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THE WRONG VICTIM!

A startling Incident from this week's gripping school story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Qreyfriars,



Who Wants a Penknife or a Pocket Wallet? See Below!

Alweaya glad to heor from gou, chuma, se drop me o line o the following address ;
The- Editor, The ** Magnet” Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetwuy Honse,

Farvingdon Strect, Lovwdon, B.C.4.

NOTE.—AH Jolias and Listericks should
cfo ‘"Magmet," 5. Carmalite Street, London, E.El

HAVE just received a letder from a

I chum of mine who has been over in
Ba-lgkimn with his parents for o fow
wWonHS,

“1 theught 1 would have to miss my
usnal copy of the Macwer," he tells me.
“ However, I was maork i to find
that it was on sale in all big towns,
m!m:ﬂnﬂgndtn get my eopy each week

ns =

I am pleased to hear it! Of course,
thic paper of oure gete all over the world,
and ﬁlwnul‘d agtonish you fellows to find
out exactly bow far it travels. Occasionally
I pet letfers from readers who reside in
guch little-known oountries as Esthonia
and Latvia, and I koow that I also have
some readers in the Far East ond also in

et o
tComp.).

bowl of one over the other, put cne af the | prevenbed

o0 Varicus -oooasions g
gemerally supposad to be

arma of gigantic cuttlefish,
This = not rising when
one remembers that cuitlefish
-hawve been eaptured with arme
of moare than 50 ft. in length |
There is also in existence a
15 ft. long ribbon figh, which
might bave beer mmtaken
for & sea sarpent. Even to-

day we do not know every-
ﬂn:g? by ing the denizens
of the deap, and it I8 guite
possible that gant =00
serponts do exist im  the
groater deptha of the ocean.
While we are on about the
seq, I can :gpl:r tC A jon
aaited by E. L., of lim.
Ha often crossca over to
, and - suffers badly
from sesaicknesa. ** Can it ba
he saks. Perscnally, 1

stems in his movth, sud commenced folthiak the best way to prevent seasickness

blow clouda of smoke from the empt
ripea! How was it done ¥ Here's the
way " Mr. X." says it can bo managed :
A few dropa of spirita of snlts are

in one of tﬁ pi?ﬁu. while the ud'm
gimilarly treated with ocmmonia. The
[union of the two chemicals (whieh, of
eourie, tekes place when the bowle of the
pipes ar glﬂ.ﬂﬂd ons over the other} pro.
duces g thick vepour which has all the
appearance of tobacco amaoke. '

Here iz a way in which you ean elaborate
the trick. Treat a glass tumbler and the
bottom of an ordinary plate with the two
chemicale. You show the tumbler to be

South America; while, of course, you'll | ®mpty. and then, by covering it with the
find the MagwsT all over the British | Plste, immediately preduce quantities of
Empire. smoke from nowhera |

It would be intoresting to know which
is moat out-of-the.way place the
MacneT reaches. Now, you readers who
live in the great, wide spaces, drop e &
line and tell me how far off the beaten
track this paf;er of ours gets. We stay-
at-homes will be pleased to hear from
r‘:u snd to know E'Emti we have a ELHL:

iween us—a rattling good paper that

peals both to the beya of the eitics and
:'IE& boye of the back-blocks !

Have you fellows ever heard of
THE BLARNEY STONE,

which ia supposed to bestow the pgilt of
eloquence upon anyone who lisses it #
Sam Walker, of Sunderland, asks me if
thers is any troth in the story. Well, I
have certainly met some glib tallkers who
have kissed the DBlarney Btone; but,
then, I have alao met soms who haven’t |
Howovor, the Elﬂm&? HStona iz found at
the top of Blarney Castle, not far away
from Cork; in Ireland. In order to kiss it
one has to bend right backwards and hang
on to iron bars while remaining suspended,
head downwards, over a shoer drop of
ghout 120 fest ! You con imagine that it
takes a fair amount of nerve to kizs the
gtone, so that all visitora to the castle
don't accomplish the feat. In faect; at
one time it was only kissed about once in
evary six montha.

People seema to have more marve now-
adays, for the stone is kisted much mors
frequently. Tho rhyme about the stone
gaye that whoover kisses it is sure to turn
oot to ba * a rare spouter,’”’ and possibly a
Momber of Parlisment! Waell, it's &
number of years since I kigsed the Blarney
Blone, but-i am certainly not a Member of
Parliamont !

You all know the old saying about there
being no smoke witheut fire. But, like
many old sayings, it’s not strictly true ;
and cne of readers wanta ' Mr, X"
to tell him how to produes

SMOKE WITHOUT FIRE.

E wns at & chum's house the other
day, snd thiz chum, who
gomothing of an amateur con-
jurer, showed him two perfectly

empty clay pipes. He then placed the

If vou want to

ASTONISH YOUR YOUNGER EROTHER,

hare is a way by which you can do so.
Wait until ho ia blowing bubbles and then
join in, Got an ordinary clay pipe, but

ore yvou start blowing the bubbles fiil
the bowl of the pipe with cotion-wool
soaked in gasolene. You will be able to
blow bubbles in the oridinary manner, but
when you appronch the floating bubbles
with a lighted candle they will explode

in s flame, giving & very novel effect.

Ready for a lavgh ! Eight! Hara’s a
varn which wins one of thiz week™s useiul
MagyeEr pocket knives. 16 hos been sent
in by Robert Howell, of 21, Redvers
Stroot, Ardwick, Mancheator,

TAKING HO BISKS !

MeTavish had just bought
a liftle chemisi’s shop In 3
town up Morth. Two of his
cusiomers happened to meet
outslde 2 week or so alter he
had opsnad.

“ How’s McTavish doing 2**
asked ons.

““ ot s0 bad, I understand,” sald his
frisnd. “* But I'm afraid being a chemist
is ruining hiz health.”

The first man looked surprised.

** Ruining his health ? ** he exclaimed.
* 1 didn't know he was working so hard.”

“ oh, he’s not,* sald the
other. ** Bul he's gelling no
sleep, all the same. You
see, he stays up every nlghi
to keep a watchiul eye on the
vanishing cream 1™

€
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DO SEA SERPENTS EXIST ?

aaks Jack Fraser, of J&dhurgh, Seientists
are atill divided in their opinions regarding
tthe existence of thiz monster. Thers is o

iea of exccedingly poiscnons son-
snakes which are known as * sea serpents,”

iz | and are found in the Indian and Pacific

Oceans, DBut the gigantio monsters with

small heads, long necks and bodies in
loops, which are alloged to have beon scen

¥ | = o wakk

up and down the deck and get
phﬁj‘ of fresh air. Favourite remodies
| maehadie nerve sodatives, such as potassium
bromide ; but I th nk my chwn will find
that sirong coffes is as good as anything
for preventing seasickness.

— ————

F Next gueation 1

“WHAT IS ATICKET-OF-LEAVE MAN ?"
asks a reader who, I hope, will never be
ome himwelf ! A * tickst-of-leave " man
iz a conviat who is released from al
servitude before the completion nFiMI‘xin
sentence., He has to report himself every
now ancd in to the police, and if b
doesn™ he forfeits his ticket. Naturally,
aaly good conduct prisoners are sllowed
out oo ticket-of-leave.™

I think I have just room for & limerick,
and then I'll have to wind up this chat.
Herve's o limericlt which has been sent in
by Mian Florenee M. Jordan, of Wroxham
Hall Eatate, Noriollk, and which I think
deservea the pocket wallet which I have
zent glomg to her.

Harry Wharton one day, went out shopping,
Met Banter, who said: ** Why, bhow
teppiog 1
I counld do with a bun,
S0 give me jost one,™
But Harry soon sent him off hopping 1

Now let's see ‘what the black bock has
to eay about npext week's programine,
Firast and foremost, of courss, ia the usual
fong complete school yam of Harry
Wharton & Co., from the pen of Mr.
Frank Rickarda, It iz entitled:

“ BUNTER, THE BANDIT I”

and you’ll find it well up to £he mark, as
all Frank Richards' yarns are. As the
title shows, Billy Bunter, the Owl of the
Femove, plays & prominent part in the
story ; whils, of coursa, your other old
fovourites are wali to the fore,

There will also bo another “ meaty ™
instalment of cur gripping now serial :

“ PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!"

And when you've finished that you can
turn to our centre pages and have a good
laugh at the adventures of Jack Jolly,
Merry and Bright, and the rest of the
cheery chuma of St. Sam’s, as told by
Master Dicky Nugent, in & side-splitter
which is entitled :

“ BQWLING OUT THE HEADI1"

which iz the third and last tale of the
L+ Tackshop ™ series. _ .

After that comes No, 3 in our interestin
geries of *footer ¥ talks by “The Q
Ref,”” under the haadin% of * Inside
Information,” while your Editor will be
i residence "—as  they say—on his
usuel pace.

kiR Cheerio, chums |

] YOUR EDITOR:



THE FIRST CHAPTER.

% Listen to My Tale of Woal™

{11

% OwW !
w “Hallo, hallo, hallp!™
" Yow-wow "
“YWhat the thump—"
“Wo-g-0-0-0w "
Billy Bunter tottered into the door-
way of SBtudy No. 1, in the Greyfriars
Bemove, uttering sounds of woe,

Tea was going on in that celebrated
study.

Cutside, a dim November mist hung
over the quadrangle, and the lenfless
trees loomed like pghosts through the
vapour. But in the study a cheery fire
burned, and lights gleamed on a well-
spread tea-table eand five cheerful faces,

Bub the fat face that appeared in the
doorway was not cheerful. It was any-
thing but cheerful. It was dreary und
dolorous. o judge by Billy
Bunter's looks, mest of the
troubles of the universe had
descended upen his fat shoul-
ders at one fell swoop.

Bunter waz wriggling pain-
fully. Sounds of woe had
preceded him up the Remove
passage; and they continued
to stream from his lips as he
blinked at the Famous Five,

" Yow-ow-0w-0w-ow-woooooow !

* Anything up, Bunter?? asked Ilasry
Whartom.

“Yow-ow

“Licked 7" asked Frank Nugent.

*Wooooopoooh !

“Got a pain?” inquired DBob Cherry.

“ Mmmmmmmrrnmmmm

“The painfulness appears to  be
terrifie,"” remarked Hurcee Jameet Ram

jvE

Singh.  *What is the osteemed niatter-
fulness, my worthy and absurd Buo-
ter 7'

“Oh! Ow, ow! Oh!”

“Trot alonz to your own study, old
fat  man,” suggested Johnny Bull
“You ean't expect to kick up that row
in “other fellows' studies.™

“Benst! Ow! Wow! Owl”

Dunter did not trot along to hLis own
studs. Perhaps ho was in scarch of

;

:":-"'-*

sympathy. Perhapa the well-spread tea-
table attracted him, At all events, he
ralled into SBtudy No, 1. Whatever was
the matter with Bunter the Famous
Fivo were going to have the benefit of
his lamentations.

“1 say, you fellows,"
“l—wow! I'm hurtl
suffering fearfully! Yow!™

“What about suffering in silence?”
asked Johnny Bull

“ Beast! Ow!” ]

“TPhe goldon silence in hand iz worth
more than a cracked pitcher in the bush,
as the English proverb says!” remarked
Hurres Singh.

“fla, ha, ho!” y

“You can cackle!™ said Bunter dis.
mally, “I'm hurtl I'm suffering
frightfully! Ow!" :

ot down, old fot bean,” said Haorry
Wharton, with s smile, and he pushed
Bunter inle a chair,

roaned Bunter.
w! I soy, I'm

SENSATIONAL ATTACK ON SCHOOL-

MASTER!

SWAMPED WITH PURPLE INK!

Assailants unknown!

Bunter sat down.

The next moment he leaped
feet with a2 howl

“¥arooh!”

“ What on earth’s the matier now?”
exclaimed the captain of the Removo,

“Wow! I—I wou't sit down!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I—1'd rather stend! Yow-
oo Gve-ow b

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T've had six!"™ groaned DBunter.
“That beast Walker—ow !—pitched into
mo for nothing, you know! Absolutely
nothing! ¥You know what a bad.
tempered beast Wallker of the Sixth is!
Yow-ow! I've had six! He mado mo
bend over in the quad and gave me
six! Oh dear!™

“YWhat for?* asked Harry.

“ Nollhing ™

“Gammon!” sald Johony Dull.

fto his
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| A Superb New, Long Complete

School Story, featuring Harry
Wharton & Co. and Peler

Todd of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Oh, really, Bull—yow-ow-owr”

Whether Bunter had had six for
nothing, or for something, it was
evident that tho six hed been very
EEVOIrE, — _

The fat junior was wriggling with
anguish.

Six from un ashplant 83 a punish.
ment varied & good deal in soverity.
Six from Wingate, for instance, was
generally mild. Trom Loder it was

alweys painful. From Walker of the
Sixth it varied according to the temper
Jemes Walker heppencd to be in.

On the present ovcasion James Walker
must have been in a very bad tempor
indeed, to judge by Buntor's state.

Bunter was the fellow to make the
most of his sufferings. But he clearly
was not humbugging this time. Ho was
hurt. James Walker had laid on the
siv not wisely, but ton well. Bunter
waz not the fellow to stand
whon thers was anything at
hand to sit or sprawl on.
Now he preferred to stand—
very much ho preferred it.

EtandinF by the table,
Bunter helped himself” {o
cake. Deep as hizs woe was,
it wasg not, apparently, too
deep for him to appreciate a

plum-cake. But he did not
gobble the cake with his wusual
spead, Even his appetite secmed a littlo
affceted,  Botween the munches he

paused to grosn. Evidently Bunter was
guffering seriously.

“7 aav, you fellows,"” Bunter gobbled
and groaned, and resumed: ©I1 soy,
thut beast Walker took it out of me.
For nothing, you kmow! I've & jolly
good mind to go to Quelch aboub itl
A follow's Form master ought to inter-

fore, you know. Licking a chap for
nothing—"

“Gammon!” repeated Johnny Bull
“Walker's rather o bully; but he
wouldn’t give a man six for nothing."”

“I tell vyou he did!” howlad Bunter.
“How conld I help bulling into him
in the guad when it's os fogry ns

Tneg Migwer Lispany.—No, 1,136
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anything? I couldn’t see the
coming, could I1”

*“{h, you butted into him in the gquad,
did :.*uu%" asked Wharton. -

“Ow! Yes! You ges, I was going to
the tuckshop, and Walker was coming
away [rom it. How was I to see the
cast in this beastly fog?” groaned
Funter, “It was a sheer accident.
vouldn’t help the silly ass dropping s
eilly parecls when he hl.zluﬂli iato me,
comtd I?7 Ow! Wow! Think I'd butt
into a Sixth Form prefect if 1 could
ielp it¥ Wowl”

The citums of the
eympathetic,

ainly it was unlikely that Bunter
had butted inta Walker of the Sixth on
purpase.” It was hard lines to be given
six for ab accident in the for which a
fellow couldn’t helpl™ :
- “Walker's rather a bully,"” remarked
Beb Cherry. “He's not o bad as
Loder or Carne; but he's got a beastly
temper sometimes.”

*Hao lad no right to cane Bunter for
Tutting into him in the fog,” said Frank
Nugent; “that’s altogether too thick [™

“The thickfulness ia terrific!”

“I'd jolly well i
Bunter: “buat a fellow docsn’t like

heast

Remove lacked

o to Quelch,” said
to

megh ! Ow, ow, ow, oW, o ! S0y,
vou fellows, tim; oughtn’t to let that
heast bull ¢ Remove! Six for a

<heer accident! And I ean tell you he
laid them on! Ow, ow!”
“Tha brute ought to bo jolly well
ragged!” said Bob warmly.
“Can’t rag o prefect,” sawd Johnny
Bull, “We don't want to get six each.™
“Ow, ow, ow! I say, you fellows, is
thers any more cake? Ow, ow, ow!”

“The ragiulness of the esleemed
Walker is the proper caper,” remarked
Hurrea Jamset Ram Sipgh. ' But the
sixfulness each would be ludicrously

prainful 1#
“1 gav, you fellows——" ;
“Grin and bear it, old fat bean!™ said

Is ihera any more cake?”

“No: that's the lot.”

“0Oh dear! Ow!®

Still groaning, Billy Bunter rolled out
of Study No. 1, mdj’ betook himself to
Study ﬁ{&. T, hiz nwn guarters. Him
erpans died away along the Remove
passage.

Harry Wharton & Co. did net Onish
their tea. They had intended to finish
with the ecake., PBunter had finished it
for them, But, to judge by his deep

roans as he departed, the Owl of the

emove had not derived muvch con-
splation even from the cake. Billy
Buhter was in the same state as Rachel
rf old=—he wonred, and ecould not he
wonforted.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Toddy Takes a3 Hand !

&4 HEESE it "
C Larcan |
“Chuck i, Bunter.”

- Thus Peter Todd—un-
symgalhetmﬂlly.

“For goodness' sake chuck it.”

Groan !

Bunter, no doubt, considered that a
fellow had a right to do as he chese in
i own study.  Btudy Ne. T in the
Fenmwove was Bunfer's study: and he
chose to groan, %o he groaned,

Unforlunately, it was Peter Todd's
iudy also, and Petor found DBunter's
proans neither grateful nor comforting.

Moreover. Peter was hard at work.
Tater had fifty lines from the " Hrnri-
nde” to write out for Monsicor Char-
penfter, the French master,

Tee AMicxor LiEnamy.—No. 1,136

Fifty lines of French were bad enough,
without a1 accompaniment of deep
groaning from Willlam George Bunter.

“If you think that's pretty to listen
to,” said Peter, glaring across the study
table at the Ow! of the Reluove.

Groan |

“I'vo got this impot to write out——="

G?'uf?! 11 f F 1 fed

“Fifty lines o roggy 1" growle
Poter. “Look here, gﬂu can read it
out Lo me while I seribble, if you like.
Begin at the beginning—ije chante de ce

heros qui regnait sur la Franca——="

Groan |
“YWhat's the matter with you?” hooted

FPeter, “Can’t you sit down and be
guietF"
“Ow! No! I-I ihink I shan't be

able to sit down for a week!” groaned
Bunter.

Peter Todd grinned,

*“ Licked 2 he asked.

Dunter blinked at him.

“¥ou silly ass!™ he gasped. *Do you
E‘:inll-: I''n making thia row for fun?

w L.l?

“¥You never iﬂi licked for a
always for nothing,” remarked Peter,
sarcastically. * Neover was such an
innocent bird! Have you been raiding
Walker's grubi™

{iroan!

“*Well, what did Walker give you zix

thing—

S £ 3 5 i 5 5 £ i £ s €

6 “BOWMAN"” STEAM
ENGINES (b

and

“ WARNEFORD "
AEROPLANES

MUST BE WON!

See Ehis week's issue of

THE POPULAR

On Sale Tuesday.
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for i asked Feter,
piciously.

: ﬂnﬂ: mors Bunter's tale of woe was
ald.

But it fell on rather sceptical ecars.
Peter shook his head.

“Walker's a bit of a bully,” he
remarked.  “But he wouldn’t give a
man six just for butting inte him by
accident in the fog."

"You eilly ass ! hooted Bunter. “ Do
vou think I dor’t know whether I've had
six or not? Ow, ow, ow 1

" But Walker wouldn't—"'

“Ow! He did, yvou ass! Wow! You
might be a bit sympathetic to a fellow
in your own study! Ow!"”

“And you did nothing but run inlo
Lim in the fopi®

eyeing him sus-

“Owl Nothing I Wow !?
“If that's the truth—" =aid Poter
JanbtFully,

There was room for doubt. Bunter
wasz not on intimals ferms with the
truth—they had hardly even a nodding
acquaintanee 1

“ Oy, really, Pelor! You know how
}r?;}'ﬂ'l I am,” zaid Bunter reproach-
wlly.

“1 do—jnsk1® agreed Pefer. "That'a
ihe trouble!  You see, you're such a
frightful fikber, Bunter——="

THE MAGNET

“Beast! Owl” )

*Buch a fearful fabricator—"

L% ] Wuw IJ-!'

“In fact, such an awful liar, in plain
English,” said Peter cheerfully.
* Ananias and George Washington were
foola to you 1™

"I thet's all the sympathy I get in
mg own study—"" said Bunter bitterly.
“Ow, ow, ow!” he added, as a fresh
twinge caught him. “Wow, wowl The
beast laid it on as if he was beating a
carpet ]| Wow-ow-ow !V

“Well, if Walker's jolly weH licked
you for nothing, Walker's jolly well

aing to sit up,” said Peter, “He's
jolly well not going to bully the Remove,
especially this study, But—>"

(iroan |

Billy Bunter leaned on the table and
poured fortb sounds of woe. It was
olear that James Walker had laid it on
very hard indead.

“If Walker's licked you for nothin
Il get some fellows to I’?gliﬂ up, an

wa'll jolly well give ker beans
somehow,”  said Peter determinedly.
HB“-!;___H
(iroan !

Petor Todd rose from the tablo.

Il jolly well go end see Walker,”
ho said. “If it's a3 you say, Bunter,
we'll make him sit up—somehow | If it
isn’t, I'll come back and give you six
with a fives bat, to match the six {Yn or
gave you—seei™

“You can geb on with my impot
while I'm I&mm, if you like,” added
Feter, “Mossoo won't hother about
the fist: and he told me to bring it to
him after tca, Put in the accents.”

(Groan!

Peter Todd left the study.

Eilly Bunter did not get on with the
I'rench imposition, He had found &

little comfort in the cake in Study

No. 1. But he did not expect bo find
any in a French impot. He moved
about  the study, mumbling and

Eroaning.

Teter Todd went deswwnstairs, In the
Jower holl he encountered Monsieur
Charpentier, the French master, As his
impot was not vet written, and in fact
hardly begun, Peter wos not anzious to
meet Mossoo. Mossoo was standing at
the door, blinking out inte the mist,
apparently uvndecided whether to ven-
ture forth or not. But he caught sight
of Peter, and beckoned to him.

“Zose lines. zey are written, lLeinf”
asked Mossoo.

“*Hem | Nob quite, sir,” said Peter.

“Zen vy vou not write zem in Zis
moment, mon garcon?” demanded Mon-
sicur Charpentier, soverely.

“I—I'm going to see a prefvet, eir,”
murmured Peter. “We're not allowed
to keep a prefect wailing, sie™

“est bien,” said Mossoo amiably.
“But zose lines, zey must be written,
mon garcon!  You fake zem o m
study, and if I am gone out viz myself,
you lay zem on ze table, isn't 1t 5™

*Oh, certainly, 2e”

Mossoo turned to the misty doovway
again, and Peter T'odd went on his way
to the Bixth-Form paszage.

He tapped at the deoor of James
Walker, and opened it

Walker of the Bixth was in his =fudy.
He was scated at the table, writing &
letter.

Ho stared round impatiently at the
Removite.

“What the thump do you want?"” he
snapped, “Is it o message?”

“Not exactly,” said Peter. *J—%

“Then buzz off ] I've got to catch
the collection with this letter,’” grunted
Walker. “No time ta waste~buzz off I”

“1 wanted to ask you—-"
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“8hut vp ord elear.”
Walker of the Sixth resumed writing
his letter. I¢ was getting near time for
the school box to be cleared by the post-
man, and Walker wanted to catch the
post. 5o he had no time to waste on
an tmportunate junior. DBut Peter Todd
did not shut up; neither did he eclear.

Ho had come there for information.

“1 say, Walker-—
No answer from the prefoet, who was
busy seribbling.

U Bunter says you licked him for but-
ting into you in the fog, 1n the guad”
sald Peter.

Walker glared up.

“That's 30; and
I'tl pgive you the
same I1f wyou don't

buzz off without say-
ing another word!”
he enapped; and he
reached towards the
cane that lay on the
table.

Foter Todd did not
utter another word,
Walker, Eﬁdentl}y,
was in an extremely
bad temper, and
Peter did not want
the **same.”

. He stepped back
into the passage.

“8Bhut the door!”
snapped Walkoer,

Peter Todd closed | {l .
the door and retired |
from the Sixth-Form

guarters. His face was thoughtful as he
took bis way back to the Remove
DRSSAZS.

He did not return to Study Neo.o T.
Billy Bunter continued to groan there
uninterrupted, and the French imposi-
tion had to wait., Peter was thinking of
something more pressing than French
impots az he stopped at the door of
Study Ne. 1 in the Remove,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
5ix on the Warpath !

- ROT in, Teddy !”
It was a charus of welcoms

in Btudy No. 1 as Peter

looked in.
Toddy trotted in. . )
The ﬁ:ﬂmuus Five had been dizcussing
tho affair of Bunter. They agreed that
Walker of the Sixth was a beastly bully,
and that he ought to be made to sit up
for licking a Remove man for nothing.

But making a Bixth-Form prefect sit

up was a difficult and perilows procecd-
ing. The consequences of '“handling
a profect were dire. The chums of the
Remove agreed that Walker ought to be
made an example of. But nobody
wanted to bag eix from a prefect, a
caning from a Form master, or a
Bogging from the Head,

B0 although there was considerables
indignation in Study No, 1, the Famous
Five would probably have come to the
conclusion that there was nothing doing
—when Peter Todd happened.

Poter came tn and closed the door
behind him.

