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« PLEASE TO REMEMBER— ”

{The above Incident is only one of the many treats Frank Ri¢hards has ssrved up for readers in the powerful scheol
gtery of Harry Wharton & Co,; Inside.)
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You Raise ¢ Laugh, I'll Award the Prize! See Below!

F
—All Joloe

: ERE & an amusing little purzla

H ‘wiaeh eno of my readers h&aj

m to me this week

m a word of ten

: “ The first two letters |

; &Tf?ﬁ Hing, 'm-te-:rm, third,

& gigni v ite

to & king in the Mi :T :Egﬂ?.!m

eighth, sevesth, minth, and fowrth sipnify
where there is planty of air.

n the ton letders aro written down

Pr

L1

80 I had to put on my thinking cap and
try o prazzle out tho mystery. Two letters
ﬂmﬂ%ﬁhgl 1 was wondering
: these could be aatil I snddonly caxght

. of the -box with the Istters

B
“B.E." up Well and

on it. |

Mo

YOIy 4 ite
Caerf 1™ Tha-tlzi:ﬂf‘“;lm
ia sagy—obvionsly the word is “ airy.™

£ E‘mﬂ.:l 'Y Eﬂf," BH'EI. i .E:El'j" ”,—P'ﬂt-
thome down in their proper order and you
pet—Grepitias | '

.This Httle o intoerezted me o much
that I decided to eée if I could make ane
u‘h‘:mrmli.. This iz the reault.

: : Nos. 1l and 3 signify & soft pencil,
Roe, 4, 7, and 9 signify a sodden shout.
Noe b, 6, 8, and 2 signify the principal

medg character in o gtory,

When all nine Ietiers gare put down in
thasr order, they give the name
of tne g the most 1 lo follows ot
1 riers. Now put on your thinking
caps and ses if you can solve the puzzle.
Hngcm can't do it in five minntes, you'll
find the answer at the end of this chat.

A TALE ABOUT “TALKIES™

“One of my Welsh readers is seriously
pertarbed. wants to spe—and hpar—
a ** talkie,” but up to the present they have
not reschod the little wvillape where he
lives. Hea'says he'll be able to understand
thean himself sll right, but ko wants to
know what is going to happen to
whe only understand  Waolsh ?
a bit of & gneg, iza't it 7 Of course, the
~ talirio™ meanufsctorers could synehronisze
the Welsh language with the film—but
than the 8 who oenly undorstand
English would be left out of it |

I am afraid that if the “ tallkies ™ boom
continnes, all the Welsh people will have
to learn English perfectly—or elce stick
io silent pictures. QOver in Belgium, where
some of & speak French and some
epealk Flemisgh, the “talkies are only given
m French—which is rather hard on the
Flemieh -spoaking ation. I am afraid
that * talkics V' lead to people for-
gatting certain and concen-
trating more on the better-known languages
of the world,

Thore is cortainly one possibility wlich
i © out by ° tatkies™ It is quite
pussible that, sooner or later,
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ad
clo * Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Stroet, London. E.C 4

? : ‘would soon teach forei
He didn't tell mo what tho letters wors, |Ta, e

1and mixing with

le
Tht's |

Chice, Boys

Always giad to Iicar from gou, cinims, so d
The Fditor, The * Mognetl” Librovy, The A l“ﬂ?
arrirgdon Street,

» London, . E.CA.

Limericks shoold be

sent b
{Comp.).

me a Huoe' io the following address ;
Press, Lid., Flealway House,

he soon became known as
“ Buffalo Bill,” and the name
atuelk to him,
- B0 woll knewn did he
becoma that ls  began
to write Btaﬁeayﬁmd him
and while some of them acty.
ally deseribed his ewploits;
most of them, of courass, were
fiection. With the advoance
of civilisation into tho Waat,
Bill found his job gone, and
profiting by theo publicity
which had been given to his
axploite, he started a “ Wild
Weat " show, whore he intro-
duced such iocidentz as ‘the
holdinp-up of the Deadwood
conch, and tha attack on
ranchea by the Indienz. He
camae to “England with ‘the
show—and some of my
readers” iathers might be able

ENGLISH MAY EBE THE :EHTI?EHAL!rtﬁ rerneraber seeing it

LANGUAGE

i the world. In fact, L zec that a Uni-
versity mman has evelved a now intep-
national language which is compossd of
only five hundred worda of English. i
thl?lﬁa five hundred worde, he claime it
will bo posaible to s thing, and i
foroigners will learn m will
become the universal lan and will
ba much more sinmile oven than
I the “talkien ™ wers to confine them-
salves to thess five hondmd words, they
gnors oar
guego  but izt 1s hope that the “tafdes™

won't teach thems to epoak % with anf

Amdrican accent !
“RAPID FITRE ™ REPLIES?

But Bill was getting old, and he couldn’t
carry on indefinitely. He died eventually
in retirement—but his fame still continues |

“Tear Editor,”! writes another reador
thiz wosk —" My father saye I am no
aarthly” xood. i'?hnt shall I do?" The
answer {3 enay. Perspade him to pub yoy
mIthu ﬂrﬁmt s

‘m gt TBAr and . of my spaco
‘egein.  However, there's room ior this
| limorick which JJ. Clemaents, of 41, Ellarslie
Hm‘ﬂﬂharhaﬂ*u Bush, W.12 bas sent me,

- ;

Hero aro one or twe guestions asked by |
my readers by
aw i3 Litmus ;
polaggium carbonote to extract of lichens,
sam. Acids twrn
3 alios tirn it blue.
Whst is the longest word in the EopSsh
language * T have alwa hﬁhﬂ'ﬂ? that
& tiHnnsuhamntiﬂtﬂﬂmH * im !
¥ Were prisonms sent to Siberis
Beceuse the coumtry ia so cold wnd the
climate is z0 bad, that ordi workmen |
could pot be obtained to the
q:[utu.ml resources, which inelade
silver, lead copper, iron, graphite, efe.—
sll remarkably valuable, =

Have you sent in a joke yes ?
Shaw, of ™ Breokville,” Newey
Wyken, near Coveniry, heas send im cas
%hmh_ geta & penknife for him this week.
are 1t 18

hitmus paper red ;

Pelice Inspector (imderre-
gatimg prisoner) : * So yon

-

b are & locksmith, eh ? at
wete vyou doing in ihis
) gambling denwe
raided, then ¢ **

Prisoner :
“1 was making a bolt
for the door, sir, Just as yon
came in 17

Why don’t you have a shot at winning
one of thess uveeful penknives ¥ They aro
worth heving, I can sssure you, ond I've
plenty left which I am just longing. to
givo awsy fo readers.

Here's an interesting query which comes
from Haury King,” of Epsom. Harry
wants to know :

DID BUFFALO BILL REALLY EXIST ?

He did—and his proper nams was Colonel
Williamm Cody. In the old days of the
* Wild Wost "' Bill Cody fought with the
Americans against the Indians, and when
peace cams ab last Bill found life petting
rather tama. However, during the build-
ing of a roilway across the American
continent, it was necessary to provide the
workmen with fresh meat, and Bill Cody
and his partner were employed to hunt
buffaloes in order to get buffalo meat,

paper made ! By adding |

know, I don't believe in tha o

grow st If
8s rotund ae Bil
Bunter. Tim resson! Becsnse I'vo ju
finighed petting mext weel's issue mdcg
for you—and if snyone can read it and n

lough, well—he ta see & doctor
without delay. the hhn:f Greyiriara

yarn, for inatance. It's cal

“ CDWARD'S COURAGE !
By Frank Richards,

and whils it ha® o real good * meaty ™
plot in —a plot that will hold your
interast aff through the yarn—the one and
iy Frisle Richarda' dogsn't forget your
very natural desire to laugh at frequent
mtervala. That's what I like about his
yarns. Thore's & seriona side to themr
ﬁmﬁ & dashed humorous side to them as
woll. .

Then in addition to the Greyiriars
varn Master Dicky Nupgent iz well to the
ore a3 nsual. Ho's never backward in
coming forward is Dicky, Neoxt week
he presents the opening story in an amusing
* Tuckshop " series, ontitled :

“ DR. BIRCHEMALL'S TUCK=
SHOP 1"

whith might woll be described as * one
long scroam.” Tn addition to this there
will be snother pripping instalment of
our now serial :

“PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!™

topether with the first of & grand new
saries of “ footer " articles under the
hoading of :

*“ INSIDE INFORMATION,”

and as wsual my little chat.
Did you manage to solve the puzzie I
ave youl If not, here's tho answer:
%iuﬂ No. 1: BE; No 2: Cry:; No. 3:
Horo. Thut them in their propor order, and
the name is: “ Bob Cherry.”
Cheerio nntal noxt woelk.

He proved to he such a fine hunter that

THIE EDITOR.



A FEAST OF FUN, THRILLS, AND EXCITEMENT!

= LEEY

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Mattet of Principle !

o EVER !*

Coker of the Fifth uttered
that word in loud and
emphatic tones. SBo loud and

s0 emphatic were Coker's tones that
they reached many more ears than
those for which they were intended.

“But, old ¢hap—-" urged Potter of
the Fifth. i

“You see——"" said Greene.

“MNeovor I

Coker repeated the word, with even
more loudness and emphasis. That &
dozen other fellows, as well as Potter
and Greene, heard Bl"lim, did not matter
8 etraw to Coker. He would not have
cared if all Greyiviars had heard him.
Ile did not care if the whole world
listened in.

Horace Coker was standing uonder
one of the old elms in the
auad, lenfless now in the
November winds, Fa stood
erect, his shoulders squared,
his hands thrust deep into
trousers pockets, his whole
uwititude wand expression

looks.

“Bhut up, Greene!l”

Potter and Greene exchanged helpless
Coker, having reduced them to
silence, proceeded, with the same
emphasis as, before:

“Never! I've said never, and I mean
never! Bee? I've stood enocugh from
Prout. There's a limit to what & man
cap stand from an old donkey of a
Form master! Prout's reached the

limit, He stops there! See?”

“Oh, it's Prout!” said Frank
Nugent.

Bfnn:.r faces registered hilarity.

Coker's troubles with his [Form
master were perpetual. Coker being

 the densest and most backward [Fellow

in the Fifth, and being convineed that
he was the brightest and cleverest
fellow 1o that Form, trouble was bound
to mccrue.  Prout would lese patienco
with Coker—and Coker wcuﬁl:'t‘ lose
patience with Prout.

When brains were served out, Horace James Coker
was at the tail end of the queune. But despite
his fat-headed way of doing things, there is no
gainsaying the fact that Coker was born lucky !

A Unique, Complete School Story

of Harry Wharton & Co. at

Greyfriars, with Horace Coker
taking the leading role.

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

indignantly, *and gave me five hun-
dred lines. Like his cheek! He's
always butting in! Prout's & man who
never can realise that another man
knows best!”

“Form master, you know!” mus-
mured Potter. * We always give in to
Prout, old chap I

“That's all right for
Coker. *“But I've got my personal
dignity to consider, and my position in
tha school.”

How Coker’s position in the school
differed from that of any other Fifth-
Former at Greyfriarsa was & secreb
known only to Coker. But Horace
was gatisfied that it did. In Coker's
own eyes Horace James Coker waz a
person of tremendous importance.

“He butted in,"” resumed Cokeor,
“He gave me a hefty impot. [ szid I
wouldn't do the lines, nndp have I done

Never IV

them? -
“But you've got detention
for not doing them!” said

you,” s=aild

Potter. :
,“I'm not doing the deten-
tion, etther,” said Cokear.

“"Prout’s detaincd me this
afterncon! I'm not stonding

indicating dogged  deter- it]l I've said never! You
mination, Ajax, in  his heard mal®

eelebrated lighining-defying act. must Now, it seemed, matters were coming = Nearl;r all Greyfriars heard you,
have looked a rood deal as Coker looked to a head. old bean,” aaid Eﬁg Cherry., “In faot,

that moment.

Harry Wharton & Co., commng ali:m?
to the Houwse, naturnlly paused to loalk
on. 8o did other fellows. Coker did
not mind. In fact, Coker liked an
audience.

“ Never ! said Coker, for the third
time,

“The neverfulness i3 terrifie ! mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ham Singh;
and the other members of the Famous
Five chuckled.

“PBut what's up?™ asked Bob Cherry.

“I suppose Coker's playing the giddy
ox again,” remarked Harry VWharton.
“ After all, it would be ratier unusual
if he wasn't.”

“Coker, ¢ld man—" urged Potter,
"Cheeze i, Potter !

“0Old chap—" murmured Greene.

ak

“There's such & thing,” said Coker,
“as justice! If a fellow wasn™ in the
right, a fellow could give in, Dut
when s fellow's clearly in the right,
what's a fellow fo do?™

“¥ou have to give a Form master his
head ™ urged Peotter.

“Iake a horse !" said Greene.

“There's a limit |” gaid Coker firmly.
"Look at it! Prout jumped on me for
nothing. 1 was thrashing somoe fags—
those young sweeps who are stonding
grinning there—"

ITarry Wharton & Co. grinned more

expansively,

Coker, according to his own deserip-
tion and belief, had been thrashing
them., Their own impression was that
Cokor had been getting the thrashing.

“1Trout butted in,” continued Cokeor

you ecould be heard ncarly as far as
Friardals.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“8hut up, Cherry ¥ Coker frowned
st the grinning Removites, *“If you
want another licking, I'm the man to
give it to you! Look here, Potier, it's
no good talking. T've got detention
unjustly, I can't give in, as & maticr
of principle. I refuse to be detained.™

" But——" said Potter distressfully.

-!l'h]-;c,'.,nr E.'IJ

[ 11 ut.'_i# Df
Fifily,

“ Nover I

¥I say. you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter, “here comes Prount [

“{dh, my hati"

All eyes turned in the direclion of
the House,

Tue Macxer Lisnapy.—No, 1,134,
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From the House came Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth Form, and he came
dlirecl:ly towards the group under the
CiITA.

Prout was not looking genial, !

Generally, the and ponderous
master of the Fifth Form was a_genial
and cheerful gentleman. He fancied
himsel! in the character of the school-
master who has not forgotien his own
youth, and who eultivates frank and
friendly terms with his Boye. Often he
was in o chaity mood, and would keep
a Fifth Form man standing for ten
minutes or morea, a.h:ftmq weartly fram
one leg to the other, while he chatted,
Prout’'s genial chats were dreaded in
the Fifth. Fifth Form men would
dodge round corpers to escape them.

But tho overflowing good-humour of
the Fifth Form master had been con-
spicucus by its absence for some time
past. Neither genial mor chatty, Mr
Prout had become testy, irritable, im-
patient. .

Wheat was the matier with Prout was
B mystery in the Fi They sgreed
that Coker was epough to furn any
Form master's hair grey; that a man
who had to tegch Coker things might
well be heading for a nervous break-
down. 8till, it couldn’t be all Coker.
There was something else—some wqrm
on Prout's mind, Nobody in the Fii
knew what it was; but they got the

benefit of it. Prout had been so ratty

and un]ggeasa.nt the past few daya that
the Fifth would almest have preferred
him in his old chatty mood.

Prout caome pondergusly dewn the
path, and the watching eves of a zcore
of fellows saw hiz frown deepen as he
glanced at Coker,

Coker faced him resolutely.

Under so many eyes Coker felt that
he had to stand up to Prout. Ha had
announced, lowdly, his intenticn of not
giving in to Prout. Coker was not the
man to eat hiz words.

There was silence ag Prout arrived.

* Coker " he said.

“Yes, gir ! answered Coker, with a
judictous minglingh of the firmness duec
to himself and the respect due to a
Form maester.

“T1 have told you that you are under
detention this afternoon.”

“ Quite, sir. But——"

Prout raised & plump hand. :

“¥ou need zay nothing, Coker., I
hava prepared a detention task for you.
Go to my study now, and wait there.”

“"But, gir—" hegan Coker.

Prout, heedless, passed on. He pro-
ceeded on his ponderous way, leaving
Coker and his audience behind.

All eves turned on Coker, Ivery
fellow was interested to know what
oker would do. It waz not uncom-
mon for a fellow to declare that he
wouldn’'t stand the Deak, that he
wouldn’t stand the Beak: and that he
was %mngh to tell the Beak exactly
what he thought of him. But when it
came to the pinch such & fellow always
discovered that he could and would,
after all, stand the Beak; and he never
I'"Fd tell the Beak what he thought of

im.

There was a long pause.

Y Better go in, old chap,” whispered
Ppttﬁr, anxious to savo Coker from
himself, as it were,

“I've said I'm not going to be
detained Putter,;’ answered Coker.

o 'ﬁ'es;‘but—m"

“What I say I mean!” zaid Coker.

“Yee,” szaid Greeme; ‘''certainly,
T Eru-t iy

“But,” said Coker, “I can go fo the
man's study. He has a right fo tell me
to go to his study. I will do that,™

TeE Mucxer Liprarr.~No. 1,154,

"Oh!” said Potter and Greene,

And Coker walked away to the Houze
and went in. Potter and Greene stared
after him, looked at one snother, and
grinned. The other fellows chuckled.

The threatened rebicllion in the Fifth
Form st Greyiriars had not—for the
ﬁ:aant}mmn “ﬁ; It “ﬁ'*"fiﬂz at Iﬂ}gﬁ;

oned. And the general 1mpressi
of Cg!:g'r'a sudience wﬁ: that it would be
indefinitely postponed.

o B

THE SECQND CHAPTER,
Startling !

i CANDALOUSI"
S Billy Bunter jumped.
“ Imiquitous I
Bunter stared.

The Owl of the Remove had had the
impréssion, until that moment; that he
was alone in the old Cloisters.

It was because it was such a secluded
spot that Bunter had selected it.

r, a8 a rule, wes a gregarious
fellow, He liked company. But circum-
gtances alter cases. ,

When Bunter was in possezsiom of a
enké he found that solitude had its
charma,

It waa all very well for the poet to
agk, “ 0O Bolitude, where are the charms
that sages have seen in thy facel”
When a fellow had a cake there was a
lot to be satd for solitude.

Besides, the parcel under Dunter’s
arm did not exactly belong to him. It
was only his by right of possession. Pos-
session 18 said to be nipe points of the
law, By nine anfa of the law, there-
fore, that parcel belonged to Bunter. B
the tenth point it belonged to Bo
Cherry, from whose study cupboard
Bunter had aurreFﬂmus];; extracted it.

S0 the ides of eolitude appealed to
Bunter more than ever, Solitude spelled
safety. Bob Cherry took o lnrﬁa size 10
boots, and PBunter had no desire to
azcertain their exact weight.

With the parcol under hiz arm, there-
fore, the Ow! of the Remove had rolled
away to that sequestered spot. He
stopped in a shady spot among the old
stone pillars and unfastened the strin
of the parcel. That the parcel containe
a cake Bunter did not yet know, but he
had no doubt of it, He had scen Bob
carry that parcel into Stody No. 13,
half-concealing it under his jacket, as if
ha wished to keep it from general
observation, Rooting in the study after-
wards, Bunter bad found it ab the very
hack of the cupboard, hidden by three
or four other articles placed over i,
sereening it from sight. Obviously, fo
Bunter's mind, the reel  contained
tuck. For whot else but tuck could a
fellow be so extremely careful about,
and toke so much trouble to concenl?

Inside the wrapping paper Bunter fels
o cardboard box. Obviouely, to Bunter,
that box contained a cake.

It was not Jong since dinner, and even
Billy Bunter was not hungry again yet.
But, hungry or not, Bunter could always
deal with a caka,

He procceded to unwrap the poreel,
exposing the cardboard box to view, He
wis about to epen the box itself, when
ihoso startling ejaculations, in the rich,
fruity voice of Mr. Prout, reached his
fat cars.

“The raseal!”

Y 0h erikey!” murmured DBuntcr.

Ha blinked round the stone pillar in
alarm.

Proot, evidently, was walking in the
(loisters,, It was half an hour since
that little seeno with Coker 1n the quad-
rangle, and Bunter had noticed, at the
time, thut Prout’s ponderous tread had
carried bhim in the direction of the
Cloisters, Since then he had forgotten
all about Prout. Apparently the master
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of the Fifth was still there; and ho aléo
must have been rather forgetful, as
Coker, no doubt, was waiting for him in
his study sll that time,

“ Beoundrel I'

Bunter quaked.

His impression was that Irout had
spotted him, in surreptitious and felon-
1ous poasession of enother fellow's cake
and was sddregsing those unpleasant
remarks to him,

Y Villain 1"
Prout’s crous tread passed the
stone  piliay behind which Bunter

quaked, with the parcel in his fat
handa, :
To Bunter's relief, it passed, and did
not stop.
He realised thet Prout had not seen
Eﬁm, and did not know that he was
erd, '
Prout was talking to himsel{!

Certainly, he was not calling himself
all those uni:-laaannt nAmos. must
have been slluding to pome othet perscn
whom he regarded with wrath and

BCOITL

Buater blinked at Prout's brosd back
a3 he passed, A whiff of strong cigar-
emoke came k to him, and Bunter
ﬂ-hfr}nat taneezﬁd& it h

rout smoked big black cigars, with &
hefty scent. Prout really Iﬁd reached
aR age when & gentleman cannot smoke
big black cigars with impunity. As =
rule, Prout allowanced himsell rather
carcfully with those cigars. But of late,
with a somewhat mysterious trouble on
hiz mind, Prout hed sought solace in
tobaceo, and instead of one cigar in the
evening, he would light up five or six
in @ day.: Probably that helped to
account for Prout's irritable temper in
these days.

Bunter suppressed his sneeze. He did
not want to attract Prout’s attention,
Ho waited for the footsteps to die away.

They died away, and Prout was )
leaving a trail of blue smoke mfi
him. Then Bunter proceeded to opon
the cardboard box.

_His little round eyes glistened behind
his big round spectacles as he uid sc.
He was sure it was a cake, It might,
perhaps, be tarts, or candied fruit, or
something like that, Whatever it was,
Bunter was going to enjoy a feast.

But as he removed the lid of the card-
board box a change came o'er the apiris
of his dream, as a poet has exprossed it.

“0Oh1" gazped Bunter,

ITe blinked into the cardboard box.

it did nmot contain a cake: it did not
contain tarts;it did not contain anything
that oven Bunter could rogard ag edible.

1t eontained fireworks!

Bunter was aware that the Filth of
November was near at hand, Like other
schoolboys, he was ploased to remember
the Fifth of November, and to celebrato
the anniversary of DMr. Fawkes' des-
perate attempt to stem the tide of clo-
quence in the House of Commons, He
wag aware that some fellows were layin
in ireworks, strictly against the ruleso
the IHouse, which very properly forbade
such dangerous things to be kept in the
studies. The surreptitious manner in
which Bob Cherry had conveyed that
parcel to Btudy No. 13 waos e.ti:hinaad
now, Bunter's thoughts, naturally, had
rup on tuck, Bupter lived and moved
and had his being in tuck. Bob's
thoughts, evidently, bad run on fire-
works.

“(h crumnbs] Beast|” gasped Bunter,

Ho stared at the box of fireworks, and

plared at it! His wvery epcctacles
gleamed with indignation.
“HBeast! (Giving a fellow all that

trouble for nothing!” gasped DBunter.
“0Of all the rotters—"

There was quite & stgck of fireworks
in the box—squibs, catherine-wheels,
crackers, and jumping erackers, On the
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A powerful whiff from Mr, Prout’s cigar eaught Bunter falr and square, and belore he knew what was happaﬂn&.ht WAz

snpezing.

Aichoo ! Atchoo! Aichooch !’ “ Who is there ? ** snap

ped Mr, Prout, flinging away his cigar-

end which, unbeknown to him, fell in the box of ﬁrew-:_-rks which lay at the footf of the pillar. ({See Chapter 2.}

lorious Fifth, with the bonfire going,
ﬁmjr would have been delightful, But
they werae of no use te Bunter now. He
had not wended his solitary way to the
Cloisters to let off ireworks sll by him-
gelf: neither coild he have let them off
without giving himself away to all Grey-
frinrs.

“ Beast 1" _

Bunter was landed with plunder that
he did not want, It had been risky
gotting that pa away from Bob's
study, and the risk had to be taken over
again to return it. DBunter did not
think of taking that risk. If the beast
wanted his beastly fireworks, he could
find thom and fetch them. Bunter dis-
contentedly dropped tho box at his feet,
with the intention of leaving it theve,

“Srandalous ! It was Prout's voice
again. “Iniguitous!" Prout was still
communing with himeelf,

*Oh crumba l” murmured Bunter.

He erouchad behind the stone pillar.

Prout had not pone when Dunter sup-

d he had, He was pacing the
E‘Ig?atars, and, having paced to the end,
he was now pacing back., Prout, plainly,
was in 8 troubled and angry frame of
mind, reflecting on tho mysterious
trouble that had fallen on him of late,
and which made lifo so trying in the
Fifth Porm room. With a cigar near
ite end, glowing in his mouth, the
portly maste= of the IFifth camo ponder-
ously elong, and Bunter quaked in
cover, alarmed at the possibility of
being caught in possession of that box
of forbidden fireworks., Until the great
day came & junior was not supposed to
have fireworks in his possession, and
Bunter realised that, though the fire-
works were not his own, he could not
explain to a Beak that he had pinched
them in mistake for tuck.

