5t. Clair, who was rising
to his feet

“D'Espany,™” said the boy dully, *I
did not know. I swear I did notl
thought-—have always thought—that it
was Robespierre who ordercd my release,
You were right to strike me down—to
have killed mo—for the toul thing I
did a2 fow moments ago. But I did not
know—I1 never puessed-—-=>"

The words trailed miserably away, and
he stood silent, bowed of head.

“Wa understand, Armande,” replied

D'Espany grufily. * But go now to Pan!
Eunm‘:rfﬂ- and make your peace with
im. "

The boy shook his head.
“Heo will never have word
again," he muttered brokenly.
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‘"He wiil Armande,”
D'Espany, **Go and find him!”

The boy hesitated s moment, then,
with shoulders bent in abject msery
and despondency, he walked slowly
towards the door, Waiting until he had
gone, Lord Perey turned to D’Ezpany.

“ A strange affair, monsieur,” he said
soitly. "gj gad, J have never heard
of a stranger!”

“Mor of one more noble,” responded
D'Espany soberly. “8ir Crispin Hun-
gerford will be very proud of his son )™

“ Indeed he will,” assented Lord Perey
earnestly. ‘Then, after & moment of
gilenco: “And that brings us to our
husiness here, monsieur, As Silas bhaa
probably informed you, I am a humble
rolleague of Will-o'-the-wisp, and i 13
both my duty and my pleasure to place
myself entirely ot the disposal ol
gentlemen such as yourself who cross
from France aboard the Firefly. I you
have madse no other plans, monsicur,
and if you will permit, I shall be most
happy to escort you to Londem, where
vou will find friends and such hospitality
as our homes can offer.”

“ Monsieur,” replied DYEspany, with
deep feeling, "I thank you from tho
bottom of my heart for your kindness,
Willingly will I travel with you to
London, and some day I hope, with the
coming of a brighter dawn for France,
1 shall be able in some Little way to
repay all that you and your brove com-
rades have done for me—a penniless
fugitive.”

“Nay, now,” said Lord Perey un-
comfortably; ““no thanks are needed,
monsicur.” Then, with an obvioua wizh
to have done with such talk of thanks,
he went on quickly: “And what of

Armande de St Clair? T mothor that
ﬁ{m hovo Lad prevlons acquaintance with

i 7

IV Espany nodded.

“1 have known him sineo his child-
hood,” he replied.

“He has no friends in England, so
far ns you are aware?" guestioned Lord
Parey.

* Mone, monsiear.”

“Then he had best journcy to London
with wus."” announced Lord DPerey,
;.‘ whore I will sce that he is well cared
or.”

He was silent a moment, plunged in
thought.

“As for Paul Hongerford,” he wont
aon, “"he will doubtless wish to join his
father as soon as possible. I know that
Tobiaz has a Dorset man in his employ
here, who will act as guide and servant
te the boy, and there are plenty of

replied

horses in the stables. Gad, what a
hﬂmm:rminﬁ it will be! ™
Meoanwhile, by the low seca wall outside

the inn, Armande de 8¢, Clair had come
upan Paul Hungerford, alone in the
dusk. .

“TPaul ¥ he said pleadingly.
. Paul, staring out across the darkening
waloers, turned at the sound of that low
voice,

“Yes, Armande?” he said quietly,

It was tho very gentleness of his tone
which unmamed Armande de 5t. Clair
to the full. Anger or reproach, the un-
?:agpy boy could have understood and
had expected. Dub now, the asgony of
remorse accentuated by the attitude of
the friend whom he had so eruelly
wronged, he fell on his knees, pressing
the hand of Paul Hungerford to his lips
ﬂn:_-ﬁ moaning through great choking
goba

“Paul—Paul! 1 did not know! Say
you understand—old friend! Ah, by
Heaven, 1 ant not fit to live. But I
did not know=—I never guessed -