“¥ou fellows game ™ he asked,

“The pgamefulness is terrvifie, my
esteemed  Toddy,” answered Hurres
Jamset Ram E!n%‘h. “But what 1z the
absurd upfulnesz?¥”

“Bunter's been licked—v1

“We've had that!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Bunter's told us all about
it—we've histened to his tale of woe™

“The woefulness was—""

* Dreposterous 1 chuckled Bob,

“Well, Bunter's in my studs,” said
Peter. “Hce's u fat bounder, and a

i
T T
- e

podpy fathead, and all zorks of 2 worm,

ot he's in my study, end he’s not going

to be licked for nothing. That bully

Walker walloped him for butting into

Lhim in the fog—just that.”

E“ﬂEnnter‘a such & fibber,” saild Johnny
el

“I've asked Walker™ sald Teddy.
“It's official! And it's the saddy limit,
It's up to the Remove to let Walker
know that he can't do these things.”

“ Hem "'

The chums of the Remove cyed Peter
dublously. ney wera willing, indeed
eager, to deal with Walker of the Sixth
in the most drastic manner imaginable,
But there was a but.

“You zes, there's a frightful row If
a man handles a prefect,” said Frank
Nugent. "The Bixth are the giddy
Sixth, you know.”

“The jolly old Palladium of the
school '” gaid Bob Cherey. “ Mustn't lay
hands on the jolly old Palladinm !~

“It's fogey 1n the quad,” said Peter.

“We've noficed that, fathead.”

“Walker's going ont scon to post a
letter at the Box, He wants to catch
the collection.””

“What about it ¥

“Lots about it," answered Peter.
“Walker's got to get what's comin
to him, and ot the same time we don't
wank to be marched before the Head for
handling & profact, ‘That's where the
fog comes in, If Walker is collared in
the fog—>"

“h, my hat!™

“IHe won't see whe did it.  That
won't hurt us. On such an occasion
we're not yearning for the limelight.”

“ No fear ! chuckled Bob.

“Well, nre you coming?? asked
Peter., “ Walker's rather a hefty brute,
but the lot of us can handle him like a
baby. We're going to be on the spot
when he comes along with his letter,
and as soon as he's dropped it into the
box we jump on him—

“I've got a bottle of marking-ink,*

mﬂtinuadillj‘]etpr. :EI wisdguin to ma.rlﬁ
collars with 1, But I'd rather mark
Walker.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ 1 say, Walker,” said Peter Todd.
him for buiting into you in the fog.”
seribbling and looked up.

10 /
i

ﬁEﬁﬁF- :

4y

** Bunter says vou licked
The Sixth-Former ceased
** That's s0,” he snapped ; **and

i N I’ll give you the same if Eau don't buzz off [ ¥ [Peler did
[ f] [ nof want the * same,”” so he stepped back hurriedly inio the
i passage. (See Chapter 2.)

“If you're game—"

“h, wa're game od
Wharton. “There
if it comes out.’

“The rowfulness will be terrife.”

“We're not going to give Walker our
names or leave him our visiting-cards,”
said Peter. “He won't know us from
Adam."”

Tha Famous TFive
another,

They had had many troubles with the
bully of the Sixth, and were not averse
from the idea of giving James Walker
a little kind atiention in the fog. And
undoubtedly he deserved a ragging  for

said Harry
11 bo a frightful row

looked at one

gaving & Hemove man six for & sheer
acaoident.

There waa a gencrous nodding of
heads.

“We're on!” said Bob Cherry.
“The pnfulness iz preposterous.”

“Follow your leader, then,” said
Peter.  “Walker won't be long, and we
want to be ahead of him. Come on."”

‘The Famous Five followed Peter from
the study. They did not leavo the
House by the door on the oquad, Ik
was indubitable that James Walker
deserved what he was going to get, thak
he had asked for it, and that he nuight
to have what he had asked for., The
uniors had no doubt on these points,

ut they did not expect masters or
prefects to sec eye to eye with them in
such a matter It was necessary to be
very wary, and exceedingly secret.
Walker was certain to make & fusa
about it, richly as he deserved it, and
it was necezzary for no one to know
that the =ix juniors had been ous of the
House when it happened. 8o they left
the Houss by the window of & deserted
class-roorm, unseon.

“My hat! Tt's thick {* mutiered Bob
Cherry, a2 he blinked round him in the

“heavy mist that hung over the quad.

“The thickfulness is beastly,” grunted
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
shiver,

“Coma on!™ said Peter. "Keep to-
gether or we shall lose one another,”

THE Muaeker Linnany.—No, 1,136,
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* Lead on, Macduff " said Bob,
The i'unil:-m groped their woy along
ath.

the

'I‘i?e mist from the sca lay like a
blanket over QGreyiriars, Dimly the
shapes of trees loomed up, and from
lighted windows a fsint 1illumination
shone into the fog.

They found their way at last to the

ost-box in the school wall. There they
wlted, peering at one another in tho
gloom.

“Thick as soup ! mumbled Nugent,

“All the better,” said Peter Todd.
“Walker isn't likely to recognise any-
body in this.”

“ No. But——" .

“Hafe ae houses,” said Peter.

“Ves: bot—"

“But what, {athead 1

“ Suppose ke dossn't coma to post the
Jetter 77 said Frank, “He may change
Liis mingd when he sees how thick it ia.”

“0Oh, rotl” said Peter.

“Well, it’s only & faw minutes to the
collection now, I believe—unless the fog
M&?E Boggs late,” saidHarry Wharton.
“ Wait and see, anyhow.”

The juniors waited. ] ]

It was not pleasant. A thin drizele
Wik fa.iling through the mist, and every
“moment the fog seemed to Le getting
thicker., From far oot at sea came a
dismal zound of syrens. They woited ;
hut thoers was no sound of approaching
footsteps.

* Look here, Toddy, aro you sure—"
F:m%'an Johnny Bull.

“*Yeo, asgl” .

“Ie doesn’t seem io ba coming!”
prumbled Johnny.

“ Hark 17 .

Thera was a sound in the mist, It
came from the path, hidden in the mist,
und was umms-t.ﬁkahliii a footstep,

" He's coming!™ whispered Peter.

" Qnief !

The juniorsz waited breathlessly.

Someons was coming down the path
directly towards the letter-box, FPater
Tedd drew the bottle of marking-ink
from his pocket and removed the cork.

“Ready!" he breathed, .

A dim figure loomed for a moment in
the gloom. They heard a letter dropped
into the orifice of the box,

The dimly-seen form turned from the
letter-box again, and st the same
moment the Famous Five clozed in en
it.

There. was » stertled gasp as they
collared that dim form and up-ended it
and dropped it on the earth.

“ Ooocooocoooaoh [

Bump !

The next moment, Peter Todd was
leaning over the sprawling figure, and
the purpls marking-ink was streaming
from the bottle aver the upturned face.
- M Gerrrrooocoogh |

That upburnafi face was the dimmest
of dim patches in the thick mist. It was
quite unrecognisable, and still more un-
recognisable after Peter had weighed in
with the purple marking-ink.

*Qocooooch |

Bome of the ink, apparently, had gone
into an open mouth. The sounds that
came from the sprawling figure wero
awful.

“Gug-gug-ug | Ooooch! Grooooooch 1™

Six fipures faded sway into the fog.
The chums of the Remove did not utter
a word. The victim of the rag could not
possibly have recognised them, if he had
seen them at ally but _he might have
known their voices. In deep silenee,
like phantoms, they faded away.

Horrid sounds followed them through
the mist.

“Gug-gug | Gerrooooogh! Oooooach 1™

Twice the juniors missed their way in
the elinging mist, but they got back to
the Form-room window at last, and

fjoom CA
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clammbered in. Very carefully th
closed the window bah{nd them. d o

Not till then did they venture even to
chuckle.

“Quiet |” murmured Peter. “Walker
will kick up a fearful row about this.
He can’s possibly like it.”

. Ha, ha, hat”

“Quiet !

_ Buppressing  their emotions, the
juniors left the Form-room quietly.

After that they strolléd away towar

the door of the House. There was
nothing to connect them with what had
happened in the quad, end they were
quite interested to sce Walker of the
Sixth coms in. He was likely, the
considered, to present a ver unu:maii
aspect, and to be in a highly excited

atate.
Beveral fellows were standing by the
o the

big doorway, locking out, w
juniors came along f{rom within.

“Looks jolly thick I remarked Loder
of the Sixth.

“¥Yes, doesn't it? I fancy I'll leave
pesting my letter,” said another voice.

The six juniors gave a convulsiva start,

They knew that voice,

Like fellows in a horrid dream, they
gazed at Walker of the Sixth.

Heo was standing at the doorway with
Loder, a letter in his hand. Obviously,
he had not posted his létter. Obviously,
ha had not gone down to the post-box in
the school wall.

Someone had!

They knew that—onl But
not Walker of the Sixth.

For & moment Harry Wharton & Co,

zed at one ancther in silent horror.

meone—goodness  knew  who—had
walked into their hands in the fog, and
had got what was intended for Walker.
Who it was they could not even imagine.
It might have been anybody at Grey-
friars—except Walker! A prefact,l,per-
haps—perhaps even & master! eter
Todd’s faco was o study.

*Oh, crikey!1” ha whispered.

The jumiors retired silently to the
Remove passage. ey wers no longer
interested to see the victim of the rag
come in. The less they saw of him, and
the farther off they were when he came.
the better. Not till they reached the
Romove passage did they express their
feelings in words, Then all the Famous
Five spoke at once. '

“Taddy ! You silly idiot ™

“J—1 thought—" stammered Peter.

;s ;fmIl ber;ighted fathead [

“¥You burblin

“ Yook herg—

“Bump him 1" said Bob Cherry.

“Yarcoooch I

Leaving Peter on the floor of the
Remove paszage, the TFamousz Five
vetired into Study WNo. 1. Peter picked
himself up breathlessly and limped along
to No. T.

An ynmusical sound greeted hin as he
entoered.

Groan!

Billy Bunter was still in a state of
lamentation. He blinked at Peter, as
he came in, through hiz big spectacles.
Then he uttered & decper groan than
ever, ng doubt with the idea of eliciting
sympathy from Peter, .

But Peter was not in a sympathetio
mood, He was in a state of dismay and
upprehension.

He gave William George DBunier &

too wellt

g ?Pump 3=

glare,

T2hut up " he howled.

Groan!

“Vou fat, frabjous fathead! You'yo
landed me inlo & precious pickle I said
Poter Todd. *“All your fault, you

footling Eramp I
Groan!
Peter Todd, with a fod-up, ferocioua
oxpression on his face, locked sound the
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study, evidently in search of something,
Bunter blinked at him, forgetting, for
the moment, to groan.

* Looking for something, Toddy ¥ he
asked,

" Yes|” hizsed Peter,

*“What is it 1"

"A fives bat.”

“Wha-a-at do you want a hves bat
for 1"

(13 ‘kﬂu !:H

Petor found the fives bat, and grabbed
iti. Then heo looked round for Dunter.
But he did not find Bunter. Bunter was
gone.

e i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
A Mystery of the Mist !

o XTRAORDINARY I =aid Mr.
Quelech.
"My eye!” said Gosling.
Both of them listened.

Quelch, tho master of the Romove, had
just comea in. ¥He had been c.augf'.t in
the thickening fog, and had had some
difficulty in getting back to Greyfriara
at ali from the village. He stopped at
Gosling's ledge to make some remarks—
not complimentary oncs—on the weather,
and to suggest that G-ualmghsh-uu]d light
him across to the House with his lantern.

Gosling, who did not expect a tip for
the service, was not enthusiastic, but
Mr. Quelch was a gontleman whom it
was  diflienit to  refuse. Gosling
mentioned, in & casual sort of way, that
he didn't know just where to lay his
hands on that lantern, that the lantern
was empty of oil, am!l’ that he had mis-
laid his matches. ‘Then he found the
]m:ta:t:fn],1 found that there was oil in it,

found his matches and lighted up, ex.
prqss:m? hiz feelings {the while in a
geries of grunts. '

Lantern in hand, the school porter was
starting te convoy Mre. Quelch to the
House, when frem the deep and blinding
mist there came strange sounds that
startled both the Form master and the
porter.

" Gug-gug-gug |
Hooooch :

Btrange and suffocating sounds came
from the fog. It was no wonder that
Mr. Queleh deseribed them as extra-
ordinary, They were, 50 to speak, exlra
extraordinary.

Mr. Quelelr stared round him in the
fog. DNothing was to be seen but ghostly
mist and dim branches looming through.

“What i3 that extraordinary noizg,
Gosling 2 asked the master of the
Remaove.

“Ask me another, sic!” said Gozlineg.
“Bome blooming hanimal got inlo ilw
place in the fog. I s'pose.”

" Some what 77 inquired Mr. Queleh.

“Some bloaming hanimal, sir.™

“1 should be obliged, Cosling, if you
would select your adjectives with more
circumspection when addressing me!™
said the Form master stiffly,

“My eve ! satd Gosling.

“ Cooocoog 1" came from
“Mocononeh ! TIerrrreer

“It's zome bloomin
—hanimal I™ saud Gosling.

“Gug-gug!™ came from
“Ooocht Mon Dieu ™

Mr. Queleh started.

“That 1= a_ human voice!" he ex
claimed. “It is Monsicur Chn rpeniier !
It can bo o one else! 1

Coooog!  Hooog |

ﬂ!{: fog.
IBE'-'EH:!'{H =

mean Llinking

the Tom.

| o iz in some
trouble—an aceident of some kind——"

* Mon Dien! Oooch! Ciel ! Wooaneh 1™
"Its that blooming—I mean blinking

—Froggy ! muttered Gosling,  *I'mn
wailing for yon, sir.”
“Monsienr Charpenticr 12 in gomae

trouble,” said Mr. Queleh. * Perhaps he
has fallen in the fog. Weoe must find

him.” ‘
Grant from Cosling.  William Gosling

was not & very obliging old gentleman,
and he was not keen on rooting about in
the fog for a “Dblinking Frogzy.” But
there was no help for it; Mr. Quelch was
not to be denied. )
Gosling proceeded to grope in the
direction of the weird sounds, flashin
tha light of his lantern before him, an

the Remove master followed.
“ Mogooh I’ came 2 mumble from the

mist. “QOooch! Mon Dieu! A moi!
A meil!™ :
“ Monsicur Charpentier!” called out
w, owl!

Mr. leh.
r. fJue Oh !
Mon Dieu l™

“Hein 1
Help | . 1

“It iz Monsieur Charpentier,” said
Mr. Quelch, “He appears to be hurt—
some accident in the fog. How fortunate
that we heard him, Gosling !

A moi!

Another grunt fromi Gosling. In
Gosling’s lﬂﬁgu was o bright, warm
fire, and & glass of gin and water.

Gosling was thinking of them with
vearning, Heo did not sco anything at
all fortunate in the present state of
affairs, :

“We must find him at once.  Where
ara vou, Monsiecur Chavpentier?”’
shouted the Remove master.

‘ EEEFEEEEEEBAERNSEENEREaRAAEEETNN RN ERE RRETE .

One of this week's "MAGNET"
POCKET KNIVES goes to:
Alired Andrewartha, of 9, Brodick
Street, Moston. Manchester, who
gent in the following amusing joke ;

BAITING THE KEEPER!

The kesper, discovering a
stranger angling on a private
stretch of water, ordered the
offendsr to draw hia cast. The
angler complied, and it was
sean that his hook wae baited
with a carrot. Tha keopar
buret inte laughter and said ;
“If thet's the balt you use,

o ahead!1? BSeveral hours
ater the two met again.
Pointing to the angler's full
Baskel, the Kesper sald aghast:
“ Qood heavena ! Yoo didn't
catch atl these fish with a
piece of carrot, did you ¢ "
" Mo, roplied the sportsman ;
"} gaught you with that!®'

Perhaps it will be gour turn next
to win one of these useful prizes,
chum. Pile in with your effart !
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HHelas ! Je snis et 7 came a maffled
voice from the fog. _

“Can’t make out what he says, =i,
grunted Cosling, *If he means its cusy
fo find i T con't see i, sie.”’

“Mansicer Charpentier did not say
‘,,:-_.ﬂﬁ:;" Gﬂ-‘.!ill;;‘; Yoo osai] i-E'I," ooamn-
swered Me, Quelel

“That's Liz Mecnung=1 mean blink-
Ing—funny way of spraking, sir,” saud
Go=line. I lie saas eecy o must nrean
casy, L s pose’”

#iler' 1 o French
*here,” Gosling,”’

Grunt fromn Gosling,

“ Lots of blooming use sayving * here!
—if he's a-saying Chere? 'l osaid,
“Where's ' heve." IT'd like to know, in
this bloow--blinking fog ¥

# Monsicur Charpentier ! calied MMy,
Quelel.

HIci, mon ami!’ came a gasping
voree from invisibiliby,  *“Jo suwis dei!
Tei! On m'azzomme! Grocoogh !

*P'his way, Gozhing 1™

“1 ean't sco nothing, sic!
is this ‘eve—-"

“Wa neust be guided by the sound of
Monsienr Charpentier’s voice, Gosling.
Something  muest  have happencd  to
him.”

UiVl T says—""

“He may bo burt, Coslipg.”

word., meaning

VWob I =aya

Gosling hoped that he was,

"He groped on in the fog, the lantern
glimmeririg beforo him, Gasping and
gurgling sounds, mingled w'th ™ wild
-fp.culatmm in French, helped te guides
sLIm, _r

“Vencz. Jeswsic! Grooogh! Oh
ceal ! Alon Dien ™

“Why a cove can’'t speak plain
English, instead of that queer lingo,
beats me!” growled Gosling. “'Ow
them bleoming Froggies understand one
asnother is o mystery to me, Wot I says
15 this 'ero——"'

“* Monsicur Charpentier !

“foi! Grooogh ™ i

Gosling plunged on.  Suddenly, from
the mist, a face emerged into the light

of tho lantern.
& howl of startled

Gosling  gave
affright.

o had expected to sce the French
master. What ho saw was & stra
horrid countenance, striped with pesple,
zebra-hke in appearance.

“My eye!” gasped Gosling.

The lantern dropped from the porter's
startled hand.

“Gosling! How can you be so
ﬂlumﬁ'.’y " exelaimed Mr. Queleh.

_“It’s a blooming spook !” gasped Gos
ling. *1t's a 'orrid spectre! Did you
sep ik, sir? ‘Elp !

“Gosling! Remain here——"

But Gosling did not remain, Ho de-

arted. One glimpse of that wild, weird
ace in the fog was enough for Gosling.
Leaving his lantern on the ground, the
Greyfriars porter plunged away through
the mist towards Eis lodge.

“Gosling I rapped out Me, Quelch,

But answer there came none. Gosling
wis gone,

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch impaticntly.

e stooped and groped for the
lantern, fortunately, it was not ex-
tinguished by the fall.

T'he Remove master caught it up and
fiashed the light round hiw.

“Monsicur Charpentier! Where are
vou? Why—wh at—wh e t—what—""
ejaculated Mr., Quelch, and he wvery
nearly dropped the lantern, in his turn,
as the strange, startling face dawned on_
fin from the mist,

It was bard to believe that it was
a haman fage, It was striped with
%urpl-:', and a purple palch surrounded
thie gosping mouth; and the cyes glared
wildiy. Mr. Quelch gazed at it in con-
stornation,

W ho—who—what—"" ¢ stuttered.

“Jo suis ieje——"

“ Monzivur Charpentier!™

“Maisoui! (Fest affrense! Regardes

mol " Dbleated Monsieur Charpentier.
“I am atiock in zo fog! I am knock
over., I am hustle and bustle. 1 am

drench viz somezing wet. I am all con-
fuse and choke. Bomezing he go into
my moutl, sair, somezing verrea nasty.
I am sulfocate! I lose me zo breit!
Groooogh 1™

“Food heavens!" pasned AMro Quelch,

He gozed at the Freneh master of
Greyiviars in horror.

It waz Monsieur Charpenlice. The
voice proclaimed that fact, Dk Mossoo's
nearest and dearest relative could never
have recognised hin otherwise.

SBcinething, evidently, had happened
to Monsicur Adolphe Charpenticr.

“What—what—whal——"  ¢jacnlated
the Remove master.  “ What—what—
what has happened, Monsicur Char-
pentier ¥

“1s it zat 1 know 1" groancd Mossoo.
“Jo v'en snia rien! I wolk viz myself
to pozt onn letter in ze boite, and when
I Lhave ze letter drop in zat botte I am
seize—] am attack—I am renverso—vat
you call chuck down, Somezing ho is

Tne Micser Lisnany.—-No, 1,136,
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ur over ze faco. He go in ze mouth.
fqnm cho M

“It is ink!" oxclaimed Mr. Quelch.
He approached: the lantcrn nearer to
the zebra-like couhtenance and scanned
it. "It is ink—a purple ink—a marking-
ink! An jndelible ink I’*

“ Mon Dieu!” ;

“It iz an outrage!’ exclaimed Mz,
Queleh  “Who has done this, sir?"

“ Je ne suis pas, moi I’ gasped Mossoo.
“J know nozzings. I am seize in 2e fog

am s&atiack-—-I sm renverse—tout
bouleverse. Helas 1™ "
“Come with me, Monsienr Char-

ntier,” said Mr Quelch, taking the

rench gentleman's grm. 1 will guide
vou to the House. Somo dastard—eome
wretch—some unmitigated rascal—has
teken advantage of the fog to make this
iniquitous attack on you. You may rely
apon it that the dastardly wreteh will
ba discovered and expelled from the

school. Come with me 35 ”
“Merci, DMonsieur! Zank yﬁui
gasped DMonsieur Charpenticr I

understand nozzings of zia! I zee no
‘vun! I hear no vun! I drop ze letter
in zo boite and I am attack-I am chuck
dewn—I1 am smother viz somezing nasty
that go into ze nose and zo mouth—I
am choke and suffocate—"

“"Coma "

Mr. Quelch led the French master
away through the mist, holding up the
lantérn in the other hand. Monsieur
Charpentier tottered along by his mde.
He gurgled, and gasped, and spluttered
as he went. Purple ink streaked his
countenance and drenched his hair and
his collar and tie, but some of it had
been taken <nternally. A stream of
purple ink had pgone inte & wide-open
mouth, and it was only too clear that
it did not taste nice. .

Mr. Quelch navigated the gasping,
splultering French gentleman to the
Houte. Monsicur Charpentier tottered
in, his remarkable appearance causing
surprised exclamations to be uttered on
all sidea.

“Who—who—who's that " ejaculated
Walker of the Bixth,

“What the dickens—-"
Lader,

“Mon Dien! Cest moi—2"

“It ia Monsicur Charpentier I* =zaid
Mr. Quelch, with thunder in his brow.
*“ He has been the victim of an outrage.
Some person, or persons, attacked him

exclaimed

it the fog and drenched him with ink,
a3 you see—""

“My  hat!"™ ejaculated Walker.
“Who—""

“That iz not known at present.

Walker, Loder, inform the other pre-
fects ab once, and let a search be made
for the authors of this detestable out-
ragoe. Let it be ascertained immedi-
ately what boys were out of the House 1**

"Certainly, sir!"

“Come, Monsieur Charpentier !'*

Mr. Quelch led the tottering French
gentleman away. In about 2 minute mores
the néews spread like wildfire through

tha House! A master—tha French
master—had been attacked by some
persen or persons unknown, drenched

with purple ink. Tt was the sensation
of the term at Greyfriars, In the history
of the schoal no such outrage had aver
ocenrred before. It was the sack, short
and sharp, for the delinquents when
they were discovered, and all the pre-
fects of the Sizth Form were engaged
MAGNET READER'S BPECIAL
MNOTICEL
The Clapton tmperial Football Club
are desirous of playing home and away
nratohes within a radius of filve miles.
Ages betwoen 12 and 14. Y fmperial "
possesa goal posts for home matches
only, Apply: H. Whiter, B7, Powers-
oroft Road, Glapton, E.B.
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in the task of discovering them. And
the question that was asked up and
down Greyfriars was—who had done it?
Who had waylaid, attecked, aszaultad,
and inked a member of the staff in the
fop? But for the presont, at least, there
was no answer to bo found to that
guestion.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Awlul !

ETER TODD stepped quietly into
P Study No. 1, greeted by grim

looks from the five juniors there.

Hurrying feet passed the study—
fellows were going down to sce what the
rumpus was about. Something had hap-
pened—all the House knew that; and
Remove fellows were curious to know
what it was, DBut Peter Todd and the
TFamous Five did not think of joining
in the rush down the Remove staircase,
They were not curious to know more—
they knew too much alrcady,

Peter shut the door of the study and
stared gloomily at the Famous Five.
They stared back gloomily at him,

*“This i3 a go!” said Peter.

“Tha go-fulness is terrifie!™

“You born idiot !” said Bob Cherry.

“You benighted ass!” szaid Jolbnmy
Bull.

. “Oh, cheeso it!” said Peter. “Was
it my faulti”

“Of course ii was, you frabjous
chump I exclaimed Frank Nugent in-
dignantly “You led vs there to wait
for Walker——*

“Ana it wasn’t Walker!” groaned
Bob Cherry. “ Who the dickens was it?
If it was & junior it wouldn't matter
But he was too big for a junior, who-
over he was, Might have been a Fifth
Form man! That wouldn't matter a
let. In {aect, if
needn't mind.”

“Hov wasn't g0 big ar Coker,” said
Harry Wharton, “0f course, it may
have been a Fifth Form man! I hope
1t was.

“No_such luck!” zaid Nugent, “It
was A Bixth Form man—and most likely
a prefect. Trust Toddy for that !