Prout's heavy tread came nearer and
nearer, and Bunter, blinking from
behind the pillar, saw him, :emr.lg popped

his head back quickly, Prout's eyes were
on the ground, his brow deeply corru-
ted. had not seen Bunter. He
was buried in troubled thought—thought
50 deep that he had not noticed thet
his cigar was burning perilously close to
his lips, and would give him & shock
soon if 1t was not ejected. )

On the November breezo that whistled
through the Cloisters there chme again
o powerful whiff from the cigar. his
time it caught Bunter fair and square,
and before he knew what was happen-
ing he was sneesing.

“Oopooch! Atchoo! Atchooo! At-

He had sup-

chooogooh I

Prout ?tﬂp}l)@d suddenly. 0
posed himself alone in the Cloisters.
That (fargantuan sneeze warned him
that he was not.

“Who is there?” anapped Prout,
making a stride round the stone pillar
behind which Bunter stoed and sneezed.
“Ow! Ow! he continued, as the cigar,
at the last lap now, began to burn his
majestic mouth,

Mr. Prout promptly hooked the
remnant of the cigar from his mouth
and Bung it down.

It fell into the box that lay at the foot

of the pillar, and which Mr, Prout had
not noticed.

" Bunter ['" he snapped.

“Atchoo! Chooo! Chooo!" sneczed

Bunter.
“What are you doing here?’ rapped
out Prout.
- Probably the Fifth Form master was
nware that, in his supposed solitude, ha
had been muttering s reflections aloud,
and it was infensely irritating to dis-
i:r?ver that a Lower boy had overheard
FETT.
“#J—I—— Atchooh " gasped Bunter.
;;ITI uﬁtsn't doing anything, sir! I—
*¥ou were listening !I'* hooted Prout.
“Nyono! Oh, no, sir! I—IL never

heard a word of what you were sayiog
about Coker, sir!" gasped DBunier.

“Coker "  repeated Mr. Prouf
blankly. ]

*¥es, sir; I never heard you calling
Coker & villain, and a rascal, and
scoundrel, sir " stuttered Bunter. -

“Pooh! You are a ridiculous hrug e
snapped Mr. Prout, who certainly bad
not been thinking of Coker when he
made those cryptic remarks, ** You—"

Mr. Prout was interrupted.

Bang| Fizz! Whize!

“Good gad!” gasped My, FProut.

. The inevitable had happened, A
burning cigar-end could not be dropped
into & box of fireworks without some-
thing heppening. Now it started to
heppen.

Bang! DBang!
Whooooch! Fizzzz!

“Oh crikey1” gazped Bunter,

He backed away hurriedly as the
sparks flew. Mr, Prout, who was stand-
ing close beside that box of froworks,
stared round him in wonder and alarm.
It scemed to him that an earthquake
was bresking out at his feet through
the old stone flags of the Cloisters.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

“Oh, poodness gracious! Bless my
soul! Oh!" epluttered Mr. Prout, leap-
ing away with an activity that was
?tuf_-ﬂl‘:g, considening the weight he had
o JILL,

The stack of fireworks in the hox were
sll going strong mow. They scattored
ns  they exploded. Catherine-wheels
whirled merrily in sll directions. Squiba
squibbed 10 showers u-f+ sparks. Crackers
cracked.. Mr, Prout, in o 'state of utter
Lbewilderment, jumped away, and
staggoered against the pillar.

Bangi Bang! DBang! Fizzzaz!

““Bless my soul! Goodness graciousl
What—what—what—""

Bang! DBang! One of tho fearsome
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Bang! Fizzzzzzl



contrivances called jumping ecrackers,
which ezplode a number of times in suo-
ded hetween Mr. Prout's

thare. The cracker
r. Prout jumped. Bang!
And the cracker,
pursuvit of the

epssion,
feet, and ba
ynnped, and
rout feapad BWAY.
ae if in intentional

stertled tleman, leaped after him.
Bang! Prout _m&da another 3@%‘211&
the eracker made another jump.

|
“ Goodness gracious ] Upon my wg!
What—what—"
Bangl
“Ow! Yarooohl”
Prout, in his hurry, stumbled over

4he cardboard hox and fell. The

eracker, with its last jump, landed on
his h_ach. Thera it proceeded to give
forth ita last bang,

Bang [

"W hoooop 1™

Prout rolled over among the exploded
fireworks. A squb, just at the end
of its tether, exuded itz last sparka
into Prout's neck. The roar that Evum
from Prout awake every echo of the
ancient Cloisters, 2

Ho scrambled to his feet, His face
waa purple, his eycs ablaze. The mildest-
tempored mastor might have been
exasperated by what had happened ; and
Prout had already been irritable and
testy. MNow he was in & state of tower-
: rage, compared with which the
wrath of Achilles, o eloguently sung by
Homer, wasa a mere trifle, light as air,
With purple face and gleaming eyes
Prout rushed towards a fat figure that
wes bolting out of the Cloisters,

In tho quad there wers startled ex-
elamations and irrepressihle chortlea at
a strange and unaccustomed sight, un-
precedented in the history of the school
—that of 8 fab junior, stresking towards
the. House 2t frantic speed, with a
portly, purple Formn master streaking
on his trach.

“Go it, Bunter!” shricked a dozen
YOLCoaE,

“"Ha, ha, la "

Terror 1s sgid to lend wings.
tainly Billy Bunter appea to be
d::m::ﬁt something like aixty as he
streaked across the quad. He won that
wild race and plunged into the House
and vanished, next moment, Prout

unged in after him: and a roar of
sughter followed Prout in.

Cer-

———— o

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Phone Call!

TZ2ZZ2ZZ |
B Horace Coker grunted.
Coker was still in Prout's

. study when the telephone bell
rang stridently.

Frout had told him to

ﬂuc‘&y

to do as he was told. He was still de-
termined that he would not be detained
that afternoon. & matter of
principle, Coker felt that he could not
give in. But a fellow who was stand-
ing vp for his rights was bound to be
careful to observe the rights of others,
especially those in muthority. Coker
felt that. Ho Colter was going to obey
all reasonable orders. That was how
Coker put it to himself, though to other
fellows it simply seemed that Coker had
backed down under his Form master's

€ye.

Coker had been in the study moro
than half an hour now. He would have
supposed that Prout had forgotten him,
bhad it seemed possible for anyone to
forget so important & person as Horace
James Coker. That not being, in
Coker's opinion, possible, he conelnded
that Prout had been declayed somehow.

Coker was standing at the study win-
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go to that

and wait, QCoker had decided

dow, gloomily staring out into the qusad,
when Prout’s telephone bell rang. He
grunted, but gave it no other heed.

Buzzzzs!

The bell rang again. Coker, at last,
turned imﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂg from the window
and took the reseiver off the hock.

Naturally, he conldn’t stand the in-
cessant buzzing of the raucouz bell
Besides, it was only good-naiured to
tell the caller that Prout wasn’t there
and take a message for the absent Form
master—if amny.

“Hallo1” pgrowled Coker
transmurtter. :

“Mr, Prout?” eame o squeaky volce

“This is. Mr. Prout’s study—""

There was an indistinet mumbling on
the telephone. As g0 often happens on
long-distance calls, the instrument was
buzzing, and the voice of the caller
was only ome item on the programme.

'Chrough the blurred buzz on the
wires, Ucker heard the name of Froub
repeated, and & word he took ‘as ' tie)”

“Blow the beastly thing!” said
Coker. *“J] suppose this iz Frout's
haberdasher, and he's been ordering
some new t#ies or someothing. Look
here, I can’t hear youl”

The squeaky voice came more clearly
for a moment. :

“1 have not heard from youw, Prout.
You stated that you would telephone or
write. You have done neither.”

Coker did not reply for.the moment,
He stared at the metrument. That
squeaky voice had a familiar ring to

his ears.

Somowhere, be had heard that un-
pleasant, acid-toned, squeaky voice be-
fore. Hea was sure of that.

. “Can you hear me? The instrument
13 buzzing|! Can you hear me?”
- Eim’afpeaking 7 démanded Coker.
2,

“Yes, I know vou're speaking about
& tle. Are you the outfitter's at Court-
Held 1%

“I cannot hear you distinctly,” came
the squeaking voice. “Kindly tell ma
our intentions at once, Mr. Prout. 1

ave the document reaély for your in-
spection, and I am prepared to meet
you in the same place as before, this
afterncon, at the same time, and show
it to you.”

“Look here—"

“Am I to see you, or shall I let the
law take its course? came clearly and

into the

angrily, “Yes or no?
“My  hat!’ murmured Coker, in
amazement. “Do they think Prout has
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pinched & tie oub of their shop, or
what! You must be potity, I think,
Sure iﬁufm ot the right number "

“What { ia that not Mr. FProut's
etudy at Greyfriars Behool i

“Yes. Prout's cut,”

* What 1"

“Pzrout’s out, and as 1 happened to
be in the sudy, I'm laking the call.

{!;:.::ﬂll.i ﬁ'ivm Prout & message 7™
The buzzing on the phone had cleared
somewhat, and the owner of the

squeaky voice apparently heard all that
Coker said, He secmed to bo startled
at hearing that his interlocutor was
not MMr. Pront.

“I'l give him & message, if you
like,” said Coker. “But I tell you that
if you've miszed a tie, it's no good ask-
ing Prout about it. He ean't know
anything sbout your ties™

“That te not Mr. Prout speaking "

“(Of course it isn’t! I keep on telling
you that Prout’s out,” grunted Coler.
*I'll give him & message, if you like,
when he rolls in.”

“Who i3 spesking?
seema familiar,” squeaked the man at
the other ecnd. “Now that I hear it
clearly, it seems familiar to me.”

“Z2o0 does yours to me,” said Coker.
"1 supposs you've sorved me in the
shop, or something. Who are you,
the Courtfield outfitter?”

“No, nol Tiqha-—-ﬂr, Tighe—"

“For goodness’ sake, ring off about
thot tie!” hooted Coler, “I don't care
two straws if you've missed a tie, and
Prout doesn't either. Do wvou think &
Grreyiriars Form master 13 & shop-
liftor

“Whaet?! What? I den't understand
you.”

“And I jolly well don't understend
ou. I ask you who you are, and you
eep on blithering about & tie you've
mizsed. Talk zense! If you tell mes
you've missed & tie again, I4l put tho
recciver back.”

“Who is speakingT
know your wveice,”

"My name's Coker—="

L1d WHATIIE\II

It was & startled howl instead of &
squentks.

“Coker—Horace Coker, of the Fifth
Form here. Prout’'s my Form master.
What the thump's the matter? No-
thing in a fellow's nanie fto make you
jump, is there? Look here, if you've
got any messege for Prout, cough it
up! I'm getting tired of standing here,
see?  Wow, then?”

Coker paused, like Brutus, for a reply.

Your volea

I am sure I

Lika Brutus, he paused in vain. Thore
was no reply.

“Hallot” hooted Coker. “Are you
ther?j Hallo! Cough it up, I tell
you

Hilence !

“My hat! The fellow's rung off )™
ejaculated Coker in  amazement.
“Without giving me a message for
ton! DMust be a horn idiot!
Hallo! Hallo!"

Coker bawled into the telephone. But
there was no reply save a faint buze,
and it was clear that the unknown
caller had rung off.

Coker put up the receiver in great
azstonishment. It really scemed aa if
the mention of his name had frightened
the man off the telephone. It really
was strprising. Coker’s name was not,
perhaps, & musical name; not one of
those melodious names that mpinge
gratefully upon the ear. Still, there
was nothing in it to make a fellow
jump, and drop s receiver. Coker'a
ace, in the opinion of many Grey-
friars fellows, might have produced
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sich an effect. But there was no reason
why his name should do so.

“Must be potty!” concluded Coker.
“First ho burbles about missing & tie,
e if Prout could possibly know any-
thing about his silly neckties, and then
he rings off without leaving a message,
a8 soon as I mention my name., Some
giddy lunatic.” )

And Coker returned to the window,
and his survey of the quad, while he
waited to hear the approaching foot-
steps of Mr, Prout.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Hiding Bunder !

iy SAY, you Eellows!”
l “Hallg, heallo, hallo!”
“Hide me!” gasped Bunter.

“What?™

“0Oh e¢rikey! Hide me!” spluttered
the Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunier had dona the Remove
staircase at record speed. Ele whizzred
into Study No. 1 in the Remove.

Fiva juniors wers gathered there,
discussing what they were going to do
with the half-holiday. It was, so far, &
fine afternoon, but the November sky
threatened rain. The programme was
not yet decided, when William George
Bunter burst in on the Famous Five
like & stone from & catapult.

He leaned on the study table and
spluttered for breath. It was not a
warm day, but perspiration streamed
down Bunter's visage.

“Ow! Oh! Help! Hide me!” he
gasped.

“What on earth's the matter?” de-
manded Harry Wharton, staring at the
fat Owl in astonishment.

“Hide me!l” spluttered Dunter.

“Toder of the Bixth after youf”
asked ' Frank Nugent.

“Ow! Noe! Worse than
Prout I" spluttered Bunter.

*Prout 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Fathead! The Fiith Form Beak
won't come up here.”

“He's after me!” gasped Bunter.

“Rot1” said Johnny Bull.

There was a sound from the direction
of the Remove staircase, as if an ele-
phant or a hippepotamus was negotiat-
ing the ascent, Thore was only one
person at Greviciars to whom those
footsteps could be attributed—the portly
and ponderous master of the Fifth.

“He's coming!™ groaned Bunter.

“My osteemed chuma, that is either
the absurd Prout or a ludicrous earth-

nake,” gaid Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh.

“1 say, you fellows, you might help
& chap!™ moaned Bunter., I never
let off the bLreworks in the cloisters,
Prout dropped a cigar into the box.
But he's after me! Oh dear?!™

“BUNTER!™

It was a deep, booming voice in the
Remove passage, Lvidently My, Prout
was after Dunier.

Fqually evidently, he was wrathy.
In his wrath he liad quite forgotten the
etiquette which forbade a Formi maoster
to take indo his own hands the punish-
ment of a fellow belonging to a Forin
other than his own. Prout’s proper
course was to lay a comploint beforo
Mr. Quelch, the master af the Remove.
Bubk in his pregent mood that was not
a salisfving procedure for Mr. Prout
to adopt. He wanted to lay his own
hands on the impudent junior who hagd
fireworked him. DProut was on the trail
of vengeanee,

“ Bunter !

“Cheek I snid Harry Wharton, " No
Beak, excepting Queleny, has a right to

that-—

come up here. Go and tell him a0,
Bunter.”

“Oh dear, he's wild ! gaspod Bunter.
*Frantic, in fact. You fellows hide me
in this study before tho beast gets hold
of me.”

Harry Wharton pulled out a screen
that stoed in a corner of the study,
Bunter rolled behind it.

He was only just in time.

Less than a minute later the urpl-a-
countenance of Mr. Prout was glaring
in at the doorway of the study.

“Is Bunter hera?” he gasped.
¥ Bunter, sir?" said rry Wharton
diplomatically, * Bunter's study is

No. T, sir, farther up the passage.”

t %n-u & stare round the room,
and, as Bunter was mot visible thers,
he rolled on up the passage.

There was a gasp behind the screen.
“1'say, vou fellows——"
“Keep mum, fathead!” eaid Bob.

“He will be coming back soon.*

“0Oh dear!”

Only Bunter’s stertorous breathing
was heard efter that. The chums of the
Remove rosumed their discussion of the
programme for the afternoon. In the
distance they could hear Prout’s pon-
daorous progress up the Remove passage,
and his deep, fruity voice inquiring for
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Bunter, Most of the Remove were out
of doors; but there were a few fcllows
about, and Mr. Prout inquired of
everyone he saw. But nobody secmed
to havoe seen DBuenter, snd Study No, T
was ampty.

Prout camec rolling back along tho

azsage, ab last, puﬁmi end blowing.
%uutcr had vanished. And all that re-
mained to Prout was to toke his com-
plaint to the master of the Remove.

His heavy foolsteps died away on the
Remove  staircase.  Harry  Wharton
pulled the screon aside. ‘

“You cun como out, fatty,” he said.
“All clear!”

“Tho ctearfulness i1s terrifie!™

Bunter rolled out of the corner, gasp-

ing. Tho Famous Five eyed him
euriouzly. They had hidden Bunter,
as in_duty bound when a Remove mnan

was in trouble.  Put they wondered
what he had done to excite the wrath
of the Fifth Form master.

“1 gay, you fellows, 13 the beast
gono i gpasped Bunter.

“The gonefulness is terrific!”

“Like his beastly cheek, you know,
coming up here after p Hemove man ™
satd Bunter. "T'll jolly well tell lam
s0 if he comes back, too!™

“Ha, ha, hat"

“DBlessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I'm not afraid of Prouf, il wou
fellows are!” eaid Bunter. 1 say,

T

you fellows, you should have seon the
old 833 dancing when the Breworks went
off. He, he, hel” .

“You've been fireworking & Form
maiter ! demanded Bob Cherry.

Bunter grinned. Now that the dan-
ger was over, the fat junior was full of
courage, and disposed to fake Eull
credit for his remarkable asnd uninten-
tional ?nrfurmam:aa with the fireworks

in the Cloisters.

“You fellows wouldnt have the
nerve,” he remarked complacently,

" Well, 1 don’t think we should have
the nerve to firework a Form master,”
sald Harry, staring at the fat junior.
“ Mean to suy—"

“He, he, he| Well, I did it,” grinned
Bunter. * OUrackers and squibs and

things banging and fizzing all round

him. ¥You should have seen
Like o kangarco. He, be, b

“You fat ass—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You'll get into s frightful row with
Quelch—

“0Oh, I—1 mean, it was an accident I"

i Hﬂ-p hﬂ-. hﬂ- Iu-

“In fact, Prout did it himself!"
gasped Duntor. *Chucked o cigar-end
into a box of fireworks, What did he
expect, the old assi™

*Quelchy will want to know what you
were doing with a box of freworks,”
grinned Johnny Bull.

“They weren't mine. 1 cam prove
they weren't mine. I—I den't know
how they got into the Cloisters at all”
stammered Bunter. “1 never took
the box there, you kmow. I say, you

him jump.
ﬂ !.IJ

fellows, you canm take my word, o
m_ﬂil!rg.g—-but do you think Quelchy
wi

H“baimut as much as we do,” chuckled
oL,

“Look here, you beast, if therc's &
row, you'll have to own up that they
were your fireworka!” gasped Bunter,

Bob Cherry jumped.

“ Mine !” he ejacuiated.

“¥Yes, and you'll have to own up.”

“¥You bagged my box of Greworks!”
roared Bob Cherry,

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. “No, cer-
teinly not! l—1 never knew you had a
box of fireworks, old chap, I—}

thought it was n cake.”

“You thought it was 8 cake!™ stut.
tered Bob.

“¥ea, or else I shouldn't have taken
it, of course, Not that I did take it,
you know,” added Bunter cautiously.
“1 never saw’ ivmt tnke the box into
your study and hide it in the cupboard.”

“Oh erumbs !

“As for thinking that it was a cake,
[ mever thought about it at sll, not
knowing that it was thore,” explained
Bunter. "1 haven't been near your
study to-day. Tow thoso fireworks got
into the Cloisters is a mystery, But if
there’'s & row, you'll have to own up
let’llm;-; were yours. I expect that of
youw.'

Bob Cherry stared fixedly at the Owl
of tne Hemove,

“"You bagred that box from my study,
thinking thern was a coke in 1t,” he
articulated.  “You let Prout drop a
cigar into it and blow up all my fre-
works. ¥You fat villain—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Boeven-and-sixpenco worth 1" roared
Bob Cherry. * All I had for the Filth.
I'll ielly well—"

*1'll pay for the fireworks, of course,”
said Bunter hastily.

“Ehell out, thent”

“I'm expecting a postal order—"

“What?” howled Bob Cherry.

* As soon 5s my postal order comes,
I'll settle up at onee,” said Bunter,
blinking at him through his g
spectacles. “I°H dell you whal, Cherery,



the postal order will be for ten bob.
You hand me half-a-crown now, and
T'll let you have the whole postal order
when it comes—seal”

“Ha, ba, hal” o

Bob Cherry did not join in the laugh.
Hao was thinking of his seven-and-six-

worth of Greworks—gone from his

geze like a besutiful dream.

" You—you—you—" ha gasped,

“ Mg need to get waxy abous it,” said
Bunter. " All your own fault,. What
was o fellow to think, when you hud
that box away se carefully i Of course,
1 thought there was tuck m it. INot
that 1 touched it, you know. 1 bhope
P not the fellow to bag a fellow’s

imck.

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deop.

“ Bunter came hero and asked ua fo
hide him, you men,” he said.

“That's all right,” soid Bunter,
“Prout’s gone. No need to hide me
pow. I'll be going. But what abous
th:tyhnlfml” it ;

ou're going to get what you've
asked for,” answered Bob.

He picked up s fives bat.

Bunter jum&;ﬁx away towards the
ﬁ:lr. Bob ry promptly headed

off,

“IJ—I—I say, what are you going to
do with .that bat, old chap?”® gasped
Bunier.

“ Hide you,” answered Bob.

“Oh, r s you know—>»"

“And I'm ]gcms to hide you till yen
burst, you fat willsin!” roared .'th
Cherry. “And you can think of the
Egtmgunﬂt time you bag a fellow’s

ngs. .

“1 eay, you fellows—— Yarcoogh!

}  Wheoop !” roared Bunter, as
» helty hand was laid on his collar, and
he was jerked over on tha table,

Whack! Whaeck! Whack)

“Yow-ow-ow |

Whack! Whack!

“Owl Help!
rosred Bunter,

“Whack |

" Whooooop 1

" Thera, you fat villain!”

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |

Bunter travelled inte the Remore
passage at express speed, = large size
in boots helping bimn on his way. Ie
travelled, ronring.

“Ow! Peast! Yarcogh! OQooch !

The door slammed on Bunter, nnd
the Owl of the Remove limped eway,
:apenta;iqg him that he had fled into
Study No. 1 to ask the fellows there to
hide him. The hiding had not been
at all to his taste.

Murder! Firel”

THE PIFTH CHAPTER.
Under Detenilon !

ORACE COEER was fuming
with impatience by the time
he heard the heavy tread of

. Prout in DMasters’ passage,
Considerably more than half an hour
had Horace Coker waited in the study,
and he tould not help fecling that 1t
was cheeky of Prout to heep him wait-
ing like thie. Several times was
Coker tempted to leave the .study in
defiarce of his Form master’s order.
Lut he stayed on. After all, Prout
might have been delayed, and he might
uot ba to blame,

Ho Coker waited, and was rewarded
at last by hesring tho hecavy tread of
his Form master apprﬂucgingi He
turned from the window as Mr. Prout
rolled mejostically in at the door.

Prout had not locked good-tempered
when Coker last saw him. Now he
looked less so than ever.

Tho incident of Bunter and the fire-
works had not had a mollifying effect
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on Pﬁmt. Neither hed his interview

with the Remove mester, to whom be
had laid his complgint. Mr. Quelch,
of courss, agreed that Bunter had been

geriously to blame, and should be called
ofi the carpet. But his gimlet eyes
had grown wcry steely when he heard
that Prout had pursued Bunter to the
Remove studics and lost him there, He

had pointed out that he pever inter-
venad in matters sffecting the Tifth,
and_. that ne expected other Form

masters to cbserve the same roticence
with regard to the Lower Fourth.
Prout bad sznorted, and Quelch had
sniffed, and they had parted very
coldly indeed.

Prout's eyes gleamed under knitted
brows at the sight of Coker in his study.
He bad totally forgotten Coker's exists
ence. Reminded ;%1) it by the sight of
Horace James. he seemed morer than
ever annoyed. Prout was troubled by
& private affair, he did not want to be
troubled also by a dense, opinionative,
obetreperous fellow like Coker. In his
normal genial mood Prout could toler-
ate Coker; but when he was worried
he found Coker hard to bear.

“Ch! You are here?” snapped Prout.

“You told me to wait for you here,
sir1¥ answered, Coker resentfully.
“I’ve heen waiting & jolly long time.”

CrQuite so!" said Prout, just as if it
didn’t matier.

“A jolly long time,"” repeated Coker,
who _was persuaded t'h:.taftﬂdid matter.

“That will do, Coker!”

Prout turned to his table and began
turning over some papers. No doubt
he was looking for the detention task
that he had thoughtfully prepared for
this ornament of his Form.

“By _tha way, .si—" said Cloker,
réamembering his talk on the telephone.

“You need not spesk, Colker.”

"Really. sip—"

“Be silent.,”

:‘]ISFE, ui:’i—-“ persisted Coker.

‘If you do not obey my injunctions,
Coker, I shall have no rﬂsﬂurg'n but to
cana you!™ said Prout. "¥You cannot

help being stupid, Coker. You cannot
help being unusually obtuse. But you
ean help being disrespectfnl and dis
obedient. Silence.”

“Very well, sir,” said Coker. “1
thought I ought to tell you that a man
had telephoned. But never mind, of
coursae,””

Mr. Prout spun round {rom the table.

“Someone telephoned while I was
absent from the study? he ejacu-
lated.

To Coker's nur?rise he ohserved that
the Form master's ruddy face had lost
most of its colour all of a eudden.

"Yes, sir,” said Coker; “as iho holl
was ringing I thought I ought to take
the message for you,”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Prout. " Who—
who—who was it?" _

“He did not give his name, sir, but
I think it must have been the outlitter’s
at Courtfield,” answered Coler. “He
refused to give his name or to leave a
message. e said he had missed a
fig—m—-*

"Wha-a-at "

TMissed a Lic, sir.”