“Nay, Armande,” said Paul, in dis.
bress, drawing away his haond and rais-

i

** Have you no word for me,
Armande " said Paul
pleadingly. *“Yes ! That, r
you apimal!' snarled 1
Armande. And with the
words he snateched & brim-
ming wineglass from the
table and hurled the con-
tents full iIn Paul’s face.
{See page 20.)

e
e
;é' 1""*{

ing the wretehed, quivering boy, “do.

not reproach yourself thus, nor take this
thing to heart. See now,” he went on,
slipping his arm round the other's
shoulders, “let us walk a littla way till
yOu are more composed,”

VBut Paul—Paul—can you ever for-
give—"

“Forgive!"” repeated Paul cheerily.
“Why, surely, Armande, for there is
nothing to forgive. Your words were
those which might have been used by
any had they been placed as were you.
T'here, you are in peaceful England now,
Armande, and you maust forget these
things and nll the unhappy past.”

“But—but you could never call me
friend again.’

“Could I not?” langhed Paul. “Then
you arc wrong, old friend. Hee, lot us
walk as far as the end of the wall and
back. Then we will rejoin D'Espany and
the others, for [ am mortal hungry, and
the sconer we sup the better.”

Thus hoe cased the other’s misory of
mind and arn-in-arm they strolled slowly
through the dusk, It alinest seemnecd as
though the fateful years had rolled away,
and they wero onca again the [riends
of those digtant, carefree, Fontncy days
But i tho heart of Armands do Bt
Clair had been born a deep and lasting
humility, and a knowledgpe that with
hini dwelt memories which tie could
never offaceo,

<

The Homecoming !

ATUL was up betimos the next
P morning, ond, scrambling into
his clothes, descended
mtable yard, where already littl
wizened Dick Kenton was grooming thoe
two horses which he and Paul were to
ride on their journoy to Dorset.

Dick was t!lw Dorset man of whom
Lord Percy had spoken, and he had
jumped at the change of acling as sor-
vant and guide to Master Paul
Hungerford, who was thus strangely
returning home. Well he remembered
the kidnapping of Paul many years
before; and the sequel, related to him
in the coffee-room the previous night
by Lord Percy, had reduced him to a
state of gaping and gasping amazemont
from which ha ad scorcely  yof
recovared.

“To think,” he had hcld forth later
in the scrvants’ guarters below stairs,
“young Master Paul still alive. And
nearly gillytined by thom Frenchies
Lord luv us, what times theso be. And
I'in going homo with him. Not for a
hun'erd pounds would T have refused.
Mo, not for a hun'erd pounds. There'll
be great doings at Hungerford Manor
when he gets there. And I'm taking
him, like. Merey on us, it seems liko—
like a=—— ©Oh, I dunne '

And being at a losa for a suitable
simile he had quaffed his fourth tanknrd
of ale at a single dranght.

And now with moch sthilant hissing
and “Whoa, 'oss!"" and “Steady, 'osa!”
he was bringing a sheen (o the coats of
the well-conditioned miounts which ho
and Paul wero fo use.

Suddenly, becoming nware of Paul's

‘Toe Micrer Lismany.—No. 1,129,
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progimity, he poustid in s ddbours to
straighten up, and touch damp forcleck
with respeetful forefinger,

" ’Mnrnmg, young siy "' he said. “1'm
just getdin® e ready for the road.
We've got a fair long ritle in front of
s -

*How long will it take us?” asked
I'aul.

“Three days, sir” rrr[:]md Dick.
“Phat is unless wo pross tho 'osses, and
even then I doubt if we'll get on much
quicker in the long rumn, for roads be
powerful bad t'hﬁ time o' tho year, and
doys be short.”

“Wo'll make a good start then, Dick,
replied Paul, nnd seb ofl mnme:]mtel;;'
after Dreakinst.”