“Well, we meant it for a Sixth Form
prefect I said Todd

“¥Yes, you ass—Walker! DBul—but
suppose it waa Wingate [ )

Toddy gasped! Ragging and inking
Walkor wou!d have been serions
enough; but if it turned out to be
the captaty oi the school—

“It wasn't Wingate,” said Harry
Wharton, * Whoever the silly ass was,
he wasn't so hefty as Wingate! We
should never have bowled over old Win-
gate ao easily as all that!”

“That's 50! agrecd Bob Cherry. “I
—1 SRY, it couldn't have been a master,
could it ™

There was a silence of horror in the
study for a moment or two at the
suggmtic-n,

Nunno!” said Wharton at last.
“Whoever he was, he wasn't big enough
te be a master! I hardly think he
could have been a Filth Form man!
He went over like a skittle when we
collared him., Might only have been
one of the Shell, after all.”

“It's possible,” said DBob, in great
relief.  Therc was a hrightenin?_uf
faces in the study, If it was one of the
Lower School who had been handled in
mistake for Walker, the seripusness of
the matter departed at once.

“But—" znid Johnny Bull slowly.

*But what ™

“1 don't think it was a Shell man, I
didn't fec. hine, of course, any more
than you did, but—he had a tail-coat
on. I'm shre of that” '

“Muost have been a senior,”
Nugent.

it was Coker, wa

said
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“ Anyvhow, I'ra suen it wasn't Wingale

or Gwyune,” said Harry. “Not hefty
enough. And it can’t have been a
master, Goodness knows who it was,

If it was anybody important there will
ba a fearfw row. 8till, thera would
have been a fearful row i we'd got
Walker.”

“That's g0,” said Bob. “Bul—"

“Can’t be helpad now,” said Nugent.
“We've got to sit tight and koep our
mouths shur. It will blow over.”

“Wa shall soon know who it was,
anvhow,” salc Poter Todd., “ There's a
row going or downstairs—ihe whole
place scems to bo m a buzz.  Better
wait here til) we pet the news”™

The juniors hetened, Faintly from
afar came sounds that told of unusual
perturbation in the House. The door of
the study suddenly opened, and they
started guiltily., Bkioner of the Remove
looked in.

“You fello-s know what's on?” he
asked.

“Is anything on?” asked Bob Cherry,
with elaborate carclessness,

"Yen, rather! Bomething jolly un-
usual. I'm going down to see,” said
Bkinner. “ngm ody’s called out that
& master has been attacked by some-

hud{ {*
Skinner departed—the last of the
Remove, excepting the gulty six, to
hurry down tho Remove staircase,
The six gazed at one another.
"A—pg—az master’™ murmured

. Nugent.

“Not—not—noct Quclchy,
stammered Bob.

“Quolchy 1" gasped Wharton.

“Well, Quelchy was gone out. If—if
he had come in, and—and we got him
in the fogp—"

“Don't " gasped Peter Todd.

The bare idea that tne victim might
have been their cwn Forw master was

absolutely horrifying.
1::%- t*  YWharton re-

“It wasn't Que 1
covered himself. “1'm sure it wasn't
Quelch! Not so tall as Queleh! I'm
sure of 1"

“The surefulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, It was
not the esteemed and absurd Quelch.”

“f]—I wish 1 knew who it wasg”
groaned Bob Cherry. “I eay, perhaps
we'd better go down and find out, This
suspensze i killing me, as the man zaud
when he wes hanged.”

“ Here comes somebody 17

Thera was a foolstep oufside the
study, and the door opened. It was
Billy Bunter who blinked in.

Bunter’s fat face was [ull of excite-
ment, e had even forgotten the re-
maining twinges of the “eix” he had
had from Walker.

“Y say. yeu fellows——" he gasped.

“ Anything up?” asked Wharton.

Bunter chuckled.

“I should jolly well say so! T :ay,
the Housc 1s fairly humining with it!”
he gasimd. *It's the sack for them, of
course

“For whom, fathcad?”

“The [ellows who did it

“Did what, image i

surcly [

© Aseanlted and battered him, you
know——"
“Whom #* shricked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Wharton gave Bob a warning glanee.
It was on Dunter's account that tho
whole trouble had been incurred. But
Bunter was the very last fellow at
(Greyfriars to be cotrusted with the
seoret. A sccret entrusted to William
(Gcorge Bunter might just as well have
been proclaipeed {rem the housetopa.

“Somebody assaulted and battered®”
asked the captain of the Remove, as
carelessly ag he could,
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“¥os, vratheri!” chuckled DBunter.
# IF'rom what I hear, he was collared in
the fog, and bumosed over, and
drenched with ink. He, he, he !”

“Who was itf"

“ Mossoo——"

“WHAT ™

*“Mossoo Charpentier!” zaid Bunter,
blinking at the horrified juniers. * That
little French ass, you know! Can't say
I'm sorry. He rags me a lot in the
French class, making out that I don’t
pot the right accent. Ny accent's
better than his, and chance it. I say,
Quelchy picked bim up in the guad and

earried him in—"

“Carried him ini”

“Yes. He was fearfully injured —*

“Tnjured ! gasped Wharton,

% Streaming with blood—*

“ Wha-a-at " .

“PFrightfully knocked about,” said
Bunter, *® Attacked, from whal I hear,
in the most brutal way—"

“You fat idiot!™

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Have you seen him?” roared Dol
Cherry.

“1 haven't exactly seen him, buf yon
can take it from meo that Lie's [caviully
injured. Jaw broken——"

“ What ¥

“Both eyes blacked—one of them, I
think, knocked right ont—-="

Y gu—y o —y ou——r-"

“Streaming with blood when %wir}ug

icked him up,” said Buonter, “Quelchy
Rad to carry him in, a3 I understand
that his legs wero broken——*

“His—his legs broken

“Tn several places,™ said Bunter,
“fe's lying now in his room=—dying, L
think, Practically breathing his last!
Awiul, ain't itf”

The juniors gazed ot Bunter. The
awful discovery that it was Monsieur
Charpentier whom they had ragged and
inked, in mistake for Walker, was bad
caough, without the thrilling details
added by Bunter. And it was all
Bunter's fault, toc. For & moment

e

there was silence.
1t.

Dob Cherry broke

“Bump him!” he said.

“I—I say, you fellows——"

Bunter dodged—too late!
of hands descended on him.

“Yarooogh! Tegpo! Wharrer you
up to? Yooooop!” roared Bunter, as
ho smoic the floor of Study No, 1 with
hia fat person.

*Wheoo-hogooop 1

“Itek him out!®

* ¥Yow-nw-ow-ow-woooonop [

Billy Dunter hardly knew how he got
out of Study No. 1. The dJdeor slammed
alter him.

Then Harry Wharton & Co. gazed ab
one anofher.

Y Ba it was Mossoo
a dieep hreath.

“Pogr old AMoszoo!”

“You idiot, loddy '™

*You dangerous lunatic, Toddy

“Yon terrific and preposterous  ass,
Toddy 1" ]

“ Chocl 38, =aid Deter ﬂ-[:l!‘]l_‘ﬁ;h Tt
can't be helped pnow.,  There'll be a
frightful row; but, after all, nobody
knows we lhiad a hand in it. Mum's the
word ! . .

“1'opr old Mossoo!™ said Dob dis-
mallv.  *Why, we all like Mossoo.
wouldn't et Mossoe for a term’s
pocket-money, 1%

Slx pairs

saic Harry, with

£

Poor old Frogpgy !
“You frabjous ehump, Toddy [
“What the thump did ho want to go

out in the fog for to post a letter, when

we weore expecting Walker ¥ demanded

Peter, It was really his own fault.”
“Yon footling ass!"”

“yWwell, 1t was you fellows collared
him,” said Peter. “I only inked him.
anyhow, it can't be lelped now. Keep
it dark.”™

** Mossoo’s been collared in the foz aod bumped over,’’ gald Bonter,
** Quelchy picked him up and
was fearfully injured, and his face was sfreaming with bleod!*
The six juniors gazed at Bunter,
and inked Monsieur Charpentier in mistake for Walker was bad enough
without the thrilling details added by Bunter, (See Chapter 5.)

carried him in. Ha

The discovery that they had ragged

“The mumiulness of the estecmed
word i1s terrific!”

“Not a svllable to a
Johnny Bull.

“ Mot & whisper!” sald Wharton, "1t
may blow over. If—if aniihing comes
out we're fairly in the soup! If we get
nailed, it won’t be much good explain-
ing that we intended 1t for Walker, a
Sixth Form prefect! Mum's the word.”

And the juniors left the study, at last,
and wenk downstairs, where they heard,
with appropriate expressions of surprise,
of the extracrdinary cccurrence in the
fogey quad. .

The whale House was humming with
the sensation. Every fellow was asked
& dozen times whether he knew anything
about . No fellow admitted ti’lat— he
knoew anyithing. The prefeets had made
prompt inguiry: but, =0 far as they
could ascertain, no fellow had been out
of the House. 1t was known that the
Hoadwas going toinvestigate the matter,
and the Investigation was certain to be
deep and scarching.

Had Walker, as intended, been the
victim of the rag, there would hayve been
excitement and mauiry, but nothing like
this. Assault on a master was unheard
of, unprecedented, unparalleled —a
thing that could not possibly be sulfered
to rest. A rog on a prefect was sorious,
but ¢ompared with an aottack on a
master it was moonlight unto sunlight,
az water unto wine. Six fellows in the
Remove hugged the dread socret to
themselves, and whispered no word.

So far, there was no suspicion. No
man in the Bemove suspacted that six
members of that Form were so aermuslév
in Lhe soup. And the unhappy hali-
dozen could only hope for the best.

Tge Magxer Ligrant.—Ne. 1,136,
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THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
A Deop Mystery !

i LESS my soull" , ;
Dr. Locke spoke quite faintly.
He was horrified, :
MNever, in all his experience as
a schoolmaster, had there been such an
OCOUTTENRCE, .

Ha gazed at Monsicur Charpentier.

The little French gentleman had been
busy with soap and hot water, and
removed, so far as was practicable, the
purple ink with which he had becn so
recklessly and liberally decorated. Bub
that marking-ink was advertised aa in-
delible, =nd, unlike most advertised
articles, it lived up to its advertised
reputation,

Much of it was gone; but much
remained. There were purple streaks on
the countenance of Monsieur Charpen-
tier which sosp and hot water, rubbing
and scrubbing, had not been able to
eradicate. o doubt they would wear
off in time. In a few days, perhaps,
Mossoo would present his normal and
accustomed appearance., During those
few days, however, Mossoo was likely to
wear a remarkeble aspect, with a com-
plexion that was bound to strike the eyeo
of the most casual observer.

Dr. Locke gazed at him, Mossoo waos
& pood-looking little gentleman, very
dapper and rather dandified. He had a
belief that whercver he went he was
likely to receive @ second glance. Now
he wea pretty certain to receive a third
?ndka fourth, He had a weirdly mottied
onlk.

It is ineredible !* said the Head. “A
master, & member of my staff, attacked
—assaulted! It is unthinkable!”

“Mais c’est vrsil” said Mopsieur
Cherpentier. *“Zis zing he happen, sir.
He is unthinkable, but he come to pass
viz himself.” )

 “There shall be the strictest investiga-
tion,” said the Head. *The offendera
shall, of course, be expelled from the
:ﬁhfﬂ' There can be no question about

a

Wrath gathered on the Head's brow.

“Pest affre ze8,” said Monsieur Char-

ntier. “C' 3t une chose affreuse—one
rightful zing, monsieur! I am attack—
I am ink *

“Who were the offenders i

““Moi, jo ne sais pas!™

*You do not know, monsieur 7

“Non! Jo n'en sais rien! In zat
fearful fogp I sce nozzing. I slip one
letter in ze boite, and zon I am seize—I
am assomme-—I am attack in 2e fog.‘. 1
seo nozzings! De tout! WNezzings!

“#MNo doubt the perpetrators of this un-
spezkable  outrage deliberately took
advantage of the fog to atteck you with
impunity,” said theﬁl-lead

“ Sans douta, monsieur.”

“More than one person,
sume?”

“Mais oui! Quatre ou cing ou six ou
sepl—Tfour or Lve or six or seven, sair—I
know not! I am seize on all sides by
one crowd, Zey rush on me in ze fog
and seize me"

"I am wutterly amazed,” said the
Head, in perplexity.  “‘That one such
ruffian might be found at Greviriars is
possible, but that half & doren hooligans
of this kind cxist in the seliool is almost
ineredible.  You are sure, Mensieur
Charpentier, that more than one or two
persona seized you?"

“Aaiz certainement, monsicir !’ The
little gentleman sat more crect.  * One,
two person, and I am eqnal to zem! I
am not infant; I am strong man! One,
two—and I chase zem away!  Biz au
moins—at least six of zem!¥

The Head suppressed a smile.

Little Aossoo was not, a2z a matter of
fact, an athlete. There were plenty of

Tite Maigxer Lisnant.—™No. 1,136,
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fellows min the Iifth Form who could
have handied bim easily, Indeed, there
wera Shell fellows whe could have put
paid to DMosseo single-handed. Healf a
dozen [ollows eertainly had not been
required to put Mossoo through that
painful experience.

“"We must ascertain the exact facts, so
far as possible, monsieur,” said the
Head, “The precise number of your
assailants i3 important.”

“Sans doute! Five orsix at ze verree
least.”

“Did they all seize you at once?”

“Oupi, sair! All at vunce. Zeoy rush
on me and I am seize, overturn, bump
on e gmund! Five or six pairs of ze
hands!"

“You saw m:rthinfg of the ruffians?”

“Nozzings! Ze he is so zick, and
I am taken so mooch by ze surpriso, He
all happen so quick I see nozzing, I know
nozzing."

“But you must have discerned whether
your assailants were seniors or juniors,™
za1d the Head.

Monsieur Charpentier reflected; but
he shook his head. ”

“Je n'en sais rien,” he answered. "1
cannot say, sair. I zink zey nust have
been seniors, sair, for because it is im-

ssible zat ze enfants—ze smaller boys—

andle me lik zat.”

“If there were half & dozen of them,
sir, they would probably have had no
difficulty,” eaid the Head. *“Did Jou
hear their voices? Did they speakl

“Pas un mot. Not vun word1” said
Monstieur Charpentier. * Zey say noz-
zings. Zere 13 no sound!”

The Head wrinkled his brows in per-

oxity, He glanced at Mr. Quelch, who

d accompanied the French master to
his study. But Mr, Quelch could only
shake his head. He was quite unable to
throw any light on this most mysterrous
affair.

“You saw nothing of Monsieur Char-
pentier's assailants when you found him
in the quad, my dear Quelch?™ asked
the Head. .

“ Nothing, ar,”

“ And heard—"

“*Nothing.”

“It is most perplexing,” said Dr.
Locke.

“Extremely so, sir,” said the RHemove
master, * 8o far as can_bo ascertained,
all the boys were within the House.
There is no doubt, of course, that some
must have left the House surreptitiously.
But there iz, as yet, no clue to their
identity.”

“You have no idea?”

“MNone, zir, except that I feel assured
that no moember of my Form was con-
cerned in this outrage. That appears to
me beyond doubt,” sald the Remove
master,

The Hoead made no comment upon
that. He had no doubt that every other
Form master in the school would express
precisely that view.

“Are you aware, Monsicur Char-

tier, of any boys, in any Form, who
ave anv personal dislike towards you "

Mossoo shook his head.

“Mais non, sair! Zat 15 impossible.
eome of zo boys are troublesome some-
times in ze French set. Sometimes 1
punish zem. Pas begucoup. But I do
not zink any garcon be dislike me.”

“It iz obvious, monsicur, that what
has happened iz an act of malice, in-
deed of vengeance,” said the llead.
"Such a barbarows assault could not
have been carried out without a motive.™

“It 13 true,” said Mossoo, 1n great
distress, “SBomevun he vish to mnke
me vat you call sit down—non, vat you
call sit up. Oui, zat must be so. Vet
1 cannot zink zat any garcon can be my
cnemy. Non, non !

Again the Head made no comment.
He had not been a sechoolmaster so
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long, without becoming aware that
many a master fancied himsclf popular,
when, 1n point of fact, nis class felt a
poweriul desire to lynch him.

Indeed, the facts of the case szemed
to admit of no doubt. If half a dozen
fellows set on & master in the fog and
ragged him mercilessly, it was a proof
that he had half a dozen encmies in
the school. No master was likely to
admit that any boys ¢ould possibly dis-
like him to such an extens. DBut facts
were facts.

“Obviously an act of vengeance,”
said the Head.

“ Obviously,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Mais——" said Monsicur Char-
pentier feably. _ .

“There can be no doubt of it,™ said
tho Head, “We must proceed upon
that line of investigation. Have you
had oceasion to punish eny boy of late
Monsicur Charpentier, with uvnusua
suverity,”

Messoo shook his head, =

“Pag du tout! I give out ze lihes;
but ze cane I never use him,” he said.
* Zerp is nozzing but lines. Je ne com-
prends pasi® o

“1t is difficult to imegine even a law-
less and rutfianly boy taking such a re-
venge for a mere imposition,” said the
Head, “ Yot we caanot lose sight of
the {act, sir, that the assault has
actually happened.”

“(l.est vral, Zera is do doubt about
zal,” apreed Mossoo, )

“Have vou had any specinl trouble
with any boy? Has any boy uttered
anything in the nature of & thresti”

“ Zere is zot Cokair—"

“Coker! Coker of the Fifth Form "

“ (i, sair, But I amn sssure zab
Cokair he never do zis. He is one fool,
but he i1s not bad boy. He is verree
stupid, but he 1z bon garcon. Hier,
yesterday, he say in ze class zat he fed-
up.”

F:"A. most improper remark for any
boy to make to & master,” said the
Head, frowning. “Did you punish
Coler for that remark?” :

“1 losa me zo teraper one leetle,” said
Monsicur Charpentier. “I say to kim
zat if he cheek me, I report him to ze
hoadmaster, I give him two hundred
lincs, Voila tout—zat iz all”

“Coker of the Fifth Form is a very
thoughtless and headstrong boy, sir,”

caid Mr. Quelch. “He ia in constant
trouble with his own Form master, Mr.
Prout.”™

“J3ut a mere warning that he might
be reported to his headmaster, m:a,meh{
furnishes a notive for this bruts
agsault,” said Dr. Locke. “Is there
any other boy, Monsieur Charpentier,
whom you could possibly suspeet of har-
bouring revengeful designs towards
vou ¥

*Non. I zink of no one™

The Head paused.

“YWas anyone aware that you were
about to go out to the leiter-box to
post a letter, Monsicur Charpentier?”
asked Mr. Quelch.

“71 gink mnet, sir. I tell no vun. I
zink at first I not po; it is so fopgy.
Zen I zink I go, and I go viz myself.
But I zay nozzing fo anyvun.”

“ Apparently you weroe scen leaving
the Ilouse, and followed,” said the
Head. “You saw no one follow pou?”

“Ng vun, sair.”

“Jt is most mysteriouns,” said the
Heoad., “However, the matter shall bo
sifted fo the wvery bottom, and, un-
doubtedly the delinquents will he dis-
covered. Such an act as ilns must bhe
visited with the most condign punish-
ment. There will be an end of all dis-
eipline in the school, otherwise. An
attack upon a master has never oceurred

{(Continued on page 12.)
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By '*The OLD REF.”
Strange things are always happeninz on the football field—incidents which eause a greai deal

of arcument when the match is over.

“0ld Ref * is here to seftle those arguments.

Send your

queries aloeng to him, chums ; the meore the merrier.

lecture in last week's issue will remember—I hope-—
one thing which 1 pointed out about the rules. 1t
was & suggestion that the officials did not always mean
exactly what they put down in the rule books.
My attention has just been drawn to another case which
illustrates this peint. 1 bave a reader in Sheffield, who sends
o the facts. He says that whon Sheffield United were playing
Middlesbrough, the wisiters were making an atteck on the
Sheffield goal. Buddenly George Cnmwl%m—t-huh demon goal.
goorer of Middlesbrough—found hirnzelf in an offside position,
He wasn't near the ball, but he was near to gonl. S0 he had a
brainwave—he ran over the goal-line and thus out of play.
While Camsell was over the goal-line the 'Boro carried on the
attack and scored a goal. .
I have roferred to that incident for two ressons. The first
ia that it proves, to my mind, anyway, that footballers think
more than they are piven eredit for doing. I was a wvery
gmart move of Camsell to go off the netual feld of play rather
than run tho risk of the ball being passed to him when ho was
in an offside position,

But my fricnd of Sheffield thinks differently. He
poinds. out that the rule-book says that no plaper
shall leave fhe field without the permission of the
referce, and that in his leaving the fleld, Camsell
brake a rale, and should have been called up and told
nol to deo il again

Now it is true that the rule-boeok says a player must not leave
the ficld without tho consent of the referes, but horo's the funny
part about Lhis rale—u doesn’t mean whal € says.

The only commeonsense view to take of this rule is that it
merns that no footballer should coase to tale part in a game
without the eonsent of the referce. It doesn’t mean that no
player can slip out over the touch.line or goal-lino tomporarily.

If tho rnle wers ta boe taken literally, then there would bo
about cight players lectured every match for leaving the Geld.
Doing o run elong the touch-line, wing men often step over the
line to get round an opponent.  They aro leaving the ficld just
a3 completely as Camsell loft the liold n the circumstances
given. Then, again, when a half-back throws the ball, he must,
to obey the rules, stand outside the actual playing aron. I am
sorry to have to draw the rule-makers over the coala, bub thoy
should really look through the rules carefully, and revise tho
wording bere and there.

To touch another aspect of this guestion, why was it ever
suggestod thot o player should not feave the field without tho
consent of the referce T I'll tell you. That regulation was put
in to prevent a playor dashing off the ficld, having a guick b
down, and then coming back like o giant reireshed,

TI{GEE of you who lined up for our first little football

hope my Lincoln readers won't take objection to that
statement. More funny things have been happening
gt Linecoln recently.

There is a slorpy which veaches me to the effect
that in a recent mateh between FLincoln Cily ond
Stochkport County, the Lincoln goalliceper ithrerw
his cap at the ball wchen it was about to be Licked

LIHGDLH is a place where strange things happen, and 1

fowards goal by a Stockport forward, It is only

faiy o the Lineoin goalkecper to say that he declores

that he did stof Hirow his cap at the ball, but that he
suddenly decided to take it off.

Bo we will teke it that the story was Incorrect, and jusk
consider what could be done if the goslkeeper did take off his
cap and throw it at the feet of an oocoming forward, just as he
was taking a kick at the ball. Now that is one of the things
which comes under the “ not done " heading, and the things
which should not be done are * ungentlemanly conduct ** within
the meaning of the act.

I have soen goalkeopers do strange things in their attempls
to atop the ball from going into the net.  An incident of sore
years ago mado mo laugh at the time. It was a vory cold day,
pod in ordor that tho goallkeoper conld keep himself warm, he
borrowed an overcont and threw it over his shoulders, An
attack against his side developed gquickly and unexpectedly.
The ball was sent in to goal just as the goalkeeper whipped off
his coat. As bhe eould not get to the ball he threw the coat

at it, and actuzlly stopped it from going into tho net.

He was cautioned by the referco not to do it again, hut thora
was no other punishment for the player—no penalty kick or
anything like that—because he hacf not been guilty of a foul
or oven of dangerous play.

There was a premalure ending to the Lincoln City-
Stockport match o which I have made veference.
Owing to bad light the gmine had te be slopped ton
minules from the end, when the score was one goal
cach. Somebody has asked wne what is usually
done in these circumstances.

What is nsually done is this : the League Manngement Com-
mittee vsunlly orders the mateh to bp replayed in ita ontirety.
3ut s & matter of fact, thers iz another course which tho League
aunthoritics could take if thoy so desired. They could order the
mateh to stond ag if it had been completed, That may scem
stronge, but I will tell you why thoy have such power. Ib is
given to them to prevent a club deliberately kicking off so lata
that a finish to the match is impossible, 1n order to get twa
‘“ gates ¥ from one gamoe. I don't suppose any football olub
has evor beon so cunning as to do this, but the Lengue people
try to guard against all contingencios.

e HILE wo are at Lineoln—metaphorically—I may
just recall one of the strangest Cup-tiea which has
over beon played in thia country. Dradiord City
and Norwich City had 1act twice in & Cup-tie withous
gither side being able to elaim the right to pro in tha
competition, Thers wag a war on—a little affair which starte.l
in 1914 in which Germany played a big part. It was then
necessary for every ounco of cnorgy to be pub in by workers
in tho making of ammunition. So the sutheritios ordered the
third mecting butween Bradford City and Norwich City to Le
played on the Lincoln City ground behind closad doora. Tha
publis wore not admitted. but about twenty of us got in by
gpocial permit.

As I told you to write to me last week, I don't meed to bell
Fou again,

YHe Msoxer Lisrant.—No, 1,136,
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SIX IN THE SOUP!

(Continued from page 10.)

before, and shall certainly never occur
again.”

Monsisur Charpentier left the study,
jeaving the Head in consultation with
Mr. Quelch.

“Obviously,” sald the Head, swhen
the French master was gone, Monsieur
Charpentier has made himeelf un-
populer with some section of the boys,
and this outrago iz the result,”

“It would certsinly appear
assanted Mr. Quelch.

* 1t is not uncommon for o master to
flatter himself that be has no enemies,
when the reverse is the case.”

“ Mot at all.”

“QObviously, that is the line that the
investigation must follow,”™ said the
Haoad tl".u.:u.t,%hi:h.:.!l:_qr5

¥."