“Upon my word " ’

“I think be was rather barmy, sir,”
went oo Coker. “He said the law
would have to take ils course, and the
matter would be placed in the hands
of the poelice. and that he would meet

ou in the same place and show you a

ocummen i3

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Me.

rout,

"And all about o tie, =0 far as I
could make ont, sir,” said Coker. “Ha
repeated several fimes over that he had

miszed a tie”
Thae Fifth TForm master gazed

at

THE HABNET

Coker. Many times in the Fifth Form
room he found Coker’s obtuseness in-
tensely exasperating. For once he was
g!nci of niL taﬁ&i fn?t w:t,nt mar, ar

ne else at Greyiriars, to ADY-
t&ﬁlﬂ_‘ sbout Mr. E'lrigh? Coker, m'It-
dently, had misinterpreted what had
been said on the telephone.

ja‘;h—is that all?” asked Prout, at
st

“That's all, sir. The man rang off
very aulddfpl hwl:;n I hﬂi him my
nama. ¥ think he thought he wes spoak-
ing to you ot first,”

" ¥You should not have taken the call,
Coker.”

*Beally, sip——*

" 0= another such oceasion do nothing
of the kind | raﬂped Mr. Prout,

:‘% t?ﬂughtht-—-

I fear that you are inmcapabl
thinking, Coker. rﬁ&y no mnri" #0

Coker relapsed into indignant silence,

This really was too thick, Any
fellow would have taken a call for s
man who was absent, thers might have
been an important message. Prout,
mstead of being grateful, was nastier
lhEt;kwer. .

er had long ivem up ex-
pecting justice frnm‘a:%rgui. Btl:b he
felt that this was the limit,

Ho remaited silent while Prout
sorted throygh his iJapen and finall
turned from the table with one in his
plump hand,

';Herii, is your tesk, ﬂuger. You are
extromely—] may sa isgracafplly—
backward in ineguhg v il hlsvn
tel you an exercise in Latin irregular
verbs. I shall expect this paper to be
completed Egﬁam o'clock.”

He held the paper out to Coker.

Coker did not take it. He had no
uge for it,

“If you plesse, gir,” said Coker
firmly, *“I'd like to point out that I
have some rather important business
on this afternoon—-"

“ Nonsense 1"

“Not at all, sir! Ii's very import-
ant—in fact, I think I may be able to

ive assistance to the law, sir,” said

cker.

Prout started and stared at him.

“What do you mesn, Coker 7%

“Some months ago, sir, my Aunt
Judith had a secretary, s men named
Buzzard, o dishonest rogue who robbed
her,” cxplained Coker. ™ He cleared off
and has never been seen since by the
police, e was & very unploasant
little beast and I put him down as a
rogue when T saw him at Aunt Judy's

house, He robbed my aunt of & pood
deal of meney &ng ?Eluublﬂﬂf:nd
bolted.”

“T am sorry for Miss Coker’s loss, but
thiz does not concern me, Coker, or
yvour detention this afternoon,” said Mr.
Praout,

“Tt does, sir”

. "Tn what way ! snapped Mr. Prout
1mpnlic-ntlg.

“Beoeguze I've seen the man since,”
explained Coker. “Last Wednesday 1
wont o Lantham with my friends to
zea the League mateh there. T went
by train, owing to some Ehee'ké fage
bagging my car. At Lantham Station
I saw the man.”

“The man who robbed

“Yes, gir, that rascal Buzzard., 1
knew him at once, and he knew me
and bolted. He got away.”

“Well? said bﬁr, Prout. "I suppose
you informed the police.”

“No, sir—I didn't think about that”
said Caoker, *BResides, I don™ think
much of the police. Not very intelis-
gent, if you ask me, sie.™

‘* Blesa my soul !

“I'm poing to look for myself, sir,"®
gaid Coker. *I've got a lot of relicnce

our aunt?*
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“ Quick, Bunter ! ** said Wharion, pulling

was only Just in time,
he gasped.

on my owh judgment and comunon-
sense.”

“Your—your what?” M.,
I'rout, ag if dazed. i

“Judgment snd common seuse, eiri
I'm going to find that man Buzzard
and hand him over to the police. I
ron't supposs for a moment that they
eontld ﬂa.t-sx a slippery rogue like that.
I fancy I can.”

“You—you—you dfancy rou
gasped Mr. Prout.

“Ves, pir,” snswered Coker cheer-
fully. “What is wanted is braing, and
that's where I como out strong.™

T} UPGB my word! Coker, will nat
waste time talking to you. %ou dro a
very dense and obtuse boy: You are
detained——"

“You see, sir, I made up my mind
fo hunt for that villain DBuzrard il
vory next half-holiday,” said Colier. *' [
koow he's sbout somewherg——"

“Do yvou mesn you have reason to
suppose him to be in this neighbour-
kond ®”

“That's it, sir. When I saw birn that
day at Lantham he waz on the station
platform waiting for the local tramn
tnat comes to Friardale. Thaet showed
tiiat ho was coming 1 this dircelion.
Te lost tho train owing to my going for
Fim. ¥e was scared, and T fancy he
cleared right off. Htill, ho muet have
had some business in this divection,
what? May have got another joh like
the one he had with my Aunt Judy,
playing the same game over again.
You see, sir. I'm bound fo gel after
khitn in the intorests of justice.”

“1 see nothing of the kind, Coker.
I do not suppose for one moment Lhat
sou would suecced in finding the nan
on speak of.  NWetther is it a duly to be
vhdertakeon by o Greyiriars boy.™

“Really, sip—"
|: ‘L‘.ﬁ.'uu are, in fact, talkine nonsens=e,

“oker”

VUL siet” excluimed Coker, in aston-

“Yp3,  Veo oare detained for the
aliernoon, and 1 shall leave you in the

askod

can ¥

The next moment the
* Bunter, sir? ' sald Wharion
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{See Chapler 4.)

Fifth TForm
Follow me 1"

S But, gip-——"

“Hollow me!” boomed Prout, and ho
rolled out of the study.

Coker hesitated.

His mind was made up that he was
not going to be detained that afler-
noon.  Apuart from his keen desire to
hunt down tlat bad man Buzeard, it
was a mailter of prineiple with Coker.
He wasn't going to undergo detention
in the Form-room—that was as fixed
and imutable as the laws of the Medes
and Persians.

But he followed Treut. A Form
master, Coker admitted, had o rlglgt to
order a fcllow (o fellow him. he
followed on, :

Colier did not admit to himself that
le jibbed at rebellion in the actual pre-
seuce of his Form master, and that he
was postponing ibat rebellion fill Prout
was out of sight, Ho docided that ho
was carcivlly obeying all roasomablo
orders, as a fellow was bound to do—
meserving to humself the right to dis-
obey nnreasonable ones.

He followed Pront into the IFifth
Yorm roci. "here Irout laid the de-
tention tosk on Coker's desk,

HEE down, Cokor ™

Coker admitted that tha
reasonable order, and Lie sat down.

“You will now proceed with your
tuck, Coler. I shall probably be absent
from the school for the greater part of
the afiernoon. On my return I shall
expect to find vour tusk finished. That
15 all! 1n the event of your breaking
detention during my absenco, Coker,
shall report you to your headmaster for
n flogging,” added Prout in o deop
voloe,

Coker almost smiled. Jle could not
sce Dr. Locke flogging a VFifth Form
man—especially so nnporlank o man as
Foraee Coker.

“You eee. glr-—'"" he hegan,

“That will do, Coker.™

Prout volled from the Formerasm.

The deor closed beliopd  him, aod

room with your task.

wgad n

gut a screen that stood in the corner of the study.
rple countenanca of Mr. Prout eniered the study.
plomatically, ** Bunter’s study Is No. 7, [arther up the passage, air !**

** Got behind this I " Bunisr

“Is Bunter here ? **

Enlﬂc:r was left alone with his detention
task,

He did not begin work on it; he
hardly glanced at it. Verbs, regular or
irregular, never had appealed to Coker.

Coker was thinking, not of his de-
tention task. Ho was thinking of the
casiest and quickest way out of doten-
tion, Now that Prout was gone, and ha
was no longer under his Form master's
baleful eye, Coker was mora determined
than ever. As a muatter of principle, he
wasn't going te bo detained. More.-
over, he falt it his duty to put in the
afternoon hunting for that bad man
Burzard. And l.atin irregular verbs
weore pretty sickening, &nfyi:mw.

Coker rose to s feet about a
minute after Prout had left the Form-
room. He gave Proub just time to gat
clear. Then he prepaced to bolt.

THE S1XTH CHAPTER,
Hard Cheese !

1 ABCAL™
R Harry Wharton & Ca.
stared rouwnd, almoest Juinping.
The IFamous TFive—still a
tittle undecided as to what was to bo
dono with the hali-holiday—had come
out of tho ITouse, and were strolling
nlong In the quad by the masters'
windows,

Some of the windows wore open, and
fram one of them came that deep and
Looming voice.

“My hat! Thal's Prout!"” murmured
Dol Cherry.

The juniors glanced at the open study
wittdow.

Within Mr. Prout’s portly form could
be secen. IMe was standing st the iele-
phone, receiver in hand. .

Prout evidently was quite wncon-
goious of the fact that his booming voice
sonnded ouf in the quad.

“Reguc!” he said into the insira-
ment. “Yes, I will come. T wiil sce
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dhe documeut. But I warn you—
What—what!”?

“Move on!"” said Ilarry Wharton
quickly.

The chums of the Remove accelerated
and pessed out of hearing.

Their cheery fuces were rather grave.
5113 gther fellows at Greyfrizrs who
had chanced to hear Prout’s peculiar
remwarks into the telephone would only
have supposed that Prout was in an
unusually bad temper, But the Famaous
ﬁ:‘-‘ﬂ, as 1t happoned, knew more than

at.

The chums had almost forgotien what
had bappened last Wednesday, when,
ql;-ll.t-ﬂ by chance, they had overheard
the talk between My, Prout and the
litle green-eyed man in black—Tighe,
&3 be called himself.

It wes no business of theirs, and they
bad dismissed it from their minds. Dut
Frout at the telephone recalled it.

They had little or no douhbt that the
“rogeal ' and “rogue’ whom le was
addressing was the man Tighe, whom
ke had met Jast Wednesday on the old
slone bridge over the Bark, and who,
from what the iuniﬂm had heard, was
seeking to extort money from him,

Prout's bad temper and nerves of
late days had puzzied as well as cxas-
perated the Fifth Form, and had at.
troctod spme notice outside the Fifth.
Harry Wharten & Co. had a pretty
sccurate idea of the cause.

*“1 say, that's rotten, you men ! said
Bob Cherry uncomfortably. “I suppose
Prout's phoning to that little Least in
black.”

*That's it, I suppose,” said Harry.

“I'm jolly glad we ducked the little
beast in the pond [* said Jobuny Bull.

:‘Tha gladfulness is terrific.”

"Poor old Prout!” s=said Nugent.
“It's rather hard on & mun to he
bothered like this, owing to his nephew
landing himself in trouble.”

“Hard cheese!” agreed Harry \Whar-
ton. “What that man Tighe is doin
i3 what they call blackmail, Ho eoul
be sent to choky for it; but I suppose
Prout is thinking of hiz mume in the
papers.

“FPoor old Prout !

The chumas of the Remove felt
ﬁzpmne]y sympathetic towards FProut,

ith great diseretion, they had not only
kept what they kmew to themselves,
but had refrained from spesking about
1t to one another. The seccret, there-
fore, was not likely to leak out, It
would have surprised Prout had he been
abla to gucss how deeply he was obliged
to these discreet members of the Lower
Fourth, .

“Poor old Prout!” reprated Bob
Cherry; and with that the matter was
dismissed. It was obviously not a
matter in which juniors should concern

selves.

“Now, about this afternoon——"
went on Bob, coming back to a matter
which did concern the chums of the
Remove,

“Here, you kids!™

A “ﬂ' }:lciﬁe ]Lnillfd tI:uf.s juniors.

““Hallo, hallo, halla! "That's jolly old
Coker ¥ IS

Coker of the Fifth was standing at &
window of the Fifth Form-reom. Tha
window was open, and Coker was
beckoning 1o the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on torma
of warfare with Coker of the Fifth.
But they were obliging youths, and they
were sorry for a fellow under deten-
tion. Bo they walked along to the
Form-room window.

“You vyoung asses!”

pﬂfaltﬂ?h ﬁ'reeting.
1 had to call you!™ growled Coler.

#*1 don't want to get a crowd here,
Tee MioNEr LiBRARY.—No, 1,134,
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you'd Lept your eves open you'd have
gcen me making signs to you.”

The Famous Five smiled up at him,

“]Fprg&:mtﬂyguéh e:ist.ﬂ:i:-:a, I;rnu seal”
explainéd Bo erry cheerily.

T “I]!at?-ll' f ¥

“Quite forgot that there was such a
Lhowling ass in the wide world I further
gxplained Johnny Bull.

“ ¥ou cheeky young sweeps—'

“Is that what you ecalled us for,
Coker?” asked Harry Wharton, “If
that's all, we'll clear. Your conversa-
tion palls after a time.”

“After a wvery short time!' snid
Frank Nugent.

“The shortfulness of
terrtfie”
oo Don't jaw!” eaid Coker, frowning.
‘T didn’t call you here to listen to your
gabble, I want you to do something
for :1!:&;:;’ —_—

An at's your lite way of
asking V"' inquired Juhnﬁr Bull. d

“The politefulness ja——"

¥

the time is

* Preposterous I chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Wil you shut wp?" growled Coker.

“You're wasting time with vour silly
ig.,a.bhl& and babble. Have you seen
rout about ™

ago.’
* Ho's not Fona out yet, thent”
. No; we should have seen him,”
Bother him1” said Coker. “8till, I
can't weste time waiting here till the
old donkey goes out. My time's of
value,

It did not occur to (Coker that any-
hud:_uri else’s time might be of value, too.
But it occurred to the Famous Five, and
a!n:r}i_ {:mmreni on.

“Here. you voung chumpsi®”
out Coker, “Btnplg i
what I want yet!”

“Well, cut it short, Coler,” said
Harry Wharton, turning back again.
“We haven't a lot of time to waste,”

“¥You young—-=

" Cut it short, T tell you !” interrupted
the eaptain of the Remove.

Coker glared at him, but he cub it
short. It occcurred even to Coker's
mighty brain that in the present circum-
stances he was not master of the situa-
tion, and that these cheeky juniors, if
they liked, could walk away regardless
of his lzugim behests, Coker suppressed
his feclings.

“Look here, I'm getting out of thig!”
he said. * Prout thinks I'in going to stay
in detention. I'm not. Bea? I'm elearing
off. T've got important business on this
afternoon, which can’t be neglected to
Eleusu an old ass like Prout. Go and

nd Potter and Greeno, and tell them to
wait for me in the lane. T'll join them
outside the =chool.  Safer, you know.
Bae T

The juniors regarded him curiously,

Coker was going to break dotention.
That was 2 serious matter, though
Coker’s powerful intellect did not seem
to realise the scriousness of it. It was
like his check to make them parties, in
this way, to his act of rebellion. They
were willing to oblige him, so far as
that went, though Coker ceriainly
lacked tact when asking favoura. Dut-—
there was & hut |

“You understand ¥ exclaimed Coker

impatiently.
“Yes,"” said Harry. " But—"
Cet off and find

“"Don't waste time.
Potter and Greene.”

“* But——" repeated Wharton.

“Shut up, you young ass!”

“ But—you'd betier not balt,” said the
captain of the Remove calmly. “ You'll
land into troubls, Coker,”

“Mind your own business!” roared

Coker,
“"Besides, it's noughiy,” said Bob

o was in his study a fow minutes

rapped
I haven't told you

Cherry, shaking an admonitory fore-
finger at the rugged, wrathy face of
Hm;%cf Coker.

“What ! gusped Coker,

" Naughty [*

“The naughtiness is terrifie, my
esteemed and fatheaded Coker,”

Coker’s face became purple.

“¥ou cheeky young votters!” he
roared. “I've a jolly good mind to
jump down from this window and thrash

the lot of youl”
:%u it ¥ chuckled P;c-l.‘l, 3 W
QU=—YOou~—you——" gaspe oler,
" Look here, you cheeky iigula beasts, will
you do as I've asked? 1 can't go round
Iooking for those fellows when I'm sup-
posed to be detained. I skall have to
cut off quick, once I'm out of this.
Look hero——"

“Oh, we'll do it,” =aid Harry re
sigue:liy. " We—"

“Wharton 1

“Oh! Yes, sirf®

It was the sharp voice of Mr. Quelch,
and the Remaovites turned to attention
at ones, Henvy Samuecl Quelch came
along the path under the Form-room
windows, with a frowning brow.

He gave Coker of the Filth a glance
of disfavour, and then fixed his gimlet
cyes on the five juniors.

“What are you doing here? he
snapped.

“H'm! We—we—"

“Well i snapped M. Queleh.

“We—we—we were just speaking to
Coker, sir,”" stammered Wharton.

. "I presume that that Fifth Form boy
1s nnder detention,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Ye-g-08 sir™

*“Youn are aware that no one is allowed
to speak to & boy under detention, more
espocially & member of a different
Form ™ ;

“Ye-p-e8, Bir,”

“You ave de]iherntelg breaking =
striet rule of the school.

T :[_i'l‘mt?l

“Fou will go into vour Form-room,
and remain in for an hour” said Mr.
Quelch. “You will oceupy the time in
v.‘ti%:;g ::mt Latin conjugations,™

£ 1 -II

“Got” eaid My, Quelch,

The Famous Five. with dismayed
looks, went., Mr. Quelch, with frowning
brow, watched them into the House.

The chuns of the Remove had not vet
seitled what was to he done with the
hatf-holiday. But that was not a press-
ing matter now. For the next houvr, at
least, it was settled for them, and Latin
conjugations in a desgerted Form-room
welre the order of the day.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Coker Bolis !
ODRACE COKER breathed hard
HS
Hiz lueck seemed to be out

that afterncon. Coker wanted
to be out himself, but only his luek

was out.

Hiz determinalion was more fized
than ever. Mo was not going to submig
to dotention.

But there wers difficulties in the way.
Difliculties, it is said, are made only to
be overcome. Coker was determined to
overcome them. Still, the question re-
mained, how it was to be done.

Mr. Queich, after seeing his happy
papils into the House, walked slowl
and thoughifully up and down the path
under ihe FPormi-room windows,

Coker, looking at him from the Fifth
Form window, wondered when he wan
roing. Buat it was fulile to wonder.
‘Queiuh was not going. He was staying,

The fact was, that Quelch was on
literary work that afternoon. His

(Continued on page 12.)
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LEARNING 7 FLY/

It is only a few years ago that man was first able to mabe an aeroplane budge from the ground af all.

Now scientists and inveniors are talking

A Trip to the Moon!

O8T ifellowa have heard of the
inventora who ara determined
to fiy to the moon—or buat.
The opinion of ninety-nine

oxperta in every hundred is that the
eforesaid inventors will bust first. For the
conveyance in which they hope to travel
to the white-faced world that down
on us 80 placidly from out the night sky
is-simply & super-gigantic rocket.

The guarters inside thaet rocket will be
comfortable enough for the intrepid moon.
travellers. Put fancy being kicked
through many thousands of miles of sheer
emptiness—illimitable apace—by a series
of extremely violent explosions following
onp another in the tail of that nightmare
rocket 1

That trip to the moon will
indeed he & miracle if it comes
off. It will be two miracles
if the rocket-travellers roturn
to tell ug all about it. Certainly
they will have invented an
absolutely fresh method of fiy-
ing, It will be eoven more
wonderful perhaps than the
pilotless aoroplancs now being
g0 puccessiully tried out.

Planes Without Pilots i

C'an you imagine an extraroely
awift plane rising, turning,
nltering its epeod-—doing every-
thing that an ordinary aecro-
plane can do, but without a
pilot aboard ¥ You'll have to

to imagine it, for planes

hout pilots are alresdy

doing these things. And wire-
loss 18 at the bottom of 1t

All the working gndgets aboard the
pilotlesa plane are * tuned " to cortain
wireless eignals, which are sent out by the
jlot who is on tho ‘ground—far, far below

s swift-speeding marvel,

As the signal is picked up by the re-
ceiving set aboard, the pilotless plane, so
the rudder, or the engine throttle, the
clevator or what-not, answers as surcly as
thouph to a pilot’s actual touch. )

The operator down on the ground isn’t

ssing as to tho planc’s speed, or its
eight, or anything e¢lse. For the usual
wecording gadgets of an ordinary acroplans
are earried by these pilotless wonders,
and they broadeast what the pilot ordin.
ﬂﬁg reads.
ireless is stepping in to enable aero-
plane designers and inventors to go on to
greater marvels even than these. For
some time thoy have been experimenting

passéngers, irrespective of a crew,

with a plane fitted with & mechanical

which takes in & tremendous slioe of
the country spread oub below, That eye
automati tlf'r transmita all it can seo to A
screen on the ground—so that watchers
balow have sproad hefore them the
pancrarma which they would be obzerving
were they actually in that plane,

Glant Alrships |

those pilotless and **seeing "'

lanes into a war. Imagine

ordea of them being dispatched

by & foreign power to this country. Wire-
less would guide them to the buildings the
ensmy wish to be destroyed. The pilotless
plangs would be packed tight with ex-

N{}W do a bit more visioning., Put

of consiructing a giant airship capable of carrying 400

The mighty envelope bas inside it Giteen
other * balloons,” gas filled. So that if
gshe got ripped in any one place all the
gons would oot lsak out st once. At the
moment of writing, the R101, with her
full comploment of officers and crow
aboard, is anchored by her nose to a
200-foot steel lattice tower, after hawvin
been inflated with pas—a job which too
& month or more—and drawn cut of her
gigantic shed. As we go to press, sho is
waiting for favourable weather conditions
to start on her first trial fight.

Others are impatiently waifing for her
to loave the hangar for good, for they wané
that coloasal shed badly. No other build-
ing anywhers iz large enough for the
‘?ﬁa.t.ching * of the very latest scheme—
the building of & British ai
which will make R100 and It1
look like babies. Ewvena so, the
shed—which is at Cardington,
hear Bodford—will bave to be
enlarged !

400 Passengers and & Crow |
Thia new air lineris to be s
innt the like of which has naver
foro been imagined. Instead
of having passanger accommo-

plosivea, whivh would “ go off ' ng each

plane smashed into 1ts targed, And
chunks of building would #y about like
giants' confetti.

What o target for them would be our
gigantic -airships the R100 and her sistor
ship Rl10l—why, the pilotless plancs
simply couldn't miss them !

e R101 had tc have m hangar, or
workshop shed, built specinlly for her—a
ghed on the floor of which twenty-five
full-gized football pitchea could be marked
ocut, leaving plenty of room te spare.
The airship itself is 700 feet, from nose
to tail-tip, with room for 100 passengors
and a big crow.

Thoge who designed this monster did

g0 with the idea that she should carcy g

aggengeary from London to New York in
?urt-:r'-ﬂlght- hourg—with & guaraotec agninst
air-gickness |

duation for & meate 100 p o
gors and crew, the new al
13 to carry 400—plus the crew.

For the two *" R's " giganti
mooring masts of stesl have
beon erected at various points,
and to the tip of the most the
big * sausage " will have tb
be anchored by the nose. The
mast-tip will able to move
around with the wind.

That is, aa the wind cha
direction the anchored airshi
will e able to voor sround with it, thus out.
ting out any danger of being shipwrecked,

he new wenturs will bs quits in-
dependent of any such anchoring scheme.
She is designed to fly up from the guriace of
the sea, and to alight on the-gen when she
comes down, To allow of thia, she will
be provided with two mighty floats, each
300 feet long, water being pumped ioto
and out of the floats as necessary. YWhen
filled with water they will act a3 anchors
and so keep thoe airship still.

She is to have fourteen engines-—not
merely six like the R10l, Bhe will be
850 ot long, 230 fect wide, 150 feet deop,
gnd will hold 12,000,000 cubic fect of
g. The RI01 can get on micely with
only 0,000,000 cubio fost.

{Special ' Foofer ' arficle next weeh.)
Tae Magxer Lismart.—Noa. 1,154,
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FOOL'S LUCK!

{Continued from page 10.)

famous " History of _ Greyfriars”
occupied his mind,  Unlike most
modern authors, Mr. Quelch [ollowed
tha cld-fashioned method of thinking
before he wrote. He was thinking now,
shaping in his mind what he was ﬁflﬂg
to olick off on his typewriter. With his
hands behind him, a thoughtful wrinkla
in his brow, Quelch paced up and down
that ?uie-t path, deep in reflection—
forgettul of Coker and everything else
but the well-turned phrases that were
growing in his mind. uelch was
going to pace there, heedless of tha
ﬁaszaga of time, until the spirit moved
im to return to his study and writé.
Which was very discomforting for
Coker. Queleh, it was trua, was not his
Form master, and Quelch was very par-
ticular not to intervene in asnother
Form master’s affairs,  Still, it was
manifestly impossible for a detained
fellow to drop from a Form-room
window under tEa very eyes of a master,
S0 long as Quelch wes thers, Coker

eouldn't bolt by the window. That was
& cert. And Queleh showed no sign of
departing.

ker turned wenrily away from the
window.