After he had breakfasted, Paul bade
farewell to his companicns, and then,
with promises of fufure meetings 1f all
went woll, he mmmtﬁd and rode out of
the yard with their “Godspeeds " and
goody'n.!s'ims ringing in his ecars,

He felt o strange thrill at his heact
ns, having ascended the long. upward
winding read which lod out of Doever, he
and Dick turned their hovses' heads west-
wards towards Dorset.  Wor at long last
he was going home—home to the fother
whom he had never known.

Jlhers is ]l[f,h} necd to dwell an the
detzils of that journey through Snssex
and Hampshire into Idorset. In copses
and woods and ralling downs, Pl saw
the Eopland which had given him birth
and its benuty was nnmarred for him
by the brown tints of avntumn.

Not once did he grow weary of being
in  the saddle, for the unending
panorama of countryside was all so fresh
and dearte' lum. Nor did Dick weary &
answering the endless questions with
which he was plied ; now of this, now of
fhat, but always harking back to
Hungerford Manor, its inmates, and its
surroundings,

For on this lutter subjeet Diek proved
o veriteble fountain of information.
Béfore transferring himself to Dover and
the hir:—np and Frigate, he had been in
servite as a groom with Sir Giles Loder,
whose estate bordered that of Sir Crispin
Hungerford. ]

A fine upstanding . gentleruan, vour
father, young sir,” said Dick, * and with
& Kind word for everyone.  Often he used
to ride over to ze¢ Bir Giles, and often
I attended Bir Giles to Hungerford
Manor, where there waa always warm
welecome and warm lyving for man, ser-
vant, and horee,™

And onee 1o reply to a question of
Paul's:

“Ido I remember when you were kid-
napped ¥ That T do, voung sir. It was
shortly _after two raseals called Flynn
andd - Callaghan  bad  been hanged  at
Iorehester for robbery and murdér, on
ihe King's highway, They were tried
at Dorchestor instead of being sent to
Tunnown, and it was your Tather who sen-
tenced . them to o death what they had
earnod a dozen time: over. Then you

vanished, and “although 6. was never
really known who took you, and for why,
it was fthought to Lo one of their seoun-
drelly friends acting out of revenge.
Your father was nigh frantie with grief,

THE MAGNET

and did everything in his power to firsd
you. DBut ok last ie had to come to tho
samo mind as other folks,. which wna
that you'd either been taken out of tho
country, or clso murdered.”

Then, after a ruminative pause, ho
added :

“And what he will say when he scea
you again, young sir, I dungo. But ik
bo wunnerful for iw to be Hding home
with yvou like this, and I wouldn't chango
pleces with any man in Dorset. Mo, nor
in the.whole of England, neither.”

It was towards late afternoon of the
third day when, topping a rvise in tho
narrow coast road which they had been
following, Dick reined an his horso and
said guietly
: "I ore is Hungerford Manor vonder,
sip 1

Panl eaught his breath and sat staring
down at the scene which had uonfeddeid
itzell biofore him, Standing somo half-
mile infand from the calm waters of a
small bay was a large red-brick houso
surrounded by fine trees. Its mullioned
windows were ghtiering in the golden
rays of the setting sun, and from its tall
chimneys thin weaiths of smoke rose high
inte tho still dir,

Avid this was home,  Viewed evon from
a distance, the red-tiled roof and mellow
ved brick spoke of waymth and weloonre,

(To cader Hungerford Manor and pes
haz father, whom he has never Jemgivs
Eﬁi.f-r.i'.l":?, seems to Panl Dare ke cm!im‘i:
fag into e world, What Fale awafl
fiime-. there? Wait wntil youw veoed nen
weel's gripping dnstelmeont, and you't
fe surprised f)
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“Cross the gipsy's palm with silver or something terrible will happen to you!”
This threat fails to unnerve Dr. Birchemall. .
learn that the gipsy's warning is something not to be unheeded.