Y
BO,

“* Obvious

“A number of boys—thres or four,
perhaps—nuve taken this lawless
method of retallation for some fancied
Eﬂﬁl‘i’ﬂ-ﬂﬂﬁb;'

“That is clear.” ;

“ And the Form master concerned will

no doubt succeed in discovering the de-
linquents in a very short time,” said

thz Hend.
Prohably in & few houra, or less,”
gald Mr, Quelch,

“Each master will question his own
Form on the subject, and pursus the in-
quiry until a discovery is made,” added
Dir, Locke. " All thet is necessary is to
trace certain boys who have entertainod
rovengeful designs towards the French
master.”

“Theat is all,"” anssented Mr. Quelch,

The investigation into the mysterious
outrage, therefore, followed the line in.
dicated by the beadmaster, though, as
it ‘happened, that line of inquiry was
likely to lead anywhere but to the cul-

rits. Horry Wharton & Co. were well

nown to like Mossoo personally, and
never to have failed in respect towards
the French gentleman. So the line of
inquiry, sedulously followed by the
whole staff, wes certainly not likely to
lead to the Famous Five,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Clue of the Purple Stain !

OTTER «of the Fifth guzed at
P Coker, of that Form, with a
strange, fascinated gaze. Greeno

of the Fifth did the same.

Coker had just come into his study.

Potter and Greene had been engaged
in prep; a little matter that Coker had
had no time for, being otherwise en-
%a.ged. But they suspended prep as

oker came in with his heavy tread.

They gozed at Coker,

They gazed at him in 2 really extra-
ordinary way. Something about Coker
seemed to draw their fixed attention.
It was a8 if Coker had zuddenly cast a
spell on his two study mates.

Horacy Coker threw himself into a
chair, Potter and Greene still gazed
at lum, their cyes glued on Coker.
They bhardly breathed. Once, for a
second, they exchanged a ‘startled
glance. Then they gazed ot Coker
again,

Coker noticed it, but without giving
it mny special attention. Coker heing
the great man he was, it was naturel
that his study mates should sit vp and
take notice when he came into the
study. Besides, Coker was thinking.
This unusual proceeding on tha part
of Coker brought a deep wrinkla into
hia rugged brow, and prevented him
from heeding the strange, startled, fas-
cinated stare of Potter and Greenc.

JHe Migwer Linzary.—No, 1,136,

“Nothing's come out, so far,” said
Coker.

lFEh ?JJ

“About Froggy, I mean.”

“Froggy t” repeated Potter.

"1 suppoza you fellows have heard,”
gald Cokeor. " Mossoo was ragged in
the qued & couple of hours ago. SBome
fellows bagged him in the {og and
ragged rhimi and smothered him with
purple ink.’

“We—wo've heard,”™ stainmercd
Greena.

“ Pi-pip-purple ink,” murmured
FPotter.

And Potter and Green stared harder
than ever at Coker. On one of
Coker’s large hands was a deep stain
of purple ink, On his shirt-cud wns &
largor and deeper stoin. On several
other patts of Coker were stains of
purple ink. Coker himseli did net
seem to have obscrved them. But
Potter and Greene obeerved them with
horror.

“All tho masiers are on the war-
path,” said Coker “Every beak is
rooting through kis own Form for the

raggers. ‘Of course, they won't find
them.” .

“You—you think not?” gasped
Potter, gazing at the purple stains on
Horace Coker.

“I don’t think—I know. A maiter
like this requires braine,” explained

Coker. “Well, what brains have they
got? Practically none.”

“ But——" gas d Greene.

*“They won't gﬁd the man or men,”
said Coker. “Mossoo thinks he was
hagged by a mob. You see, that little
bounder thinks he's no end of a sports-
man in & scrap. But he isn’t. Why,
I could handle him with one hand.”

Potter and Greena did not speak.
They only gazed at Coker,

“ Bither of you men could handla
him,” said Coker, “Hobson of the
Shell could knock him out. "There's
kids in the Fourth and tho Hemove
who could do it. I believe Mossoo’s got
no end of pluck. But there isn't much
of him, you see., My idea iz that he
fancied thet mob, Mora than likely it
waa one fellow bowled him over.”

“One fellow I gasped Potter. :

“And they'll never find hu:n,’ said
Coker. *“They haven’t the brains, The
prefects won't find him, either. What
brains have they got? Fut all the Sixth
Form prefects together in 2 bunch, and
what does their intellect amount tol
You could put the lot in a thimble. I
don’t think much of the Sixth, as I've
said before.”

Coker shook his head )

Iﬂn,g,‘ ago it had been borne in on
Coker's mind that he was the only
fellow at Greviriars with anything to
spoak of in the way of intelleet. He had
nover seen any reason to change that
opinion,

“1f the Head would make a fellow
like me & prefect!” said Coker. * DBut
he won't! I fancy could put my
ﬁug&r on the man who handled Mossoo.™

“Fou—you—you could!” stuttered
Potter.

“You!” breathed Greone.

For onee, Potter and Grecne had no
doubt of Coker's ability to do as ho
stated. Those tell-talo sipns of purple
ink on Coker proved it, to their minds.

“Little me! said Coker. ™ Why,
look at the thing, as it stands! Turple
ink - waz swamped all over Frogey!
Now, is a fellow going to handle purpla
ink in a rag without getting some on
himselE? What?’

“"Nal" gasped DPotter.

“ Wot hikely ! stuticred Greene.

“I've read a lot of detective stuff, as
you know," gaid Coker. “I've often
thought I should meke a good detec-
tive. What does it need? Keen

THE MAGNET

intellect, an obszervant eve, cool, clear-
headed common sense, rapid judgmcnt,
unfailing penetration—well, that's me
all over, I don’t brag of it, you know.
It happens to bo like that, that's all.”

Coker paused thoughtfully.

“On my system,” continued Coker,
“they wouldn't wander about aski
fellows questions, What's the good? Is
any fellow going to own up that he's
done & thing he's certain to be sacked
for? Not much! My system would be
to look for n eclue. That's the proper
detective style, *Tho Clue of the Purple
Stain'—see? Sopunds  like Edgar
Wallace, doesn't iti"

Potter and Greene, gazing at the clues
of the purple stains on Coker, made no

remark,

“1f the FHead left the matter to
me——" said Coker, )

Coker shook his head again. Coker
hed once gone to the length of actusall
suggesting to the Head that ho Ehﬂu]i
be made a prefect. For reasons nun-
known to Coker, the Head had not
discerned 1 him the qualitices nocessary
to the office. LCoker was not really sur-
priged ; for, as ho often remarked, he
did tneut expect much senze from a school-
master.

“Well, let 'em go on rooting,” said
Cloker. " After they've failed to find
anything out, I may have something to
teﬁ them,"

“You!” murmured Potler.

“Yes. The fact 18, I know more about
the matter, I fancy, than anybody ¢lse
at Greyiriars,” said Coker.

" For goodness’ sake, don't say o outs
side this study " gaspcd Potter.

"“"Eh, why not?

“Why not?" repeated Potter, aghast,
“Don't vou know that it's the sack ™

“The sack "' Coker stared at him.

“What on earth made you do it
Coker?’ gasped Greene. ™ Were you
nggat- off your rocker?” ol

oker transferred his stare to William
Greene.

“We'll keep it dark, of course,” said
CGresna. "“We're not going to give you
away, Colker. But for your own sake,
keep your mouth shut.”

“What the merry thump nre yonu
burbling about, Greene "

“And get o wa-sh; quick,” said Potfer.

* A—a—a wash "’ repeated Coker.

“Y¥es, You'll be spotted; it's a
wonder o haven't  heen  spotted
atready. But I suppose nobody thought
of a senior being mixed up in it.”

“ Blessed 1f I can make you out!" said
Coker in bewilderment,
silly asses driving at?”

“You must have heen potty—actually
Qﬂtt—l’." said Greone. “What had
Masson done to you, anvhow

* Mum-mum-Mossao "

“¥ou rag him a lot in the I'rench
closs,” spid Potter., “He threatened to
report vou to the Head yesterday,
remember. But—""

“He was cheeky,” =zaid Coker, frown-
ing, *I don't like cheek, especially
from o French master. | find it hared
enowgh to stand cheek from Proot, and
I'm not taking any {rom Mossoo, I'm
jolly well ready to tetl him so, ton, any
time !

“Look here, Coker—"

“The fact 15, I had a jolly strong
temptation to pick him up yesterday
and chuek him ncross the room."” said
Coker. ™It would _have served luim
right. Yeou know how Prout makes out
that I can't spell. YWell, Mossoo was
making out precizely tha zame thing,
Aciually told me that there wasn't a
“k* in the word ‘lyrique.’ What do
vou think of & man wndertaking to
teach French without knowing how (o
spedl his own langonage? Whatt?

Thera was a heavy tread in the Fifth
Form passage  ouwtside, Tt was  a

“What are vou
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* Now that you admit what you have done," said Dr. Locke, in & deep and ihrilling volce, * it only remains for me to

pass sentence,
said the Head,

ponderouns tread, that could have pro-
oeeded only from Mr, Prout, the master
of the Tifth, or from the huge, earth-
shaking beast mentioned by Macaulay in
the ‘ Lays of Aucient Rome.! Ewidently
Mr. Prout was coming to the study.

Potter and OGreene jumped up in
alarm. Coker showed no sign of alsarm,.
But his study mates were scarod.

“Put your hands behind you, quick”
panted Cireene.

“"Eh, why "

“1f Prout seca them—-7""

“Why shouldn’t he?"

“0Oh deap-—"

“Too late!” gasped Greene.

There was a tap at the door; Prout
alwaya tapped at & man's door before
he rolled in. Then it opened.

Tho three Fifth-Formers stood to
respectful atténtion as their Form
master entered.  Pofter and Greene
could hardly conceal their uneasiness;
but Coker was quite calm, only a little
surprised by the strangsa and unaccount-
able conduet of his study mates.

“ G-g-good-evening, sir!”  stammered
Potter.

Prout bestowed 2 gracious nod.

Then his eyes fixed somewhat sternly
on Coker. That was not unususl.
Coker often had stern looks from his
Form master, Coker’s conviction that
he knew most things better than Prout
ofton led to trouble,
™1 have come here,” said Mr. Prout
in hiz deep, {ruity wveice, “to speak to
vou, Cokor.

“Here, =sir!" said Coker, with calm.
nesa.

“An ouirage, an unparalicled outrage,

has recently been perpetrated within the
walls of Gre;frian,"p

Coker, you are expelled [ *
“You will leave Greyirinrs at once !

Coker jumped.
You are a

“I know, sir.”

“Dr. Locke has requested me to
examine the boys of my Form on the
subject.”

“What rot, sir!"

“Wha-a-at?”

_ “Tifth Form men aro above suspicion
in such a matter, sir,”’ said ker
firmly. *It's rot to suppose that o Fifth
Form man would rag a master.”

“ You express yourself in a manner to
which I must toke exception, Coker,”
sald Prout in hia ponderons way.
" Nevertheless, your sentiments approxi-
mate to my own, I cannot credit for
one moment that any member of the
Fifth Form can have any guilty lnow-
ledge of this deplorable occurrence.”

“Oh, guite sir,” murmured Potter,

“Notwithstanding my persuasion of
this,"” pursued Mr, Prout, who never
used a monosyllable if » polysyllable
would do, “I am constrained to investi-

ate this lamentable affeir, as requested

y the headmaster. I address myself
more particularly to vou, Coker.”

“To me, sir?’ said Coker,

“To you! It transpires fhat yon
uttered certain impertinent remarks to
Mensicur Charpenticr in the French
class, and that he had ocension to
menace you with a report to the Head."”

Coler smiled.

“I remember, sir]l OF course, it was
ﬂn‘]= tgus.!" —

was—was wlat !

“I mean, there waes notlung in it, sir
Mossoo had made a rather silly mistake
in spelling, and he was rather waxy at
m% not agreeing. That's all, sir.”

Prout fized his eyes on Coker.

‘You are & very obtuse boy, Coker!
You are a very rveckless and unthinking

“ Expelled, sir? ™ stuttered
disgrace to the schaol 1% (See Chapter 9.)

the Fith-Former, * ¥es,”

boy! If any member of mr TForm id
capable of committing a senseless prank,
you are that m %}en I am here,
Cloker, to azk you definitely whether you
know  anvthing of this deplorable
episode. Xn o word, did you or did you
not share in the attack on Monsieur
Charpentier 7"

Coker jumped,.

“I, air [ ho stuttered.

Fotter and Greene exchanged a bhopes
less look.

Alr. Prout's gaze had fixed, suddenly,
on Coker's shirt.cuff,

It was, indeed, rather surprising that
Ie had not noticed thosze tell-tale purpla

stains before. Now ha had noticed
them.
Thunder gathered on +hse majestio

brow of Prout.

“Coker " he pasped.

“Raezally, elr—*

"Youl” thundered Mr. Prout.

“1 don't understand——"

“No prevarication, #ir!” bosmed
Pront. *“Follow me! Follow e im-
mediately to your headmaster.,™

“Cortainly, =ir, if w»ou like," said
Coker. *I don't mind! In fach I
shonld like to see the Head—I fancy 1
know more about what's happencd than
any other fellow at Greviriers—"

“1 have no doubt you do!” boomed
Prout. “The evidence of my own eyes
convinees me that vou do, Follow me!™

Prout rolled from the study. Coker
followed him. Potter and Greene looked
at one another.

“Ii's the sack ! said Potter.

o doubt about that!™

(Continued on page 15.}
Tre Mucwer Lispary.—Mp, 1,135,
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seen in many unpopular roles in the course of his lengthy career
But never has the rascally old fogey filled so unpopular a role as when

Brel 'y ﬁ’?};?ﬂff
| .

he takes charge of the tuckshop at St. Sam’s,

I‘l-

L OMING down to the tuckshop,
‘ ou fellows? My treat, you

niow [
Frank Tearless of the
Fourth Form at Bt. Sam's issued that
jennerous invitation one evening. There
was an immejato corus from Jack Jolly
and Merry and Brizht of :

“Yes, rather!”

Our herces then linked arms and pro-
seeded to the little skool tuckshop that
stood under the elms.

They fully eggspected to find it full
of customers, Trade had been brisk
sinea Dr. Birchemall, the stately and
vennerable headmaster of Bt gam’S.
liad taken it over—zo brisk, in fact: that
the Head had had to get Mr, Lickham,
1the master of the Fourth, fo assist him
behind the counter. :

But Jock Jolly & Co.'s eggspeclations
wera not realised. There was not a
singla customer in the tuckshop when
they arrived=—for the sumple reason that
the tuckshop was closed |

Qutside an indignant crowd of juniors
bad gathe

red to discuss the eggstra-
ordinary position. They pored out their
tail of woe into tha cars of the new-
comoers o8 econ 28 thoy cama up, and
Jack Jolly & Co. were dumbfounded.

“Put there's a light inside the shop !
egppsclaimed Jack Jolly. “And I be-
leeve I can szee the Head and Mr.
Lickham inside "

“Reggsactlyl But they won't open
the door " said Lirrick, the poct of the
Fourth, in axxents of bitter angwish,

Jack Jolly’s jaw eob grimly.

¥Wa'll zoon zea about that!"” he re-
marked, “Just watch me, you fallowa !

So saying, the kaptin of the Fourth

went up Lo the door and wrapped
sharply on it.
Crazsht Bang! Wallop!

There was no reply from the tuckshop.

Crazsh! Bang! Wallop!

Siill no answer.

Wallop! Crash! Bang!

At last there was a movement from
within. A rattle of bolts was followed
by the opening of the door. Then a
stern, bearded figger in cap and gown
peered ont. ] _

“What the morry dickens is the
mnatter ™ asked Dr. Birchemall in his
refined way. “Is the skool on five? Or
is it meerly an earthguakeT”

Jack Jolly faced lLim feartessly.

“Pleaso, sir, woe want some tuck,” he
wnid.

“8o do 7. That's why I've closed the

Tre Macsrr Lierarr.—No, 1,136,

g[dd:.r tuckshop,’ eggsplained the Head
landly.

“ But—but
s Jack.

‘T'ne Iead smiled grimly.

“What about it? Do yeu think this
shop is run for the bennyfit of the cus-

we're your customers!”

tomers? If you do, you'd Letter have
another think1™ ~

“My  hat!"  gjackulated  Frank
Fearlesa,

“As a matter of fact, the tuckshop at
3t. Sam's is run for the special bennyht
of the proprietor,” eggsplained the
Head. *“That being so, the proprietor
ia at liberty to open end close the shop
eggsactly when he pleases, This even:
g, &8 it happens, he and his assistant
feel more like fecding their faces than
serving a crowd of hungry fags. So
they've clozed the shop, and are now
going to have n jolly good feed in peoace
and eomfork. Saveyi”

“Well, of all the nerve—" began
Jaek Jolly indignantly.

Dr. Dirchemall frowned seveerly and
held up hiz hand.

“Enuff, Jolly! T have no tima to
argew the toza with you just now,
Wﬁﬂa I'm wasting time hcre, my assist-
ant, Mr. Lickham, is skoffing pork-ples
anil ham-pattics for all he's worth "

And with those words the Head
slammed the door violently and retired,
leaving the erowd almost specchless.

Within tha shop Dr. Birchemall re-
turned to the back-parler, whera Mr.
Lickham was sitting at a table that
farely groaned under the wait of the
good things on if,

*Tick them off, siri” asked the master
of the Fourth, taking an cnormous bite
of a tremendous pork-pie

%Yo prather! T think T may flatter
myself that I ticked them off, good and

proper "' replied the IHead, with a
smirk, “Gimme over a ham-patty,
Lickham. They lock prime!™

“They jolly well gre prime " grinned
Mr, Lickham. “Ilaving sampled half
a duzzen of them, I can speak with
nollidge 1"

“Greedy votter I sniffed the Head, as
he waded in with a ravenous appetite,

For somo time after that no sound
was herd in the tuckshop save the steady
munching of the Head and his assiatant.
When the keen edge of their appetites
had worn off, howaver, My, Lickham
hroke the silence with: ;

“How nre the prophete of tho shop
going, sir?"”

Dr.  Birchcmall  looked
thoughtful.

rather

-

1

“To tell you the truth, Lickham,
we've been eating inte them during the
last fow days,” he said. “ Yesterday we
made ten bob prophet and ate thirty
bobs' worth of grub between uz. The
day before the prophets were over &
pound, and our feed came to twice that
arount.”

“Grate pip!” e laimed Mr, Lick-
hamn, turni?ug mth%ﬁail. “Don't you
think Dame Grubbe will ba rather an-
noyed when she ieturna from the
Kontinent

The Head stroked his beard necvuesly.

“"1'm asfraid that is %uita possibul,”
he admitted. “I agreed to pay Dame
Grubbe ten bob a week for the privilage
of taking over the shop during her
absence, and so far T haven't sent her
& penny-peace, 1if things go on as they
are going her prospecta of getting that
ten bob o week are not very briggt i

“'Hem! Eggsactly!” pgrinned Mr.
Lickham. *What do you sujjest we do
about 1t, sir?"”

Dr. Birchemall's thin lips twisted into
a cunning smile.

“Bince you ask me, Lickham, I will
tell you the brapey wheeze that 1 have
thought out. What I have decided te
do is to put up the prices of all the
tuck we sell.”

“But—but that will meerly drive our
eustomers away, sir!’ objected Mr
Lickham. *“We shall find that they will

content  themselves with the grub
su;f-p]ied by the skool I

‘Shall we?” grinned the Heoad. “1
rather Jdoubt it, lLickham! You see,

that's enly half of my wheewe, The
second halfl konsists of entting down the
skool raltions to a minimum that will
zend up ounr trade Ly leaps and bounds.,”

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” mormered the
master of the Fourth.

“Tor breakfast 1 shall decree one
deorstep and a cup of coffy per mun”
eegzplained the f!ca:], with a Jeer.
“Far dinnoer one cuneo of mect and half
1 p?‘l‘ﬂfﬂ-—“" -

Y (F-p-orale pip!”

"Fﬁ% tea & crust of dry bycad and o
cup of cullered waler—"

“My hut! And [or supperl” gasped
My, Lickham. : ”

“Quppor I shall abollish aliogether!
answered the Head ealmly, “That,
Lickham, in brief, is my wheoeza.
What do vou think of it

Mr. Lickham drew a deep breth.

“Weall, of all the villanous, dasterdly
skeema——" hao began.

“What I roared the Head. g

“I mean, of all the brancy, original
skeems 1 ever heard of, this is by far



THE ONE TO MAKE YOU SMILE!

the best I coirvected Mr., Lickham
hastily, “I suggest we tonst suxwess to
it in a bottle of tho best !
“*Cood Eﬁg‘l” grinned the Head.
And headmaster and Form master
toasted the suxxess of their propheteer-
ing enterprize in foaming iinjer-pop.

iI.
1] HAME
@ “ Bhkandalous 1
“It's sheer tirrany ™
Such wers the opinions of a
large crowd of Bt. Sam’s fellows
athered round the notiss-board in the
all next morning.
The cawse of tieir indignation was
not hard to find., On the notiss-board
was pinned a large sheet of paper
covered with the Head's sprawling hand-
writimg, This is how it read:

“INOTIRS.

“For cerlain reasons I have decided
to reduce rations all round. Henoe-
fourth the grub provided in Hall will
konsist of the barcst necessities,

‘*By order,

* (Sined) A, Biresematr, MLA., D.D.

“P.8.—First-class grub is obtainable
at Birchemall's famous tuckshop. Doe-
nutts fresh in daily.,

“P.P.8.—Tha %I’ﬂpﬁﬁtﬂ!‘ of the tuck-
shop has been reluctantly kompelled to
dubble the prices, starting from to-day.”

“Df corse,” remarked Jack Jolly,
“if’s obvious to the meenest intelligence
why he hae takon this stop.”

“Eggsactly! I can quite gee the
reason myself 1” nodded Merry. *The
Head’s idea is to make us all hungry,
and then force us to buy his tuck at
propheteering prices 1

_ " Bhame 1" eried half a duzzen juniors
1ndi nant!*

“It won’t work with me, anyway!”
said Frank Fearless. * After this, I'd
rather starve than patronise such &
p'roﬂmteer as tho Head I"

. " Hear, hear !” corussed the indignant
jumiors,

Just then the dinner-bell rang, and
further talk was dropped in the usual
wild rush to the dining-hall.

When tho fellows got to their places
they farely blinked at the tables.

Instead of the usual tempting array of
boiled beef and carrofs, tripe and

Great aggacitemont rained ocutelde the
fuckehop when Jaock Jolly & Co. arrived
to find the door closed to them.

onions, and jam-puddings, the tables
bore a striking resemblance to the selly-
brated cuphboard of Old Mother Hub-
bard. The only grub to be scon on each
plate konsisted of one small piece of
meat the size of & peanut and a scclion
of potate that really needed a micro-
scope to make 1t distincktly vizzible.

hers was a mermer of dismay from
the assembulled skool. I evez were
turned on the Head as he swept in
tdfyfﬂugh the door, grinning all over his

ile.

“Wade in, my boys!” called out Dr.
Birchemall, ns he sat down at the head
of the Bixth Form table. “Don't gorge
yourselves. too much, It’s bud form in
compeny, you know |"”

“Haz, ha, ha!” eackled Mr, Lickham
i;r%e!n his pi&ﬂ-ﬁ at tho top of the Fourth

ablo.

. Burleigh, the Laptin of the skool,
jumaped to his feet, looking very detes-
mined.

“Look here, sir, iz this all we're
gmg to get for dinner to-dayi” he
asked heatedly.

* Most dccigeﬂly 1" nodded the Head,
bestowing rather a grim look on Bur-
leigh. *°I trussed, Burleigh, that you
have no complaint to make?”

“Well, I jolly well have, anyway!”
hooted Burleigh. * Just cast your optix
over his plate and tell me what you
think of this for a dinner! There's
about a quarter of a spud—"

“Tutt-tutt, Durleigh! You really
must lern to eliminate slang from your
speech when addressing your head-
master 1"  inferrupted Dr. Birchemall
testily, “What you mean, I prescom,
15, not a quarter of a epud, but a guarter
of a MURPHY 17

“Bpud or murphy, it’s all the zame
to me I declare urleigh  recklossly.
“Why, I baven't enuff on my plate to
nurrish my pet goldfish with | Iﬁenn to
sty you eggspect me to live on thist”

Dr. Birchemall eoffed slifely,

“Really, Burleigh, you cannot egp-
pect me to desend to vulgar argewments
about your grub supplies. If you are
not sattisfied with the dinner provided
here, I recommend you to adjern after-
wards to the skool tuckshop, where &
cupple of pork-pies and hulf a duzzen
hapj-[}},atﬂes will doubtless fill tho aching
i

“So that's the game, is it?" sneered
Burleigh. “In breef, sir, vou are trying
to starve us, so that we shall be forced
to buy extra grub at the tuckshep, and
20 add to your ill-gotten prophets!?”

“Bhame ! went up & cry from a
hundred throats; and then o storm of
booing and hissing broke out.

“8top1” The Head was on his feet,
skowling furiously. “How dare you
hiss your hendmaster, you disrespective
voung cadds? Another sound, and T'H
birch the whole skool black and bloe—
bust me if T won't ™

The Head glared round like a tiger
on the warpath, and the skool became
silent, cowed by his majestick wrath.

