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He HERLOGK SHOLMES or GREYFRIARS!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Midnight Raid!

b OU fellows m_r:uke_?” o .
Bob Cherry sat up 1n Lo L
the Remove dornmicrpey ot

Gireyfriars, yawned, and a:ked
that question in sleepy tones
There was no reply save a derp, 1un-
musical snore from Billy Bunter's hed.

Midnight had struclk, -and all Goes
friars was plunged 1 e .onee 01l
glumber. The Remove were slecping the

sleep of the just. ] s 1

Bob Cherry yawned again, and turr: i
out of bed.

“Wharton 1™ . .

“[Iallo ! came a slcepy voire from vl
captain' of the Remaove.

“Pime, wou aues! You've
gleep ! said Bob indignantly. .

IMTarry Wharton sut up and rublod hie
eves, ,

“1 believe 1 have,” lie admitted,

“ And T believe the other fellows have,
too,” said Bob. “I'li soon walke “em up.
Shall I freshen you up a bit with this
pponge ¢

“No, fathcad!™ ITarry Wharten
turned hastily out of bed, and made a
dive in the dark for his clethes, < Jol'y
cold! Grooh!"

Bob Cherry groped lis wax to Joinny
Bull's bed, lng‘ squecred a wet sponge
over the slecper’s head. There
mufled roar from Johnny Dull.

“Grooh! What's that?”

“QOnly little me!"” chuckled Daob.

“You silly ass!”

“Time to get up.” -
“You — you you jablerwack !
gasped Jehnny Bull, rubbing las eyes,
“ Conldn't you call a chap, you barlding

chump? You wait till I get cut!™

“¥You awake, Nugent?”

Yoz, fathead! Don't bring that
sponge near me, or I'll give rou my
bolster 1™

“You awake, Inky?"” ‘

“The wakefulness is terrific,” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, getting hur-
riedly out of bed. * Kecp away, you
esteemed idiot 17

““All awake!" said Dob Cherry cheer-

ETRLAY 1

R

nas dl

fully. * Hallo, halle, hallo! What's
that? Who's got hold of me? Twggo!™
“1 have,” said Jobmny Bull,

sulphurous tones, “I’ll jolly well teach
you to swamp cold water over a chap

“Yaroooh!"
Pommel! Pommel! Pommel!

“Shut up, for goodness’ sake!”™ ex-
elaimed ITarry Wharton, in alarm. Do
you waut to wake the honse?”

“Shut wp, Bob!” gasped Nugent.

“I’ve got his head in chancerv,” zaid
Johnny Bull grimly.

“Ha, ha, ha! Churk 1t !”

Bump !

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull rolliul an
thoe dormitory floor together. Tleeeir
chums rshed to separate them, Tt owae
no time for a ecrap.

“Stop it. you eilly nsses!"

“Chuck it, you duffees!’

“TLemme get at him!™ gaspad T,
.H I?ll_‘?

" Yaou'll keep quict. von fathead 1™ ox
tlaimed Wharten, dragging him back.

] T ]

“Do vou wait Quelchy vp here with a

raitie

* Blow Quelchy 27

“What the dirkens 15 ihie matter®”
L R H””IH.'Q; At b .\1 {'.':-I.! LT _:'..'I.] 1 i“.f.-

lcaels ddemng ont of bed 7

L osaxy wesr felladz st a Zepp Y
ot oan wertmod  overer feern Ially
Bontor,

b s i Tem 7 mand Nugent.,

heitige e at the window
wihivte, and a sabinarine
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after ir,"
¥ 1¥a; bid;, b 22
h'.]J!.II TE.EI-]JI.'-'. Soront ——
Even Billv Bunter vaz not alarmed by
vhiar  statenpenr,
*“VWhat's* the
Vernon-=mith,

hile game?"  asked

“Jave yom chapa got

‘np in the middie of the nmight to serap

with one another.”
“No fear! We'rn roing to sce Coker,”

snid Harry Wharton, Inughing, “Keep
quict, Dob. You'll spoil the whole
g]]_ml..._?l

3ob Cherry grunted.  After s kind-
ness in waking Jolmny Boll sa effectively
it was_bard lines to ave his head taken
inta chanrery,

“Well, come on!” he growled.

“What on carth are yon going to see
Coker for?" asked Tom Laown,

“Jost a eurprise visit,” sand Wharton.,
“Coker was eofhng yonng Vivian thes
aftervnon,  JFifth Formers aren't allowed
10 et the Remove.”

* Henr, hear!™

“ (4 Prout eame along when we were
gon to lius study to talk to him about
it, nnd we had to clear, 5o woe're going
ter s s 1 the derm. Have vou got
the jug, Bob®”

“1've got 11, ik,
chnckle,

“What on earth have yvon got an the
g " asked Hazeldene,

“Ink !

“0Oh, my hat!"

“And gum!”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Aud treacle

“Poor old Coker! ITa, ha!l”

“It 1s0't, evervbody who gives away
ink and gaum and treaecle for nothing, in
war-time,”  remarked Bob Cherry,
“Uaker ounght to be srateful.
cuppose he will be, as a matter of almn.
liter fact—-"

*1a, haiha !