I
L PARE a nwwv.ﬂu.m -~ young jonfa ¥ ™
m Jack Joly .mw__ﬁ...._u Mm._ the Fourth
Form at 5t. Sam's, started as
these words fell on their oars.
Our heroos had juat been punting a fonthall
about in the quad, and were fecling full
of beans. although dinner had not yot boen
gervod. Tho erinjing, whining words
mentiongd above brought thom te a fool's
top immejately.

Looking round, they zaw a zite rarely
eecn in the elassicle precinks of 5t Bam’s.
A Jipey was standing near them—n dark-
gliinned jipsy of evil cowntenance, who
leored at them as thoy looked round. He
graspod a hatchet in one hond, o stout
cudgel in the other, and a dagger in the
other. From tha logk of the man the juniors
hod no deubt.that he also carried numerous
ather dendly woppons consealed abont his
peTEON.

* Spare a copper 1" ho repoeted, as tho
heroos of the Fourth stared at him,

“Why, it's a jipsy ! " eggelaimed Jack
Joily, looking very suspishus. " Are yon
ono of the Jipsy gans that's suspeckted
of hidnapping children and E_H,E_dm local
rozzidents, ot settora, ot sobtorn 1’
™ Not me, young jent ! I'm an honnest
jipey. 1 am,” onswored the fellow, with
anothor leor.

“ Then all I can say iz, you don’t look
it ! " retorted the kaptin of the Fourth.
“I think your best plan‘is to hop it!"

Tle jipsy picked up his eudgol as though
he intended to give Jack Jolly a crack on
the nut with it. Then something coused
bim to change his mind, and he shulfed
ofl poross the gquad again.

Tlat ™ something " was Miss Molly
Birchemall, the pretty dawter of the
headmastor of 8t Sam's. At that momont
slic wos iripping across to the tuclk-shop
te buy bhersell some choeklila.

Miss Molly eame to a fools top, with o
feint cry of alarm, as the ugly mtrgeder
barred her path.

“What do you want " ghe ashked, in
her [airy-like axxents, looking like a
stavtlvd fawn.

* Bpoare o copper for a stacving jipesy,
young lady # " leered the swarthy rullisn.

Maolly Birchemall opened her purse, for
she was a kind-hearted girl, DBut beforo
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she could give anything to the [ollow, o
sudden interraption came in the form of
a vennarable and majestick figger, clad in
skollastick eap and gown.

It wos En:w:m father, Dr. Alfrad
Birohamall, the hoadmaster of 5t Sam’a
Judging by tho epgsprossion on his dile, he
was feoling rather annoyed.

5 Stop ! ha yolled, as e come on the
asqn, © Molly, my dear, 1 forbid the
banns—that iz to say, I forbid you to
give this low follow armal™

* But I wasn't going to mﬁdm. him arms :
I was poing 10 give him munny, pop ! "
trilled the Hoad's doawtor, with »n slito
pout. * Seoing that he has o hatchet and
o dagger and a cudgel, I should think he
liga Hn““m.u_u enuff srms alveady 1™

“Tutt-tutt, my child! 1 mean ‘arms’
in the sense of munny, not in the sense of
woppond of war !V’ gaid the Head, ' This
fellow is a jipsy. and I do not believe in
encurridging  jipsies. 1 forbid you 1o
give anything to him ! "

Tho jipsy's leer changed {o an ugly
akowl, ns he listened to the Head's words,
but he didn't do anything desprit for a
momenk.  Hefore going further, he de-
ﬂﬂﬁp to try to seflten the Hoad's bard old

art.

“Yeou've got a Incky face, kind jentle-
man ! he remaerked, in erinjing axxents.

Ur. Birchemall thawed a little. Even tha
majestick Head of 5t. Sam’s liked & little
Hattery mow and again.

* Well, that's true onufl,” he seid with
a slight cofi. "I should imajine that s
handsum fizz like mine ought to bring pood
luek to anybody !

“ Well, thon, erass the jipsy's palm
with silver 1 ™" leerod the infroodoer.

Iir. Birchomnall looked a little swprised.