“Aav we get on with this sumpiuous

repast now, sir?” asked Mr. Lickham
L i fawning tones.
“You may do so when I have

addressed a few words to these ungrate-
ful young rebbels I” answered the Head
loftily, Turuing to the aszembled skool,
he went on:  “Boys, veu have just
listened to a shocking display of disper-
tinence, not to sav downright cheek,
from the kaptin of the skooll The best
answer I can give to his whining com-
plaints takes the form of ane little word
containing five letiers: * Ratts ' That's
all I have to zay in the matter, 'agjjzsegt
to mention that the tuckshep will be
open again as soon as dinner 1s finished.
ou may now feed vour faces!”

L Ho saying, Dr. Birchemnll sat down.

1t 8a your gama is to atarve us 8o that wa

shall be forced to add to your Hi-gotien

galna by buyling extra grub at the tuck-
shop "' maid Burlsigh fercely,

And in & buzz of indignant talk, the
freogal meal prosceded.

As soon as this mockery of o dinner
was over there was a rush to the tuck-
shop, for everybody felt ravvenous. Dr,
Birchemall and Mr, Lickham, who had
left tha dining-hall before the rest, wére
waiting behind the counter, and for the
next hour they had a really bizzy time.
Even those who had sworn fo starve
rather than patronise the tuckshop
turned up.

The jeneral indignation grow stronger
and stronger ae the fellows eggsperi-
enced the Head's revised prices.

Docnutts and jam-puffs, which wera
usually tuppence cach, had now gone up
to fourpence. Sizpenny ham-patties
wero now a shilling, and shilling pork-
pies two shillings,

It reclly wos o bit thick. Ewverybedy
wag agreed on that point.

By the time the evening arrived most
of the fellows were roofully counting u
their cash, and wondering how mu
longer they could eggsist if the prezzent
state of alfairs continued.

While they wern engaged in thoss
unplezzant reflecktions, t%m Head and
My, Lickham, behind the bolted door
of the tuckshop, were sitting down to
a feced that would bove sattisfied ffty
ordinary jentleman.

“"Well, gir,” remarked Mr. Lickham,
a3 he skoffed a tin of ox-tung, “JT really
must congratulate you on the wonderful
improvement you have made in to-day's
trade 1"

“It's simply & matler of branes,
Lickham, that's all,” cggsplained Dr.
Birchemall. *“Modesty forbids me to
say any more, s¢ I will get on with this
egesallent chicken insted.”

\nd the Head prosecded to do o,
while Mr. Lickhamy seezed a dish of
chocklit merangs and set about polish.
ing them off in double-guick time.

But though they didn't know if,
Nemmysis was on their track. Some-
thing was soon going to happen that
would put n sudden end to the happy
dream of tho two greedy old fogeys.

THE EXD,

{(There'll be another fine yarn in this
wupronrigus serics next Salurdoy, chums,
entitied: “BOWLING OUT THE
HEADIM If you wmies 8, yor'll feel
like kicking iyourselves/)

Tye Macnsr Liprant.—No. 1,136.



(Continued from page 13.)

Greene. “What on earth could have
made Coker do itI”

®What on earth makes Coker do
anything " asked Potter. *“Ia there

ever any zense in anything he doesi”
“Well, no,” admitted Greene. " Buk
thia is the jolly old limit! A Fifth

Form men ragping and inking a
master—""

“He's msled for. it,” gaid DPotter.
“It's good-bye to Coker. Let's go and
tell the fellows ™

And Poiter and Greene went to tell
the fellows. Long before Coker of the
Fifth srrived at the Head's study, all
Greyiriars knew that the perpetrator of
the mysterious outrage had been dis-

govered.

 —r—er—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Starfling News |

# W DAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Bunter fairly chrieked.
Bunter inserted his fat face
and big spectacles into the door-
way of Siudy No. 1, blazing with excite-
ment.

“J]—I—I say——" shrieked Bunter.

Wharton and Nugent were at prep in
Eguﬁ:.r No. 1. They were not, howaver,

iving a lot of attention to prep.

here were other matters on their
mimnds; pressing and worrving matbers.
do far, the inquiry into the mystericus
ontr in the gquad had not arrived
anywhere near the six who were 2o
neerly in the soup. But no member of
the hapless hali-dozen could feel ensy in
his mind in the present state of afairs,

“0Oh, buzz off, Bunter !” growled the
captain of the Remove.

Bunter was not persona grata in
Study Ne. 1 just then. Bunter was the
root of the wholo trouble. Had Bunter
taken his licking without making such
8 fuss, the heroes of the Remove wonld
not have sought to aven him on
James Walker, and that deplorable mis-
take in the fog would never have
happened.

“(zet out, fatty!1” snapped Nugent.
“I jolly well wish Walker had given
you a dozen instead of six !

“1 say, you fellows,” howled Bunter,
“they've got him "

“ What—what——"

“Coker ! yelled Bunter.

“"Blow Coker! Who's going to bother
about Coker?” growled Wharton.
“Coker can go and eat coke!™

“It's come out!” roared Bunter,

“What's come out, fathead "

“Coker did it!"

“What on earth has Coker done
now "' asked Wharton. faintly inter-
ested at last. " He's always doing
something fatheaded. Whe 13 it this

time 1

“He ragged Mossoo—"

“ What?”

“And inked him—m"

“Eht"

“And Prout’s found him out!”
gasped Bunter, “Faoey it bein
Coker sall the time! Nobody sus Bnteg

Tae Maigxgr Lsrany.—No, 1,136,

that it was & Fifth Form man! But
Prout found him out somehow, They've
Eﬂt ':I.i.:IIl." '
; Wharton and Nugent leaped to their
ek,

They etared at the Owl of the Remove
in utter consternation.

“They—they—they think it
Coker 1" babbled Nugent.

“0h, crikey!” gasped Whariton.,

“They know it was, and they've jolly
well got him " grinned Bunter. * Coker
had o row in claes with Mossoo vestey-
day, I hear, and Mossoo threatened to
report him to the Head. That's why
he did it.»

“Oh erumbs!” . .

“The Fifth are fairly buzsing with it !
I zay, you fellows, I eaw Coker being
teken to the Ilead’s study. FProut was
taking him. He looked as black as
thunder—"

“Coker did?”

“No: Prout. Of courze, he doesn’t
like the chap to be found in his Form.
Rather a let-down for Prout!"” chuckled
Bunter. “I say, he's got a spot of the
purple ink on the tip of hiz nose—"

“Prout has?”

“MNa: Coker.”

“My only Aunt Scempronia i groaned
Nugent. “Who'd have expected this?”

“I heard a fellow say he's got ink
splashed over him in & dozen places,”
said Bunter. * Must have splashed him-
self, you know, when he was duusmlg
Mossoo with it. Awial ass not to wash
it off afterwards. But I suppose he
never noiiced it—Coker never sees any-
thing! T dare say that's how they
found him out."

“ Found him out!™ repcated Wharton
blanily.

“Yes; hoe's gone to the Head to be
sacked—"" .

“dacked 1" gasped the captain of the
Remove,

“0f cotrse. Think they'd let off &
fellow who ragged a master like that?
OFf ecourse they wouldn't. It's bunking
for Coler.” )

“ But—but-—-but he never did
shrieked Nugent. ]

Bunter blinked at him through hiz
hig spectacles,

il

it 1”

“Eh! ©Of course he did 1it! He's
found out—-"

“That &ass Prowt—""  groeaned
Wharton.

“T say, you fellows, you mneedn’t

worry about Coker,” said Bunter, *Of
course, he's a =illy ass: but he waz
rather a brute to rag Mossoo like that!
I szaid all along that the fellows who

handled Mozsce mmust have hbeen
beastg——"

“YVou fat idiot!”

“ Awful rotters, vou know!™ said
Bunter, shaking his head. “Abaolutely

(R
A

outaide cads, in my opinion

“¥ou burbling bandersnatech——""

“ Dh, really, Wharton———*

* Look here, is it true that they've pob
(Cloker, and think that he did 1iti”
demanded the captain of the Remove.

“ Haven't I just told you s0? I saw
him being taken to the Head to be
sacked ! rves him rightl I‘-Ig._ndling

Mazzoo like thet was rotfen——

“h, shut up !

[ 1] Mﬂnn'_'_“

“(zet out!™

“Blackguardly—"

Wharton picked up the inkpol from
the table; and William George Bunter
hastily retired, to spread his startling
news along the Remove passage,

Prep was going on in the Hemove
studies. But not much atiention was
given to prep when the news spread.
Tha whole Form buzzed with ezoite-
ment at the tidings that the unknown,
mysterious ragger had been caught.

THE MAGNET

Wharton and Nugent looked ab ans
another it something like horror,

“Who'd have thought it?" gasped
Wharton at last.

“That idiat Coker! He was bound fo
butt in eomehow ! Fancy his being ass
enough to get himself suspected!”

“Isn't he azs enough for anything?
But—but—but they can't sack him
when s never did it!"”

“If—if they do—"

“Oh crumbs! If—if they do we shall
have to own up!*

“Oh dear!”

There were foolsteps in the Femovo
passage. Bob Cherry nnd Johnny Bull,
Hurree Singh, and Poler Todd came
into the study. Their faces wore looks
of utter dismay.

*You—vyou've heard—" gtammered
Boh.

i ?ﬂﬂ.”

“What en parth iz going {o happen
now i psked Julmn? Bull.

“Goodness kpows!”

“Tho knowfulness is not terriﬁc,l*'
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh.
“But it seems to me that all the
Estfe?ﬁ:md fatfulness is in the absurd

re !

The juniors looked at one another in
doubt and dismay. Hitherto it had
seemed only necessary to keep the
secret closely. It had never even
occurred t6 them that suspicion might
fall upon an innocent person. ‘There
was no reasen why it should; for if
there was no clue to the guilty parties,
how could there be a clue to parties who
were not guiliv i

But pow—

The six in the seoret were in a most
uncomfortable pesition. Suspicion, for
gome inexplicable reason, had fallen on
Colter of the Fifth! He had been taken
before the Head! he was adjudged
gurilty, he would be sacked, There was
no doubt about that, And if it come to
that pass, the eix lad to speak ont.
There was no doubt of that either. No
fellow with a rag of honour could
keep silent, and let another fellow be
punished in his place.

“Oh crikey!” said Peter Todd, ak

last. * We're in the soup this time, and
no Jﬁﬂ&' old mistake.”
“And you put us there, vou crass

jak
.

f133 rowled Johnny Dull
“. gk herg——"

“Lot’s go down,” sald Harry., “It
mayn't be as bad as it looks, Xven if
they suspect Coker, they can't prove

that he did something he never did de.”

“You mpever can tell,” said Bol
%mm:hr. “You see, in & case like this,
t eér'ra simply bound to get somebody.
And that idiet Colker has done some-
thing to make them suspect him. I've
heard that ha had & row with DBlosson
yesterday—Coker's always in  some
shindy or other. That may have done
it. ~—if—if he gets bunked—"
“Weo couldn't let it go to that.”

“No fear; but—but——"

“But the bunkfulness of our estcemed
selves would not be a beonful blessing,™
said Hurree Singh ruefuolly.

“If I'm bunked,” said Johnny Bull

rimly, “I'll jolly well mop up Grey-

risijrs with that idiot Toddy before [
gﬂ:; I.I"J'Dk ham-‘_qﬂ

“0Oh, let's go down,” said Wharton.
“I'or goodness’ eake, let's oot the latest
news, anyhow.”

The worried half dozen-left the study
and went down. Thay found the stairs
crowded with Remove men.

At tho foot of the stalrcase ap
the tall, angular form of Mr.
He was frownin

aread
neled,
up st the juni-:rrs.
“What does this mean?” demanded
the Remove master. * Why have you
bﬂga left sour preparation?
We—wo've heard that thev've found
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the fellow who rapged Mossoo, sir”
eaid Skinner. " Is it true, sirl”

“That is no reason “’h{l.ﬂ“ shoyld
leave your preparation, Skinner,” said
Mr. Quelch, “But it -:wz:ﬂ:am:il:i1 19 true
that & boy of the Fifth Forin has been
taken before the Head for inguiry.”

“Coker, sir " asked Bnoop.

“Yes, Cokerl Now go back to your
studies.”

“1 say, you fellows, he had a spot of
the ink on his nose——" ]

“Silencel Go back to preparation af
Once.

Thera was no gainsaving Mr, Quelch.
The Remove trooped back to their own
quarters. But there was little more
prep done in the Remove studies. The
passage was in e buze from end to end,
with discussion of the latest excitement,
and surmises as to Coker’s probablo
fate, RBilly Bunter declared that he had
suspected Coker all along, and Skinner
remarked that he wasn't surprised to
hear that 1t was Coker. In Study No. 1,
six fellows with a secret discussed the
mattor with even more heartfelt
interest than the rest of the Remove.
Even Coker himself could not have been
more anxious concerning his fate.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Merely a Misunderstanding |
M OKER ™ _

Dr. Locke fxed his eyes
upon Coker of the Fiith, as he
was shephierded into the study

by hia Form master.

Coker was guite calm.

Mr. Prout, on the other hand, was
flurried and flustered, asz well as indig-
nant and wrathful. No Form master
at Greyfriars wea willing to admit that
the author of the outrage could possibly
be in hiz Form. Yet it was certain that
the delinquent was in some Form,
Prout had felt most certain of all
that the Fifth were not concerned in it,
True, ho had had a lingering doubt of
Coker—knowing Coker of old. But
aven Coker, Prout considered, was not
gapable of this, If was merely to carry
out the headmaster’s instructioms, that
Prout had questioned the Fifth at alk
His discovery of Coker with the purple
stains of puilt upon him, wes a blow to
the master of the Fifth. )

Dr. Locke observed those stains ab
the first glance, and his brow grew very
gtarn.

“{oker 1" he repeated.

“Yes, sir!” said Coker cheerfully.

“What does this mean, Coker

“1 dont know, sir!” answered Coker,
“Mr. Proot asked me to come here, sir.
That's all T know.” .,

“1 regret, sir!” boomed DProut, "1
regrot to say that it wonld BEPEM that
E{ﬁmr knows zomething of thiz lamen-
table matter. I have brought him here
for you to deal with, sir. I have no
excuso to offer for him. I can only say
that I am ashamed to have such a boy
in my Farm.”

“Oh, draw it miid, sir " remonstrated
Coker.

“ What, what?"

“Draw it mild,

O e

“ Silenes, (Maler!” rapped out tha
Head., *“I gather that you know some.
thing of the outrage that tﬂ-ﬂk\lﬁh:p in
the guadrangle, of which Monsieur
Charpentier was the vielim.”

{oleer zmiled complacently.

“I think I do, sir.” i e

“The evidence of his puilt is upon
him, sir,” zaid Mr Proud heavily, “ I'in
sorry to say that there can be little
douht.”

“Rp it weald appear,” assented the
ITeadd, ,

Coker lonked  hewildered
moment.

sir! I can tell

for

“I don't quits know what Mr. Prout
means, sir,” ho sald.

“1 spoke of wour pguilt,
boy !* med Prout.

"I don't see anything guilty in what
I've done, sir,” mmwweg Coker, with
spirit, " Nolhing of the kind."

“Are vou in your Fight
Coker 7™ gasped Mr. Prout. " You eee
no guilt in what you have done?®”

* None whatever, sir.™

“1 leave him in your hands, Dr.
Locke I exclaimed Mr, Prout, as if in
despair. *1 leave him to you, sir.”

“Coker I said the Head.

¥ Yes, sir.” ;

“The staina of purple ink, which I
erceive upon you in several places,
eavo only one conclusion for me to
draw.”

Cokor glanced down at himself,

“Ves, I'm rather stained, sir,” he
admitted. “That was rather unavoid-
sble, in the circumstances. You can't
handle such stuff as indelible marking-
ink without getting a stain or two.”

“¥You admit having handled the fluid
you refer to?” ]

“0Of course, wvir!” said Coker in sur-
prise. *“Why shouldn 17"

“ It was your intention, then, to make
r full confessioni” asked the EHead, un-
hending a little, ¢

“1 should hardly call it a confcasion,
sir,” said Coker; "I should eall it a
statement.”

*What you term it, is immaterial,”
said the Head. “The fact is enough!
This purple ink, with which you are
stained in several places, 15, 1 am to
conclude, the same with which Monsieur
Charpenticr was drenched ¥

ﬁT ﬂtl iﬂ- 5“} E:H.‘-” .

“And why,” =said the Head, in a deep
Egic?. “why did you do this, unhappy

g ain Coker locked bewildered.

‘:d considered it up to me, =r,” he
said,

“¥You — you - considered — what ~
what ¥

* Nobody else, so far as I ean see, had
the brains for it,” explained Coker.
“1 took the matter in hand for that

reason.”
' gshed the Head,

“Is thizs boy sane?
addressing space. _

“Really, sir—" said Coker warmly.

“The boy is an utter fool, sir,” said
Mr, Prout. *Let it be remembered, in
extenuation of what he has done, thst
he iz an absolute and incorrigible fool,
ki | |

“Look here—" gesped Coker.

“Coker, you admit what you have
done ¥ demanded the Head,

wretched

EETIELS,

“Certainly, sir! There's no secret
about it. T was just going to tell
Potter and Greene, when Mr. FProuf

eame info my study., I don't mind all
Greviriars knowing. Why shonld I3

“Phis i3 extraprdinary,” said the
Head, “most extroordinary.  Howoever,
as the matter now admits of no doubt,
it remains only for meo fo pass sentence
upon this member of your Form, Mer.
Prout.”

“Quite s0, sirl” zaid Mr. Prout.

“Coker,” said the Head, in a deep
and thrilling voice. “¥ou are expelled
from——"'

Coker jumped, i

# ——from this school. Txpelled in
all ignoming,” said the Tead. “You
will ?E:H’E Greyiviars—"

“Leavo Cireylriars " stuttered Coker.

“Tmmediately——"

“Tut — but — bute—"'
Coker. ]

Dr. Locke waved his hand.

“You admit vour guilt! . Thero are

articnlated

no extenuating circumstances!  You ave
a disgrace to the school! You will
leave—""

“But, sir—lnp—="

“Taks this boy away, Mr. Troutl

17

Seo that he packs his hox and that he
leaves the school by the earliest possible
train in thd morning.™

“In—in—in tha morning?” gaspod
Coker, i
“But f{or consideration for wour

relatives, Coler, I would send you away
this very might!" gaid the Head sternly.
“Take him away, Mr. Prout!™

“Cortanly, smir! Allow me, s=ir, lo
express my regret that a member of
my Form should so have disgraced hia
aci';ml' In all my carcer as a Form
maiter—"*

s Q)lii'tﬂ so, Mr. Prout. Please remove
him 1"

“Follow mo, Coker!” boomed Prout.

Prout strode to the door. Coker's

bewildered gazo followed him; but that
was all., Coker himself remained whers
hoe was,

“Won hoar me, Coker!" boomed

Prout, [rom the door.

Coker did not hced him, He turned
his bewildered gaze on the stern face of
the headmaster,

“1ir Lacke—-%

“Enough! Follow Mr. Prout, Coker !*

L3 Bllt- whnt___'__ll'l'

“1 desive to hear nothin
vou, Coker! ¥You ecan ad
your confession! Gol”

“ Put, 4 p—n"

“1 ropeat, Coker, that 1 desire to
hear nothing more, You are expelled
from Greyfrisrs for what you have
done. That 13 all,”

“But—but you don't know what I've
dons yot, sir!” stuttered Coker. *‘I1 wos
going to tell youw, sir, but I haven't
told you yet."”

“ Are you insare, Coker? You have
confessed to the outrageous assauld
upon DMonsieur Charpentier—"

Coker jumped almost c¢lear of the

T,

“What?" ha roared.

“SBilence!”  exclaimed the Head,
“You need add nothing to your confes-
sion, or statement; as you choose to call
it: the matter iz closed. Gol”

“But I haven't—" howled Coker,

“Enough!”

-:11 didn’t——"’

1] Eilenm !I‘l-

“ Follow me, Coker!” boomad Trout.

“1 won't!” roared Coker. * Think
I'm going to be sacked for what I
haven't dono, when I was trz'mgl to find
out who did it? No fear I nevor
touched old Mossao! T can’t imagine

more from
nothing to

what’s put it into your head! Looks
to mo na if you've gine potty——"

“ Coker "

“Y never touched Mossoo!” roared
Coker. "I nevér rpgged the little asal
As if T would! What on earth made

you think I did?"

The Head gave Coker o startled look.
It dawned on him that there was & nua-
anderstanding of some sort. Mr. Prout
gazed at Coker like ono bereft of
speech.,  Coker stared at one, then ab
the other. Wrath and indignafion
gathered in his rug?:ed faee.

“pfy hat! Mel” he ejaculated.
“well, T like that! Me! Why, that
must bo what thoso asses Potier and
Greene were thinking! They stared at
me like a ;uair of stuck pgs! Great

ip! I—

e “ Jnon my word!” gasped Mr. Prout.
“This—tHis bay is too mnuch for moe! A
mental home——"

“Thore appears 1o have been some
miswnderstanding, owing, doubtless, o
tha crasa obtuseness of this  oxtra-
ordinary boy," said the Ilead g‘enth:;
“Wa must inanire Tarther, Mr. Prout.

“7 should jolly well say so!” gasped
Coker. o

And the Head proeceded to inguire
further.

Tneg Msexer Lisnint.—No. 1,135
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THE TENTH CHAPTER,
C~tar’s Clues .

ORACE COKER blinked at the
Head. The Head stared
sternly at Horace Coker. Mr.
Prout stood silent. His expres-

sion indicated that he gave Uoker up
as & problem beyond his solving.

“Coker,” sanid the Henad, at lasr,
Ffanswer my gquestions, and, so far as
possible, answer thetn sensmibly, Did
you, or did you mot, have & hund in the
asssault upon Monsieur Charpentier ¥

“ Certainly not!” gasped Coker.

_;'ylmn why did you comnfess that you

“I—I didn't!" gasped Coker.

“Your words could have implied
nothing else!”™ enapped the Head.
“¥You are stained with purpls ink; and
you have admitted that it is the same
mk with which Monsieur Charpentier
was drenched by an unknown hard.”

“That’s so, sir. But——*

“Where did you receive these stains,
Coker 1™

“On the spot where DMossoo was
ragged, sir,” answered Coker.

‘You were there?”

“Lertainly.”

Y"Then you witnessed the assault?”

“Oh, no, sir! I mean, I was there
I‘t-ﬂl'.-"

“Later " said the Head.

“For good-
ness’  sake,

Coker, reflect before you
gepeak, and apswer me like a sano
person. do you meen that you wisited
the spot zome time after the assault?”

“That's it, eir,” said Coker. "I must
have picked up these stains in following
up my 1nvestigations. "

“¥our what?"” articulated the Head.

“Investizations, sir,” said Coker.

“1 fail to apprehend your meaning.
But no matter. You distinctly ad-
mitted that you knew more about this
octurrence tﬂan any other person at
Greyfriars. Inform me &t once what
you know of it."

“That's what I want to do, sir,” eaid
Coker. **I feel, in the circumstances,
that I'm bound to help, being the only
fellow in the school able to do so. Iif
yow'll let me explain, sir—"

“I am waiting for you to do so,
Coker," rapped the ch.li “and I warn
Fou that you ars wgsting my time!"
“Well, gir, my time's of value, too,”
aaid Coker innocently. “But 1'd like
ta tell you what I've done, sir. I don’t
know whether you ever read detective
novels, sir——"

“Detective  novels!” repeated the
Head, as if he could hardly believe his
ears.

“Yeous, sir, I read a lot—such as the
ue of the Twisted Chimney-Pot,'
god * The Sipn of the Searlet Stain,’
end tha *Secret of the Blood-Stained
Beer-Barrel,’ and—"

*“You absurd boy, what—""

“And I've often thought, sir, that 1
should shine as a detective,” said Coker
modestly, "That’'s why I took this
matter up. Here, I said to myself, is &
mystery that beats all Greyfriars. The
Form masters don't know how to handle

it, the prefects are done in, the Head
himzelf 13 flummorad.

T What

“Flummoxed, sir] Well, what I said
to myself was this—I'll handla it,"” said
Coker. **So I went to the spot to take
up my investigations, sir. made a
thorough investigation on the spot, sir,

and picked up some clues.”

“Bloss my soul!”

“A mental home.” murmured Mr.
Prout. “A mental home!”

“The ink that was mopped over
Mossoa,” continued Coker., “wna a

purple marking-ink, sold in a bottle.
Tee Muoxer Liprany.—No, 1,136,

Now, sir, & {ellow swemping purple ink
over & man’s chivy i3 very likely to get
some on himself. That's the Hrst cluc.
Then there's the bottle. That's the
second.  Kind a fellow stained wich
purple marking-ink—"

“You are stained with purple mark-
ing-ink, Coker!” said the Head, in a
g‘rmdmﬁ VOICE.

“Ohi” ajacualated Coker. "My hat!
Was—was that why Mr, Prout brought
me hers sir? Oh crumbs!”

Light wa: dawning on Coker. Ewven
Coker’s powerful brain was not totally
impervious to impressions from without.

“It was!” boomed Prout, “You in-
credibly stupid boy—=""

“f ecourse, 1 don't count, sir," =zaid
Coker, recovering himself. ™ Any detec-
tive might get blogdstains on him, lor
instance, in tollowing up & murder mys-
tery. same with this ink. Now, sir,
what I propose is this—that you leave

reatter in my bands.”

The Head gazed at him.

“I ean answer for it, siv, that it will
b in capable hands,” said Coker. * Fol-
lowing up my clues, 1 have no doubt
whatever that 1 shall lay hands on the
murderer—1 mean the raggor—"

Dr. Locke turned to the Fifth-Form
master.