Ha crossed to the Form-room door and
looked out. If he went that way he ran
the risk of being stopped at any
moment. He might run into anybody
—into Prout himself |

If Prout stopped him on hiz way out,
what was Coker to do? Nothing short
of hitting Prout would solve the
difficulty. o

Coker did not contemplate hitting
Prout. ]

Hitting a Form master was jolly bad
form. ere were other considerations,
too—such as tha absolute certainty of
the “sack ® for a fellow who raised his
hand to a master.

Prout was not to bea seen. But at
the end of the Form.room passage two
masters stood in conversation—Hacker,
the master of the Shell, and Capper,
master of the Iourth.

Cloker popped his head back into the
Form.room. With a master pacing
under the windows, and two masters
cackling in the passage—for that was
how Coker regarded the serious con-
vercation that was going on between
Hacker nnd Capper—he was fairly
cornered, unless he escaped by the
chimney, which really was not to be
thought of. :

The stars in their course: fought
against Sisera; and really they seemed
to be up to the same game in regard 1o
Coker of the Fifth!

“Blow ‘em 1" growled Coker.

He paced the Form-room like g lion in
a cago.

Hiz detention task ley unheeded on

his desk. Coler did not give it a
glanpn. He was less inelined than ever
or irregular verbs.

The minutes passzed.

Coker's tima, a3 he had said, was of
value. That afternocon was to  he
devoted to trailing that bad man
Burzard, who had swindled his Aunt
Judy. The police being incapable of
capturing that wnpleazant gentleman,
the task fell to Coker's more capable
hands. Coker was prepared to take it
on and make a4 sucecess of 6. DBut whila
he waa retained in the Fifth Form room
thers was nothing deing. Wherever
that bad man Buzzard might be, cer-
tainly he was not in the IFifth Form
- room at Greyfriars, Coker’s time, which

was of such value, was being wasted,

No wonder Qoker fumed.

He went to the windew again at last.
On_ the path below, Quelch was still
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pacing in meditation, Coker glared at
the top of his head. Why the old asa
was walking there, why he couldn't walk
somewhere else, why he wanted to walk
at all, were mysteries to Colker. But
there he was! .

Coker’s glance passed him, and dwelt
on & group of Fifth Form men chatting
at & distance, There were Blundell, the
captain of the Fifth, Hilton, Fitzgerald,
Potter, and Greene, in the group.
Coker's glance dwelt on them sourly.
Potter and (ireene were not even look-
ing towards the Form-room—they
seemed quite forgetful of their detained
chum. Talking football, most likely—
fiddling while %&mu was burning |

Gazing morosely from the window,
Coker presently beheld a portly, pon-
derous form rolling away from the
House.

It was Prout! ] :

Flump, portly, and majestic, Prout, in
coat and hat, rolled down to the gates
He was going out at last.

It was a relief to zee him go, at all
events. With Prout off the scene, break-
ing detention was easier, Cloker
watched him disappear, with satisfac-

tion.
Still  Quelch showed no sign of
departing, Coker scowled at the top of

his head again and left the window.
Dnce more he crossed to the door and
loakoed out.

Hacker and Capper were no longer
talking thera. But Wiggins, the
master of the Third, was standing in
the open doorway of a Form-room,
apparently talking to someone inside,

Colter snorted. ;

It seemed to be raining Form masters
that afternoon.

Coker had never realized before how
numerous and how objectionable were
the staff of Greviriars School.

How long was that azz Wigpins poing
to stand there, cackling? hat was
what Coker wanted to know.

Coker gave him five minuies. If he
was not gone by then, Coker was going
to chance it. After all, Wiggins might
not he aware that he was under deten-
tion—might not take any heed of him
as he passed. Anyhow, Wiggins wasn't
hia Form master—only the master of a

fag Form! Coker determined to
chance it.
Five minutes elapsed; but M

Wiggins did not elapse—he was still
there, still talking to someone in tho
Third Form room. Coker drew a deep
breath, and walked out. :

Wiggins glanced round abt his rather
heavy footsteps.

From the surprised expression on his
face, Coker could see that Wiggins,
after all, knew that he was under deten-
fion. Knew, obviously, that he ought
to have been in the Fifth Foarm room,
sitting at his detention task, instead of
walking down the passage,

Colkor marched on grimly.

“Ah, Coker!” eaid Mr. Wiggina
mildly. “Coker! Do vou hear me,
Coker #*
r_Cuker heard him, but he did not hoed
111,

ITe marched omn, leaving XIr. Wigging
staring after him,

“TIpon my word ! =and Wiggins.

hen he turncd back te resume his
interrupted  conversation  with  the
inmate of the Third Form room.

Coker’s heart was beating a lilile
faster than usual. Ho far, e had gof
away wilh 1t. Dut he was not cub of
the wood yet.

“Hallo! What’s this game, Coker 7"
asked Wingate of the ESixil, mecting
him lace to face,

“Eh? What game?® asked Coker.

“You're under detention,” =aid the
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captsin of Greyfriars. “What arc you
doing out of your Form-room #*

“What put that inle your head,
Wingate?” asked Coker pleasantly.

“Prout !” answered Wingate.

“He told youl”

"I'E.:ﬁ."

“Prout talke a
remarked Coker.

“Well, you'd better get back, and I
won't mention that I've secn you,” said
the Greyfriars _eul:l-l,ain rood-naturedly.

“My detention’s over,” explained
Coker,

“Not till =iz

“Yes; I'm let off.”

Wingate eyed him dubiously.

“ Prout’s gone out,” he said. “Wheo
let you off, then?”

“Y did ! answored Cokor coolly, *1
let myself off, Wingate. And I'm jolly
well going out, and youn can go and cat
coke, and tell Prout to do the same, if
you like.”

With which defiant specch, Colker ran
round Wingate, bolted for the door,
and sprinted into the quad.

“My hatl” ejaculated Wingate,

Coker rushed down the steps inte the

uad. It was unfortunate for Loder of
tha Sizth that he happened to be
coming up at the same oiement.

There wasz a sudden collision, and
Coker staggered, and Gerald Loder sat
down with a bump at fhe bottom of the
gt epa,

“Ow ! gasped Loder. “ ‘What—"

Coker recovered himself, and ruzhed
on and sprinted across the quad. He
did not stop to ask Loder whether he
was hurt. No doubt he knew he was,
He lost no time in getting to the gates,

“'Ere, Mr. Coker!” Tt was Gosling,
the porter, who had evidently been
a:?lprimd by Prout that Coker was gated
till =ik, “'Ere! You stop! Mr.
FProut's horderg—"

If Coker had not heecded s Form
master, and the captain of the scheol,
ha wasz not likely {o heed William
Gosling.

He sprinted on.

“¥You ‘ear me!” shouted Gosling.
“"Wol I says is thiz 'ere—"

But Coker heard no more. He
dodged out of gates, Gosling staring
after him, as well as a score or more
of Greyfriars fellows,

The news flew round that Coker of

lat too much!™

the [Fifth, detained by his Form
master, had broken detention. Coker
had bolied!

“Tha ass!™ said Poticr of the Fifth,
when he heard.

“The ehump ™ zaid Greene.

“The silly owl!™ continucd Potter.

“Tho burbling bandersnateh ! aaid
Greone.

"It will mean & Hopring!" said
Blundell of the Fifth. * Pretty dis-
gracefnl for a Fifth Form man to be
flogged like a fag!™

“Well, let’s hope it will do Coker
cood ! said Potter; and with that
charitable wish he dismizssed Coker
from hiz mind.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Man with the Green Eyes !
o LOW him 1"
B “Tless him 1™
“Tho ass!™
“The chump !
“The preposterons fathead 1™
Harry Wharton & Co. in the Remeove
raoi were speaking of Coker of the
Fifth, velieving their feelings a litile by
iclling one another what they thought
af him,
An hour's detention was only an
hovr; but sixty minutes soomed very
long fo the chums of the Remove,



EVERY SATURDAY

Meither did Latin conjugations make
the minutes fy. Rather, they made
them drag. : )

Having conjugated &  sufficlent
number of Latin verbs to satisfy
Quelch—or eo they hoped, at least—tho
Famous Five gavo up the classies, and
found comiorl in talking about Coker of
the Fifth.

“The howling ass!"” sald Harry
Wharton. “The burbling chump!
Landing us in detention on a half-
holiday——""

“The born idiet!” prowled Beb
Cherry.

#The terrific and preposterous
dummy ! grunted Hurres
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“That bleseed clock must
be slowl” zaid Frank
Nugent. %I bLelieve we've
been herve two hours at least.”

“!i‘qutjr - five  minutes,”
psid Harry., “Five wginutes
more |  Just our Juck for

ueleh to land on us while
that ass Cloker was wagging
his chin I ;

The last fve minuotes

droagged by like snails,
“gﬂe]ia, i&!h, halle! Here

comes Quelchy 1 murmured
Bob Cherry, as there was a
footstep in the passage.

“Eh? Yeu vounz aszs, I didn't sup-
you were! Don't be cheeky! I
want them to comé out here,” said
Coker. *Tell them I'm waiting in the
lane, and I want them to come out and
join me at once. I've been waiting for
B fag to turn up to take that message in,
so I'm glad vou've come along.™
“We're rather glad you've come
along, too,” remurked Harry Wharton.
““2p the pleosure is mutual.”
“The gladlulness is terrifie,” grinned

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“You sce, you got us detention, wag-
ging your silly c¢hin from the Form-
room windew," explained Johnny Bull.

Five juniors jumped to
their desks and assumed o
atudious aspect. Mr. Quelch,
looking into the Form-room a
few seconda later, looked at
them—and might have sup-
posed that thoze five fellows
asked nothing better of life
than to it in a Form-room
conjugating Latin verbs, had
he not, from experience,
kEnown better! The Remove
master siniled faintly.

“You may gol” he said.

Up jumped five Removites,
as if moved by the same
spring.

They lost no time in getting
put of tho Honze. Wharton
glanced towards the windows
of the TFifth Form room; but
Coker was not visible there,

and lio wondered whether
Coker had bolted, A3 a
matter of fact, he had—n

quarler of an hour ago.

 Having decided on a walk
down to the village, and a
visif to Uncle Clegg's tuck-
shop there, the Famous Five
strolled out of gates. Coker
they dismissed from their
minds. But Coker, like a bad
penny, was bound to turn up.
Thoe school had been leit
behind hardly five minutes when Coker
appearcd in the offing, in Friardale
Lane, and hailed the chumas of the

OVE,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hore he ig!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Now, let's
give him a jolly good bumping for get-
t uz delention with his jaw !

“Hear, hear!"

Coker came striding
jumiors.

“Biop!” ho rapped out.

He did not ask them to stop. He
ardered them {o de s That waa
Coker's way. As he often saud, he had
a short way with fags.

But as tho Famons Five intended to
stop, anyhow, and deal with Coker,
they obeyed the order smilingly.

“1 want one of you to run infto the
school with a message,” said Coker.
“Any one of wyou will do. TFind
Totter and Greene—-"

“We're not interested in Polter and
Greene, thanks!™ said Bob.

the

towards the

deliberataly breaking

arm-room window, with a frowning brow.
a glance of dislavour, and then fixed his gimlet eyes on the five juniors.
& striet rule in speaking to a boy under detentlon,”” he snapped,
“ (30 to your Form-room and write out Latin conjunctions for an hour ! ™ (See Chapler B,)

“ Look herg——"

“Collar himt™

“You cheeky young sweepa!™ roared
Coker. “(Go and take that mes&aFe ot
onee, or I'll jolly well thrash the ot of
you! Mind, I mean it. I give you one
minute.”

“{zo ahead|” chuckled Bob, "' You're
going to thrash the lot of us, and the
lot of us are going to bump you, Coker!
Geb on with it, and let's sce how 1%
works out,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker got on with it, and the ¥amous
Five got on with it. Vor a few minutes
ane senipr and fve juniors were mixed
up in the lane, with a considerable

nantity of dust. But ib was not the
thrashing that happened next; it was the
humping.

Bump, bump!

“Oh!" roared Coker, “Ow! Leggo,
you young villaina! Ooooocvop!™

The Fomous Five leb go, lcaving
Coker sprawling in the lane.

A littls  breathless, echeery and

i3

aatisfed, thev walked on fowards the
village, whila Coker sat and struggled
for his second wind.

Coker did not follow. Perhaps Lis
timoe was of too much value; or perhaps
he was too winded. Anybow, the chns
of the Homeve arrived in the -.~iliafa
without seeing any more of Coker of the
Tifth.

Tnder the hospitable raof of Uacia
Clegg they disposed of light refresh.
ments, the minutes passing much more
g_leasa.ntl:: than they hoad done in the

orm-room. ‘The threatened rain was
still holding off, and there was @
glimmor of winter sunshine o the

Wharton & Co. were speaking to Coker when Mr. Quelch came along the path under

The master of the Remove gave Coker

“ You are

NovemLdr sky. Gingerpop and buns
were %rats.'-iu and comforting.
“Hallo, hallo, halle!™ ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly.
ui 'l.lll‘I l-ﬂ.-t—"
“Zecen that sportsman before?” ashed
Bob, with a nod towards & man who was
passing along the street outside, coming
from t%i'& direction of the railway station,

The juniors glanced out of the tuck-
shop, The man on the pavement out.
side wag & little man, dressed in black,
with & long nose and greenich-coloured
eyes. e had & meagre, mean, un-
pleazant face, that once seen was nok
soon forgotten. The juniors knew him
at cnce, .

“That's Tighe!™ said Frank Nugent.

“The Tighefulness is terrific!”

Harry Wharton's brow darkened as he
lacked at the man in black. It was the
man who had met Mr. Prout on the
Sark Bridge a few davs Dbefore—the

(Continued on pape 10.)
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(Centinued from page 13.)

blackmailer, He passed on out of the
wight of the schoolboys in the shop.
That rotter is here again!” gaid

FCY.

“He’s come down to ses Prout, I sup-
pose,” remarked Johnny Bull.  “Poor
glﬂd_Ff:_?uH What & scrape for a man to

in

“The scrapefulness is preposterous,”
aaid Hurres Jamset anpﬁiﬁﬁ. * Lot
ud give that unpleasant and  cstcomed
beast another ducking.®

“It would serve him right,” said
Harry. “But "—he shook his head—
Y'hetter not butt in.  If he's going to see
Prout, we can't stop him; and, from
what we heard the little beast saying to

fumr old Prout, it would be all the worse
or Prout if we did.”

“Ho ought to be in choky!” growled
Johnuy Bull, ik

He stepped to the door, and looked out
sfter the man in Dblack. Tighe was
turning into a side-strect, from the High
Btreot, that led towards the river. He
disappeared f{from sight the next
moment,

Hdolly good idea to follow him and
vo him a ragging !” said Johmny, as
turned back into the shop.

Might run into Prout at the same
timp,"” said Harry. *It's prétty certain
that his business hers is In connection
with poor old Prout.”

“Prout's meeting him somewhero,"”
said Bob, with & nod. “We heard the
little beast say, tho other day, that he
wouldn't go to the school to zee Frout;
he's got some reason for keeping awey
from the achool, e makes poor old
Prout come and keep an appointment at
a distance from Greyfriars. That's why
he pmi-:ﬂ a half-boliday, when Prout can

get off,

“Poor old Prout]”

The chums of the Removo finished
their ginger-pop in a thoughiful mood.
They were sorry for “poor old Frout,"
and would have given a week's pocket-
money to deal with Mr, Tighe as he
deserved. But it was evidently wiser
not to butt into a delicate matter that
did not concern them., And the lomg-
nozed, green-eyed Mr., Tighe went on
his way, never dreaming how narrowly
be had escaped & ragging.

Ny

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Prout"s Predicament !

L NPARALLELED iniguity 1%
said Mr. Prout.
Frout, in times of trouble,
found solace in rolling out
impressive words of that kind.
he portly master of the Fifth sat on
one of the old stono seats of the bridze
over the Sark. EHe was early tor the
appointment he had made by telephone,
;}1 EiIlEEt Mr. Tighe in the same place as
sefora,

His eyes were on Bridge Lane, that
led toward: Friardale, and there was
deep wrath in them.

Proot had consented to see the black-
mailer again, but he had naot in the least
mado up his mind how to deal with him,
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He folt, in fact, helpless, like & bird
in & snare—a fat old bird, who hed
nover been in a snare before, and did
not know how to meet such an cmer-

gency.
_ To yield to Tighe's demands seemed
impossible, a3 well as an act of weakness
of which he should be ashamed. But
the thought of disgraco, though not of
his own m&kms!; was unnerving to him,
He had held his head so bigh at Grey-
friars.  He was the most impressive
ﬁﬁure in Masters’ Common-room ; or, at
all events, he was persuaded that such
was the case. (her members of the
staff hung on his words as if pearls of
wisdem were falling from his lips, and
it mever occcurred to Prout that the
wero merely waiting for him to leave o
talking.

His Form respected and admired him
—anyhow, Prout had no doubt that they
did, Respectful silence fell on the Fifth
Form games study when Prout rolled in
for one of his friendly chats. How was
Prout to guess that it was tho silence
of dismay? Ho never did guess.

Qecupying thiz enviable position in the
school, it was awliul to think of disgrace
falling on hiz name—of fellows follin
one another that Prout's nephew ha
been sent to ' qued,” ; ;

Prout was not responsible for his
nephew's actions. There wore fellows
in the Fifth who averred—in private—
that he was hardly responsible for his
own! DBut thers it was. Eustace Proud
was his near relative, bearing the samoe
name, and the thcru_gi'l{'. of that name in
all the newspapers, in connection with @
sordid trial, made Prout writhe.

Justice i3 o great thing. Courts of
law must exist in & civilised community
~—less happy in that respect than =
savage one. But there is no doubt that,
23 & rule, punishment falls more heavily
on & criminal’'s relatives than on the
criminal himself. A reckless rascal goes
to prison, end suffers less than his con-
nections, who have to pursue their daily
avocalions with the shadow of disgrace
on their name. Prout had never realised
this before, or, indecd, thought about it
at all. Now he thought about it guite
2 lot. He roflected bitterly thab if
names were suppressed in newspaper
reports, this sort of trouwble would not
fzll on the innocent, punizhing them
along with the guilty.

He thought some very hard things
shout newspapera.

Prout was no nearer to making up his
mind when the slight figure and un-
pleasant face of Mr. Tighe appeared in
Bridge Lane.

Ho roze from the stone seat, end
walked off tho bridgoe to meet tho new-
cOmer,
Tighe in & less conspicuous spot.

Tighe stopped, under the trecs by the
wayside, and waited for him to come up,
Prout came up, breathing heavily.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Prout!™ said
Tighe, in his sgueaky voice, with a kind
of mocking civility. 3

Pront did not roturn the Eeetmg, He
stared at Tighe with all tho contempt
and biting scorn that he could compress
into his glance. It had no more effect
on Tighe than wator on a duck’s back,

Probably Mr. Tighe was: accustomed
to angry and contemptuous locks and
hardened top them. In his peeculinr line
of business he must have met with an
extraordinary amount of contempt.

“T am here,” said Prout, in his decp,
booming velce. i

“SBo I see,” assonted Tighe.

1 have consented to sco you"

"QLl.it-'El a0, " ;

“But I havo no intention of yiolding
to your demands, or making any conces.
sion to your unparalleled iniquity !’ said
Prout.

* Indeed 1"

He preferred to meet BMr -
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¥*¥es, indeed, sir!” boomed Prouk
“Then may I ask why you are hers
at elly” ]
There was a pause. Prout found jt
difficult to answer that question. His
purple face ;'Ef;'lsbered ScOrn—Aagaln
with no perceptible offect on Mr. Tighe.
“Let ws come to business,” suggested
Tigha coldly. "1 have come from
London to sce you, Mr. Prout. It is
a l:mf and expensive journey; neither
do I liko the country—and this part of
the country 1 specially dislike.
betiter warn you ibat this, my second
visit, ia also the last,”
«J amg]].ad to hear it, sir!"” boomed
Prout. certainly have mno desire
to see your rascally face again.'
“Unless we come to terms now youa
will hear nothi further from my
principals, Sha “ﬁ Co.”
“1 have no doubt, sir, that you are
Sharp & Co. yourself,” snapped Mr.
Prout. “I have no ;.tlauht at that
is the name under which you carry on
our rascally buginess as a money-

!:I.'I:ILEI.'.”

Tighe shrugged his shoulders,

“That is neither hera nor thers,” he
remarked. “To come to the point, I
have the document with me. Your
nephew, Captain Eustace Prout, gave
us this cheque, p-natrdated’, in return
for a loan of fifty pounds.”

“1 offer you that sum to redecm the
chegque.™

“Let us talk scnse,” suggested My,
Tighe. “The cheque is forged. It has
never been seen by the man whose name
is signed to it. It is endorsed on the
back by Captain Prout. It is absclutely
valueless in itself, but it may possess
& value to sny gontleman hearing the
neme of Prout, who has hia position in
lifs to consider,'

“Bixty pounds is & large sum for mo
to part with,"” eaid Mr. Prout. “Bub
I will pay it to save that foclish, reck-
less young man, and to avert :img’mua
from my name. That is wy offer.

“It is refused,” said Tighe. * The
price of that document, as I have told
you, i3 five hundred pounds.™

“Rascal 1"

“You are wasting fime, Jr. Prout.”

“ Jooundral I

“ Really, sir—"

“I may tell you,” eaid Blr. Prout,
“that I bhave learnpd that my nephew
is no longer in the kingdom. Apparently
he raised that loan from a rascall
moneylender In order to geb abroad.
That he intended to redeem the cheque
1 am certain, though his act is only
to be explained by his peculiar state of
mind, dﬂa to shellsh in thoe War.
The chegque, you say, is post-dated—

am gssured that Eustace will
meet it before the date when it falls
due for payment."

“No doubt that is his
azeented Mr. Tighe.

“Then on what grounds, sir, dare you
trouble me 1n the matter? ou
need nob present that chieque. Vou haye
only to retain it until Fuslace Prout
redeems it at your handz=."

Tigho smiled, almost pityiugly.

“That is not our cbject at all, My
Frout,” ha replied,

¥ No," boomed Prout. I wnderstand,
gir. I understand that you would ot
have taken that paper from my nephaw
at all had you not known that it was
forged, and that he had 2 relative in
& high position, who could ke black-
mailed.'

“Clearly, you have reflected on the
matter to somo purpose, sir,” said
Tighe coolly, “Nevertheless, we are
wasting time, Do you desire fo sca the
cheque, to asceriain beyond doubt that
matters are as I state? I believe you
montioned that you would not accept my
word."”

intention,™
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“Your word )" gaid Mr. FProut con-
tamgtunualju i

“T have the document here, You will
kindly keep your distance while I show
it to you”

Tighe stepped back a pace or two,
drew out a folded paper from an inner

ocket, and held it up—safe out of the
f':urm master's reach, had My. Frout
50 far forgotten his dignity as to snatch.

Prout gozed at it with perspiration
gathering on his brow, If he had had
any doubt befors he could have none
now, The wretched young man, in
desperate  straits for money, had
obtained s cheque form from an ac-
quaintance ip some surreptitious man-
ner, filled it in as pavable to himself,
and eigned the owner's name to it. It
hore tﬁa date of Decemhber 1, and was
not, therefore, due for payment for
nearly & month to come. Ten pounda
interest for & month’s loan of filty
pounds was exorbitant cnough, and no
doubt Eustace Prout had supposed that
sharp & Co. would be satisfied with
that, and would keep the cheque until
he redeemed it before the date of pay-
ment. PBut that, evidently, was not tho
way in which Messre. Sharp & Co. did
Lusiness, A

Prout gazed at the cheque tiil Tighe
[olded it again and slipped it into his
pocket,

The portly Form master made a
movement, and Tighe skipped back like
an active cat, He was quite prepared
for an attempt on the part of the Grey-
friars master to obtain the chegue by
violence.

“ Aro you satisfied now " he encercd.

“1 am satisfied that your statements
are correct. I will pay you the Bity

pounds advanced to my nephew, and the
ten poundds agreed on as  interesi—a
totel of sixty pounds!” suid Mr. Prout
huskily. “¥Youn will hand me that
wrétcgcd paper, and the trapsaclion
will ha closed.”

Tighe laughed softly.

“If that was our intenbtion, sir, wo
could afford to wait till December 1,
when 1 have no downbt that Captuin
Prout will be prepared to settle”

“Rascal 1"

“'Fhe price of that scrap of puper
15 Ovoe hundred pounds" said Tighe,
“You may take it or leave it."

“Willain °

Tiphe’s greenich eyes glittered.

“1 warn you, Mr. Prout, that this
iz your last opportumty. Iefuse, and
I return to London, augd shall not see
vou again. The law will 'be set In
motion.”

“And what will that bencfit vouf"’
demanded Mr, Prout, “In law you
cannot rocover a single sixpence on
that worthiess paper.”

“Quite so, DBut the man who forged
that worthless paper will be sent to
rison, and his name, and the nawme of
Inis reiative, will be 1\ every nows
paper in the country,” sncercd Tighe.
“7 think a Forin master at a school
like Greyfriars can scarcely afford that,
sir.””

Prout's portly form trembled with
anger.