“What the thump do you mean, my
man ¥ he asioel,

" Crosa the jipsy's palm with silver!™

“Grate pip ! Do you mean vou want
mo to play noughts and erosses on the
palm of your hand with a silver peneil 7%

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Jock Jolly & Co.,
wio had juat come on the sonn. 7

“ Bilence, you boys!” said the Head,
with & soveer frown. “ This jipsy fellow
has just said he wants me to eross his palm
with silver. What else can he mean Lut
what 1 said ¢ 7

“*Ha, ha! ¥You don't guite undoratand

But the Head of St. Sam’s is soon to

jipsy Jongwidpge, =ir!
grinned Wﬂ&ﬁ _n._.:..mu " What
ho wante you to do is to
giva him o silver ooin of
the relm-—a threspenny.bi
or bhali-a-erown  or sone.
thing—see "

) .wnu__ gul:dly aunt! I
that really what he wants "
nslied Dr. Birchemall, hia
frown deepening.

* Yea, rather " coruasp:l
Jack Jolly & Co.

¥ Well, of sl the clioeky
rottors——"  The Hoewl

awsed, almost ot a loss
or worda., ““AMoan 1o s
ha cpgspects e 1o make
him o gift, free, grabtis,
and for nothing, of wono of
the wealth I earn in this
odifisa by the sweat of my
brow 1

* Just that, gir ! ™

D, Birchomall turned to
the jipsy and ponted o
fourfinger to the pates.

“T'll give you thres
seconds  to buzz off
you lew, common vagrant ! he said
indignantly. * Cross your scrubby palm
with silver, indeed ! Why, I'vo never heard
thalike! Buzz! Vamoosa! Absquntulpiel
And nevor let your shadow dorken the
doors of 3t Bom’s agam 1 ™

“Look ‘ecro—"" said the jipsy, with
another uply skowl.

“One 17

“I warm you, mister, that if vou don't
erosa the jipsy's palm with silver 4

i _“_u._.‘.#:_u_ m 73

" Bomething torribul will happen  to
wou!™ hissod the fellow, o feendish
egcsprossion on lns ugly dile. " Semcthing
that vou won't like, mister——""

“Threo ! Collar him, boys!" yelled
tho Head.

Tha juniora had beon waiting for the
order, and at the Head’s wordz thoy faraly
leeped into oetion. Jack Jolly renched
the citdgel from the ruffian's grosp, Mesry
renclied pway the hatehet, ond Brisht
renched the dageer from him.  YWhile they
did £0, Franlt Foarlezs dealt the man a
terrifick bash on tho boko

Crash |

“¥arooooo 1 ¥

Y Chuelkk him out on hiz neck,
boys I"* eriged the Head, rubbing his
bony hands together with glee.

“What-ho £

Molly Birchemall, unable fo
endure the site of sueh o fearful
affray, torned oaway and tripped
daintily off to the tuekshop ior
her chocklits. And aa she van-
nizhed from thoe seen, our hevoea
vanked the yelling jipsy off hizs-feet
and ruzhed hiv down to the mﬂﬁw.

Y Thank wou, my boys!" sald
Die. Birchemoll, oa Jack Jolly &
Co.  retorned  from their  task,
brethless ond friumfant I don't
think we shall hear any more
from that mizzerable vogrant !
Y ¥Yom're not searcd of his threat,
gir ?" gshed  Frank  Fearless
"You remembor e warned you
that sometbing  tervibul  would
happen to you 7%

B, Bircheonall larfed slarnfuliy.

“If your think T ecare tupponce
for the woarning of & common,

LY
L1

lew.down jipsy, Fearless, you'ra grataly
mistalen 1" he zaid.

Before he was mueh older, howewver,
Dir, Birchemall was going to lern that the
Jipsy's warning was not a thing to be treated
w0 lipht-hartedly after all.

ITL.