“I1t eppears, Mr. Prout, that this
foolish and absurd boy has drawn sus-

cion upon himself, only by thought-
ess meddling in a matter that does not
concern him,” he said. *'I am disposed
to believe hiz statement that he is inno-
cont of the assault om  Monsicur
Charpentier."
. 1 agree, sir,” said Mr. Prout. “It
15 almost incredible that any boy in
his right senses would act as Enknr has
done. But I am bound to say that my
experionce of him is. that he is cap-
gble of that or any other folly.”

“We must, at all events, wait for
further evidence,” said the ilead. *In
the meantime, you may go, Coker; but
you Aare, 1o o eortain extent, under
suspicion.”

“1, sir,” ejaculated - er.

“If 1t should prove that vom wern
the author of the outrage, Colker, you
will be expelled from the school. For
the present the matter romains in
abeyanco. Now leave my study.”

“ But, sir—"

“Not & word more! Take him awav,
Mr. Prout!l" sanid the Head., “One
vword, you will take five hundred lines,
Coker!  ¥You will see that this im-
position 1z duly Mr.
Frout.”

“ Most certainly, sir.”

“*Naw go, Coker!”

“RB-b-but—" stuttered Coker.

“Take hun away 1"

A heovy hand dropped on Coker's
shoulder. Mr. Prout marched him
from the study, and the door closed.

“Go back to your study, Coker !” said
Mr. Prout sternly. "1 shall expoct
your limmes to-morrow. I shall consider
whether to advise your parents to take
you away from Greviriars, and place
vou in some sultable bome for the ment-
ally deficient. Now go!”

&oker went.

He went in quite 1 dazed state. He
was still dazed when he arrived in his
study. Potter and Greene looked at
him sadly.

“Backed P asked Totter.

“Bunked 1" asked Greene.

Coker sat doin, or rather collapand,
into a chair, He was quite overcome,

“Don’t bara pair of silly idiots,” he
said. “Of course not. I say, you men,
you know that Prout’s a fool. But did
it ever strike you that the Head was
aa bip a fool as Prout? Well, he is.
He [ancied that I had something to do
with ragging that little ass, Mossool”

written out,
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“Hadn't you?" gasped Potler.

Mo, you chump " roared Coker,

“ 1=l though s

“You frabjous asa! Don't yoo stark
thinkiog, with a brain like yours,” said
Coker, My hat, it's a bit hard on an
intellectunl chup to be surrounded by
silly adiots hke I am.”

“ Where did you get stained with thos

ink, then?" yelled Greene. “We
thought, and Prout thought-—"
" Set of chutnps ! said Ueoker, “Ilow

could 1 help getting theso stains, im.
vesligating the mystery on the spot?
This 1s the thanks 1 get for using my
abilities as & detective to clear up =
mystery.”

“Oh, erikey!™ said Potter. Is that
it? Might have known that wou'd
only been playing the ox——7

“What?" roared Coker.

"Well, yeu've had a jolly lucks
escape,” said Greene. “DBut I suppose
the Head knew jou were an idiot—="

"“We'd botter go enl tell the fellowa
thia,” said Potter. “They're thinking
that Coker’s sacked. This will myxe
them laugh.”

“Laugh!” ejaculated Cokor. *“What
is there to langh at?”

“h, my hat: You ecan't see auny-
thing funny in it?” asked Dotter.

*"No, you chump !

“Look in the glass, then!™

And with that parting advice Potter
left the study, followed h’i' Greene.
Coker stared after them. ‘hey wore
laughing as they went down the
possuge, and o minute or two later a
roar of merriment showed that otnev
Fifth Form men saw something comie
iraI this coccurrence. Ceoker wondered
Wiy,

But Coker did not waste much atien.
tionn on them, Coker had some think-
ing to do. Ingratitude and rhisunder-
standing might discourape CUgker, bul
could not stop him, {!ﬂ%:er had taken
up the mystery, and Coker was going
to solve it, and thus show all Greyiriars
who was who and -what was  whal,
Besidae tha Clue of the Purple Stain,
which had almost led to the conviction
of Coker himself, thore was the Clue of
the Missing Botile. Coker was poing
to follow up that clue, and lay his
finger on the culprit.

At least, that was hiz intention.
Coker was deeply-read in  detective
fiction, and flattered himself that he
knew the whole bag of tricks, It was
to be hoped, as ho continued his re.
markable carecr as a detective, that he
would have better luck with the Clue
of the Missing Bottle, than he had had
with the Clue of the Purple Stain.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Straw !

b BEDP 1" sawd Frank Nugent.
? “DBlow prep!”
" 1iluss prep Y

“ Bother prep !

The half-dozen jutuors in Study No. 1
were not, evidently, in a mood for prep.
Nugent, indecd, only made the sugge:-
tion (n o half-hearted way.

Prop was oft. More pressing matiers
than prep occupied the minds of the
Famous Five and Peter Todd.

How . matters had gono with Coker
was a burning guestion. The fact thai
guspicion bhad fallen upsn an 1nnocent
fellow was simply disastrous from the
pomnt of view of the culprits. Fellow:
like Skinner and Snoop might have
held their peaee, and let another man
take their medicine. That was impos-
sibla to Harry Wharton & Co. But
what wore they going to do?

“They can't have bagged Coker with-
out any evidence,” said Harry., “Lhera
must be some sort of prounds—"



EVERY SATURDAY

HIRY = :
2
1! 9
P |r.r'[
\ 1A

Bob Cherry stepped to the study door and opened It quickly.
startled gasp, as Billy Bunter relled headlong

him, chaps !”

“Trust that idiot to geb inte trouble,™
growled Johnny Bull

* Bunter says there was purple ink
on_ hiz silly nose,” suid Bob Cherry.
“*He may have heen marking his
collars or sﬂmathin%;eand got himself

inked. That would encugh to make
the heaks svapicious.”

“They ecan’t condemn him for
nothing,” said Frank.

“Nunno. But—"

“1 wish we knew™
“But we can’t
We can't tell
are for .the

*“Ha, hal

“Onae thing's certain,” sald the cap-
tain of the Remove. “If Coker Iis
really in trouble over it, we shall have
to own up”

zaid  IHarry.
o down till after prep.
Iguelch].r how anzious woe

iddy verdict.”
%'.'x‘n 17

“The ownupfulness will ba tho
roper ca;;ﬂr,,” gaid Ilurrce Jamset
am Singh. “DBut it will be the

cateemed sackiulness for us™

“Could they sack six fcllows all at
once 1 asked Bob. “ It would he rather
a record. More likely a flogging.”

“Who wanis a flogming?’ asked
Nugent, with a dismal grin.

“Wall, it's better than the push,”
gaid Peter Todd. " Besides, Mossoo
will be fecling botter to-morrow. And
he's & good little asa He may put in
a word for us. We can tell him it was
all a mistake.”

“ Mot without ewning up that we

1 wasn’t lstening,’ velled Bunier,

19
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info the study.

{See Chapler 11.)

meant it for a Sixth Form prefeet,” said
YWharton, * and that's jolly seripus™

“It's that brute  Walker’s fault,”
growled Peter, “If he hadn't licked
Bunter for noihing, we shouldn’t have
gone for him Ii it all comes out, we
can give our reasons, The Head may
think we were justified in ragging a
prefeet who gave & chap sx Jor
nothipg.”

“Not likely, IF it all comes oot
we're in the jolly ofld soup,” zaid Bob
Cherry. *'The best we can say is that
we were going Lo rag a Sixth Form pre-
fect, and got & master by mstake o
tha fop. And that——"

Bob broke off zuddenly.

He stepped to the sindy door and
opcned it guickly. A shight sound there
had caught his ear,

“Ow ! came a startled gasp.

Billy Bunter relled headlong into the
study as the door was suddenly opencd.

“ Bunter [ yelled Johnny Bull.

“Yon fat villain ! voared Wharten.
“ Listenin !

“Berag him 17

“Burst bim ¥
“f say, you fellows™ yelled Dunier,
*“kee ﬂﬂ'f I wasn't bNslening! 1
wasi't anywhere near the heyhole,
[—I'd stooped to tie my shoe-lacs. 1
never heard a word you feliows were
saying. 1 don’t know that it was you
that rageed Mossoo, Ow, keep off 17

“(Oh, erumbez I said Beb, “The [ut's
in the fire now "
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, A slight sound there had caught his ear, “Ow ! came a
“* You fat villain ! ¥ roared Wharton. 1 SMIF
“*1 don’t know that it was vou that ragfed Mossop ! ™

** Listening

“I—I say, you fellowg—"

4 Eﬂra%; him ! roared Johnny Bull,

“Ow, keep off | 1 ain’t going to give
you away!” howled Bunter, "I can
keep 8 secret. Besides, I never heard
anvthing. I{aﬂ?l off, you beasts ["

Baob (ghr:rr shut the study deor, and
yab his buci to 6. ‘The six juniors
Iﬂﬂ!‘iﬁd at Bunter as if they could have
eaten him. : .

The dread secret was in Dunier's
keeping mow. The Peeping Tom of
Greviriars koew all. The position had
not been hopeful before, but it was very
nearly hopeless now,

“Y'm going to smash him,” growled
Johnny DBull. :

Bunter serambled to his feet.

“ Keen off, you beasts!  You touch
me, and 'l jolly well tell all the f-&lt;
lows abont you ragging Mozsoo ! Yah!

“You fat razeal ! said Harry.

“ Oh, really, Wharton—" Bunter
recovered himsclf a little, and grinned
as he blinked at the dismayed jumors
through his big spectacles. “Look here,

ou'd better be eivil, Mind, I wasn't
fis.ﬂ.:ening at the keyhole. I'd scorn such
a thing, as vou know. I happened to
stoop outside the door to pick up a stud.
Mercly that! I caught a fow words by

sheer chance—'
“*¥ou prying worm "
i | jc-!ll;r well knew there was some:
thing on,” grinned Bunter. “I wondered

Trne Maiever Liskanry.—No. 1,136
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why Toddy was sticking 1n thiz study
instead of coming back to prep”’

“So gﬂu camo slong and listeoned £
said Bob Cherry savagely.

“ Nothing of the sort! I've told you
it was sheer chance; I really couldn’t
help hearing when 1 stooped near the
door to pull up my sock——"

“Well, you know now, you fab
scoundred !" said Bob.

“¥Yos, rather !” grinned Bunter. * Ho,
he, he! Faney it being you fellows all
the #ime! He, he, he! What would
Quelchy say if he knew? I say, you
felliows, Coker’s going to get gsacked [or
what you did{ He, he, he!”

“Is that & laughing matter,
Erabjous fathead?”

“Well, it serves Coker right,” said
Bunter, " He’s a rotter! He kicked mo
yoesterday, in his study—making out that
I was after his cake.” As if I'd touch a
follow’s cake. 1 say, you fellows, what
did you rag Mossoo for? ¥ thought you
liked the little ass.”

“We mistook him for Walker, in the
fﬂg. fathead.”

* He, he, he! Like your cheek to
think of ragging o Sixth Form prefect,”
raid HBunter. *It was asking for
trouble, ond no mistake.”

“You fat willain, it was on your
account!” hooted Petor Todd., *We
were going to rag Walker for giving
you six.

“Scrve him  right,” said Bunter.
“That's all right, of course, but vou
must have been =illy asses to bag
Mosz00 instead! Pity I wasn’t there.
:f[ Himuldj;'t have biundyﬁred like that, you

WS,

“Look here, yon men, perh
just as well that Bunter knuwf_,ﬁ said
Jarry. “It looks like sll coming out
now, and we shall have to own up that
we meant it for Walker Bunter can
witness that Walker thrashed him for
nothiog, and that will help.”

“That's s0,” agreed Nugent.

Billy Bunter looked nlarmed.

“I say, you fellows, I'm not going to

you

it's

t a Bixth Form prefect down on me!”
he exclaimed. ou leave me out of
it, sen

“It's rather too late for that,” said
I'eter. " You're the cause of the whale
trouble, you fat freak! We tock up
your trouble with Walker, and it's
landed us 1n the soup  You'll have to
come with us to the Head and explain
that Walker gave you six for butting
into him in the fog. It will help.”

But—but Walker will very likely
make out that I—I bagged the tarts’
“‘E‘.mﬁ:md Bunter.

tarts?'’ repeated six voices, This
was the first Harry Wharton & Co. had
heard of the tarts.

It dawned upon them that they were
not yet acquainted with the whole of tho
details of that accident in the fop which
had led to so much morc serious an
accident in the fﬂﬁ

“1 told you Walker was coming away
from the tuckshop when T ran into him,”
said Bunter, “He dropped his parcazfs,
You sep, he was bringing in some things
for tea in his study. Like a good-
ﬁatur%_d felikﬁw, I helped hém pick them
nip. You Eknow my good-nature and
thoughtful kinduassj—g'

“You bagged Walker’s tarts
Peter.

“Nol” roarcd Bunter. * Nothing of
the sort! Helping him pick up Lis
parcels, I picked up tﬁ)e faris.
thought he couldn't sce what 1 was
doing in the fog—I—I mean, I never
touched the tarts—nover thouglt of
touching them! Not for one moment.”

The junlors gazed at Bunter

“But he saw me,” said Bunter. “7J

that I was scofling

mean, he made out
the tarts, and laid info me with his
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gasped

ashiplant. He gave me six for nothing.
Absolutely nothing! As for Lis measly
tarts, I'd lhave paid for them if he'd
pshed me! Besides, I never touched
them. In fact, I don’t believe he had
any tarts with him at all. He just said
50 a3 an ¢zcuse for pitching into me.
He's untruthfel.”

“My only hat!?” said Bob.

“I hopo you fellows ecan teke my

word,”  said DBunter, with dignity.
“HKnowing mo so well, you can, of
course. DBut if Walker maked out to the

Head that T scoffed his tarts, the Head
will think be was justifed in giving me
8iX. You can sca that, And the Head's
sura to believe him instead of me, He
always backs up the prefects,”

_ Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at Bunter
in silence. Walker of the Bixth, after
all, had net thrashed Bunter for
nothing,. He had lhrashed him for a
good causs. The “six,” 1f reported to
the Head, would be fl.ili]" justified in the
opinion of the headmaster.

It was the loss of the last hope of
the hopless Co. Had matters been as
they had believed, they had some sort
of an excuse to offer for what they had
done; some explanation, at least.

Now what could they say? That they
had been going to rag—not a bad-
tempered bully, but & prefect who had
administercd a deserved and just punish-
ment to A young rascal!

‘Illtlll LLLEd LELEL L PR LENT ] L] ll.l'“lll'lﬂ!

HOW'S THIS FOR A CLEVER
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK,
CHUMS?

There's cne ot Greyfriars who
has caught on ;
He's * pight thars ™ whenover
there's sport on.
Rarely licked in a fight,
He's all muscle and might.
ou've got it!
arry Whartonl

Yen, Hias name's

A pocket wallet has been for-
warded to: Miss W. P, Gill, of
43, Ormande Road, Hythe, Kent,
For the above winning effort !
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Tt was the last straw!

" Well," said Bob Cher?’ at last,
“we're for it now: and think we
deserve it, too! Any fellow who's ass
::-rmu%:'h to helieve Bunter——**

* Jh, really, Cherry—-="

HWe know Dunter so well, and we ot
I toke us in!” said PPeter Todd, 1
actually asked Walker. He was busy
writing a letter, or he might have men-
tioned that Bunter scoffed his tarts——'*

"1 dido't!” hooted Bunter. “I never
tonghed them! I was helping Walker
pick up his things; in my kind-hearted
Way. ¢ made out that I butted into
him on purposc to make him drop the
Burﬂcls. and that I was after the tuck.

f course, that was only his rotten sus-
picious mand!  You fellows know
whether I'm the fellow to tonch another
fellow’s tuck.”

“We've been silly assos—"" said Bob.

“Glad you can see it,” said Bunter,
“I've often told yon fellows what silly
asses you are.  You can’t say I haven't,”

“We've been taken in, and we've
made fools of ourselves, and we're in the
E-muzlg.’” said Bob. * But—"

“Keep it dark," said DBunter. “I'll
I-;cr:f) the secret for you. Of course, I
shall expeet you to trcat me decently.
Une good turn deserves another. as P'ye
said before. Mind, I don't approve of
yvour conduct; this ragging is rather a
ruflianly sort of thing, in my opinion.
Still, I don’t cupeet you fellows to leok
at things in a high-minded wav, as [ do.
I can make allowances for you. Still,
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Y going to keep it dark for you.
What about supper?”

‘Supper ™

“¥es: I think vou fellows might stand
e study supper to a fellow who's protect
ing you and keeping secret your ruffianly
and rather blackguardly conduct. What
do you think 7

The chums of the Remove did not tell
Bunter what they thought, Tt scemed
to them that 1t was a tume for actions,
not for words.

With one aceord thoy fell on William
ﬁle:;mi;ga Bunter and smotc him hip and

igh,

“Yarooogh!” roared Bunter. * Keep
off | Help! Fira! I'll tell the fellows!
T'll tell Quelch! T toll the Head!
Yarcooooop! I'll go straight to the
Head and say—— Whoooooop! Yow-
ow-ow "

A dismal, dusty and dilapidated
Bunfer was deposited in & heap in tho
Remove passage, and the deor slammed
on L.
~ Whether that was the best method of
inducing "Bunter to keep the secret.
might bo doubtful. But there was, at
least, golace in it. The chums of the
Remove were fecling better.

Bunter, to judge by tho fearful yells
that woke every ccho of the Remove
passage, was not!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Canght Bending !

i OKER!" ejaculated Ilarr
q Wharton, ! !

Coker stared at Lim.

After prep was—officially—
over, Wharton had lost no time in
repairing fo the Fifth Form ?as\aagﬂ tu
inquire cnnnemm§ the fate of Coker of
the ¥Fifth. If, by some horrid mis.
chance, punishment had fallen on Coker
for what the juniors had done, nothing
remammed but to own up; the chums of
the Remove were agreed on that. So,
na.tura!lg, they wanted very much to
know what had happened to Coker.

Wharton did not nced to go so far as
hiz study. In the Fifth Form passage
he came on the great Horace—not look-
mmg, certainly, ltke a fellow who was
under sentence of the “zack.”

“What do you want " grunted Coker,

"'Ed[lhfnl-::l’m a ghost ™
You're not sacked?™ exclaimed
Wharton.

Don't be a young ass "
But—but Prout tock you to the

an and the HHead's

acs,
another.”

“Then vouw've got off 2" exclaimed
Wharton in great relief.

Coker starcd ot him harder. Whar-
ton’s relicf was evident in his face; and
Coker was naturally surprisod to see a
junwer so concerned in his fate,

“0Of course I got off !" he prunted,
“Prout had a fatheaded idea that I waa
mixed up in that rag on Bblossoo, when
I was only investigating tho matter.”

" Investigating it 7" rapeated Wharton.

“I'm looking into the affair,” said
Coker loftily  “Nobody else knows
“rhit' to do, but I fancy Y shall olear iv
LITY.

“What business 13 1t of youra?” asked
Harry.

“Don't be cheeky.”

*You can't mind your own husiness **
inguired the captain of the Remove.

“If you've come here for a licking,
Wharton——"

“Well, I'm glad you've pot off," said
Harry.

“Much obliged !” said Coker sarcastic-
ally. “I'm not asking cheeky fags i
worry about me that I know of. You'sl
better cut off, Wharton, before 1 give
you the licking you're asking for,”
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uI‘IFaihemdl” answered Whartan cheer-

I‘l‘

And he cut off, to carry the welcome
tidings to his chums in the Rapg,

Il was clear—so far as Coker of tho
Fifth was concerned, The secret six
were nob under the painful necessity of
gwning ut;:u Un!‘urtuﬂatt;h?. their dia-
cussion of the matter had been over-
heard by Billy Bunter, and there were
now seven in the secret.

A secret in Bunter’s keeping was in
a rather precarious position. Butb the
chuams of the Remove hoped for the
hest.  Dire threats of what would
happen to bim if he breathed a word

somo effect on William George
Bunter. It was only to be hoped that
that effect would bﬂ_lastmgi.
_ After all, the affair would blow over
m time. In a few days, if the culprits
were not discovered, the excitement
would die away and the inquiry
slacken. Magssco’s mottled complexion
w-ﬂuid; in the.course of lime, wash off,
and his equanimity would be restored.
Homething else wonld happen fo take
the gencral attenfion off the subject,

Harry Wharton & Co. went to theirz
darmitory that night in a rather
relieved and more comiortable frame of
mind.

Morning dawned on (Greyfriara clear
and bright. The fog, which had canzed
so much trouble to various members of
the Greyiriars community, had clearcd
off in the night. Harry Wharton &
Co, went down cheerfully inlo the
i::n‘;ilit winter sunshine in the quad.

“I sey, you fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter, as they left the dormitory

Thefy did not heed Bunter,

“1 faney it's all right, you men,” said
Peter Todd, coming up to the Famous
Five in the quad. * Nothing's como
out, and they've not dropped on any-
hody.since Coker. courze, that born
idiot asked for it. So long as Buntex
ieeps his mouth shut, we're sll right.”

* But will he #"” grunted Johnny Bull,

JSIE he opens it we'll jolly well serag
him, anyhow. As he Emuwa that, he
may keep it shut.”

Hallo, hallo, halla! Here's Coker I
oxclaimed DBob Cherry. “What the
thump is he up toi”

“ Potty,” suggested Frank Nugent,
“I've always thought Ceker had rather
a sorew loose! Looks like it.”

The junicrs gazed at Coker. They
had supposed that they were first down
that morning, but obviously Horace
Coker was alzo an carly rizer. His
procecdings were undoubtedly strange
and mypiterions,

. Coker was moving about in a stoop-
ing attitude, bent almost double. His
eyes were fixed on the pround, as if in
search of something. o moved along
slowly, scanning the ground. The
juniors watched him with interest and
AUTITIZE,

“Hallo, halla halle ! bawled Tob
Cherry. * Lost something, Coker?

Coker straightened np suddenly aml
stared round at the juniors.

“0Dh, you!" he said. *Clear off! T
don’t want an}f.faﬁs messing  around,”

“Have youa bought the qurad ™ zsked
Frank.

Coker frownaod.

“Clear off, I tell you!
though,” added Coker,
| hought struck him. ' Perhaps yon can
nalp, T'm looking for something.”

“What is it ¥

“A boitle,” eaid Coker mryvsterionsly.
C"A botile?”  ejaculaled the six
]IIIIIEIT-'!-

£ '%rqsrn 13

“I'm sarprised at yow, Colror* eairl
I3ob Cherry gravely, i Have yon taken
g drink in your old ape?! Was ik
whisky or gin?™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker stared at them,

Flold on,
ag an  after-

“¥on young asscs, what do yom
mean? It's s small bottle—a bottle that
contained marking-ink., It's a clue™

" A—a—clue '’ ojstulated Wharton.

. "¥es. I don’t mind letting you into
it,” said Coker condescendingly.
“¥oun're a cheeky little beast, but I
don’t suspect you of having had a hand
mﬂlgg%ng Moszoon. ™

%usp&d Bob Cherry. * You—
vou don't "

 “No,” said Coker,  “Disrespectiul
little rotters as you are, you wouldn’t
do & thing like that.”

“Thanks ' said Ilarry Wharton
gravely.

“I'm after the %smgI that did it,” ex-
plained Coker. * I'm looking for a clue
at the present moment—the clue of the
ink bottle. Sesf®

“{Jh, my hat{"”

“Mossoo was drenched with purplo
marking-ink,” said Coker. “ The ink
must have been in a bottle—"

“Ihd Eﬂ“ work that out in your
head, Coker?” asked Dob Cherry, with
owl-like gravity.

“Yes; I've got rather a brain for

roblems of this sort,’” said Coker.
e was qguite good-humoured now,
Coker liked an audience, and Potter

and Greene had reofused—quite rudely—
to turn out - before rising-boll and
accompany him 1n his investigations
that morning. Coker liked to talk, and
fags were better than nothing in the
way of hearers. And when Coker was
playing Sherlock Holmes, he naturally
felt the need of a Dr, Watson to ddmire
his cleverness. So the %e,n{-. Horaco
proceeded to expound: “The ink was
it A hottla! ou see, it'; sold in
bottles.”

“I sea!™ said Bob, with a nod. “ Do
vou fellows seef”

“The seefulness is terrifie.

“Well, the boitle waz in the hand of
E_;,l'.-tc:?k fe]IuwThwhu inked Mussuu,l;' ss.icl

er, " The guestion arises, what did

he do with it?g’ =

The Famousz Five involuntaril
glanced at Peter Todd. Pater prinned.

“I fancy the fellow would chuck it

away first thing,' st ted Toddy.
and the Famuusg gl s

ive grinned, too.

“That's it,” said Coker, * Well, if he
chucked it away, as I deduce, it's some-
where shout.”

i

"It would bel” agreed Wharton.
“Unless it was chucked away so hard
that it fell right outside the ::ldr
system, it's bound te be somewhere
about,

“Eh? Exactly,” said Coker. " Well,
I'm going to find that bottle. I's a
clue to the gang. -

“The—ihe gang?”

“Yes. This gutrage was the work of
a gang." sald Coker,

“(Oh orumbs ™
“A gang of dastardly young ruffians"
saifd Coker. “I'm sure you think the

sama shout them as I do—absolutely
rufﬁtni{ young scoundrels,”

“Tis » fellow’s dut b

’s » fellow’s duty to root thom out

and show them up, ' said Coker. The
sooner they're expelled from the school
the better You see thati™

“0Oh! Ah, quital®

“ The quitefulness 13 terrific™

“Well, that'>= my job,’ said Coker.
“ Mobody elss at Grajrfrrmra has the
brains to do it. So it's up to me.’