* Thiz is blackmail ! he said. * This
is extortion ["’

“¥ou may call it what yon Flnn..te..“

“Vou are moking a criminal wse of

that docnment, You are commiiting a
crime baser than forgery.”
Tighe looked at his watch,
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“I am in noe hurry to catch my train,”
he remarksd, “But I dislike wasting

time. May I request * answer '
"‘I do not believe,” hooted Prout,
“that yon would ocerry out vyour

threat, I do not believe that you would
lose sixty pounds merely to gratify your
malicd” i

“You will ind that s somewhat frail
recd to lean upon, Mr. Prout. “You are
not the only man with whom we are
doing business, If we have lo inake
an examplo of you it will be benefieial
to our other clients.”

FProut gazped, and gazed at the little

man in black in horror, For some
moments be could not speak,
“"Wreteh!™ he gasped  at  last.

Tighe looked at his watch again.

“¥ou have ample Lime to walk back
to the schoel and catch the collection
with a lottes,” he said. " If we receive
tha cheque by the first post in the
morpning—""

*You will
kind.”"

Tighe's mean, narrow face set in &
very ugly expression.

“"Yau definttely refuse, then 7

-u] dﬂ.”

Tig]m stopped back to the lane,

“ Nothing remains to be added,” he
remarked. “{zood-afternoon, Mer.
Prout. You will receive your nexd
news of your nephew from the news-
papers.’’

AMr. Prout gasped.

qE Emp l:‘l

“I have no further time to waste, Mz,
Prout. If we receive your cheque by
the first post in the morning, we hold

{Continued on next poge.)

receive nothing of the
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our hand. Otherwise, the law will be
sct in motion” )
*1—I must have time {o—to think
what—" .
“You have had ample time to think,”
snswered Tighe coldly. “And you may
think further, if you choose, while you
walk back to the school.”
“That—that paper—"
“Remains in my hands.
senk to you by repisteréd post as soon
as your cheque for five hundred pounds
has been clesred.” .
"Yl:::l imagine that I will trust you

“1 imagino that you have no choice
iudthe mphtar.-ﬂ Entfiveri I‘ﬁvill -::qnt;
cado a point. ol Ik, 1 will go wit
you to your h-:u.g.', We can get & cab
1in the village, and you may make the
payment in notes in exchange for this
document.”

Tighe waited for 2n answer.

Mr. Prout steod irresolute. On the
one sids was a hecavy loss, ond the
shame of submitting to blackmail: on
the other was the shadow of deep dis-
grace, under which he felt-that he could
never hold up his head at Greyfriars
agaifi, The bapless gentleman's con-
fused mind swayed like a leal in the
wind. He had bad, as Tighe said,
ample time to think, yot, even now, at
the last moment, he could not decide.
, ‘;Yﬂur answer 1" snapped Tighe, 8%
aat,

A gust of passion swe
gecuted  gentlemen.
place of deoision.

“"MNo!” he boomed. “"No, never! I
will not submit to a scoundrel ! I with-
deaw my offer of sixty pounds. I will
pey fhfty—the sum you lent to my
nophew. Not a penny more! Not a
ha E]:;Eﬁmr more ! Scoundrel! Do your
worst |

“Very well” Tighe's voice came like
the hiss of a smake between his thin,
tight lips. “ Very well, you will hear
further spon. 'There is nothing more to
mﬁ Mr. Prout.”

He jumped back ss the portly Form
.*i:qnatﬂr, grosping his stick, strode at
Jim,

Bwish |

Tighe barely escaped the slash of the
walking-zstick, Prout strode at him for
another slash, and Tighe took to his
heals, running down the lane like &
rabbit,
ki Rascal I boomed Mr. Prout, after
1.

Tighe disappeared from sight in a
few moments. And Mr. Prout, angry,
glarmed, dismayed, turned glowly awa
in the direction of Greyfriars. He ha
defied the blackmailer, and that was
satisfactary, so far as it went. But the
misequﬂnﬁ h%d r.? fﬁuﬁ-i‘ﬂ'. And &thﬂ
unhap r. Frout, as he trod ponder-
ausly Eﬂk to the school, thuughﬁf tho
consequences, and his plump  heart
almost died within him.

over the per-
nger took the

—— .

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Reward !

ORACE COEER fumed with
impatience.
‘ima  was passing—Coker’s
time—swhich was of such value,
Coker, hanging about Friardale Lane,
was wasting time, and eculd not help
feeling that he might as well have
stayed i the Form-room.

'.&H_ing bolted out of detention, Coker
was free for the afternoon, He was at
liberty to undertake the task he had
st himself. But Coker- did not want
to “go it" alone. Naturally, ba
wanted his friends with him. He had

Tre Micxer Lmnary.—No. 1,134,

It will be.

no idea of mooching about all through
the half-holiday on his lonesome, ﬁ:ﬂ
liked company, and he liked an
audience. Potter and Greene wers his
chums, and loyal chums should have
been on the look-out to make themaelves
useful to Coker. Instead of which,
they seemed to have forgotten his
existence.

It was scarcely possible, of course, for
any sune person to forget so important
& person as Coker of the Fifth. No
doubt Potter and Greene supposed that
he. was still under detention in the
Faorm-room. 3till, they ought to have
been on the look-out. They ought to
have joined up with Coker hefore this.

But they hadn't, and it was necessary
to get word to them. Having bolted,
Coker could not very well walk into
Greyfriars again looking for them. He
had to {ind some fag to take a message.
He had found Harry Wharton & &.,
and, instead of cbeying his orders, they
had bumped him, a.ns gone on their
way regardless, Coker fumed im-
patiently as he waited in the lane look-
ing for somoe fags more amenable to
persuasion,

At last ho sighted a fat ficure rolli
down the lania from the E{:hgﬂl. It nﬁ
William George Bunter of the Remove.
Coker stepped out of the hedge, and
beckoned Bunter.

“Here, you fat freak ' ho called out.

Coker had his own particular way of
asking favours of a fellow,

Billy Bunter stopped and blinked at
him through his "big spectacles, and

grinned.
“He, he, he! 8o yow've bolted,
Coker. I sny, Prout will be waxy.”

+Don't bo choeky {* enapped Coker.

ou & Hogging,” grione
Bunter. ‘ﬁganu_-,r a ]:I'ﬁ'th Form man
Fettmg Hogged ! I say, the Fifth won't

ika it,"
Eﬁ[}{{fr glared T hi:;l.u s
ou want & jo ood hidi
Bunter 7 ke bawlod.” = © i

Bunter backed away. Apparently he
didn’t.

“Now, shut up!” said Coker. *1
want you to go apd find Potter and
Greene, and l:afl them to come out here
to me—sea?”

“"Think I'm =& demanded
Bunter, backing farther off, and pre-
paring to take to his heels.

Coker clenched a heavy hand.

But perhaps hiz experience with the
Famous Five had taught Coker some-
I‘:hjn% Perhaps he reafiaed that punch-
ing Bunter, though a satisfactory pro-
ceeding in itself, would not help in got-
ting & message to Potter and Greend,

,He unclenched his hand, unknitted
his brows, and spoke as civilly as it

fag 1"

was possible for Coker to spesk to a’

Lowoer Fourth fellow.

“Look here, Bunter, take that mes-
sage in for me. There's a cake in my
study cupboard. You can have it, if
vou like.”

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles,

This sort of appeal touched him. The
mere mention of & cake was coough to
interest Buntor.

*Well, I don't mind obliging a chap,™
he said. “ What sort of a cai:a (it

“Plum,” = growled Coker. “ILook
here, tell Potter and fireeng-—"

“What size?”

“You fat little beast—'

“Oh, really, Coker—*

“Tell Potter and Greeno I'm waiting
for them,”

“"¥es, but how much cake——"

“Twe pounds!™ shrieked Coker.
“Now, go add tell Potter and Greene
I'm waiting for them here, and they're
to come oul at omce

THE WAGNET

“Right-ho!” answered Bunter cheee-
fully. And he turned round and
started for the scheol again, leaving
Coker to fume.

Bunter retraced his steps at a good
a}:atﬁsd. Coker was glad, at least, to sea
that he was hurrying off with that mes.
sage. It was more probablé that Bunter
was hurrying off for the cake.

?e fat jupior went in at the gates
and hurr towardas the House. Hoe
Eave s perfunctory blink round him;
ut Potter and Greens were not in
sight.  Bunter rolled into the House,

.and headed for the Fifth Form quarters,

He intended, of course, to find Potter
and Greene and deliver the message.
That was only cricket, as he was to
have the cake as a reward. But first
things came first; secondary things
second. The cake was important; %ga
messagoe to Potter and (Greene less im-
portant, Bunter decided to deal with
the cake first, and the message after-
wards. There would be ample timeo to
lock for the two Fifth-Formers when
he had disposed of the cake.

S0 Bunter headed direct for Coker's
?ltlur:ly. Ho opened the door and rolled

“Oh!” ho ejdeulated,

The study was not untenanted. Potter
and Greenes woere there,

Bunter blinked at them,

Fotter and Greens, evidently, had re-
membered that there was & cake in tha
study cupboard. The coke was no
lunFer in the cupboard. It waz on the
tab ﬂ';; and Potfer and Greene were eat-
111 ‘ i

erheps they were missing Coker that
afterncon, and consoling themaclves for
the loss of his company with the cake,
Possibly. indeed, they liked his cake
better than his company,

Anyhow, they wers disposing of the
onke with considerable  satisfastion to
themselves when Bunter rolled in,

The two Fifth-Formers glared at him.

¥ou cheeky young ass, what do you
want here 1" demanded Potter. * Think

you can butt into a Fifth Form study
when you like, you sweep 7”

“1 say, wyou (fellows—

Bunter, ¥ EaEed
“(zet out I
“That eake——  Ig—is—is that tho

cake that was in the cupboard 7 gasped
Bunter. More than half the EILEE fyaa
rlready gone, and Potter and Greens
were still eatifg. Bunter's roward was
performing a vaniching trick under his
Yery oves,

“What the thump do you mean?”
snapped Potter. *“Mean th BRY  yOu
cams here after Coker’s eake, you gruh-
raiding young sweep?

“ Oh, reali_g, Potter——"

:Gat- cut '” snapped Groene.

I iaa;.r],} you fallﬂ:-"ii'ﬂ, that's my cake !
Easpe unter. 1 say, I came
for that cake——=*" i S

" You've got the check to tell ua so7”
cxclaimed = Potter, in amazement.
“Well, of all the perve!”

I"FI Im%ll—"

“(Give me that fives bat, Grccnﬂg 3"

“I—I say!" gasped Bunfer. Owl
Leggo, Potter you beast Yarooooch!™

nstead of letting go, Potter twisted
the Ow. of "the Remov. over, with a
grip of iron on his collar, and applied -
the fives bat to Bunter's tight trousers.
There was a ficndish yell frem Billy
Bunter.

Whack, whaelk!

“* W hooooop 17

“There !” said Potter. ¥That's & tip
about raidin? fuck ir & semior study.
Now gel out!"

o 'Eamq:rqgh : Besst! Wow!"™

“Kick him out I” said Greene, cuttin
ancther slico of cake., “For goodncss
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sake don't let him
mako that row herat”

*1 say !’ howled
Bunter. " Coker sent
ma with a message to
vou fellows! Wow!
I came here to Ond
thea cake—I mean, to
find you fellows—ow!
Legpo! Cokler says—
Yarcoooh!"

" Coker sent you in
with &8 messago?”
grunted Potter,
g] aring at him,

otter did not, some-
how, scom pleased nt

R 4 INCsSSAESe
rom Cloker.

“Ow! Yes! Wowt
Beast "'

"Well, what's tha
moessage " snapped
Potter.

“He's waiting for

sou in Friardale Lanc,
and you're fo go to
him at once!” gnsped
Bunter, “He saidp 1
could havo the cake.”

Potter and Grecne
exchanged & dismayed
look, they had sup-
posed, and hoped, that
they wera clear of
Cuger for the after-
noon. A little of

Horace Cﬂk?r’s COT-
any went a long way,
vlj;.rii:.ﬂi:iir his frigndi
Morcover, they woere
not keen on getting
mixed up with &
fallow who was
rebelliously out of bounds, They were
feeling ineclined to slaughter Bunter for
bringing them that message. Now that
they had received it, they couldn’t ver
well make out that they hadn't; an
they did not want to guarrel with
Coker. They had recently “quarrelled
with Coker, to the oexztent of lockin
him out of the study, and ihere ha
been a severa dearth at fea-time till
they had buttered him up again and
brought him round.

“PBother you, Bunter!” growled
Greene. _ _
“Y¥ou fat litile meddling ass!”

grl}l?te::'l Potter. i o
‘I suppose we sha va fo !
mumhledp Greene, 23

“1 supposa zo!” growled Patter.

“1 say, you fellows, that's my ecake !
wailed Bunter.

“{Feot out 1*

“But Coker said—*

Do you want some more of the fives
bat " roared Poticr.

“But that’s my cake—-"

Potter maade a jump for Dunter,
Bunter, in alarm, made a jump for theo
door.  Potter’s boot canght him in
iransit, and Bunter went into the Fifth
Form passage like a bullet from a rifle.

“Yowp "
Bunter  disappeared  into  space,
Obviously there wasw ne coke for

Bunter; nothing but & hard, uwnsym-
pathetic boot. _

Potter and Groene finished the cake.
They seoemed in no burry to join Coker,
urgent as his message waz  And tne
pag-a. waa good. They finished it to the
last crumb, and then lefs the study and
the House. They felt bound lo go out
ta  Coker, but thie went without
enthusiasm, :

In the quad & fat juinor gave them o
boleful glare through his spectaeles,
Patter pauscd to givoe Bunter a kick in
passing-—the reward he deserved, in
Potter's opinion, for bringing in that
nessage from Coker. Then the two

say, Mr. Prout.
Form master, graspig his stlek, strode at him. Swish !

You will hear further soon !
to his heels,

Tifth Form men went out of gates,
leaving William George Bunter in a
state of mind that was positively
homicidal,

—— e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Coker !

iE H, here you are!” growled
O
“Here we are, old chap!”
snid Potier.
“Y¥ea, hore we are!” said Greene.

“I've been waiting & jolly long time,”
said Coker. “If you fellows had had

the senss of bunny rabbits, you'd have.

guessed that I was waiting for you out
of gates™

“Hem)] You
Potter.

Tt was not likely to please Coker to
tell Rim that they had guessed it, and
that that was why they hadn’t come oub
before. So Potter and Greene tactfully
did not mention that.

“You got my message, I suppose?”
grunted Coker,.

“Yes, old fellow™

“Well, now you're here, don’t waste
time jewing,” said Coker. * Come
along I .

Polter and Greens [ollowed him down
the lane,

“ Prout'a pone out,” remarked Potter
casually, *“Some time ago. Chance
for vou to got back to the Forwm-room,
Cokep—-»="

“What 1"

“Save a row, you know,” said Greene,
“If Prout finda you thers when ho
gomes in, it will be all right.”

“Pon't be a silly ass, Greene !

“Wall, it means a frightful row,” said
Potter uneasily. “Your friends would
hate to see you flogged, Coker.”

“Don’t ba an idiwot, Potter !

“Pront will be frightfully wild,”
urged Potter. “IHe's heen like a bear
with & sore head lately, 1e's surs to

see——"  murmured

“ Rascal ! *? boomed Mr. Prout.

““ Very well ! ** hissed Mr. Tighe. ** If you will not pay me 'ﬁrht I ask, there Is nothing more to

The blackmaller jumped baek as the po

barely escaplng the alash, too
mh?:ﬁes ﬂh{:ﬂﬂerpﬁ-}g '

report you to the Beek for a flogging if
he finds you've cut.”

“The Head is hardly likel
me,” zaid Coker contempluously.
Fifth are never flogged.” ; »

“Wall, he might sack vou, instead!

“Don’t bo a fathead! The Head
would think twice beforc he sacked me,”
said Coker disdainfully, “There are
soma fellows in every school who can't
be sparcd—fellows whose character
gives a tone to the echool. That's my
osition at Greyfriars. The Head may

o waxy, but he won't cut off his nose
to spite his face, He knows that Grey-
friars can't afford to lose a man like
me‘ﬂ‘

“Oh crikey ! said Greene,

“But—but—but,” babbled TPotter,
“do you think you're going to dely
Prout like this, and get away with 31"

“Cortainly 17

“Oh crumbs 1™

“Prout will take me to the Head, of
eourse,” sald Coker. ™I expoect that. I
shan't be sorry, either.” :

“Veu'll be sorry by the time the
Head's through with you,” said Potter,
with conviction,

“Don't be & footling ass! I shall ex-
plain the whole matter to the Head,
and show up Prout. Mind, I don’t wans
to. I'd rather say nothing about the
old duffer. Dut i‘{ Prout takes me to
the Ilead, I shall have no alternative

to flog
he

(13

‘but to point out that Prout was wholly

to hlame in the matter—"

“Oh, my hat!” .

“ And let him see tha' Prout is & fook
ling old donkey,” said Coker. "I'm
ra*%c-r gorry for Prout; but if he asks
for it, ho gets it, That’s all”

Potter and Greene were reduced io

silence,  Obviously, an intelleet like
Coker's was out of the reach of
argumaent.

“"Never mind sll that” said Coker,
dismissing the trivial subject with =
wave of the hand., "I've no time to
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bother about Frout now. We've wasted
a Jot of time, owing to bis fatheaded-
ncss, already. We've got somo work to
do this afternoon. That man Buzzard
iE__J:I‘

*“That Buzzard 1
Trotter, _

“{h dear!" said Greena, ;

If there was one. topio on  which
Ilorace Coker was more fearfully and
awlfully & bors than any other, i1t was
the topic of that bad man DBuezard,
who had swindled his Aunt Judy.

When Coker got on that subject,
Potter and Greens felt that they really
couldn't stand any mors of it. It was
the Thing-too-Much ! )

They had already bad it over and
over again. They wers fed.up with it
to the very teeth. 1f Coker got goi
on that subject again, his friends felt
that they would scream. '

Coker, regardless, got on the subjoct.

“I'm after that rascal,” he explained.
“] think I mentioned t. you fellows

man groancd

that he got a job with my Aunt Judy }

s few months ago as seerctary—I saw
hinz in the holidays—and robbed her
and bunked. If I'd been on the spot at

*What's the matter, Potieri"

“Qh, nothing ! groaned Potter.

“We saw him at Lantham Station a
few 3 ago,” resu Coker. “He
was waiting to take the Friardale train,
He got away—you fellows let him slip
thm;.tgh your fngers. It woe like

o [Y
. 1t did not seem to ocour to Horace
Coker that Buzzard had slipped through
hia fin also,

“Well, wo're after him again,” said
Coker.
Friardale—that's clear. We got after
him at Lanthem, and ha bunked. Well.
he must have had some business in this
neighbourhood, or he wouldn't have
been coming hera. See that?”

Coker stated this masterly deduction
quite in the mapoer of Bherlock
Holmea.

“Ihd wou work that out in your
head?” inguired Potter sarcastically.

Sarcasm was wasted on Coker,

_ “Yes,” he answered. “I'vo worked
it out—I've a head for such things,
you know. As I've mentioned to vou
fellows more than once, I've practically
all the brains of our study. Well,
we chased tho little beast offi—but
if he was up to some rascality in
this quarter, he would stick to it, of
COUrse, dea is that heo's very
likely playing the same game over
again—geiting a job with somebody to
rob them. Ses? I've worked it out
that he's planted somewhere about
here, and all we've got to do is to nose
him out end bag him.”

“Is_t.ha,t all " asked Potter, still
sarcastie.

“That's alll Having got him, we
shall hand him over !.ugtlm police,”
kald Coker. “The police are capable
of dealing with & man who is handed
over to them, though a fellow with
brains ia required to catch the ma.
Bee? Well, I'm going to catch him,
and you fcllows are going to help me”

“But how ! demanded Grecnc. “ Do
¥You expect to run into the man walk-
ing sbout the lanes?”

“Quite possible!™ said Coker., *II
he's living in this ncighbourhood, as
I suspect, ho won't stay indoors all
hiz life, I suppose. BMight bult inte tho
man any minute, walking about.”

Potter and Greens looked at him.
1f Coker was building his hopes of a
capture on such a foundation as this
they could not help feeling that the bad
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“He wa: coming down to e

man, Bozzard, was not 1o very great
danger from Coler.

But it was useless to argue with
Coker. Like an obstinate horse, Horaze
had to bo given hLis head.

“Well, we're after him,” went on
Colker. “I told Prout I was going
after him, and what do you think Prout
had the check to say? He said it was
nonsense | Prout all over!”

" But—" gaid Potter helplessly,

“Don't jaw, old chep! You're too
fond of jawing—like Greeme. I keep
on, telling you fellows that you ialk too
much., This wayt"” said Coker, swing-

ing himeelf over the stilo into Friar-
dlﬂ_ﬁ- Wood. £t _—
out I gasped r
‘rwhat L] ]
“*Prout 1"

“Dh crumbst”

Cokor stared along the foobpath, up
which he had been about to stride. A
portly, ponderous & Was coming
along it. Mr. FProut, returning from

is meecting with Tighe, had arrived at
the stile on Friardale Lane from one
direction, as Coker & Co. reached it
from the other,

Potter gave one glance at the porily
figure, and veanished up the lane to-
wards the village. They had no desire
for their Form mester to .spot thom in
company with a fellow who had broken
dotention. They stood not upon the
order of their going, but went at once.

ker, having got over the stile on
Prout’s side of it, could not retreat so
rapidly.

‘Upon my word ! boomed Prout,

He sighted Coker at the stile. He
could scarcely believe hiz  own
majestic eyes, at the sight of the senior
he supposed to be undergoing detention
in tho Fifth Form room at Greyfriars.

“(oker 1" ho stuttered.

“Oh, jiminy 1" cjaculated Coker.

swung himself hurriedly back

over the stile into the lane. Mr. Prout
aceelerated.
“Stop1” he shouted. “Coker! 1

command you to stapl I shall take you
back to the school with mel Stop, I
command you I

Coker did not sto

He jumped back into the lane, and

started at & sun in the direction taken
by his friends. _ .
Prout reached the stile, gasping for
breath.
“Coker! Stop! Rebelliouz boy!
Rascal! Stop!” boomed Prout.

Coker vanished in the distance.

Prout slowly negotiated the stile, and
stood in the lane, gazing after the
vanished ornament of his Form.

“Upon my word{” he gasped. *“This
passes all bearing! He shall be Sogged
—-expelled—bless my soul !

And Prout resumed his way to Grey-
friars, thinking less now of the un-
paralleled inigquity of 'Tighe than of
the unprecedented echelliousness of
Horace Coker.

— i

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Fool's Luck !

OTTER and Greens  halted,
P breathless, on the oukskirts of
Friardale. 'T'hexr looked back
along the winding lane, but

there was no one in sighi.
“Oh dear!” gasped Potter. * Prout

never spotted us, I think."

“He must have spotted Coker,”™ zaid
Croeene.

“ Lackily, that doesn't matter.”

“Quite 1™ agreed Greene.

“We should have pot into a fearful
row, poing round with a fellow out of
detentron,”  said  Polter. “Prout's
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frightfully Lad-tempered lately, and I
don't want him on my track.”

“Bame hore,”

“Coker's welcome to bhim,” said
Pﬂttur._ “He secems to like getting
FProuty's tu? out. I suppose Prout's
got him and is marching him back to
the scheol.”

“Unless Coker’s knocked Rim down I®

said Greane.

“Oh my hat! Even Coker
fool eno for that.”

Greene shook his head.

“Coker's fool enough for anything,”
he answered.

“Well, .if Coker's sacked, it will be
a quieter life in the study,” said Potter,
drawing comfort from that rofection.
“* After all, no fellow could stand Coker
permanently.”

“Great pip! Here he comes”

Thers was & thudding of .heavy foot-
steps in the lane, and Ccker came
sprinting wp, dusty and breathless.

“Qh, here you are, you fellows!” he

gasped.
you?” asked

“Prout
Potter.

A suspicious fellow might have de-
tocted a noto of disappointment in
Potter's voice. Fortunately, Coker was
not & suspicious fellow,

“I1 shouldn’t be likely to let him,”
answercd Coker disdeinfully. “He
ordered me to stop. OFf course, I took
no notice.”

“Oh!" said Potter and Greene.

“I simply left him,"” said Coker.
“Prout ought to understand that I've
wasted enough time on him for one
day. But he's dense.”

“You ran for it?" asked Gresne.

Coker frowned. “Hunning for it"”
was rather an undignibed ing,
more suitable to a fag than to a great
man of the Fifth Forn.

“I left bim,™ enid Coker. "1 wasted
no time, of course. I did not run for
it, Greeme—but I cleared off. It was
that or hitting the man—and it's bad
formm to hit & Form master. [ hope
I shall npever be driven bo hitting
Prout.”

Cokor shook his head seriously. Ho
seomed to be troubled, for the moment,
by the painful possibility that he might
have to hit Prout some doy.

“ Anyway, we're done with him now,”

ish'$

didn't get

he continued, more bLrightly. *“We'll
Lkeop on this way—no good Ig'ﬁina: back
—we'll go by Bridge Lane.’

“Alight walk as far as Pegg, and get
tea there!” sugpested Potter.

“Not a bad idea,” agreced Greene.
“They stand you a good Eea &t the
Anchar.™ ] ] ]

“I'm afraid we've no time to think
of fca this afternoon,” said Coker
coldly. “We've gob work on hand. We
shall need every minute bo scour tha
neirhbourheod for that man Buzzard.”