1 EEN my dawtor, Lickham 1"

m Dr. Birchomall asked thot

question of Mr. Lickham as heo

5 ran into him outside the jimmy-
nasam that .wd_uin.wv

o master of the Tourth pondered.

* Lemme see ; I beleeve I have, now you
vornn to mention it, sicl”

Thy Head breethed a sigh of releef,

Y Giood a1 " he mormered to himself,
To Mr. Lickham, he soid: * Whera did
yout s¢e ber, prey, my dear Lickbam 77

" In the tuck.shop, eir.”

1he Head smiled mdaljently.

Y Dear me! What a girl Mally ia for
feeding her face | I he remarked. ' Well,
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well! T will trot down and see her there
under the circumstances.”

And Dr. Bicchemall cantered cut of the
Houes and made hia ...m.?w.« across the twilit
quad, to the old skool tuck.szhop.

The only ecustomera in the shop when
he poked his head reund the door, how-
aver, werd Jaclk Jolly & Co., of the Fourth.
Of his fare dawtor their was no sign. Dr.
Birchemall gave a frown of annoyance,
and walked in.

“ Thank 1, Fearless, I willl"™ he
said, ealmly helping himseli to a jom-tart
from the plate in front of Frank Fearless,
' But that wasn't what I came for. What
I want to koow iz : where ia my dawter ¥

* Beeawse one rode o horse and the other
rhododendran ! 7 sujjested Bright humer-
ausly.

The Head [rowned.

“1 trust wyou are not treating my
remarks in s jesting spirrit, Bright 17

* Well, iem't that the anawer, eir 7'
asied Bright, in surprize. " Oh, 1 see!
You mean Miss Moily ¥ Soory, siv; 1
thought youn were asking us s riddle [V

“ Hn, ha, ho ! " roarcd _wlw,sr.m pals.

* Silence ' " roared the
Head feereely, ™ How
dlars you larf when I ask
& serious guestion! I
have been told that
my dawter was in the
tuck-shop, and 1 have
come to find her. Iave
any of you jurmors secn
—..mﬂ 7 Th

“No, sir! " answared
Jack Jolly & Co,, beeom-
ing serious aZain.

“Funny ! mormoerod
tha Head., * Lickham
told me distingkly that
he bhad roon her heore.
I must ask him how long
ugo it woas."

IDr. Birchemall kwit-
ted the tuck-shop again.
Jdack Jolly, & fol-
lowed., Miss Molly waa
a .ﬂﬁ:n:.:w chum of
thoirs, angd if  she was
mmissing, they wanted to
know amll abonk it.

The Head went back to
the Shool House again,
and ran into Mr, Lick-
ham in the hall. The
master of tha Fourth
wag grinning all over
his dile for reasons best
known to himself.

“Find her, gsir 1 he
asked. .

“ Neo, Lickham, I did
not 'Y said tho Fead.
" Mita I nske how long
ago it was when you saw
my dawier in the tuck-shop 1™

Mr., Lickham refeckted.

* Well, I'm not quite sure,” he anawered
cawtiously ; ' but I fansy it was about
gix hours ago!

“YWhat 1 7

" ¥eag, that’a about it," said Mr. Lickham
konfidently. * About six hours ago.'”’

Dr. Birchemall glared.

" But, you berbling i-lot, you aad—-—"

“I said that I had seen Miss Molly
in the tuck.shop, sir," M_a_...:__ﬂ_.ﬁ Me. Liekham.
“%0 I had. You didn't ask me when 1
gaw her, o nateherally 1 dida’t tell you.
Now yvou've askod the guestion, 1 can tell
you with plezzure. It was six hours ago—
wooooooon | Wharrer you doing ¥ %

The humerous master of tho Fourth
farely welled a3  Dr. Birchemall, hia
potienes  egpshausted, waded in and
commeneed an orgy of fimxical emsault and
battery. The Head pulled Mr, Lickham’s
agra, ruffled his hair, twenled his nose,
and finally seexed him by the shoulders
and snt him down on the hard, unaimpar-
thetick Hoor with & tervilick bLump,
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By that time, BMr. Lickham :ather
regrotted his little jape.