“ Nobody else at Greyfriars has brains
quite like yours. Coker,"” gaid Bob, with

N Sont brag of it, said Cok
on Tag of 1 BEL oxer
r!::qdcst.l;,r. - ;.;t just %ﬁ?pﬁnl”h But
eing, as it happen a only brainy
man in the mhg::] feel that this is
up to me®

The chums of the Remove suppressed

their emotions, It was not easy to
keep serious faces while Horace er
was talking Bug they managed it.
“ Bub suppose you find the bottle i
said Harry, “Aren't ink-bottles much
alike? Lots of fellows have bottles of
marking-ink, and thay naturally throw
the boitles away when they've done
with them.”

“That depends,” said Coker *“There
may be finger-marks on the bottle.”

“ Finger-marka?"

“You kids, of courss, don't know
much about dstective work,” said
Coker, with lofty condescension. *I've
rather stndied it. Lots of eriminals ave
traced by finger-marks. keep
volumes and volumes of finger-marks at
Seotland Vard. here's  a scientifio
theory that no two men's finger-marks
are exactly alike. Thore's & possibility,
of course, that an error may ercep in,

{Continued on next page.)
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but you can take it from me this ie very
scldom the case. Broadly speaking, you
can put your shirt on a finger-mark
“Wonderful 1* ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Marvellous !” said Nugent. )
Coker nodded and  smiled,  His
opinion of thesc cheeky fngs was rising.

ﬂppu-rcmtlly they could see what a
wonderfully clever fellow Coker was.
“And how will you identily the

finger-marks?” asked Wharton. “ Don't
they have to be photographed and
magnified or something like that? Are

vou going to take ﬁn;ie.r impressions of
every fellow at Greyiriars, to comparc
them "

Coker paused a moment. Apparently
he had not thought that part out yet.

The six regarded Coker with cheery
interest. If Coker's success depended
on finger-print olues, they did not think
that the *gang" had much to fear
from Coker's detective work. )

“One thing at a time, you know,"” said
Coker, “The first thing is to find the
bottle. ¥ou fags can Eelp me, if I;n:ru
like. I'm sure you feel a2 keen as I do
to show up that raszcally gang.

(11 ’Hﬁm! ¥ ;

“Well, there's no time to waste,” said
Coker. “Let's geot going.” ‘

And Coker resumed his bending atfi-
tude and moved along, scanning the
ground inch by inch.

Tho chums of the Remove locked at
one another, and looked at Coker. The
temptation was irresistible. = Horace
Coker seemed to have placed himsell
deliberately in & favourable position
for a goal-kick.

With his back to the Famous Five,
hending double, Horace Coker moved
along, scanning the ground before him.

After him moved the Famous Five.

“Who's taking this goal 7" murmured
Bob Cherry.

“You, old bean. You've got the
bi gﬁst feot,’

‘ﬁ!mra was o suppressed chuckle.

Bob Cherry broke into & run and
arrived behind Coker. He let out =
large size in boots,

rash |

“Varpooop !' roared Coker, as he
sprawled, head foremost. * Whooop!
What—— ©Oh, my bat! Yarooop!”

“"IIa, ha, ha!'" shrieked the juniora

Coker sprawled and roared.

“Hook 16!" gasped Wharton.

“Fa, ha, hal”

The six juniors promptly hooked it.
Coker roared and bellowed, and
scrambled to his feet, and glared round
with a homicidal glare. Farry Whar-
ton & Co. were vanishing inte the
dizstant Cloisters.

“ I—]—I'll—="" gazped Coker,

He made s stride in pursuit, but
checked himself. His detective work
claimed him; and there was not much
more time before & crowd of fellows
would be swarming into thé quad.
Coker suppressed his just wrath and
resumed his search for the clue of the
missing bottle.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Cat out of the Bag!
H ILLY BUNTER blinked round

him throngh his big spectacles
and grented.
“ Beasts '

Bunter had rolled out of the House
to look for the Famous Five. He did
not see them.

He could see Coker of the Fifth root
ing about tne guad, giving rather the
impression of a dog in search of a
hidden bone. Buat he did not heed Cokor
of the Fifth., He did net even Lknow
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thit Coker was exercising his wonderful
abilities as a detebtive: Heo mercly won-
dered, for a moment, why Coker was
pleying the goat. It was the Famous
Five that Bunter wanted.

They did not seem to want Bunter.
Tf they saw him they eluded him.
Bunter rolled in search of them.

Bunter was expecting a postal-order
that day. There was a possibility—
Bunter ndmitted the possibility—that 1t
mightn’t come. In which case, and in
the peculiar circumstances, Bunter saw
ne reazon why the chums of the Hemovo
should not c¢ash that postal-order for
him, bofere it came, He felt that %
was up to them, in the circumstanees,
and that was what he wanted to soo
them ahout,

This was an important matter—to
Bunter, at least. So he rolled hither
and thither, looking for the Famous
Five. ‘T'hus it was, by pure chance, that
Bunter's eyo caught & gleam on the
earth in the morning sunlight, under the
eims, which attracted his attention at
once. If someonc had dropped a shilling
or n half-crown, Bunter was prepared
to take charpe of the coin till the owner
should be found—though not prepared,
perhaps, to make any very desperate
efforts to find the owner.

But it was not a shilling, or a half.
crown, of & coin at all, that caught the
gleam of the sun., Bunter, bending
down and blinking at the shining object
through his spectacles, gave a grunt of
disgust a3 he discerned that it was glaszs
—a small bottle.

Then he grinned. ;

It was a smull, empty bottle, lacking
o cork, end from the label on it, and its
inky state, it bad evidently contained
purple marking-ink.

“He, he, he!"" cachinnated Bunter,

Obviously, it was the bottle that the
ragger: had thrown away, after drench-
ing Monsieur Charpentier with the
contenta.

Bunter picked it up.

“That's Toddy's bottle!” murmured
Bunter. “I romember secing it in the
study wvesterday. Of course, I'm nok
going to give Toddy away—I souldn't !
sStill, 1t's evidence '

Bunter grinned,

It was likely enough that those un-

rateful beasts might refuse to admit
that one good turn deserved ancther.
Bunter eonsidered that the possession of
this “eviderce ™ strengthened his claim
for the cashing of his postal-order,

With the betile in his hand, he rolled
on, lﬂﬂkm‘f for the chums of the
Femove. sudden graszp fell on his
fat shoulder.

ad '_;ﬂL F'D‘u- 11!

“Ow!™ pasped Dunter,
round.

He found himself in the gresp of
Cokor of the Fifth.

“w!  Legpo, you beast how!led
Dunter indignantly. *“ Wharrer you
collaring me for?"

“Got you!" repeated QColker, with
satizfaction. His eyes fairly gloated on
the bottle in Bunter's hand. * You're
up early this morning, Bunter,"

"MNo bizney of vyours," said Bunter.
“Leggo "

“You didn't get up specially early to
geb rid of that bottle?’ asked Coker
banteringly.

“Eht No'

“0F course nob' zaid Coker, with
deep sareasm. “ You're the laziest young
sweep in the Lower Fourth, and you
never turn out till tha iatest possible
F:imtt:}hhu{:'yuu'rc up early this morn-
ing——

“I''m looking for someo {cllows
important ™

“You may as well speak the truth,”
sxid Coker calmiz. “I've got you, and

epinning
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you may as well own up. You got up
early to throw that bottle away in a
safe place."

“"VYou silly ass!
the quzd—-"

“Pile it on,” said Coker, still sar-
castic. “DBut you'd better confeas,
Dunter. Who helped you in that rag
on Monsicur Charpentier? It was the
work of a gang, I know that. Who wore
the othera "'

“Wha-a-at 7" gasped Bunter.

“You were ono ﬂ-]; them,"” said Coker.
“That's proved, by your pgetting up
carly to get rid of that evidence——*’

Coker had already deduced that the
ragger had thrown the bottle away,
hence his search in the gquad. But he
was preparcd to change his deductions
to suit the circumstances of the csso.
Theories, after all, have to fit the fnets;
and the fact was thai Bunter had got
up early to get rid of incriminating
evidence. That was perfectly clear—to
Coker, at least.

“Who were the others?"
Coker.

“There—there weren't any others,”
casped Bunter,

*Mean to say you ragged Mossoco on
your own ! demanded Coker.

“No,” howled Bunter. “You ally
ass, I had nothing to do with it."

“Cheese it !"” said Coker. *I've been
following up the clue of the miesing
bottle, and 1t's led to you. There's no
doubt about the matter, You're coming
to the Head.”

“* Yarooooh !

“This way!” said the wvictoricusz de.
tective of the Fifth, and ho jerked the
Owl of the Remove towards the House,

*Yow-ow ow! Help !’

"*Come on, you fat villain 1"

Bunter had no choice about coming
o, Coker whisked himm away towards
the House at express speed.

1 didn't!” shricked Bunter, *I
never did! I won't go to the Head! I
wasn't! I never!  Yarcoogh!™

“Come on!" grinned Coker.

He whisked Bunter to the doorway of
the House,

“Yaroocogh! Teggo! Help!™ welled
Bunter.

“*Coker I An angular fgure appeared
in the Houss doorway, and two gimlet
eyes fixed sternly on the grest man of
the Fifth. “(oker! 1at does this
mean? Release Bunter immediately I"

“FTve got him, sir!™ Easpad ﬂnﬂer.
“I've tracked kim down.

“You have—what?”

“Tracked him, sir! I've solved the
mystery.”

*The—the mystery?" stutlered Mr.
Quelch.

“Yes, rather, sir. I'vo looked into
the matter, sir, and followed up my

I picked it wup in

demeanded

clues, and found out that it was
Bunter,"

It wasn't!" shrieked Bunler.

“What was Bunter?™ hooted Mr.
Queleh.

“ Ragged Mossoo, sir—""

“What?' ejaculated the Remove
master. “Bunter! Is ib possible that

you had a hand in the assault upon
Mopsieur Charpentier 7"

“"Ow! No. 1 wasn't—I didn't-—"
, c:a.ug_ht him_ Et.tmg rid of tho
inecrimineting  evidence,”  said Coker

choerfully. *'That bottlo—""

“That bottle "

“Yes, sir, that's the bottle that con-
tained the purple ink that was mopped
over Mossoo. DBunter got up early to
got rid of it."

T didn't " wailed Dunter.

“Where did you ebtain that battle,
Bunter¥” ) ]

“J—1 picked it up in the quad, sir.”

“{Fammon !” sald Coker.

“Bilence, Colior! I that empty bottle
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in the quadrangle it
would certainly geem to be the one used
in the cutrage,” said Mr, Quelch. *‘Do
you know to whom that bottle belongs,
Bunter "

it I_I_____I__?F

“WWere you concerned in the out-
rageous atteck 'IEJDH Monsisur Charpen-
tier " thundered Mr. Quelch, ;

“0f course he was, sir!” exclaimed
Coker warmly. “I've followed up the
olue, and it's led straight to Bunter.”

“ Bunter, 1f you were concerned in the
outrage—" " i

“Ow! No. Oh dear! Nothing of
the kind, =ir!” howled Bunter, in dire
terror. ''I never knew anything about
it, sir, till 1 heard the fellows who did
it talking in the study—I mean—7"

“You know who did it, Bunter "

“Oh, dear! No, sitl I mean, I—I
didun't -hear-them talking in the study,
sir. They will tell you the same, sir.
‘They wera all there when I heard them
—1I mean, when I didn't hear them. Ask
Wharton, sir!"

“*Wharton " exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in
horror.  “Is it possible that the head
boy 1:;f’ my Form 15 concerned in this out-
rege

“Nunno! I—=I mean—"

“A lot of them were in it, sir," said
Coker. *YPve already deduced, sir, that
it was tha work of a gang—"

“Will you kindly cecaze to make
ridieulous remarks, éukar?”

was picked u{}
¥

“Ehi™”
“ Bunter, tell me what you know of
the matter immediately. ¥You have

named Whartof—-=""

“I—I mean—] didn’t mean—I—I—I
don’t know anything about the matter,
eir,” pasped Eunter. “They weren’t
talking about ewning up, sir, when they
thoueht Coker was going to get the
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chopper, and I didu't hear them. That
—that's what 1 really mcant to say,
sip.™

“Whea was this, Bunter 7

“Last evening, sir, when Prout took
Coker to the Head,” groaned Bunter,
“They thought the gpome was up, and
they'd have to own up to save that
idiot Coker. I mean—I—I—I mean—"

“You heard a number of boys dis-
cusging the outrage that they had them-
selves commitbed ¥V

“Yes, zsir! I mean, no, sir! I never
heard anything! You see, sir, I wasn't
anywhere near the hkeyhole of Study
No. 1. I wouldn't listen, tie. I'm quite
1n?::|.£mhfe of 1t."
Quelch grimly, "1 have no doubt that
I shall arrive at the teuth.”

“Oh dear!”

“¥ou repcat that you were not con-
cerned in the outrage, Bunter?"

“Oh, no, sir! Al six of them will tell
you I wasn't1"
i ;:'Ih{:ra were six boys concerned in
'l

“Oh, no! I mean

“¥ou need say no more, Bunter. Gol
As for you, Coker,” said DMr. Quelch,
fixing his ginlet cyes on the Fifth Form
detective, as Bunter scuttled—"as for
you, I can only express my disgust—-"

113 Eh !”‘
“My contempt——"
“Wha-a-at 1™
My utter zeorn,” said Mr. Queleh.
‘nle-bearing, or seaking as it ig
oalled among the boys, 13 abhorrent to
me, You should be ashamed of yourself,
Coker 1V

Mr, Queleh swept inte the House,
leaving Coker rooted to the steps, irans-
fixed. '

“Xum-mum-mwy hat !

b

L e ]

gasped Coker,

shall guestion Wharton,” said Mr.*

“an

way at that moment. * Coker ! What does this mean® ™ “I've
got him, sir | ?* gasped the Fifth-Former,
matier, and followed up my clues, sir, and found out that i was
Bunter who ragged Mossoo 1 ™

master in surprise.

** I've looked into the

“ What ! ** ejaculated the Remove
(See Chapler 13.)

ITe was dumbfounded. Never for a
moment had it entered Coker's powerful
brain that, in taking up the caso and
solving the mystery, he was guilty of
what the fellows called sneaking. Any
other fellow who %um a8 man away
certainly might justly be called & snealk.
But Coker was above the considerations
that apply to ordinary mortals.

Cokerwas still breathless with indigna-
tion when Potter and Greene came out
into the quad, and he joinod them.

“What do you fellows think !™ gasped
Coker. “I've solved that mystery—it's
come out that it was Wharton and his

ng did it—owing to my masterly
gzduntions—and what do you think?
Quelch calls it sneaking 1"

Potter and Greene stared at him.

“Well, what do you call it, theni™
asked Potter,

“Eh? gasped Coker. .

“Yes, what do you call it#” asked
Greene,

“Whﬁt?”

“I1f you’ve given those kids away, you
ought to be jolly well kicked!™ said
Potter. .

“f And jﬂIlf{ hard !" said Greene.

Coker eould not speal: he could only
gazp. Potter and Greens walked on,
left him gasping.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Vive ia France !

p ON jour, mes garcons!”
=, iiunsjeur Charpentier smiled
—a rather mottled smile—as
he greeted the Famous Five,
“ Good-morning, sie!’ chorused the
juniora.
(Continued on page 28.)
Tag Migrxer Lisranv.—No. 1,136.
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They capped Mossoo very respectfully.

‘s complexion showed wvery

visibla traces of the pg:pla ink. Boap

snd water, rubbing asd sorubbing, had

mot quite obliterated bkis sebra-like
S&ppearance.

But Harry Wharton & Co. mere care-
ful not to smile. As a matier of fact,
they were feeling more concerned than
smused. They liked Moseoo, and they
respected  him, and would have
given anything to undo that unfortunate
mistake 1n the fog. i

“I—I hope you—you feel all right, sir,
after——-"" hesitated Bob thrré.

“ Mais oui,” eaid Monsieur Charpen-

tier. “I am terribly shock. I am
awfully upset. 1 am what you call in
E'EFHE , cut down——"

Cut up, sir,” murmured Bob.

“Oni; cut up,"” assented Boswoo sadly.
“1t is terrible shock $o me, mEs_garmnai
to discover that zere is at zis schoo
persons who disliké me s0 mooch zat zey
tatter me——""

ag you, sir,"” murmured Wharton.
“Zo rag and ze tatler, val is ze differ-
ence?”’ asked Mossoo. He passed his
d over his meottled countenance.
* Zat tattering-—zad mg:g'il:lg;é in itself,
mes garcons, it is nozzing! But it break
me za heart to zink za} 1 em so dislike—
gat I have enemy in zis schogl! Vat
have I done zat somevuns zey should dis-
like me 50 much? Hein?" e

There was deep trouble in his kind
little face, :

From the mgmgg itself Mossoo had
racovered. DBut & thoughf that a
number of fellows in the school regarded
him with eversion or hatred was deeply
distressing to him.

The juniors exchanged guilty looks.

" I—L-I’m sute, &ir,  stammered
Harry Wharton, *that nobody ot Grey-
friars does dislike you, sir. Nobody
would rag you, sir.”

“But I am rag!’” said Mossoo. *I am
peize—I am attack—I am ink] Neovair
belisve him possible; but he happen!"

He shook his head sorrowiylly.

“ It break me za heart,” he said, with
a tremor in his voica. "I zink to
myself, if zis is so, I stay no more in
zis school! I go to ze Head, and
resign szat post. Oui! Hinee it is zat I
sm s0 dislike in zis school, he iz no place
for Adolphe Charpentier!"

“0Oh, sir!" exclaimed Harry.

“In some ozzer school, !Eeut.-el;ra, zey
like me bettair,” said Mossoo. “In
some other school zey will not tatter me
—yeal”

Wharton drew & deep breath, and
glanced at his chums, :

“Put, sir, it's & mistake. Nobody
does dislike you here—nobody would rag
you, sir,” he said earnestly. “1—I can
assure you, sir, that—that—-" :

“But he hal;}pﬁn," said Monsicur
Charpentier sadly.

“Tt was & mi , Bir,"” said Harry.
“It was all through the fog. The
fellows who ragge u ftook you for
somebady elsa in the fog, air.”

“You zink?" exclaimed Mossoo, his
e brightening.

“1—I'm sure of it, sir,"”

“%:laitﬂ sure, sir,” sald Bob.

“The surefulness is terrific, honoured
sahib I _ :

But Mossoo shook his head again.

“Zat is verree kind of you, mea
ge to say 8o to comfort me,” he
mml;. “But you zink—you do not
know—"

“We do know, sir,” said Harry, taking
tha plunge “The fact is, sir, we—we
know the fellows who did it.™

“Moo Diou ™

Wharton {eaked at his friends again,
sod they nodded assent to his unspoken
question. R

The idea that Mossoon, in his distress
ak the discovery thet he had & number
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of supposed enemies in the school, was
thinking of leaving Greyiriars, was too
much [or the juniors. They forgot the
risk, for the moment, in their desire to
reassure the sensitive little gentleman,

“You know—vous savez!” said
Mossoo,

“It was & mistake in the fog, eir,”
eaid Harry Wharton, “We—we—we
ware the fellor  who dic it, sir {*

“Youz!” ejaculatcd Monsieur Char-

entier, in =amazement, Hea stared

lankly at the guilty six.

“¥Yes, gir,” said Peter Todd., "It
was all my fault! - We were waiting
for a fellow, to rag him, and you camse
along, and wo tmﬁ you for him.”

“You oo, we couldn'® sce you in the P

fog, sir,” said Frank Nugent. “Jf
weo'd konown it was you, sir, we'd never
have—*

“The neverfulness iz terrifio I”

“We were awfully sorty when we
heard it was yoa, eir,” said Johnny
Bull. “Wa thought we'd got the fellow
we were after, and we found out after-
wardg—-"

“It was an awful misteke, sir,” sald
Harry. “We knew the fellow we were
alter was coming down to the .letter-
box—but he never came, after all—and
you happened to come, so— We're
awfully sorry, sir! It was a wretched
mistaka I

Monsieur Charpentier gazed at the
juniors in silence. 13 face was

rightening, like the sun coming out
from the clouds. .

The distresa in tha faces of the jumiors
showed how earnest they were,
weight was lifted from Mossoo's mind.
The ragging and tho mottled complexion
ramained ; ;
that he was disliked and detested
a crowd of fellows in the schoo] was
gone. And that was what had tor-
mentod the sensitive Frenchman.

“We're sorry, sir!” said Harry
Wharton. “It was an idictic mistake!
We—we can't say how sorry we are,
sir !

“Mon Dico ' murmuored Mossco.

“71 say, you fellows—"

Bunter came panting up.

“{h, shut up, Buntar! Zlear off 1

“1 say, you fellows, it's all out
gasped Bunter. “I1 came to give you
the tip! Quelchy's got on to it1”

“What "

“That idint Coker found it out and
told Queleh 1™ dgusped Bunter. ™I never
let out & word! You can rely on that!
But it's rll out, and Quelchy knows
who ragged Mozsopo——"

“You fat villain—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—--="

“Well, we'ra for it, anvhow,” said
Harry. “As we've elready told
Mossoo, it doesn’t matter much §f

Quelch knows., We'd better go in and
take our gruel, you men.” s

* Restez '™ sald Monsieur Charpentier.

He smiled gonially.

“ Mes garcons, you have acted verree
foolishly—verree thoughtlessly. But a
mistake, ho is one mistake—he is not
one outrage—he iz not one insult! You
do not tatter me becavse you dislike
no—

“Oh, sir! We all like woul!™ said
Baob.

“Tt is not because you do not respect
me ¥

“We all respect you, sir,” said Frank.

“The respectfnlness is terrifie!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. )

“Zen, qu'importe?” zaid Monsieur
Charpentier. “It is one foolish mis-
take. Dut zat is nozzipgs! 1 forgwve
him.”

“(0h, sir1” ;

“I am relicve—T am comfort,” said
Monsieur Charpentier, “It is not zat I

A e

1t that dreadful iaugg:.l'._
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have enemy, it iz gli one mistake!
Consolez-vous, mes gatcons, 1 speak to
zat good Mr. Quelch—I speak fo ze
Ifead—TI explain zat he is all one mis-
take, and I bez zat all be forgiven.
Voila tout.” .

" Oh, Mossoo!” gasped the six.

Mossoo waved his hand.

“Zat is all feft ! be said,

3 ';JAIl right, do you mean, sir?" gaeped

u 4

“Maiz oui—wvat you ecall, all rightl
He iz all right [ said Monsieur Char-
penticr. “Leavo him to me, mes gar-
cong, and lar nozsings! Je vals ex-
ph?ueru—I go to explain! He is aa
right as ze hail ' added Mossoo, pro
ably meaning as right as rain,

And, with « reassuring emile to the
repentant six, Monsieur Charpentier
trotied away towards the House.

"Well,” said Bob Cherry, with & deep
bresth. "My hat!"

“Jdevver hear of such luck!™ ejaca-
Iated Johanny Bull

“Tho luckifulness —-="

“Torrific ! chuckled Bob,

“I say, you fellows—"

“Let’s kick Bunter for letting it out,
all the samo,” suggested Bob.

“ Hoar, hear 1"

“¥arocoooh I” Bunter fled. .

“And give Mossoo a cheer!” said
Harry. -

“Yes, rather!™

“"¥Yive la France!” roared Bob, and
his comrades echoed the roar, till the
quadrangle ranz with it.

Monsieur Charpentier glanced back.
He smiled, and raised his gal; in' acknow-
dgment. Then he trotted on again
towards the House—leaving six Remove
feglcéwa in & very relieved frame of
mind.

The sccret was out. )
But the six wers no longer in the

Eﬁﬁ- .
ey had a ssvere “jaw from the
Head—and =& still more severs and
lengthy jaw from Mr Queloh, . But
that was all—owing to the kind and
generpus intervention of Mossoo, But
really they owed their escape to their
own kind henrts. For had they not
taken compassion on Mossoo's distress,
and confessed the truth to him, the
matter would ended very
differently.

Ag it was, all was well that ended
well ! The six tried to show their grati-
tude to Mosson by being exita respect-
ful and attentive 1n the French class—
for quite a long time. They also
showod their fratituda to Caker of the

have

Fifth by waylaying that great man mn
the quad and ducking his head in the
fountain. The elouds had rolled by,

and the cheerfullest faces at Greyiriars
were those of tho six who had been in

the soup.
TH!. END.
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Look out for another splendid
story of Harry Wharton & Co.
next week, entitled :

“BUNTER,
THE BANDIT!”

If you fail to read it you'll
miss one of Frank Richard’s

best yarns,
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THE GREATEST SPORTING AND INDUSTRIAL TALE EVER TOLD!

Potor Fr’a,j er-fronmasiery

r  Sa—

JOI'IN BR.EAR.LEY

.;Il

INTRODUCT FON.