“Rather like looking for & needle in
B htﬂ.!yshwk, what 1" asked Potter fip-
pantiy.

“Don't be an ass, Potter.™

“DBut we really haven't an carthly of
fnding the man, even if he's in the

neighbourhood at  all, which isn't
likely,” wrged Greene.
“Dan’t be a [athead, Greene™
“PBut look here, Coker——*
o Drf up i , .
Colker walked on, and his faithiul

chums dried up, and fellowed him.
They walked through tho village and
turned into Bridge Lane. In that lane
five juniors of the Remove were stroll.
ing and chatting, after a satisiactory
spread at the village tuckshop.
*Halle, hallo, hallo! Here's jolly
old Coker nmain!” said Bob Cherry,
glancing round al the Fifth-Formers.
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“Turned up like a bad penny)”
grinned Jobhnny Bull. )
“The badfulness ¢f the penny Iis
tecrifie.” _
Coker frowned at the Famous Five.
The sight of tho quintette of cheery
Ilemovites was, to Coker, like a red rag
te a bull, L
“Look here, you men,”” he said fo
Potter and Greene, “we've no time to
waste, but we ¢an spare a few minutes

to thrash (hose cheeky young
scoundrels "
“You'd want more than a Jew

minutes, old bean!” chuckled Fronk
Nugent. _

“And more than o few of the Fifth{"’
said Herry Wharton, Inughipm

“Come on, you men!” said Coker.

Potter and Greene did not come on.

were willing—or unwilling—{or
Coker to dreg them round highwaya
apd byways locking for a needle mn a
haystack. But ey objected very
strongly to being mixed up in an up-
roarious shindy with a mob of Lower
Fourth fags. )

“Look here—" exclaimed Potter.

“For goodness' sake, chuck it!" said
Greene. ;

And they walked cn very quickly,

g the Famous Five, and hecading
or the river at a good rate,

"“Come beck!” roared Coker,

Potter and Greene did not come back.
They did not even turn their heads.
They walked om more quickly than
before.

Coker etared after them. Then he
stared at the grinning Removites,

“ Waitin or you to lgeﬁ;n.
bean,’” said Bob Cberry geniaily.

“The waitfulness is terrifie.”

*Wade in, old tulip!” ssid Johnny
Bull inritinx;{lr.

Coker breathed hard. Lessons were
wasted on Horace Coker, but his last
experience with the Famous Five was
g0 recent that, perhaps, it had im-
pressed upon him that single-handed he
could nob dea] with thoss five checky
wniore. And Potter and Greene, so far
ram backing up the great man, were
already disappearing in the distance. :

“I'va no time to waste on youn now,”
=2aid Coker at last. “I'll thrash you
later on, you young sueeps!”

“Better late than never,”” said Bob.
“GZentlemen, chaps, and fellows, Coker
isn't going to thrash us now. Bo the
question before the meeting is—are weo

old

g‘mn}s to thrash Coker?”’
“Ha, ho, ha!l”
“PTha thrashfulness is the proper

caper,’ sald Hurree Jamsct Ramn Singh.
“Let us give tho estecmed and pre-
posterous Coker a terrific ragging.”

“"Hear, hear!"

“ollar him! Coker wants morel”
gaid Harry Wharton.

Potter and Greena were almost out
of sipht. If Coker was not to lose his
friends he had to hurry after them.

He hurried.

Coker would have disdained the bare
idea of running away from a mob of

juniors, howsoever numerous. DBut Le
imd to run to overtake Potter and
{ireene. And he ran,

A roar of laughter followed him.

Y Go it, Coker

¥ Put it-on 1"

“We're after you[”

“Ha, ha, bal” )

Cloker heard., and his ears burned,
bmt he did not turn back. The fags
could wait ; Coker had no time to waste
on them that afterncon. Coker disap-

pared tound a bend of the winding
ane: and the Famous Five, chuckling,
sauntered In a more leisurely manner
in the same direction,

kor had to roun hard, as a maotior
of fact, to avertako Potter and Greoene,
They were losing no lime—no doubt

hoping that they. were losing Coker,
Tramping about the lanes all.the after-
noon and missing their tea was not a
Emapect that appealed to Potter and

reene.  Still, they did not ecare to
run and thus reveal to Coker their
powerful disinclination for hia fazcinat-
ing society, So Horace overtook them
at last,

“You silly owla!” he gasped, as he
came up panting. "I might have lost
you—marching off like that!”

Potter and Grocna glanced at one
another. Their brief g:-pe had failed
them.

"March‘mg off, instead of backing a
follow wp!® exclaimed Coker wrath-
fully. “Do you call that pally? I've a
jolly good mind to knock your =illy

ends together!™

*What about looking for that—ihai
man Buvzzard?* murmured Potter. ' No
good wasting time on a lot of F:}gﬂ
when we've got something really im-
partant on hand, Coker.”

Coker's- brow cleared.

“Well, that's so,”” he agrecd.
51‘:1& to see you're so keen. Btill, yon
hould leave it to my judgment. Tt'
always best to leave things to my judg-
ment—you fellows 'Emmg o pair of fools,
as I've often told youl

“Oh 1’ said Potter,

“Ah1"” said Greens. .

They walked on towards the distant
bridge.

“I'm
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One of this week's useful
POCKET WALLETS has been

awarded to the sender of the fol-
lowing clever Greyfriars Limerick :

Baid Bunter to Mauly: ' Old
bean,
Now don't bes so salfish and

Mean.
fand me 2 guld—=!!

You e‘mt
But it couldn't be did,

‘Cause Mauly had gone like a
drearny.

Sent in by Walter McGuinness,
King Street, Burnley, Lanecs.
Pile in with your efforts, chums |
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On & fallen log by the wayside a man

was sitfing to reat smukiriﬁ cigaretio
after cigarette as he sat there, The
grasa round him was [littered with

cigarette-cnds snd burnt matches. [IHe
had hizs back to the three fellows com-
ing up the lape, and Coker’s glance fell
carclessty on him as he approasched the
resting wayfarer. ‘But suddenly Coker
gave a start, and his eyes were riveted
on the back of the little mon in black
who 2at on the log.

“ My hat!"” breathed Coker.

ITe gripped Potter’s arm.

“Ow ¥ ejaculated Dotter.

“ 8 that man?” breathed Coler.

“ Fh-—what mani"’

“That fellow sitting on the
smoking.”

“Yee. What abont him?i"”

“1Ie looks like Buzzard —"

“h, rotl"

“What? hooted Coker.

“I—I mean you can't see his farn;
vou can't reeognize a man by his back,
you know,” said Potter.

“Well, he seems familiar. I'm jolly
well going to see his face 17 spnd Cakew,
“Come on ™

ITorace Coker strade onward. Patter
and Greeng looked at one another and
grinned, Coker's idea that e might
run into that bad man Bozzard and bag
him seernocd to his chums the very limit
in fatheadednesa even for Coker. Duak
they did not allow for the chapter of
chances, not to mention fool’s lnck,

log

|

. i‘Tha hnm'ﬁﬁm;" murﬂur&ii Greenes.
‘1 suppeosa he's goin & Bver
man we sea for that bﬁghtnr Humﬁ?

“I suppose so0," assented Potter.
“"Coker can’t help being on idiot, Bub

it must be a funoy thing to have =
brain like Coker's, andicaps &
fellow,™

They walked on after Coker, withous
the slightest expectation that the man
gitting on the log would turn out to be

the man they had scen at Lantham
Station,

Coker, hurrying ahead, hod almost
i‘ﬂ?ﬁriid the fnnui] when I;e noticed tba
filth-Former’s eay ootste an
turned his head. y e

1lia face was revealed. IE was a thin
meagre face with a long nose and
greenish eyes.

. Potter nnd Greene stared at it almost
in stupefaction. It was the man!

(Coker gave & roar.

i .Eumﬂi 1?!

With a cry of alarm, the green-eyed
man leaped up from the log
bounded out info the road.  Coker
jurmn n:&hnm. o

uzzard, you rasca ve got you
now I" he roared.

But Coker had not quite got him.
The littls man in black dod round
Coker with dezperate agility and stafted
to run. He headsd for the distant
village at a frantic speed.

*Btop him " yelled Coker, pounding
on his track.

But the green-eyved man  was 1 3
Potter and Greene before that aston-
ithed pair could lift » hand to stop

him.
Leaving them behind, he raced om
towerds Friardale.

“ After him 1™ shricked Coker.

Ile rushed frantically in pursuit, and
Potter and GGreene joined ulz{. But the
men. in black was running like a hare,

After him pounded the three Fifth-
Formers, and Coker's voice woke the
echoes of the countryside as he roared:

“Btop, thief! Btop, thiefl"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Tighe-Buztard-Shurp-Brown !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
to a ﬁ?h“ddfr h:]s]It. :

“What the thomp—"" ejacu-

lated Bob Cherry.

“That's Coker
Frank, s Y

“Either Coker or a steamer’s sirén
got loose somehow,’ satd Johnny Bull.
“But what the merry dickens——"

*Stop, thief!” camea & roar slong the
winding lane. “3top, thief !

Harry Wharton & Co. bhad been
sauntering olong in & Ieiaumsy way
when thot sudden wproar startled them,

Just shead of them was a bend in
tho lane, and & clump of trees hid from
their sight what was passing. But they
could hear the rapid beat of [octateps
approaching, snd Coker's roar in the

L

velling—"" said

distance. .

“Siop, thiefl Stop, thief”

“"lr‘n’eﬁ, we'll stop him!” said Bob
Cherry.  *“Line up, my infants, and

£

hag him ns ha comes by, If some ‘}u‘ﬂ:.r
old thief has been pinching something
[rom Coker it's up to us™

“Yoa, rather.”

“The ratharfulnezs iz terrifie.”

The Famous Five spread out aeroes
the lane, from hedgerow to hedgerow,
Whaever it was that was racing towards
them was not likely to get by.

Their eyes were fized on the corner
hy tho trecs, round which the racing
man would appea: in a few seconds.

He came suddenly into sight, runming
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towards them with almost the Heetness
of 2 hunted bare.

“(ireat %ip t It'e Prout’s man!”
ejaculated Bob.
“The eporteman with ¢the green

syes !” exclaimsd Jobhnny Bull

IiMF @nif hat!"

*Stop himt”

The men with the greenish eyes was.
almost upon the juniors in his desperate
flight from Coker, before hs saw them.
But as he sighted them he drew to a
Eﬂnﬁng halt, casting wild glances round

im for a way of escape. Their atti-
tude chowed that they meant to stop
him, and thara was no chance for the
man in bisck to get through the fire
of them.

"Collar him 1™ roared Bob Cherry.

Even without Coker's cry of “Stop.
thief !” to imcite them, the chums of
the Remove were quite prepared to
handle the raseal wko was blackmailing
a Greyfriarse Form master.

As ceased to run they started
towards him swiftly. Tighe, alias Bue-
eard, made a desperate spring for the
hedge beside the road.

e crashed into it and strove to
struggle through; but the juniors were
too quick for him, Bob Cherry leaped
after him and grasped one of the
%l::nging legs, and the next moment
Harry Wharton grasped the other.
Tighe, alias Buzzard, was hookéd out
of the hadge by main force, and he
came down in the lane with a heavy

bump.
"{got him !* chuckled Bob.

“Bag him "
# What-ho |
man _in  black atruggcd
d rately. But all the iuniors had
hold of him now, and he had not an
earthly.

“Lot ma go!™ he shrieked. " Release

me at oncc! Help 1"

Coker came pounding round the bend
broathlessly. After him came FPotier
and Greena.

“Grent Scott! Those kids have got
him ! roared Coker, in great delight.

A moment more, and Colker's power-

ful grasp was on the man in black.
"Got you, Buzzard!” chirruped
Coker,

The juniors released the man with the
green eyes, Coker's hefty grasp was
quite enough to secure him, But they
stood round ready to collar him again
if he dodged.

The long-nosed man seemed
crumple up in Coker's bands.
panted .and gasped spasmeodically.

Coker grinned at Potter and Grecne
as they came breathlessly up.

“What did I tell you?” he demanded.

“it's the man!" said Fotter In
amazement. ' 'That's the merchant we
saw at Lantham the other day, right
enough.”

“Dhdn't T tell you I'd get him?”
chuckled Coker.

“You did,” gasped OGreene—"yon
did! And you've done it! Wonders
will pever ccaset”

“Coker was right,” said Potter, “and
some ass said that the ape of miracles
was past [”

“Let me go!” whined the man in
black. *“You are making & mistake—
I'va never seen you before. "

“You've jolly well seen me, and I've
jolly well seen you ! grinned Colier.
"You saw me at Coker Lodge, when
you were secretary to my Aunt Judy,
you rogue! You know me all right,
Buzzard,”

“My name iz not Buzzard !" gasped
the green-eyed man. *1 assure you—
it i3 & mistake. My name is Brown—
John Brown [V
“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Bob
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Cherry., *Ycu've Tgnt a lot of names,
old bean, Jt was Tighe the other day.”
Tighe staned, and stared at him.

“Have you kids seen this rascal
before?™ asked Coker.

“We've seen  him,"
Wtk & misteke!” panted Tigh

13 a mistake ! ante ighe,
“My name is Brown £ 5

“Chuck it!"” said Coker. “Your
name's Burzard—at least, that was the
name gﬂ-u used when you swindled my
Aunt Judy. I know you, Buzzard!”

“But what he done?” psked
Frank Nugent.

For the moment the juniors had had
the impression, when they recognised
Tighe, that Coker was butting inﬁ! the
affair of Prout. But it was clear that
Colier knew nothing sbout Tighe's con-
nection with the Fifth Form mnaster of
Gresfriars. It appeared that Tighe,
under the name of Buzzard, was an
old acquaintance of Coker's.

“He swindled my Aunt Judy,” said
er. “Bhe took him on as a secre-

tary, and he robbed her and cleared
out, after a lot of awindling that came
out afterwards. The police have wanted
him ever since, but. of course, "they
couldn't bag him. That was left for
me to handle™

“Now I've got him," said Coker glee-
fully. “¥ou needn't wriggle, Buz-
zard, and yvou needn't {éll lies! T've
got you, and I ain’t letting po till you're
hended aver to the police.”

“Oh crumbs!™ muormured PBob
Cherry. “That's why the rotter told
Prout he wouldn't go to the school to
gee him, He was asfraid he might run
into Cokee ™

“That's it 1” said Harry.

“Whut Jo you kids know about this
scoundrel T asked Coker.

“Oh, wa happenod on him once,” said

said Harry

has

Wharton. He had no intention of tell-
u}fg Coker an:.rl;hmg about Mr. Prout's
affairs. * We saw him on our way back

from Lantham thea d;}}r we went fo the
League match there.

“That was the day I nearly got him
at Lantham Station,” said Coker.
“Well, I've got him all right this time.
I said 1 would—and I have."

The juniors grinned. Coker had got
him, that was certain; but without
Harry Wharton & Co. on the spot it
was exceedingly doubtful whether
Coker would have got him. The flee-
ing rascal wes leaving him hopelessly
behind, wher the juniors took a hend
in the game. Buat Coker wes not the
man to give credit to anyone but him-
self. Coker had said that he would get
Buzzard, and he had got him; and that
was all there was about it

“We helped a little, didn’t we®”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Don't be cheeky, Cherry ™

“The helpfulness was terrifie, my
gsteemed and fat-headed Coker,”™ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Bami Singh.

“Zhat up 1"

*That’'s Coker's delicate way of ex-
pressing thanks f{or services rendered,”
gbserved Bob Cherry.  “Chesterfield
isn™t in it, with Coker.™

“Ha, ha, ha!®?

“Don't cackle, you fags! And don’t
juw 1" said Cokee. Tighe, alizzs Buosz-
zard, wriggled, and Coker's grasp

tightened on him. “Keep guiet, you
rotter ! I've got you, and you're not
getting away.”

T tell you it iz & mistake!
not—"

“Shut up! Now,” said Cloker, “*this
rotter has been up to some rascality
here, os I told you follows. What have
you heen up to, Buzzard?™

“ INothing ! panted Tighe. “I=—I was
simply having & day in the country—I
was deing no harm—"

I am
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“Gammon [ said Bob, * You measly
worm, you jolly weli konow that you
ought to be in chokey, whetheor your
name's “.li"igha or Buzzard or Brown.”

you—""

“¥You deny that you're Buzzard, do
youl" demanded Coker.

“Yes, yes! I hoave never heard the
name  before,” panted Tigh&

“Well, I dare say youve got some
proof on you® eaid Coker. *“Hold
Ei'_ia !Ett]e heast, Potter, while T search

im.

“I—I say, bade’t you beiter loave
that for the bobbies?™ asked Potter.

“Don't bae an ass, Potter.”
* But—but—-"
“This matter is in hands, Simply

do as | tel. you, and you won't go
far wrong,"” seid Coker, in hizs most
autodratic manner, “Hold the littlo
beast by the collar, while I go through
his pockets.”

Potter took the green-eyed man b
the collar.  Tighe struggled convul-
sively as Coker calmly proceeded to
search his Focketm

“Shtounldn’t wonder if he's got some
loot about him now,"” remarked Coker,
“You can see he's afraid of being
searched.”

" *‘1”prntes{;i”‘ shrieked Tighe.

“Bhut up ¥

Coker turned out the rascal's pockets
remorselessly. A pocket-book came to
light, and Coker jerked it open. There
were a number of letters and papers
in it.

“Thia will fix him, I fancv,”
remarked Coker complacently. “The
bobbies may want some proof that he
13 Buzzard, when I give him into cus-
tody., My hat! His name seems to be
Bharp, as well as Buzeard and Tighe
and Brown !V

Thers were letters in the pocket-book,
pddressed to Messra, Bharp, at Biter's
Buildings, E.C. 2. And there was s
folded paper, evidently a cheqgue, which
Coker unfolded and looked at.

“Great pip!" he ejaculated. *This
chequa has got Prout's name on it."

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another.

From what thev knew already of
Mr. Prout’s trouble, they ecould guess
what cheque theat was.

“Tt's payable to Eustace Proud,
sigtied by somebody named Stacey, and
endorsed on the back by Eustace
Prout!” said Coker. “That rascal
must have stolen it.”

“I—I did not!” gasped Tighe. "It
was handed te me 1n sceurity for a

L1y -

loani——" .
“Shut up! Think I'm going to
believe a word vou say?” snapped

Coker. “You men, old Prout’s got o
nephew named Kustace—an old Grey-
friars man. You've seen his name an
the roll at Greylriars—he was wounded
on the Somme, and got shell-shock and
things, This cheque belongs to him,™

“1 tell you " shriek-‘:gsTighe.

Coker shook him till his teeth rattled.

“Mow shut up!™ he zaid. “I don't
want aony more from you, Duzzard.
I'll bang vour mapper on a tree if you
don’t dry up. You robbed my Annt
Judy, and it's plain that you've robbed
Frout's nephew—"'

“Looks like i, eaid Potter. * Any-
how, that chegue can’t belong to Mister
DBuzzard-Tighe-Shorp-Brown ™

“There's nothing here wilh the name
of Buzzard on it,” said Coker, after &
further examination of the papers. I
suppose he chucked that name for
cood, after he bunked from Coker
Lodpe.  Bot that cheque's proof that
he's a thief, anvhow; and I'm pre-
pated to swear that he's Buzzard, I'll
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“ The man’s fainted | sald
Coker, ** Getfsome water from
the pond, Potter, and mep it
over his chivwy. Youn can use
his hat.?” ©On hearing thess

words, the apparently uncon-
sclous man made a sudden
jump to his fest, and fled along
the Iane at top speed, before a
hand could be ralsed to touch

him. (See Chapter 13.)

keep thiose papers to hand over to the
police.” C-:S«gr slipped the papers into
his pocket, Tighe eyeing him wmtfu]lly
as he did so. “As for the cheque, 1'll
hand that to Prout, to send bac
ownep—-"

“@Good egg!™ said Harry Wharton,
“1—I'm sure Prout would be iu‘ﬂ;.' glad
to get heold of that cheque, Coker.”

#7 don't want any adviece from fags,
or any help either. ¥ou kidz can clear
off,” zaid Coker. " Now .about geiting
this rogue to the station—— My hat}
What's the matter with him "

Tighe had suddenly crumpled up, and
hung, & heavy weight, on Potter’s arm.
Potter let him slip to the ground.

“Fainted !" he said.

“ Sheer funk ! eaid Coker contempti-
ously. "Man ought to have n» little
more beef in him, when he starts as &
rogue. (et some water from the pond,
and mop it over hia chivvy. You can
use his hat.”

Potter picked up Tighe's hat, and
steppred away towards the pond. Cokes
astood staring contemptuously down at
the man in the faint.

But & moment later Coker had a
surprise. Mr. Tighe’s faint might have
been more properly deseribed as a
af fﬂi nt_!‘]

The apparently unconscions man made
g sudden jump to his feet, and BHed
slong the lane at top speed, before a
hend could be raized to touch him,

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Greene,

clutching at him—too late!
_ “The rotter I" roared Coker. “Spooi-
ing! He never fainted at all! You
silly asscs, to be taken inm like that!
After him!"”

Coker rushed in f{urious pursuit.
Potter and Greene trailed after him,
Potter still with Tighe's bowler hat in
his hand,  Hatless, desperate, Tighe
covered ithe ground like a hare,

He bolted inic a footpath across the
ficlds towards the river, and fled on,
with Coker & Co. whooping after him.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked after the
chase—and smiled. Coker had stated
that he did not want any help from
fags; =o they left him to ik

to its
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Help from the faps, however, might
have been useful to Coker, though he

did not want it. TFor, an hour later,
Coker & Co. were trailing home in the
November duzk-—without the green-eyed
man. Ie had wvanished somewhere
among ficlds end hedges, and Coker &
Co. had sought in vain. And all the
way bock to Greyiriers Cloker explained
to Potter and Greene what a ir of
benighted asses they vere, to let the
man geb aways

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Coker !

RATH, deep wreth, dwelt on
W the brow of Prout.
Standing at his  study
window, Prout locked out in
the dusk, and beheld Greyiriars feilows
coming in, in twos and threes and
fours,

Harry Wharton & Co., as they came
up to the House, discerned Prout
standing there, &nd noted the
thunderous wrath in his brow,

“Bomething warting for Coker when
he gots in!” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Eomething hot ! said Nugent.

“The hotfulness will be terrific!™

And the juniors passed into the
House, leaving Prout still staring
thunderously from the study window.

Duask deepened to darkness.

Prout shut his window, and iurned
from it. He paced his study, his brow
more thunderous than ever, his cyes
glinting.

He was waiting for Coker to come in.

Often and often had Prout been exas-
perated, indeed enraged, with that
remarkable member of his Form. But
never had he been so deeply incensed as
oW,

Prout was worried and troubled; and
on top of Lis worries and troubles came
the worry of the ineffablo Coker, It
was really too much.

Hiz interview with Tighe had left the
Fifth Form master in a frame of mind
far from enviable. Anger and alarm,
rage and apprehension, alternated, ITe

| ‘l ] fy
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could not and would not yicld to the
demands of the blackmailer. Yet he
shrank from the inevitable conse-
guences, That cheqguo in Tighe's hands,
once madoe known, would cover the
name of Prout with ehame as with a
garment.

His nephew's name was on the Roll
of Honour at Greyiriars; TProut had
often gazed at it there with pride, eeen
with pride others gaaing at it. But
what comments would it evoke, when
the truth was known? For the unhappy
young man there were many eXcyses;
the War had left him with a mind un-
hinged. But that did not slter the fact
that he had stained himself with erime
—that he had brought shame on his
name, on Mr. Prout’s name. Ponder-
ing miserably over it, Prout was
tempted to yield after all, to pay the
dastardly blackmailer the eum he
demanded, and gain possession of the
tell-tale document.

Time was passing; and he had nob
—he could not decide. Prout's fat and
rather fiabby mind was not cqual to
dealing with emérgencies,

And on top of thiz formenling worrey
there was Coker! Coker, at least,
should be made to feel the weight of
his wrath,

The fellow who defied his anthority,
who had dischoyed his direct commands,
who had fouted him, should suffer for
hig sins

A Head's flogging was the very least
that would satisiy Prout. Indeed, he
was considering whether he should
demand Coker's cxpulsion from the
schonl. No punishment, he [felt, was
too severe for tnc obtuse, obstreperous
fellow whe had so unthinkingly added
te his troubles when he was deeply
troubled already.

Every minute, as it passed, added fo
Prout's deep wrath.

Tap!

The portly Form master spun round
to the door as he heard the tap. Tho
door opened.

Coker of the Fifth presented himself.

. (Continued on page 28.)
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INTRODUCTION,
Head and sole owner of Frozer's Iron
mmiri_-’! It ir o etrange prospect thal lies
ore Peler Frazer, a youngiler of eighlecn
when fie arriees in the soualid induelrind city &}
lals one might fo take over the grent
b him sn Az dead uwnele's will,
Without lhought of danger, Pelér hiréz an
at hansom cabd to take Aim from the ptniion
to Manston, the house thal da to b kis fulure home.
the forces working
pob i waylaid in o

HH

ted #ide-glreet and he & aliocked h;r kﬁg{cu
dozen  fégfaring ruffians. Feler 18 Anocked
aenaelesy er 8 des gl againat

| , and regoing conseioveness to find
in cabin of a sleamer af onchor
18 the esluary of the River Maxnivell, men
in—ihe captein and the eab-driver
—and from fheir conversalion the Lidnapped
voungsier learns thed fe 18 to be faken o zeq—
wéver 10 relurn.  Peler hae only one cliwe to the
tdentity of the eab-driver—Ais uninowrn ensmy o
the tan 18 completely bold, with o broad, jogged
SCOr running Tight gerosx the top of the akull,
A ;;c;ﬁf {8 pigned, ohd then the fuwo men leave
the calin, and o burly deckhand is
send bo guard ike captive. Al might
af & Enife in the man's hand a plan

~f

& AR
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he ebandoned his patural impulse for
thmighta of escape.