“#Bo much for that idiot ! " remarked
the Head, flicking a speck of dust from hia
trowsis. " And now, boys, I want you
to help me in searching for my dawtor.
I am feoling worried about her, for 1
haven't geon her for houra,  Will vou have
& scout Yound 7 ;

“Yeaa, rather, nir!"* corussed our heroca.

And they set fourth to see if they could
lind the fair Miss Molly.

. But in spite of their egpscllent training
i zoouternft, Jack Jolly & Co. conldn'g
find a frace of the wmizaing girl. Theay
suorched degerted passidpes and  Lox-
oo, thoy eggeplored every onrner of tha
conl-seiler, climbed up chimbleys and
maide perrilous jerneya over the roofs.
But without suxxeas,

_ Having eppshausted every possibility
indoars, they went outdoors. Half au
hour wos spont in shaking the tiree-trunks
and branches in the guad., but Mis Molly
did not fall at their feet. Umiawnted,
they visited the woodshed, and turned it
upside down in an cffort to fiixl the pirl
they sought. But though thoy sawduat.
E.:wv‘ saw nothing of Miss Molly.

‘rank  Fearless remembered having
heard Molly Rirchemall say that she was
fond of eabrbidge, so the searchers adjernod
to the cabbidge-beds in the Head's parden.
But evan there they drew a blnnk.

Aflter ﬂ___ﬂﬁ they had to admit themselves
beaten.  'Phere was nothing for it, but to
report to the IHead that Miss Molly wos
not within the precinks of the Skool

They found Dr. Birchemall pacing the
Aoor of his study, elawing hia board and
serotehing his noss in wn agmerny of
approhension.

" ¥You have found my dawier, boya ? "
he askedf feverishly, as Jack Jolly Kicked
open the door of the study end led the

iu%, in.
ack Jolly chook his head.

" Borry, gir. Nothing doing ! ™ lLe snid
relucktant!y.

The Head groaned.

“Oh, crikey ! And I i farely ralied
on you boya finding her ! Woo ja mo !

guddenly, Frank Fearleas starind.

"My hot ! T wonder if this is the work
of that dasterdly m.mum.ﬂ_ " he cegselaimed.,

The Head stared at Fearless, hig eyes
elmost bolting out of his hoad.
. " Burely, Foarless, youn are ro: suj-
Jesting 2

"EBut I am!1” said Fearless ealmly,
" Bemember what that swarthy showndrel
gaid ¢

" T remember, right enuff ! mermered
&_.5_- Head., * He said that something
terribul would happen to me—szowmething
that T shouldn't ﬂmm i

"My hat! Then thia is it!™ erimd
Jack Jolly egpaitedly. “ The awlul villan
has kidnapped Miss Molly, ao as 1o get his
awn bhack ! "

" Grate pip!™

The ..,_E:._m_w.:n_ the juntors staved at
each othor in horror, theis lexops the
picture of dizmay.

Sueddenly, the Head woke to  life.
Rushing to the tellyphone, he picked up
the rocesver.

“ Put me through to the perlice-station
—Inzpoator  Sloothound ! "™ hoe  barked.

Within five minnits, burly peclicemen
wers rughing up and down the country-
side, bludhounds were ehaging all over
the place, and in short, every cfiort was
being made to frace the mizsing dawter
of the IHead of St. Sam'a.

Lut nite como, with still ne nows to
roport. And it waa with & hevey hare
that njte, that Dr., Bircheama!ll sat down
to his light supper of steak-and-chips and
frirdl omiona and Lreosd-god-choess,

(There'll be another hair-racsing yormn by
Diely Nugenlin aext Saturduy's MAGNED
chumee, entalled » " JOLLYS WONDER.
FUL WEEZE 1" You can't afford o miss
i, 50 order your copy eariy /)
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