Head and aols owner of Frazer's Iron
tmdr f It iz a afrange prospect tﬁ-ﬂ! Iwa
eler Frawr, o ﬂnuﬂastﬁr of &
he arrives in the soualid iﬂduﬂfuﬂ crita;r aaf
rt fnfe one uwm m toke over tha greaf
ft to him tn hir desd unce's will,
Jis Imﬂ‘a first inkling of the forces w-mh
againgt Aim comce when he iz Lidnapped o
mhn fo & ship anchored in the estunry of t.?m
Biver Mazwell, Thers he learna (hat he is 1o ba
faken to sea—never fo return, and the only clus
lo tha fdentily kis unkionn cnemy that he
discovers 18 thal i hw;iamgﬂatﬁybnm with a
scar running acrose the lop of hie hend.
hrar mamﬂm to eecape from the ship, and laler
rotiy My, Dinvinock, ki o sr, that
ﬂumm’! ve foilen infp the Rands o B
gang thad has long been working t.:tn: n Fmaarl
Foundry, P-.':#-ar is determined fo fight
enemites toolh and M#,-:mdmrhsduuqfh
& tlbﬂf&#wﬂ of kiz works he clrikes tha first
by a ruffian named Grangor his
yrten slop work in fovotr of
mmﬁtg in the eify, but find their woy barred
ha young dronmaoster. Pelor
offers fo fight the best man amongst
m stipulating thal if he ting
é;& tE:fl: to wark&ﬂd CPret
Becep challenga,
midst of a yelling mob Hu .ﬂﬁ'h:
Tha second

mm* ﬂm round socd
beaten, and

%ﬁaﬂtﬂu leta iy with uterrﬂir]
with auger, Peter tlams

id right hoine Wwilh oll his Jorce

to the office’s joto in a8 Rnock-out [
(Ngw regd oL)

An Ally!
IF e erushing defeat of Granger, the

former yuler of the foundry, had

comnle a5 & surprise to the men, thoy

were booked for anolher on the day
following the great scrap.

For when the foundry hooter blew and
the day-shift caws lounging in to tako
over frain tho swall crew that tended the
furnaccs  throughout the night, they
found in the place of Mr. Granger,
sackod, a nawllandm].'ﬂu’rhfu] alert, and
TerY fit- looking in new dungarees.

One of hiz eyes was a bright, rich
purple, and a dark Dblua lump
orn{'.-fme:md his left check; but the
remaining ove® was lkeen, grey—and
determined. ;

Peter had [ﬂrmed his decision ab
dinner the p*‘m 1ous evening.

“I'm Emn% inte the foundry,” he
announced abroptly balf-way through
ihe meal.

Mr. Dimmock looked up, startled,

#I heg your perdoni”

‘about

K.®

Peter grinned as heartily
demaged features would allew,

“I'm going to wuﬂt among | the boys,”
ho e:p ained  carefully. “For one
reason, I simply must learn all the work
as soon as possible, all the machines and
furneces, pot to mention the processes,
and so on. And for another reaszom, I
can't stick thot beastly office.™

Mr. Dimmock could not help & faint
smile,
“ I suppose you really should learn all
l.ipa business from the bottom,” he
agreed thoughtfully. * But, Peter, w on' t
it be rather bard and rough—or—that
1 g’
Ha ﬂtupped in confuzion before Peler's
meaning grin. .ﬁ.fi‘cr the little affair
with r{zgmu ar,

f=

&5 his

his solicitude for his
young ecmployer seerned e little un-
necessary.

All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.
So Peter Frazer, ironmaster, is defermined to
restart his foundry “ {oofer’ feam.
uphill job, all right, but then Peter of the big
heart and the hig fists is a bhorn climber !

“Well, that's scttled, then!™ said
Peter che-erfullj but with decizion, and
they passed on to oither talk. But he
was still thinking the matter out when
he went to bed,

“My place iz down in the .['I]ILIIll.']I“'r,
Psater told himseld, “If I'm down
among the men all day, the quicker we'll
know each other all round. Then I can
start doing things—there's plenty to do!
If I can get the lads together and & hit
better spirit into everything, it'll buck
us all up, and then whoever comes Jook.
ing for trouble can have it! Oid Dim.
meack won't need me in the office—he's
been running it long enough. He's a
good old scout, but jolly windy! Have
to brace him up a bat, too 1™

Whereupon, having mapped out
briefly thiz modest little progrumme,
that very self-reliant ex-Clayton skipper
and Maxport irenmaster, Peter Frazer,
clambered into bed.

It had been a great day.

And next day, when the morning
hooter blew, ho was on the jobl

The people who experienced the most

If's an

gl 'W(U i W 'J_;_'__jj!-:if

surprise were undoubtedly

ﬁ&mful
rAREEr'S gAng
After the first shock had worn off,

some ugly looks were exchanged, and the
other men lingered around, uhvrn:msly
expecting the fur to fiy Etrmghtwnjr, but
somehow, nothing happened |

Spider Huggines, glowering evilly,
muttered samethm erisive from the
corner of his mﬂulz to another of the

ang, but looking up, encountered
%’etnr s eool, steady stare, and the mut-
tering died av-aia

The samea llenging gazo swept
briefly over the others, there was s
moment’s tenseneea ol round, then each
man bent to his day’s work amid the
heat and roar.

Apparently Granger’s gang were not
looking for more open trouble—yet |

That the effect of the fight had sunk
pretty deeply into the rest of
the mon was evident, too.

.Thora were some tough
specimens among them—men
who foncied themselves in a
{ight, but yesterday they had
been front row spectators of
an inexhaustible and burly
voungster who hit like a
steam-hammer and fought
lika & mad thing, and just
for the moment they were not
taking any.

They pitehed into their work with
ﬂumﬁthmg approaching vim, and for tha
first {imo for months B oller had a quiet
]'.I‘.Iﬂ'!'ll'll'lig

Tho big engineer found time to show
Peter closer details of the great, furnacea
and mills, and explained in_ jerky
phrases somo of the poinis in the pro-
cesses, Also, ho mado it perfectly plamn
that he did not epprove of the young
master leaving the oflice and coming
into the foundry.

That, however, did not worry Peter,
who was all ears and eyes. And when
later on Moller was called away, Peter
carried on the tour bf himsalf.

Wandering out of the foundry into the
great yards whers the ore trucks wers
being  Ioaded, he came upon more
lr-nuﬁ le.

In an angle formed by two linge
smouldering slag-heaps, two wiry forins
were pitehing into each other with
hearty good-will, while their mates
dropped work and cheered. .

"f‘un Maigxer Lismimy.—No. 1,134,
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The firhters were only youngsters, and
they were scrapping merrily.
~ Peter stepped quietly through the on-
lookers, and eamming an iron hand on
thoe neck of each fighter, neatiy knocked
their hoada together and then sab them
down on the ground with a bump.

Of the two, the taller stayed whera he
wos put, dizzily feeling for his head
and wondering what had hit him; but
the other, & sturdy, eurly-headed fellow
sorambled up immediately and g.e.tlmreci
himzelf {or war.

His mouth fell open comicaily as he
saw who his new foe was, and then to
Peter’s ubter surprise, 8 broad, checky
grin spread over hia I‘rmk]ud_ face.

“YWell #* inquired Peter grimly.

The youth waved his hand airily, but
kept  twn  bright blue eyes on his
employer. i i

“rpis wwreat, mister 1 he said lofiily.
* Ah've no quarre! with thee {”

Peter reached out a long arm and
cuffed him _lightly, whereat the
youngster's grin grew wider. ;

= "ﬁs awrcat, I tell thee, mister!
Ah'm on thy side—after yesterday 1™ he
added az an afterthought,

“You'll be on my knee!” quoth Peter,
not unkindly, “You have your scraps
out afterwards, and I'll referee., This is
work-time now. Mind that, all of you I¥

Saving which, he released the cheerful
youth, and thrusting him back to his
truck, went on with the tour, But as
he went he was thinking.

“Woll, great Scolt, thank goodness
there's one of these chaps at least who
can laugh ¥

Later on, he found the cheerful one’s
name was Sparrow. It suited him.

In the roar and racket of the mew
work, Peter forgot the incident quickly,
but when at last the hooter blew again,
and the men began specdily to pour ous
of the works, ho observed DMast
Sparrow & Co. moving with definite
purpose towards the footer field.

¢ remembered his promise to referee,
and nipping quickly into the office for
the boxing-gloves, hurried after them
group of the men were still in the
ard, talking among thomselves or
ighting pipes for the walk to their
omes, and the sight of the gloves in hia
and drow them Instantly.

They scented excitement once more—
perhaps a repetition of vesterday's

ttle, and with one accord pressed at
hiz hecls, eager for the fun. 7

As a fight, this one, however, was dis-
appointing, for- Master Sparrow, still

rinning widely, huried himsclf upon his
willing opponent, and had him down
three times in the opening round,

In the second, he again put his man
down with gquite & stylish counter; but
then the other arese, and, casting off the
gloves, went for Sparrow tooth and nail,

He used his boots, too! And beforo
the outraged Peter could interfere,
Sparrow. taken by surprise at the wild-
cat attack, was down and in 2 bad way.
The crowd around bellowed with mixed
feelings. Their raucous yells sounded in
Peter's ears like the cries of wild
animals, i m

It isn't often that a referce joinsin n
fght, but it happened in this case. A
whirlwind seemed suddenly to.strike
Sparrow’s opponent and hurl him into
the crowd. A fat furnace stoker, lead-
ing the yells in favour of such unsport-
ing methodsz, received a full-blooded
drive between the eyes and toppled over,
after which Peter neatly snread two of
his neighbours on top of him.

th-g‘lin fiercely, he drove the others
off the field, blazing with wrath.

“Off with vou!” he spapped. "It's
time someone showed you somes cleap

fghting! Now pet off the field, all of
you [

And with a glance at the mon on the
grasa, they wont.

“Thank ye, sir!™

Poter looked round. The cheerful
Sparrow, pale and gasping, but still

smiling, was by his side, ginperly rub-
}:i éliﬂ- ribs where a hearty kick had
Snded.

“Don’t etand anhy nonsense, do we,
mister ¥ he grinned.

“You all right, lad " asked Peter,

“Awreat, anve for this kick in
t' slata,” prinned the youth., “'T'was o
mighty boot! Wait'll I catch him
again! No more boxing-gloves for mo,
mistoer

Secing that he was still rather shaky,
Peter laid a hand on his elbow and
together they strolled across the field.
As they approached Mr. Dimmock’s
house, he had a sudden impulse and
invited the stricken warrior to tea.

Mr. Dimmock had not come in yet,
s0 he sat his guest down before a well-
filled table and began to chat.

For & while they talked of the fight
and fighting, then Peter began to lea
the conversation back to the foundry
and the men.

Sparrow, he soon found, was a mino
of information. The lad lived ™some-
where in the docks.” He had been &

!!l:Il

MOLLER, tha

the burly foreman of
Frazer Iron Foundry.

“norphan * gince he was nine, and had
picked up a living in his cheery way by
doing all sorts of jobs. He hag been in
the foundry now for nearly three years.
Liked old Dimmock. Couldn't stand
Moller—dizsagreeablse hog! Liked foot-
ba'. Did the master play footha'?
Good! College, o' course? Thought so !
All the nobs in Maxport played for Max-
port Hornets. Amorchoor club, ye know
—like thom Corinthians. Supposed the
master would Pla}r for the Hornets?

“Ne fear!” sald Poter cunningly.
“I'll play for the foundry t*

Sparrow huoted derisively.

“Noa, thee won't, sirl  'Cos why?
"Coa there isn't no foundey feam !

Peter nodded through the window
towards the goalposts. .

“Them 7" mourned Sparrow wistfully.
“Wonder they ain’t been chopped down
long whiles. We ain’t gob a team now.
Granger——"

It suddenly occurred te him that
Granger, az far as the foundry was con-
cerned, was no more. He stared across
at Peter wide-mouthed, eyes blue and
eager. i

“ Gummy, mister, does tha mean tha'll
start £’ toam again ¥
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Peter nodded decisively. x

“That's just what I do mean,” he said,
“Going to help 1”

Going to helpt Sparcow was lost for
words, Then he said :

“There'll be not many as’ll play now,
gsir-not big 'uns, I mean. Perhape
some of us kids might, but we'd be too
lizht, ya gee, You want big 'una for
the Works League, mister.”

“0Oh, 'l get 'em to play in time!”
said f[’etcr, with a fine show of
gptimizm. *“And you kids can be the
second cleven.”™

Muaster Sparrow became a bundie of
enthusinsm. With difficulty enly was he
prevented from giving three cheers.
Togother they bent their heads over the
tea-teble nnd talked earnestly and
cagerly.

ater, Peter sow him to the gate, and
afterwards not even Me. Dimmock’s
worried tale of the day’s woes in the
olfice could domp his epirits, The foat-
ball falk had carried Peter back to

-Clayton davs; but, best of all, he had

found an ally among the men, and o
definite step had been made.

He took time from the works shame-
lessly next day, and came into the office
late in the afterncon, beaming happily.

In his arms he carried a bulky parcel,
while behind him come a man with
another, These he planked down by
Mr. Dimmock's desk, and met that
gentleman's nstonished starn with &
chuckle.

“ Footer togs!™ he explained briefly;
and, d&fthi— n{xening the parcels, yanked
out foolball shirts and shorts, displaying
them proudly to the delighted Jenkins.

The old colours of the foundry had
been emerald green and white sherts, and
he had had to ransack Maxport’s sports
shops before he could get them.

“There's o crato of boots comin
later,” he prinned at the nstﬁundeﬁ
manager. “Those that don't fit I'vo
arranged to send back. We'll dish "em
out fo the team, and if they like they
can buy their own gear.”

“But what team, -IPe—2Alr. Frager
stammered the manager.

“Our team [* chortled Peter proudly.
“Frazer's Foundry !

Jenking pressed forward eagerly.

“Are wo starting again, sic?” he
breathed.

Peter winked jovially.

“Rather! We're in the Works Cup.
too, Jenkins! Been talking to the
gecrotary for hours. Too late for the
Teague this season, but he's let us into
the Cup. My word, didn’t he roast me!
I've had to make all sorts of promises
ehout turning out full sides, and every-
thing ! Butwe'll do it And I'm going
to punt all round the town and get some
‘ friendlies * to fill up,

iz enthusiasm, the expression on hia
cheery facs was good to sec, Only BMr.
Dimmock shook his head sadly,

“You don't know our men yel, Peter ™
he murmured. “Why bother? Thex'll
onuly break your heart, lad!”

But Peter made no reply. He hurled
himself at a trvpewriter, then remem-
bered he could not tvpe. Seizing the
grinning elerk by the shoulders, he
jaramed him into the seat.

“ Now then, Jenking, my lad! The
first notification thot Frazer’s football
tearn i3 alive again!® He planked @
paper down on the detk,  “Type out
ahout a dozen of these and fix 'em up all
raund the place! And let it be gently
known that any base fellow tearing one
down will be interviewed by the boss!
Ihis iz where T start my job 17
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EVERY SATURDAY
The Trial -Maich !
I course, the bhills were torm
0 down! Peter himsclf caught
one man ai it, and that man
was awarded the seck and an
hing jaw in just half a minute.
a%n.rmw caught another, a great beefy
uddler, and went for him like a terrier,
Eut. Maller, the foreman, broke up the
fight before he was badly hurt,
-"And ths news went round the foundry
—Frazer's Football Club was re-start-
ingr 1
n%‘eten dirty, hot, and busy in the
rnarin¥ foundry, began to study the men
a3 well as the machines. _
‘Mozt of the furnace men, he. decided,

wero either too bulky or too old, while

the youngsters cutside on the trucks were
rather light and wiry. _
The middle class was his most fruitful
ground—young, hefty fellows on the
rolling-mills and machines, or in the
shops outside the foundry. If he counld
get some of them interested they would
make the nueleus of & fine big side.
He tackled the matter in characteristic
style. Bills and preclamations were all
very well, but if waited for the men
-to come along themselves, the seazon
would be over before they started. Also,
fighting wouldn’t be any use, for you
ecan't hammer a man into foothall togs.
Sparrow's set—the voungsters—were
fairly keen and solid, for the idea of
playing real foothall again
with foothall jerseys H#Ll'lf] new
balls had gone to their heads.
But ko was after pace and

woeight.
Whercupon, casting his eve =+
shrowdly round to  likely- i

lonking men he marched up -
and put it to them, either
singly or in hittle groups.
CBricfly  but  friendly-wise,
he told them Lis plans, and
asked them fo hiclp. In every
instance hia first words wore
received with suspicion, and
narrow eves, ok in Dot, dicty
fuces, stared at him hardly.
It was difficeult work, but be

stuclt to it gamely and
patiently.
Rchuffs, a: he expected,

were common.  Somo  werd
blunt refusals, made doggedly
and defiantly, and these he
passed  without another word.

Timae
cnough for them -later, once he got foot-
ball started.

Others werea hesitating, the man
plainly struggling with the desire to

lay again, but tearful of what would

ppen at night when work was over.
For though Granger was deposed, there
wera plenty of his [riends still left, and
their hands would come down heavy on
backsliders.

To these {fainthecarts Pefer spoke
strongly—so strenucusly that he sue-
ceeded in breathing some of his own
fighting spirit into them. He told them
of hig ideas apart from football—of how
the foundry was going to improve and

1ve them steady employment for years.

ie was going ‘to fight for the works,
and he wanted their aid.

Some jeered openly, others turned
away; but enthusiasm backed by pluck
¢an work wonders, and before three
days were up Peter, much 'to the
plainly expreszed surprize of Mr. Dim-
mock, found himself with just enough

men to hold a trisl on the Baturday

afternoon.

It -was something of & $riumph.
Jubilantly he and the enthusiastic
Jenkins plunged inte the task of
arranging the sides. Tho Iuck seomed
too good to be true.

On Baturday the foundry knocked off
at noon, and the hands dispersed, thoso

who had promised to ﬁ“&“m instruc-
tions to be back by one-thivty.

It was a very anxious mingty minuies
that Petor spent then, And when eventu-
ally he cama into the yord and found all
his men there, he could have whooped
with relief.

As a matter of {act, luck had again
favoured him strongly in that dinner-
hour, for Granger’s gang had played
their hands badly. Had they waited
to let the rebels get to their homes
and seck them out ainﬁtg, either
to persuade or coerco them, Peler would
not have held his trial. Bat the enemy
wore lacking in strategy. The moment
the footballers were ouiside the gates
they had been surrounded, and, without
further ado, a lively five minutes had
resulted,

And—another set back for Gra a
gang—they had been defeated, Three
energetic constabies had completed their
rout, and they had fled, leaxing behind
a victorious vy of men who were
mere firmly determined to play football
now than ever., Petor's luck was weH
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right’s toe, the

A Valuable Find

RAZER'S organisation worked
E -srnoothly.  He had appointed
Jenkins captain of the Whites
and  himself skipper of the
Colours. The little man who had
refereed the great fight had asked fo
rolerce the mateh also, and the loud and
cheeriul Bparrow, very gorgeous in a
roed goalkeeper’s sweater, was keeping
for Whites, for which position he had
begzed hard. The two sides wore as
nearly equal 1n weight as Peter’s
limited knowledge could make them.

Thus, at {iftect minutea past two, two

teams filed out on to Frazer's field for
the first time for two years.

Pheep! The gamé started with a
rush. In five minutes Peter was not
gulm sure whether to be .cheorful oy
espondent, for of rough, hard play
there was plenty, but of science and
foothall nil.

All four backs had one idea—to knock
the tar out of an epponent and balloon
the ball anywhere, 'The same applied
to the halves, who also hung en to the
ball until someone came up with a rush
and knocked them off it.

Plu:rinf for the Whites, however, was
a slim, dark-haired man st inside-right
who looked elover in n flashy sort of
way, but too selfish; and once when

WWM 98
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As Peter Frazer hooked the ball from the opposing

the young ironmaster down heavily.
again 1" warned Poter, eyeing him steadily, (See thiz page.)

27

Peter neatly hooked the ball from his
toes, hie foot flicked out and ‘brought
the young ironmaster down hetviby,

“Bon’t do that again, my ladi”
warned' b der, eyeing bim steadily.

But the man smiled eockily, and two
minutes fater triced it again. Alter he
had his wind back, and made cer-
tain that his left shovlder had not been
knocked clean off, He wns a sadder
and wiser man, and suddenly simmered
down to play quite a useful pame.

Gradually Peter, to whom the game
was a well-loved science, began to get
hiz team together.

L
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inside-
man ficked his foot oui, and brought
“ Don’t do that

A brilliant centre-half, with his heart
in the job, can do wonders with even
the scratchiest side, .and Peter Frazer
wis the best half Clayton had ever
turned out.

He waos here, there, and everywhers,
directing, coaching, and restraining;
breaking up the Whites attack elean
and neatly; long, smooth passes to the
wing, and sudden, delt touches to une-
marked insides sent the Colours flying
towarda Sparrow in somecthing like an
organised attack.

By half-timo bLoth sides were playin
better football, and Sparrow ha
alrendy carned his place in the team,
for he had given & sparkling display.

Grinning like a eat, with a stream of
chaff for friend or foo, he made save
nfter save, diving for a cross-shot,
beating down another at point-blank
range, or neatly scooping a third right
off the centre’s foot.

To test him, Peter took thres or four
deliberate shots at goal, regular pile-
drivers, but not until ncarly half-time
did he get one past Bpoarrow—a flat
seorcher from thirty yards out, knock-
ing the lad’s bands aside before it tore
into the net.

The cheerful one

gﬁinnnd wryly as
they crossed over, rubbing his stinging
hands.
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“ (josh, mister, rcekon ah'll roll myscl’
some stecl mitts on Monday if ak've
got .#h save many of them!” he
chortled!

Peter made » few changes at half-
time, and the game went on, Colours
winning at last 3—1, the dark-haired
inside-right dribblicg through very
preitily to score. -

During the last ten minutes, however,
plenty of the men had bellows {o mend,
aincd - tempers were rufled in conse-
quence. A

The backs took to charging more
wildly than ever, and fouls become fre-
quent as the players tired or grew sore,
until at last a wiry little half-back on
the Colours side tripped his man, and
in turn was knocked flat by another.

Their captain. was among them, how-
over, before they could even start the
inevitable fight! Beeing him, the little
half crouched desperateiy and prepared
for wer; but Peter’s .ong arm grabbed
hiot angd shook him. .

“What on earth do vou want to spoil
a good afterncon for b he asked mildly.
“¥ou've tackled that chng cleanly all
the afternpon.  What the dickens d'you
want to trip him for now? - Have some
sense ] . Same applies to ﬂ'(}u others |
Don't start any rows now that we have
had such a clihking good game !™

That was ail. He made the com-

Latants shake hands, which they did
sheepishly, and the game went on for
its last five minutes.
“When the final whistle blew, it was a
tired but contented lot of foundry hands
who followed their skipper back into
the works to change.  Another step
was taken!

But Peter noticed that therc had
been ouly one solitary spectator!

Football Club held two more
practices, short games in the
evening before the light went.

No more recruits were added to the
squad, but the others stuck loyally.

Already he was in a feir way fo con-
quering the hearts of the little band.

* High-falutin® !  they called him
among themselves. *“But, o' course,
college made him that; but if he spoke
like o toff he was a good sport(™

“An’ no blinkiog sitde, either, laads 17
said one of thom seriously.

“ Al, if ho ain’t riled 1™ snid another.

The team hegan to take shape.
Sparrow in goal was splendid, and mid-
way through the week, as Petor bent
over & tool-bench, & hand touched his
arm, snd, looking up, he saw two
gigantio forms looming high above
him. ,

He recognised the men az two
brothers, Scotsmen, skilful men on his
biggest mill. They had nover bean
known to talk to their mates, and took
no interest whatever in foundry _pnl_iti-:s,
while, by virtue of their =size =nd
strength, even Granger’s men had left
them =zeverely nlone,

Now Lhoy stood staring down at Peter
with solemn, granite countenances.

“We'd like to play fitha " announced
one. “Eh, mon Phairson ¥

“ Richt, Elspeth !” growled the other.

“ Pleased to have you,” smiled Peter.
“Why didn't you come slong befora "

“Och, we thought we'd wait!* said
Elspeth ecantiously. *“Can yo do with
twa fu'-backs?”

D_UH[EG the next week Frazer's

“I can.” ) :
“Ay, we knawed it!" prunted
Phairson. “We ken the others ye've

i
oot, mon !

THE MAGNET

Ho ‘saying, they turned on their he:ls
as abruptiy as they had come, but wh:an
practice ‘started that evening they
appeared on the field, two giant figures,
in the foundry shirts snd shorts, but
with their own football boots. o
Moving quickly and lightly, despite
their size, they showed wonderful
defensive tactics, and a knowledge of
each other's play, covering Sparrow in
goal 50 completely that that young
warrior was moved to lament !

They did not use their weight ouce,
but tackled deftly and surely, and their
clearing kicks came low, and hard as
bullets.

Peter guessed they were old pro's
grown past their best, and he was hot
far wrong. 8o that settled the defence,

The forwards were still a worry.
Hammond, the dark-haired inside-right,
was & really clever attacker, and he
made hiz winger into a good man, too.
-On the left Peter had & man namod
Baker. He know nothing of decent
football, but-his pace down the touch-
line was simply terrific!

What was badly peeded, however,
was @ centre-forward. Peter tried
Jenkins there, but the clerk was muel
teo light, and the heavy foundrymen
knocked him off the ball every time.

Hec went thers himsélf, and the half
hack lina fell to bits. When the Satur
day morning camoe, he waa still in »
quandary, for the copening match was
only & weck awayl

(1t looks asz though Frazer's [Irow
Foundry iz going to have *some
team by the time young Peier’s finishe
docan’t i, chums? « ¥You'll find anothe
gripping tnstalment of this powerf:
seriel in nex? week's Maguer.)
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