Y Home, James, frst,” ho muttered,
“Too many on this boat for me. Inter-
view my friend gome other time—when
mir head don’t ache. I’ll know his bean
all right—that's c¢ne comfort,”

_He had reached the cabin door and
lifted the latch, when again came the
sound of footsteps down tho steps out-
side. The sound sent him berserk.

Leaping back to the table he turned
the lamp off sharply. Then he dived for
the door and swung it open, plunged
furicusly at a pair of thick legs on the
stepa, end, catching the man in his
stride, swung him over his shoulder into
the darkened cabin.
deck in three giant leapas.

A iferrific bellow of pain and fury
roared up the mrn;ianiim behind him—a
wyell that first paralysed the crew loung-

“ Someone’s fighting you tooth and nail, Mr,

*He reachoed the

e

-_41.
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The men were spreading. Like n soft
shadow Feter sped to {he side, in his
arm & heavy coll of rope over which he
had stumbled. This he rzised high above
hiz head and fAung fer out into the black
waters, then dived for the other side of
the ship.

There was & mighty splash,

“Overboard, on starb'd side I" roared
a voice, “Lower away & boat there!
Quick, you dogs!"

“What an evening!” chuckled the
fugitive, breathlessly, worming his way
over the litter of chains and tackls on
tho deserted fo'c's'le. His Juck held
still. The capiain’s yells had drawn
every man to the cebin, and even as
the starboard boat struck the water and
a hand poanded for'ard with a lantern,
he was cover the bitts and down the
anchor chain like a monkey,

Silently he slipped into the bitter
water, and, holding the chain,
dragged off his heavy shoes.
Then a boat dropped from

e o e b Frazer, They want the foundry off the map ! tho falls on the port side,
he lies with his dands bound, Peter  And It’s no use frying to stop ’em. Frager’s gnd the captain's oaths grew
Vicks out with all his force at the " louder as someonme dragged
snshaven jaw.  The blow knocks B0V 10 80——"" A sirange greeting for young . him up on deck—a man in
the man out, and Peler atruggles out  Peter Frazer on his arrival at his newly-acquired 2 hmaﬂmtfiﬁh cape and ca
of the bunk, his heart in his mouth.  property, But, true as it undoubtedly s, 1t does  £,0°%00 fury B

Foundry—a fighting master who is defermined
to keep his Works going at all cost !

A S el

A Bid for Freedom !

VERYTHING depended on time,
E for tho man was only knocked

out, and the skipper might re-
turn any moment. Turning his
back, Peter's fingers searched feverishly
for the knife on the table-edge, found it,
nnd painfully he commenced to saw at
the rope round his wiist. He bit his lip
ne the keen blade eut him, and fingers
and arms ached with the strain, but at
lnst the knife sliced through' the BGrst
turn of the rope containing the knot.
With a tug and a wrench he got one
wrist free, then the other, and leaned
wearily against the table, Now that his
hands were at liberty he had only one
impulse—to dash up on to the deck
wnd get them on the scarred inen or
the shipper! But out of tha tail of his
eye ho caught a feeble movement from
the floor of the sailor coming round, and
Tre Mugxer Lispary.—No. 1,13,

ing on the black deck, then sent them
racing in & body for the cabin. Even
as Peter jumped om to the deck and
hurled himself headlong for cover
beneath the bulwarks, the men
thundered down into the cabin below,

Pandemonium raged, a whirlwind of
roars and curses, The rush of cold, wet
nir after the stuffy cabin made Peter’s
head rveel, and his limbs refused to act.
Again he pulled himself together
sternly, and when with a rush the crow
poured back on deck again, driven up
by the frantic yells of their damaged
captain, he was sliding forward noise-
lesely towards the fo'c's'le with a fierca
grin of excitement on his white face.

“Dagpged the skipper and one sailor.
Damaged others, hat an evening|
Here come the lads—just hark st that
Skiﬁi}“‘ Nice playmates—I don't
think [*

water and Peter had not the
slightest idea where the shore
lay. " Somewhero out in the
darknesas he could hear the
splash of oanrs, then—blessed sound !—
came the faint, far-off whistle of a
train. Using a powerful side-stroke, he
slipped away from the ship, the iron
-:cf making his teeth clench. He had
no fear af the boats finding him in the
mist, and 1t suddenly struck him that
they dared not uwse a lantern out on
tho river.

He was swimming away from them.
The sound of their oars faded, and ha
began to lengthen his stroke.

How long hoe swam he could not tell.
With the fierce excilement of conflict
behind him fatigue began to return.
Tha fiery li?;hta cominenced o crackle
and burn before his eves again, and legs
and arms felt like lead.

Vaguely he felt himself passing under
the hull of & barge, The water gur-
gling benecath its blunt stern nearly
drogged him down, but he fought clear.



Almost at his last gasp he felt his
outstretched arms thump agsinst
slippery masonry.

t was the slimy wall of a dock. His
frozen fingors clutched in crevices and
out again &8s he felt his way azlong the
wall, and then, when Le had nearly
given up, they closed round the iron
rungs of a ladder.

Dbhtug with exhaustion he grasped
them and drew himself out of the water
with painful slowness. At last he waa
on dry land. His knees gave, and he
sagged helplessly forward, presently
hamgmni_amm that rough hands were
turniog him over gently and a quavery
voice coming from & long way off,

Ettlplﬂi? he muttered something and
slumped forward again, For the second
tfime since arriving in Maxpeort, he
slipped off into bottomless darkness;

Mr, Dimmock—and Ancther 1

T was broad daylight when Peter

I Frazer came to hid senses again

His eyes opening hazily, made out

first a wide bow window that

locked out on to a garden, then a

pleasant, neatly furnished room-—all of
which swayed dizzily.

Blowly it dawned wpon him that he
was oomfortably tucked up in & ha-%
that all his body was one grest ache, an
finally, that someone had split his head
neatly in twol

Pater studied the window groggily
and tried to think where he was, but the
ache in his head made that impossible,

Suddenly there was a quist rustle
{rom the side of the bed. Someone un.
eeen  rose and touched hia forehead
gontly with shrewd fingers, and & glaas
containing a long, cool drink was held
to his lips. The drink and the gentle
massage of the fingers soothed him. A
calm voico s few hundred miles off
breathed in his ear, " Quite zafe now,”
and intimated that he might sleep
again., So Peter slept.

When the boy woke once more the
sun was setting, and though he turned
his head slowly to look all round, the
room was empty, For some minutes he
lay still. Ths aches in his body were not
gquite so intrusive, and his head had
joined up sgain, so the second eleep had
done him Igmd. .

Cautiously he wriggled himpelf into a
half-sitting position with his elbows,
and, laying his head back against the
bed-rail, took im the details of the room
more carefully.

A tray containing en empity glass
gtood on a chair by the bedside. Peter
gazﬂd ab it owlishly, and at last remem-
ered the drink and the quiet, calm
volce telling him that he was safe. Cer-
tainly, even to his still dazed mind, it
was obvious that he had gscaped from
the gentle attentions of the Scarred
Man and company—how, he could not
think—but still, he was in strange, if
comfortable, surroundings, and it
behoved him to find out all about it as
speedily as possible. _

With Teter usually, to think was to
act. Holding his head pently with one
hand and 51‘:3 bed firmly with the
other, he got gingerly out on to the
carpet and looked round for his clothes,
They were not there. Then he remem-
bered that, of course, they would be
soaked, eo that probably his host, who-
ever he was, was having them dried.

“ Jolly thoughtful of him!* gruutmi
Peter, :‘:Iingling foverishly to the hed-
rail, while the floor -Df the room heaved
and buckled uander him.
one would come, though

There was a water carafe on the wash-
ctand, and having groped hizs way
across to it, he drained it dry. The
cold water made him feel bettor, and he
lurched over to the window. At least,

"Wish =ome-
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he would Have a look at the outside
world |

For a long time the youngster stood
staring at the sceme.. And even then
he could not make up his mind whether
he was in the front or the back of the
house. clow, & pleasant little front
garden, split by a neat gravel path, ran
down to & box hedge in the middle of

which was set & lttls white gate.
All the signs pointed to this being the
entrance of the house, and yet it did not

open on to a street as one would expect,
E:itd—nf all things—on to o football
. Peter rubbed his eyes dnzedly. That
it was a football Beld was certain, but
an untidy, unkempt, neglected ftald;
nevertheless a foothall pitch, for ai
gither end stood goalposts, dirty and
forlorn, and across and down the field
weére tho remains of white marked
lines, A narrow ashphalt pathk en.
cirbled the whele field,

Beyond it, almost flush with the
farther touchline, stood a long, high
bu:ldm_F, flanked by smaller buildings
and split by three huge chimneys that
reached ug, black and stark, against the
evening sky.

The setting sun caught two of the
high, gount windows at the end, so that
they winked redly, the cnly spots of
colour in the sombre black mass.

ha spaces between the buildings were
paved with asphalt. Two mountainous
piles of conl and coke blocked up cne
end of the Works, for such the place
appeared to be, but the other end took a
sudden curve towards the honse he was
in. Peoter maved to the other side of
the bay window to take in fresh details,
and saw that behind the buildings on the
curve the water front must lie, for two
big derricks reared skeleton fingers high
in the air. By craning his neck the boy
managed to make out another and
smaller cottage at the far angle of the
Works,

There was not a zoul to be seon any-
where, nor did there appear to be any
life in the buildings opposite, afid it
suddenly occurred to him that it was
Hunday. The Works looked ugly—and
desd ! *

In the midst of these thoughts, the
door of the room opened quictly and a
man stood in the doorway regarding
him. As Pater turned, the newcomer's
face lit up In & beaminﬁ smile, and he
ﬁamg forward quickly, holding out his

and.

“ Awake at last, and up I he cried.
"Well, my boy, and hew do you fael 1

here was & hearty warmth and kind-
ness in the greeting that astounded
Peter, standing warily by the window,
and he only stared back silently.

The newcomer was a man of about
fifty, of medium height, and slightly
stooped. He had the ﬁentle air, the
lined face and puckered cyes of the
scholar, but the ncatness of hia grey-
tinged brown heir and clothes bespoke
the middleaged business man. His
volee as he spoke was quiet and cultured
—the voice Peter romembered having
heard carlier in the day—and his smile
wes o kindly beam, but the hand that
took his was firm and hard.

The puckerad oyes studied Peter
gloscly.

“Teeling pretty bad?”

“Tairly cheap, sir,” admitted Peter.
“ But thanks very much. Er—where am
I, pleasai” _ _

ggain that beaming smile.

“Why, where did you expect to be?™

Petor smiled wryly, -

“1f vou'd asked me that Jast night, I'd
have said bencath the sad sen waves™
he grunted, feeling his head tenderly.
“But I seem to have landed comfort-
ably, thanks to yow. I suppose this is
Mexport?”

i

"?I course,” smiled his host. “ Why
not ™

“*Only that I thought I'd swurn a few
dozen miles away from it. Well, if this
is Maxport, perhaps you know Mr,
Dimmock, of Frazer's Foundry 1

* Passebly well.”

*Then that's where I set out for a few
thousand years or so ago,” ssid "eter.
“My name’s Frazer. Manston's the
name of the house. That right?”

* Quite right 1"

“Well, it's Dimmock’s fault for nof
meeting me!” yawned Peter, gitting
rlf_n‘l:ll on the bed. “What is he like,
BIT

“Oh, a splendid chap—sa really good
fellow 1 chuckled the other. “One of
the best in the world. I'm het And
i;i;alf—;a the feundry you've been staring

Poter nearly slipped off the bed.

“Oh, great Scott!”™ he cried. “1
really beg your pardon! I'd no idea!
Awiully sorry for what I said about

ou ;:'E:t meeting ma! How did I get
ere

Mr. Dimmock pushod the boy back
gently.

"“Don't you worry abont that,™ ha
said, “It's I who Bm sorry—tarribl
gorry for not having met you! "I sha
never forgive myseif! But, really, it
was most urgent business on which 1 was
called away, and this house is so well
known I'd no idea you could go wrong.”

“1 went wrong all right,” replied
Peter grimly. * Apparently some other,
pecple were expecting me as well.
They met me, too ™

Mr. Dimmock laid a hand on his
shoulder cagerly.

“Yes, my boy. Now tell me— But
come, {ou must be starving! Do you
feel like dressing and coming down-
staira? We'll soon have somethi
ready for you. Oh, and you don’t min
mo calling you Peter, do yvoui™

Poter stood up.

“Rather not,” he grinned.

Ho this was his uncle’s manager—and
hias ownl He had pictured & man of
different type—sa brisk, keen-featured
man, perhaps, with guick ways and &
loud voice; but thia gentle, scholatly

IMAN Was tnt.a.lh]r unlike - hie menta
picture, and he locked and acted like
a good scont.

r. Dimmock bustled out and

returned in an inctant with a dressing-
own, and a fow minutes later, Peter,
ga.rin peinfully negotinted the stairs
with the aid of his manspger's arm, was
seated at & light meal in a long,
warm room with tall windows at cach
end,

A shufling oid maidservant —
apparently the only other oceupent of
Lﬁa house—waited on him and then
retired. As Peter ate Mr. Dimmock
explained the position to him,

“This used to/ba your unele’s house,”
he said. *'But about thrce years ago
he asked me to came and share 5. ¥
lived io the town, and he was & lonely
man, and the arrangement turned out
well for botu of us, This is the living-
room. I have a bed-room to myself,
and also a study—theres."

Ha pointed to a door at the far end
of the room.

“That's the stroet beyond that wall.
Thias house ia all part of the foundry.
You saw the Works. Your uncle mado
the field in between into & sporis ground
for the man, but—— However, did you
catch & glimpso of & cottage farther
elong? Vell, thet's for the chief
engineer snd foreman, so that he's
alweys handy. All the foundry is en-
closed in & wall, and our wharf ia
over yonder. Wa're built right on the
edge of the town and the marshes,

Tae Miaxer Lienarr.—No, 1,134,
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Over that wall you're in the slums;
bayond the works you're on the
marshes| Queer position? Well, per-
haps; but your wicle wanted his men
ta work in clean air, clean az possible,
virat is—-mot that they appreciated itl”
he added sadly. "I think he had an
ides one day of building cottages for
his workpeople out there beyond the
foundry—in its shadow, so to speak. But
he died too scon. At present they just
live mear in the centre of the town,
which, of course, is not so healthy.”

Hia face was downeast as he spoke of
his dead emrloyer, and Peter, eatin
slowly, listened attentively. The oo
was putting fresh strength into him.
Iis head folt clearer already, and his
legs were steadier ms he rose from the
table at last and walked to an armohaic
bofore tho window that locked out on
to the works—his works!

“"And now, my boy, tell me what
hn‘gﬁencd lnst night.” _

ow did I get here, first?” asked

Peter quietly.

The other bent forward. ]

“Homeone—old Marks, that is, a
night-watchman-~found you sprawled
out on top of a dock step, aua.km%‘ wet
and unconscious! He called for help,
annd, of course, they searched you and
found my card. o vou know, you
landed only fifty ly&rds balow this houss,
and so, naturally, they brought {ﬂ-‘l.l
etraight here. I had just returned. They
ut you inte bed and phoned for Dr.
Eugsell. He'll be here agein shortly,
ingiden : ara, now, that's all w
ncidentally. Th that's all we
know of vou.

“And now, if you feel like it, tell me
what happened,” added Mr. Dimmock.

At that moment the door opened and
snother stranger stepped. quietly into
the room.

————

A Bliter ¥eud !
SEI swiftly had the door opened and

the newcomer appeared that he

stood beside them almost before

they realised it. Peter, mouth

half opened to begin his stra tala,

found himsaslf wondering if the man
bad knocked.

Hs could have sworn he had not,

neither had he heard his swilt foot-

steps on the carpat. :

eter glanced 2 ckly at Mr. Dim-
mock, and found him beaming his
cheery welcome; evidently he was used
to the abrupt entryl The man
rmpﬂndad with a curt ned.

“This is Mr. Moller, Pater. Moller—
Mr. Frazer, our now chief.” ”

ressing a grin at tho strange title,
Peoter held out his hand to Moller. Mr.
I¥mmock became explanatory.

“Mr. Moller is our engineer and head
foremon of the works, Peter. And if
I may say so to his face, an extremely
sble one, too! Has handle: our some-
what tough workmen very well indeed.”

“Why, are our workmen fough?’
asked Peter in surprise.

“They're worse than that, sici™
rapped Moller abruptly. .

}?ﬁ‘; voice, like the rest of him, was
harsh and forbidding. There secemed
no expression whatever in the man's
heavy, hard face, and his eves, as they
stared down at Peter, were cold and
flinty, mouth & straight line, heavily
marked at the corners. EBlightly talier
than Mr. Dimmock, he was far sturdier
in bunild, and Peter judged that his
loosely-cut clothes covered a powerful
and muscular body.

“(h, hardly as bad as that,” protested
Mr. Dimmock gently. “ Wild, perhaps,
and ignorant, shall we sag? This is the
low end of ths town, remember, and

most of our men live round the works.
It is so dilficult to get good buildings
in se congested an area, Bub comse,
Peter, we haven't heard yet how you
came in such a plight last night, 8it
down, DMloller, plecase! You've come
just 1 time.”

Ensconced in his armehair, facing the
two men, Peter briefly told the tale
of his hectic evening, Dimmock listen-
ing eagerly with a tense expression on
his scholarly face. When the story
finished ths manager burst oub

furtouszly :

“The scoundrals] It's the last
straw! Dy Jove, Peter, we'll scour
Maxpart for these villains!”

In his agitation he jumped up and
paced the room {everisi!lly, but Moller,
the foreman, sat immovable and met
Peter's eves with the snme cold, search-
ing stare.

Would you recognise
sir ™ -he asked slowly.

Mr. DMmunock stopped in hizs long
strides and turned. There was an
instant’'s silence. Tt was on the tip
of Peter’s tongue to launch forth in-
stantly on all he had seen of his
assailunts, the squat captain, the hulk-
ing sailor whose jaw must certainly
have been broken, and, last of sll, the
man with the terribly scarred, bald
head. But even as ho leaned forward
a lightning, inexplicabloimpulse stopped
him. His mouth set firmly as though

ga shook ﬁis

to cut off the words, and
head.

“1t doesn't matter |V eried Mr. Dim-
mock excitedly. *“It's the same gang!
The villains! Your poor uncle—— By
heaven, I'll go to the police this in-
stant. - I won't stend it any lunEm: |

Peter twitched round with & jerk,

“MNo, you won't!” he sajd, with =
gnap in his yoice that made Mr. Dim-
moeck spring round jn  astonishment.
“Oh, I'm f[rightfully sorry! I didn't
mean to talk that way. But I want to
hear all about these mysterious people
first * Suppose we wait a while, until
my head achos a bit less, belore calling
m the police? DBesides,” he added
slowly, *I'm not sure I want the police
in vet ™

“Aly dear lad'”

Peter raised his head and eyed his new
meanager and foreman steadily.

“You spoke of a ‘gang’® just now,”
he said. “That means, take 1t,
Bqu*ve_ha-.i trouble with them belorel

id-=did they trouble my uncle?”

Mr.. Dimmock laughed bitterly, and
Moller's oxpressicn prew dour.

#Trouble him!  Peter, they killed
him 1

“Great Scott! I thought——"

“Oh, 1 know his hcart gave out!™
cried Mr. Dimmock quickly., “But it
was the toerrible worry brought it on—
the worry coaused by theze encmics!
They killed him a3 surely as if they had
shot him down. The sudden strikesl
The brawls in' the t'-::run-:irlr_l The mya-
terious fires, the thefts. the broudecast-
ing of cherished secrets!”

He hurled himsel! down into lis
chair, his long fingers drumming on the
padded arm. The gentle, beaming ex-
pression on his face had been replaced
by one of deep-graven care

“The fires, the thefts, the strikes
gpoiled our works and lost our con-
tracts]  We couldn’t complete work,
and the arders were cancelled. If ever
thore was a free Geht or brawl, it was
always our beet hands who were hurt,
and good foundry-mer are not found
everywhere. And on one occasion, &t
loast, your uncle's life wa: attempted !”

"My sacrod sunt!” .

‘em again,

THE MAGNET

Paralysed with astonishment, and
uttorly ewildered by the extraordinary
tale of persecuticn, Peter could only
gnp the arms of his chair, and stare at

is agitated manager,

“And all this is tho work of one
Fang?” he asked at Ien%]th. “But why,
wow do you koow, Mr Dimmock T

Mr. Dimmock shook his head sadly.

“I can only guess, Peter,” he mur-
mured. * Your uncle, though he was my
good master and ?riend, was & hard
man to some, I fear, and—-="  His
voice trailed off apologetically. -

“You mean, he mady these enemies
himself ¥ eried Pater.

The other nodded. _

“But ho would never discuss things
with me, Peter. He knew that somae-
one—somewhere—was trying to strike
him down, to ruin him and his beloved
works, but when I tried to talk to him
about it, to seek to find if thers had
been anyone in his past life who would
owe him such a hideous grudge, he
snapped me into silence.  And, like
you, Peter, he would mpot call in the
police [*

“By gum, sir, he musy have bocn m
warrior! Wreck his busincss, and try
io do him in! Bomeone must hsave
hated him quite a lot, as you sayl
How long hed it been going on?”

“Rather more than # year and a half,
Peter.” : i

And Moller's harsh voice broke in
from the shadow,

“Before 1 joined the firm!” ]

Bo silently had he sat all thiz while
that his abrupt remark caused Peter to
etart. The man’s stolidness, in contrast
to Mr. Dimmock’s agitation, struck him
as strange.

HG‘E.] I"

“Your uncle eng:a%crd Moller neatly a
vear back, when atfairs were getting
too bad,” explained Mr. [}Immﬂci.

Peter turned to the foreman,

“And did you stop them
_ He could ses the man's eyes narrow
in the firelight, but met the Ilook
equarely, He was noi at all sure yet
that he liked Moller.

“No, I didn't!” replied the engineer
harshly. *But I checked *em!"

“And really, Petor,” broke in Mr.
Dimmock, “it 13 thess foundry fights

that eause most of tho trouble. BSBome
of our men are really rough
characters.”

“The Granger gang are toughs—the
others are worzs!” interrupted BMoller
incizively.

“ And, as I said, somehow it's always
2 pood man or so who geta hurt,” con-
tinued the manager. e lzid & wor-
ried faee on his hand “The lest
moiith or so since yvour uncle died has
been terrible,” he said despondently.
“The reputation of the firm has suffered
so! We could still got the orders if
only wo dould be sure of fulfilling them.
But what can I do with a wild lot of
woerkmen and always thoe menace of
these enemica behind it all ¥

Another deep silenceo fell in the dark-
ening room. Mpr. Dimmoclk, hia earlier
clieeriness guite gone, stared inle the
fire in profoundest dejection.  Moller,
rammning knobbly hands: deep down inio
his Dﬂﬂﬁ&l}s, stared at his boois. And
Peter, nursing his sore head, elowly
digested the talk of the past half-hour.

It was a painful moment. Then sud-
denly in the midst of the silenee, he

broka into a long, decp chuckle, a
chuckle that grew and grew, until a:
last hs lay back in his chair and

laughed--and gasped with the pain in
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hiz head together, while his manager
and foreman stared at him, ?Et-riﬁe .

Muttering something about “hysteria "
end “overwrought nerves” Mr. Dim-
mock sprang to his feet and started
hastily for the sideboard; but 1o
Moller's eold eves, hall hidden in
shadow, a peculior light began to dawn
gs he studied the big, gurgling
youngster before him,

And even as Mr. Dimmock brushed
past, Peter threw out an arresting hand
to stop him.

“It's all right, Mr. Dimmock!” he
spluttered shakily. “I'm not going to
faint or waggle my legs in the air ond
scream. I'm just appreciating Uncle
Desmond’s legacy ! Oh, my hat! Oh,
m Pheu.d s : '

* Peter—' .

I1e lay back and struggled for breath,
his eyes gleaming, and, hesitatingly,
Mr, Dimmock backed away to his own
armchair and waited dubiously for him

FEL0Y e,

tquﬂr fnished his laugh out. He had
ictured & comfortable home, and per-
En.ps an interesting job learning his
own works., By confrast, the thought ot
what he had gone through and now
the news of what was before him,
gtruck him simply as a howling, roar-
ing joke. It was five minutos before he
gat up and regarded them once Imore,
fAushed and wet-eyed. ;

Heowever, thers waa no getting past
the set, straight faces before him,
Grim reality suddenly made him pul
himself together with s snap,

Reaching out, he laid a firm hand on
the manager's-kuee.

“Tell me this, Mr. Dimmock., Is
Frazer's worth carrying onf”

(13 YEE-J’

(13 NU l.l?

The two answoers came almost fo-
gether, Moller’s harsh negative coming
rompt and foreibly, however, while
Mr, Dimmock hesitdted the meorest
second. -

Peler wheeled to the foreman guickly.
“Why not?” he challenged,

Doggedly, Moller shook his head.

“ Becate you're 'up against it!” he
growled. “You're a boy—though I'm
not denying you can’'t take care of
yourseli—but these cnemies of your
folks are big! Don’t I know it!™

He rose from his chair and stood
staring down at Peter, shoulders bent,
head oddly on one side.

" Someone's fighting you tooth and
nait, Mr, Frazer! They want Frazer's
Foundry of the map, ay, snd the
Frazers, too! Why, I don't Lknow!
Maybe it'a for the works—il’as been a
wonderful property, and can be again
~may be ‘ecause they hnd a grudge
against the old man! Myself, 1 think
it's the works they want. Else why
should “they have gone for you when
you've done ne harm "

The last remark struck Peter power-
fully. If a bitter feud had been directed
against  his uncle through hatred
only, why had it been carried on after
38 death? Also, why was the foundry
itzelf and its workmen atiacked eon-
tinuously

Moller went on harshly.

“Here's my tip, sir, for what it's
worlh ! You're  young. Yonder
works'll sell for good money—now,
Boon—ye'll have to give ‘em eway!
Spll while ye can and pget into some
other profeszion with the money.”

Slowly Peter locked round at Mr,
Dimmock.

“Well, siri”

The manager sighed heavily,

“I'm afraid t's the only good advice,
Peter ! T said “yes’ just now because
—well, T thoupht you'd want to carvy

on! Even if you could E%']hh theso
people, you have not the slightest clue
to who they are. Neither have we!l
And the position is, my dear lad, that
unless you ean take the works and the
workmen in hand quickly and restore
peace and owr reputation, there'll be no
more Frazer’'s Foundry! We could find
a4 buyer now—at a price—but in a few
months, at this rate you'll bo driven oug
and bankrupt! Then anyone—anyone,
1 zay, could buy the foundry at their
own price "

Mr. Dimmock's voice suddenly broke.

“And yet, and yet, Peter, it conld be
such a good business! It would have
broken your uncle’s heart to sce it go
into other hands1*

“Then, by golly, it worn't gol" cried
Petor, and thrust out -his hand. “ Mr,
Dimmock, I really believe you want me
to stick it out, too!®

Jumping up, his eyes went from one
man to the other, from Mr. Dimmock’s
kind,. worried face to Moller's hard
features over which the expressionless
look hed settled once more.

“Thiz i= how my legacy stands, then.
I can either sell Frazer's and find a job
—in other words, I can scoot—or [ can
wade into a fight with evemies I don't
know, but who know me! And I've got
to set about the biggest lot of toughs

Mr. DIMMOQCK, the achelarly manager,

who ever weorked in a foundey! Is
that right?

fiYm !.'A.'I

“And you'll Le with me whatever I
do??

They nodded.

Peter raized an arm and touched his
head  tenderly, lovingly—and zignifi-
cantly.

“I owe somebody one for this,” he
sald slowly, “Centlemen, Frazer's will
not be sold 1™

At the Works |

i e ENEKINS ¥
" ¥Yes, Me., Dimmock 7
“Open that ledger, please, to

date 1"

“Jenkins 1™

“Yeos, Mr. Frazer®®

“Opon that window!™

Mr. Dimmock glanced sideways from
the piles of heavy books and httered
papers ‘befora him.

“1t will be for the first time,” he
ohserved with a smile.

“I believe you,” said Teter dryly,
and stared at the grimy panes. “This
oflice wants zome air—and & clean.
Buck up, Jenkins!”

The cheerful junior clerk, straining
red in the laee, manaoged at last to

27

force the tight window up and open, A
smoke-tainted breeze blew into ™ the
atuﬂ:.r_ﬂﬂ'ma and rustled the papers.
Qver in the corner, snother clerk, as
rusty and dingy as the office itself,
hunched his thin shoulders, but did not
look up from his work.

“It'l] be worse down in the foundry,”
warned Mr. Dimmock absently, from
hia hooks.

“DBut not much,” retorted Peter.
"Chap can’t breathe here. Anyway,
how much longer before we go into the
foundry, Mr. Dimmock 7"

“Just ten more minutes,” smiled Mr.
Dimmeock, “1 always like to get the
lettors and morning work scen to first.
But I've nearly done! Jenking—"

Peter went to the window and stood
lagking out upon his new but shaky
kingdom., -Mr. Dimmeck had desaribed
Frazer's Foundry as a small one. They
dealt mainly in galvanised sheets and
tin plates—light work compared to tha
great foundrics Afty miles farther north.
But to VPeter, Frazer's Foundry was
en%ﬂ:mus. t chi belchiug |

e great chinmeys, belehing heavy,
fame-tinted smoke t{rnt mlledg thifkff
out into the marshes, towered above &
clump of smaller stacks, some reeking,
othiers smokeliss. The huge yard, thigk
with gritty ud, swerrounded the blaclk
foundry buildings and was littered with
awighty dumps of ove, dull cocal or
smouldering slag. Battered trucks ran
groggily on half-buried lines, hustled
glong to the dumps and wers emptied
antid sparks and blinding dust. A
backwater of the river, its waters slug-
gish with dirt until they met the gush
of boiling water from the mill vents,
mada a boundary between tho foundry
and the marshes, just as the foothall
field mrade a boundary on the town
zica,

It was Peter's first day in his new
work, after a dismal week spent in-
doors by doctor’s orders--much to his
disgust ! It had been an infuriating
weck, watrhing the foundry at work
across the deserted football Beld and
Hstening to its bedlam. And the debt
outstending agoemst the Searred Man
had grown bigger by consequencal

The weok’s rest, however, had worked
wonders. He felt as fit as cver he had
done in his life. 'Turning from the
window he dropped a hand on his
manager’'a shoulder. :

“I'm_going aver to the foundry !
Mr. Dimmock closed the ledger ves
signedly.

“Iz your head all right?™ he azhed.
“It’s a terrible place till you'ro used
to it, Potor ™

“I1 feel grent”
patiently, not having the heart to ask
the kindly, wawied-ﬁmking man not to
keep treating him as a small child.
And without waiting for further remon-
strances, he sauntered out of the office,
down the iron stairs, and across the
vard.

Qut in the opoen the tang of the
furnace-=moke came stronger. Ha
noticed the men and youths about the
chimps stop their work and stare at
him.  As ho came nearcr the great
foundry, & queer thrill of excitement
caunght him,

He waz going to see his works—the
foundry he had mado the vow to fight
for—and save !

{The stop-at-nothing aany ithat is
warking ta  cripple  Frazer's [ron
Foundry will fimd themselves up egoinst
e tough customer in young Peter Frazer,
Sa look out for another full.of-ihrélls
Fnstolarent of this powerful zerinl next

week ) .
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FOOL'S LUCK!

(Continued from page 23.}.

Prout’s ¢yes gleamed al Rednrn.

Coker stepped inlo the s#ludy; not in
the lenst olurmed, ashamed, or unecasy,
Horace Loler was pt*r!'t:t:ﬂ_"-'_ salisliced
with limself and bis proceedings, and
Im looks showed us much,  Coker counld

v cleavly that e was 10 the vight, all

Iiu:rll_g' the Hur: and if Prout conld not
see 1, oo, g0 nmeh  the  worse for
Proud !

CUoker I ozald Mre. Prool in oo deep
volee. “¥Yon have reloried V7

“ Yoo, sie ! sabd Coker cheerlully,

“Von have darved,” zaid Prout, Lis

dvep volee remliing with aoger—"yon
ive ventured lo brealk deteniion—Lo
1!i5t;ﬁgﬂ *’,",1 youtr Form wazler’s guthority,
AN -——

“Quite unavoidalble, siv, in the elr-
cuamstances,” sald Coker, with the same
clwory satisfaction. * Az 1 explained to
vou, gir, 1 was roing afier that man
Buzzard—"

Y on—you——" gasped Prout.

“1 got hun, swr, bt some silly dulfers
who were with me let him  get away
neain,” suid Colier.  * 8till, T've got his
papers, and his London address, and
vven (he polico may be able to gel him
row, with my assistance.”™

Pirour gazed al him,

“Coker | Eﬂll—} ou will come wilh
e {o the Mead

“Cortainly,  sir,” said the cheery
Hovace, * But I've mmet]un to hand
vou, sir, before we go into that.”

“What do vou mean?”

“Bomething that belongs lo you, sir—
oy rather, to your nephew,” :'-md Coler,

M}.—mj. nephow #°

}" Yes, sw —‘-’."uptam Eustaco IProut—a
wheguo——="

“ A -:hm]uu*"’ Emd BMr. Prout fainlly.

“"Yon see, sir, I Em that man Buz-
sard,” said Coker. © Ho scems to havo
[md a lot of names. Hes had letters
in his pml.eia addmﬂ--:rd to Sharp &

u_n.-.-

“ Sharp & Co.77

“And Tighe=——"

“T.ghel”

“?mmﬁ to have uscd the noame of

Aonl Juwdy—a naszby ]h!-]ﬂ beast with a
lotig nose and green oyes.”

My, Prout lnid one hand on the corner
of the sludy table for support. IHe
guzed at Coker, as if Horace's cheery
face mesmerised hith.

" 'imn—;cruv-:;uu. have scen—scen the
man Tighe " eaid Mr. Prout, in an
altnost inarticulate voice.

* Yoo know anything about him, air*”
asked Coker.

fl—l—-"

“Well, wmonr che papers in hia
pockets was this” said Coker, laymg «
cheque on the table, * I kuew he must
have stolen ir, as he's o thicf, mqlm‘.v,
and [ made pw&blf, to Iiustaco Prout,
and cudorsed Mustaco Prout on  the
back, 1 don’t know where your nephew
i, sir, =0 I ithought I'd better bring it
to vou. I suppose you can send il Lo
Captain Proont.”

Like & man in o decam, Prout gazed
at Colker.

With irembling, fat fingers, ha picked
up the cheque.

It was the ineviminaling docunicit
that Tighe had shown him. There it
was—the forged . cheque with s
nephew’s nane on the back !

Prout looked al it. He deveured it
with fis éyes-. -IF was the paper for
which the blﬂ.{:hmmlt}l had demauded
five hundred pounds!?
in FProut's
Coker !

Frouk hardly breathed.

It secmed to hita that this must be a
dream—a delusion ! The frightful worry
that had tormented his m:mf the shadow
of disgrace that had darkencd his days—
where were they now ! Gone—vanished !
His noephew was famad and he was
eaved—by the biggest fool at Creyirvines
or anywhero else !

Y1 suppose svouw'll know what to do
with that chegue, sir? said Coker.

Prout's glance w m:dmed to the Bre.,

hands—placed there

iy

“Eh? Yes! I—I know what {o do
with it, Coler!” he articulated. * Upon
my word ! I—I am surprised! In faci,

astounded ! I-—=I feel quite daxed!”

‘Prout was silent for some maments.
His fat fingers elutched the cheque, and
he strove to pull himself together,

He spoke ot ast,

And now it was,

LOOURAGE Y
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rebelious conduct. It must. notb. ogen:
nEaing hut-whut I cxcusze you. You r
gu, Coker.”

“Thauk you, sir,” said Coker hc&

“I was sure that, on rellection, sir, o
would realiso that T was not to hlame 12
any way; that I was bound to act as 1
iid, sir. I i really glad that you see
it now, v f3

ront waved him to ihe dooy,. -
Uoker departed.

The moment the door clozed b x
C'oker, Trout jumped to the grate,
th Liu.qut. dropped into the glowing
voals, 1o disappeared from existonee in
a moplent, and Prouk breathed [reoly,

mltn% as if & mountain had been rolled
from his numl and hiz heavl.

- L L ] L |

“TFlogging 7" asked Potler.

“0r the =ack ¥ asked Greene.

Coker stared at them as they orected
him with those querics.

“IWihat ove vou burbling ebout Lo
asked,  “Prout’s done  the sensible
thine—hae's let the whole thing drop.”

“Iu's et ll‘ f.’lrup‘F” gasped Potter,

Cerbainly.”

*You're not going to be flogged?™
l-‘-"l"l-'"-PEt (Greene.

‘Mo, ass!™

“(3h erumnbs

Coker saw uclinng surprising in ¢
stale of affairz. HHe had been lu{

vight, and Prout had,seen it on refle

tion.  What was there surprising i
ilat?  Potter. and Greeno were sur-
peised, however;, and they never could

undmsbnml bow Coker had got off with-
out recpiving what he had asked for so
carnestly.

Ulhm' fellows were astonished. too, It
s aprecd that Coker of the Fifth had
more than his fair allowance of fool's
luck., Only Harvry Wharton & Co. had
a shrewd idea.why Coker had been led
off, Put what the Famous Five knew
thoy kept stricily to themselves,

THE ERD.

{here will be another grawd E.ﬁﬂg
wiern of Harry Wharton & Coidn nex!
week’s Magner, entitled " COWARD'S
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EADY for the grate match,
Burleigh "

“

Dr. Birchemall, the head-

master of 8t. Sam's, asked

thot question o©f the kaptin of the
skool.

aﬂ:lnmm& replied with & viggerous
ﬂ. ]

“Yes, prather, eir! Every member of
the team is as fit as & fiddle. I feel
konfident we shall put up & good show

ainst Lay Rodeurs” i

‘he Head shook his head dewhiously.

“I am afraid you will find them
rather tuff puts to crack, Burleigh.
Being French footballers, they train on
a diet which konsists principally of
frogs. As & result, they jump.about with
amaziog agillity."”

1 beleave that iz true, sir,"” agreed
Burleigh, "0Of corse we know we are
up agsinst a stiff proposition in playing
a toam that has already defeated Aston
Hotspur and Tottenham Villa. But
we will do our best™

Dr. Birchemall raised an admonizhing
fourfinger.

“That 15 not enuff, Burleigh. For the
Fanner of 3t. S3am's, you must win; not
meerly do your best. As a matler of
fact, T have been thinking seriously over
the problem."”

Indeed, air!™

“Yez, indeed, Burleigh. The conelu-
gion I have come to.is, that to make
your team really complete, vou need

n_:mﬁ_pwﬁnmanﬂﬂﬁmﬁmHanEEn,
one who will inzpire the rest of the
teamn and put terror into the harts of
the other side by his brilliant, masterly
taclix, I am gled o inform you,
Burieigh, that I have found the very
man to acheeve this desirable end.”

Burleigh looked interested.

“That's very good of you, sir. Can
you tell me the name of this scopreem
Bbcker jeeniusi™

“Certainly, His pame is Alfred
Birchemall I

The kaptin of 3t. Sam's jumped.

“ But—but thet's your name, sir!”

. “Precisely [ The jeenins in question
s myself,” said the Head. with a smirk.
®That s what I propose, Burleigh,

Tae Macxer Ligrapy.—Ne. 1,134,
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DICKY NUGENT ON THE WETTEST DAY ALWAYS KEEPS THE BLUES AWAY!

that you drop Swolier from the team,
and put me in his place.”

“M-m-m-my hat] But, sir, you can’t
Ewmm, WEE_H for nuts!” gasped Burleigh.

[£3 L H.—.-

“¥ou can't play Soccer for nuts!™
hooted Burleigh. **Why, zir, from what
I know of vou, vou hardly know the
difference Dbetween = football and a
lennis-racket !

“That only goes to show, Burleigh,
that your nollidge of me iz very im-
perfect. When T played for Ozxhridge,
my boy, I was known overywhera az m.___.._
demon  centre-forward, and I am

uite sure that my foot has not lost its
old cunning yet!’

Burleigh grinned.

STBorry, sir, but it ean'i be did! Tl
give vou a chance with plezzure when
I'm getting together & team to play
marbles or Ludo. Bui not before I

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“Your remarks sre so disrespectful,
Burleigh, that 1 eannot allow them to
pass unpunished. I am, therefore, going
to inflict on you the seveerest punish-
ment possibul in the circumstances,”

Burleigh's grin faded awary.

" Burely, sir, you—you're not m._u:..n to
eggapel me, or Aoy me ™ he eried.

“No. Burleigh. Year punizhment is
going to be worse than that!™

“Grate pip! What are you going to
do, then®”

"I am going to punish you by
declining to play for you this afternoon
under- any ctreumstences whatever—
even though you go down on your
Lbended neeze and implere me to do
gol" said the Head loftily.

Burleigh breathed a sigh of releef.

TN try to bear up under the blow,

sir I he grinned. " Well, good-buy for
the present, sir! See you at the
matoh [

m._"._._,un the kaptin of St Sam’s moved
Off.

Sevveral keenweved jumiors who had
heen  watching  Burleigh  from  the
shadow of a deorway followed after
him. They were Jack Jolly & Co., the
heroes of the Fourth.

Jack Jolly & Co. were just at the
beginning of & desprit game they had
planned, They wanted the honner of

The Sixth Form Soccer team at S5t. Sam’s
couldn’t beat a carpet, let alone the famous
French team —Lay Rodeurs. Bui to mighty
men of valour like Jack Jolly & Co. of the
Fourth the result’s a foregone conelusion.

playing Lay Rodeurs to fall to the
Fourth team that afternoon, and bof
for treichery, they would have secured
it previously.

Wow that they had been deprived of
their just reward by fowl play, they
hed decided on & desprit move, The
wlea was to kapture all the members
of the First Eleven, one by one, and
imprison them in the coal-hole for the
afternoon. Once the First Eloven had
been disposed of in this fashun, Jack
Jolly & Co. hoped to get the chance
to m.Fu the fornio visitors after all

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Clatter! Bang! Crash!

Making hardly & scund, the herces
of the Fourth followed in the treck of
the wnsuspeckting Burleigh.

All st onee ther came to a lonel
ﬂwwmmmmm not very far from 1ihe coal-

ole. Jack Jolly gave s quick glaroee
round to assure himself the coast was
W_Mm? then he brought his men to a

i.
- "Ready, chaps?” he asked in a horse
whisper.

“"Yes, rather ™

“Then charge ™

Like urleashed hounds, the juniors
charged.

Burleigh bhardly had {ime to look
round before they were upon him,

“What the dickens——" he gasped.

“Collar him !" hist Jack Jolly.

roared

“What-ho 1™

“Yarooooooh 1V Burleigh.
“Wharrer you deing®”

Jack ._im. & Co. did not stop to
cggsplain what they were doing; they
just did it! They bowled Burleigh
over, gagged him eo that he couldn't
speak, and bound him so that he
couldn't move, then rushed him off to
tha coal-hole. There they opened the
door, pitched him down the stone steps.
lecked up the door sgain, and went off
in scarch of more viktima.

They soon found one in Bwotter of the
Sizth, who was sitting Iin his study
perusing  Zonophone, the well-known
Greck orther, Swotter was dul
swotted (jozk!), rushed off to the coal-
hole and thrown down aflter Burleigh.

One after the other, the senicrs who
had been down te play against Lay
Rodeurs were imprisoned in the coal-
hole., It was not wuntil just boefore
dinner-time that the joniors’ labours
ware completa |

Every member of the Eloven had Leen
kaptured !

" And new we'll adjern for dinner!”

rinned Jack Jolly, when their labours

ad finished. “I fansy we've earned ik

by now 1™
“1iear, hearl”
Thoe Co. then went along to the
dining-hall to feed their faces,
I1.

(1 IIERE are they "
% “What the dickens has
happened to them 1™
uestions like these were
being asked all round the First Eleven
football-pitch that afterncon at 2.3

h!‘,
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It was the time fixed for the kick-off,

and Loy Hodeurs were already wailting
outside the pavilion reedy to begin the
gama.

At 235304 pm Dr., Birchemall himself

rualed on the seen. He gave a start of
surprisa on lerning from Mre, Lickhamn
that the First Eleven had vannished.

“TImpossibul, Lickham !™ he snorted.
“Why, I saw Burleigh with my own
peepers just before dinoer, and we dis-
cusecd fhe match at grote length, You
must send out scouls in ell directions
itemejiately, and fGnd cut what has
happened.”

At that moment Jack Jolly, attired in
Socker kit, gave the Head a dig in the
ribbs. ]

“Pleasze, =ir,” heo said meekly, “ a2 the
‘irgt Eleven hasn’t turned up, don’t
you think the Fourlth had better play
msted? We're all ready, aren't we,
chapsi™

*Yee, rather,”
team, who were
rear,

Dr. Birchemall geve a hurried glarnse

m the direction of the Skool House.
But still there wos no sign of the miss-
ing seniors. Something had to be done,
and that quickly. Hea tngged his beard
thoughtfully for a minnit, then at last
nodded hiz head.
" Very well then, Joliy," he said,
“0OF eorse, yon won't stand an carthly
against this erack forrin team. Never-
thelesz, yon will be able to give them
a pame of sorts, and thus save them
__.,,__uwn feeling too disappointed, Carry
on !

“Hooray ! yelled the Fourth-Formers
delitedly.

_"u_._m_ﬂm.___ |

The referce’s whistle blew, and Jack
Jolly kicked off.

The grate game had started.

And o grate game it proved to be.

Lay Rodenrs were a fine, scientiffick
icam, and there wasn't much they
digdn't know about the grate game of
Hocker.

But the play of Jack Jolly and kis
mierry men was not to be sneezed at
either, ond Lay Rodeurs soon came to
the conglusion that it wasn't poing to he
egpcactly a walk-over for them.

wmn_wmﬂm the rest of the
anging back in the

s

r gl 0 O
g F 1 T T
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Hoar alter roar of cheering rent the
air as the Fourth kept the forriners at
bay. On one or two occasions the
Freneh forwards suzxzeeded in penny-

:ﬁt: tiie 8¢, Sam's lines, But cach
time Stedfast, In goal, kept his citydal
intakt.

Then 8t. Sam’s took the offensive. A
brilliant sole run by Juck Jolly, during
which he dodged under his opponents’
arms and legs, and shipped over their
sholders, ended up right in [ront of the
forriners’ goal.

Jack poised himself, then sent in a
stinging shot that the goalie hardly
2AW.

Crash !

“{Zoal 1™

“Hooray

Tho spectators went wild with egg-
sitetnent. ‘Vhey were quite accustored
to seeing Jack Jolly score brilliant
goals against teams like 8t Bill's
and Bt. All's, and the Muggleton
Crammar Skool; but it was something
new in their cggsperienco to sea him
scoring against a team that had only
recently licked Asion Hotspur and Tot-

tenham Villa.
-Play was resoomed, and now the
French team  looked awfubly  detec-

mined. From this time until half-time
ther tried their hardest, and ut last
Mansure Bportier broka their duck
with a goal that even Btedfnst couldn’t
prevent.

The second half was even more ezg-
siltng than the first, ond the vast
crenvds round the ropes watched the
gamo with tense, tauglt cegspressions
on their diles.

No further seora was registered until
five sceonds from full-time.  SWhen that

i

1t wag now a ecage of do or die, leaped

into action. Taking the ball down the
ficld on his owi, he tricked one
opponent afrer ancther. Like a man
erzpired, he chased the bounding

eather, the inspiration sleceming dawn
his dile in cascades.

One secomd to go!  The suspensc
seemed awful. Jaek Jolly pawsed {or
the mieerest {racktion of time. then shot.

I was the kiek of his football career,
Like a hoolet from a gun the ball

__.EE_E thrangh the air to its destina-

time arrived Jack Jollv, realising that-

tion. The French goalio tload up to it,
hoping to stop ita terrifick fight, Bus
it was a forlorn hope,

Crash !

It had arrived, catching the goslie
full in the bread-basket,

Yelling feendishly the French cus-
todian was carried with fearful foreca
to the back of his goal, while the ball
rolled out of his graep eafely into the
corner of the net,

“Goal !

It was a deffening roar from the his-
forical speckiators, They nearly weong
mad. Hals and coaps and mortar-
hoards were thrown into the air
stately seniors danced ecake-walke, o
majostick mastera and  inky Fm“
thumped each other on the back. It
was & memorable scen—a momont never
te be forgotten.

Afterwards o great sellybration was
held in Big Hall. Dy that time the
First Eleven had been released. Of
corse, they were furiows ot frst, but
when they herd the result of the gamo
they had to admit that the juniors ware
certainly justified their bold attitude,

Under the influence of innumerable
jem-tarts, docnutts, and bottles of
jinger-beer the seniors evenchally for-
got their trubbles, and good howmer
and [riendliness soon rained scopreem.

Lir. Birchemall, as usueal, insisted on
making a litite speech.

“Jentlomen,” ho snid, " to-day’e match
was a sternly-fought kontest, and neo-
body will begrudge the viktors their
viktory. Of corse, if 1 hed been play-
ing for the Fourth, the result would

kL)

have been o fourgone conclusion.
“It certainly would,” grioned Jack

Jolly.

g w.:. ba, kal™

"Rt secing os how I didn't, T think
the juniors put up a magnifficent per-
formanea,” said the Head, who didn'g

susprect the reason for the loud lacfter.
“1, therefore, congratulsto the triuwm-
fant side in four well-chosen words:
*Well done, the Fourth!'"®

And as the young footballers listened
to the cheera of.tho aszembly they felt
thut something =attempled, something

done, had earned a nifte’s repose.
THE EKD.

{Ffook eut for another amuszing 8P
Sam’s yarn ncxt week, entitled : DR,
OIRCHEMALES TUOERESHOoPpM™
You'll be tickled to death when you read
it}
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