Yo fellows reads ¢

“The readvioloes= s terrifie”

T with a

1

I hen, COG i, gl Y arew
"I|T|IH|Tr|J|.
The Tamens Five, halfadrezscd  aml

with rublvr shoevs on theiwr fecr, erept
quietly to the door, and passed out into
the passage. Some of the Hemovites
sottledd themselves down to sleep again,
while 1hie athers remuained awake to hear
the el of the ratd. There was certainly
cxcitenneent to be oxpectond i the Fafth
ot dotary when Hovaceo Coker re
cotved the contents of Bab Cherrs’s jue,

It was 1ime, according to the views of
(he Bemove Co,, for Coker of the Fifth
to L taken down a peg or two,

( ‘oker of the Fufth had what he ealled
a =hort way with fags, Caker rather
pridded hiomself wpon it. But naturaily,

T don’t

By FRANK RICHARDS.

the fags id not regard it with any great
admiration. It was a difference in tho
point of view, which was guite natural
i the circnmstances,

Coker’s opimion was that the more fags
weroe hicked, the better it was for them.
e regaviled 16 as a duty to do his best
for them in that line ; and he never failed
1 doing s duiy whenever an opporto-
nity camoe alonw,  llenea the midmight
L expedition to the Ififth Form dormitory,
| and the awflul mixture which the Famoua
Five had prepared at their own expense,
aolely for (Coker’zs benefit,

It was priechy dark in the passages, and
the Iamons Five groped their way along
very ecarefully to the Fifth Form
L quarters,

It was necessary to be very cautious;
for if Mr. Quelch, their Form-master,
 had awakened, there would bave been
serious trouble. Mr. Quelch would bhave
failed utterly to sce the maiter frem the
| Remove point of view,

Without a sound save their suppresscd
breathing, the Famous Five crept along
the passages.

Suddenly Harry Wharton stopped.

“1lold on,” he hreathed.

“What's the matter?” whispered
Nugent.

“I heard somrthing.”

“Only the wind.”

“Hold on, I say!™

The five juniors stopped, Ulinking

about in the darkness, and listening in-
tently. From the direetion of the stair-
caso came a faint sound, that made their
hearte jump 1n the Jdarkness and silence.

Chek !

Fainter «till was the sound of an apen-
ing winlow. They could see nothing in
the deep gloom ; but they koew, as well
as if they had seen at, that the hall ease-
ment had opened. There was another
sound—the sound of something that
dr ' lightly.  Someone—who they
could not guess—had dropped in at the
opened window mto the dark hall

The hearts of the juniors were thomp-
ing now. They canght their breath as
they listenecd.

rom Wharton came a fant, tenso
whisper.

“Durglars "

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Thief in the Night!

TH:TLARS!

B Thee chums of the Remove
breathed hard in the darkness as
thery stared down the black

giatrease,

There could be no doubt.

Someone had opened the hall windaw
from the outside, and droppod into the
hall, at that dead hour of the night when
the whole school was sleeping.

The juniors were not thinking of the
raid on the Fifth-Form dormitory now,
They had forgotten all about Coker,
With thumping hearts, they listencd {or
some further sound from the mtrader,

There waz Jdeep silence for & minuto
ov mare, and they knew that the unzeen
man was listening. Then a faint sound
of cautions foctialls The =onnd died

AWy,
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“Ms hat " Bob Cherry's whisper was
shaky u'i'rh excitement. “He's gone
down the passage fo the Hmd gostudy !

“Knows where the safe 48" murmured
Nugent,

“ Better call Quelchy 1"

“ I—1 suppose so.
M. Duw; ‘h was pretty certain (O wanl
to know later what the Removites had

heeir doing out of their dormitory at thar
hour. But it was no kime to think of
that. The housebreak:r could net be
allowed to proceed wiih his nefavious
work.

The juniors crept back lowands My,
Qur-h*h»z room, which they lind passed
with great caution a few minutes before:

Harry Wharton groped fer the door-
handle, and r_ap“nr-rl the door sofily.

“Mr. Quelch!” hie breathed.

There was only a sound of steady
breathing in the room. The Hemove-
master was o sound slecper.

Wharton could not venture to call out
withoui alarming the ‘cracksman below.

He whispered again, but the Form-
master did not wake,

“ Better shake him!”™ murmured
Johuny Bull

“H'm+"

Wharton stepped lightly into the
OO,

“Mr. Quelch!” he said, m a louder
whasper,

There was the sound of a sudden
movemaent,

o ar

“ What—what is that?

It was a startled voice from the darlk
bed. .

“It'a I, sir—Wharton !’

“ Bless my gou) ! What are you glomg
here, Wharton ?"

S There are burglars in
air !

“Wha-a-a-at!”

“ At least, ome buvglav, sir.  [le's just
gobt in at the hall window, and he's gone
along to the Head's study.”

Mr. Queich sat up in he:I

“Is it possible? Ti this is an ill-timed
joke, Wharton——' ;

“We LHE'LI"I.] him, sir,” said Bob
t.herrg;'. ‘“The rotter's at work in the
Head's study this bless~d minute '™

“ Wait n the passage, and do not make

a sound,” said Mr, Quelch quietly.

“Yeos, air "

The juniors waited in the passage.
They heard Mr. Quelch groping for dvess-

the House,

ing-gown and slippere 1n the dark. He

joined them in less than a I‘mnui{
“Remain here,” he said, in a low

voice, 1 shall aﬁw*nnin uhrl']u*r the

window is open. Do not come dovin.”

“We could lend a hand, sir.”

“Remain here!”

Mr. Quelch went quictly down the
staircase. A chill drauvght from the hall
casoment showed that it was open. The
Form-master tried it with his hand, and
it moved. He had no further doubt of
the Removites' story,

“We'ro jolly well not going to be left
out of !" murmured Bob Cherry.
“The I:-ur tlar can have thie mixture
Hhtf"'r'l[l of 1'. ‘oker if we got near him !

“ What the dickens 12 Quelchy doing ¥

“Calling the F[’Eft‘t‘f'—.‘. most  likely,”
said Jolhnny Bull,
The Removites listened mtently. There

was a fainr sound of epening doors n
the passage below. Evidently My,
Quelch was  awakening sume of the
Sixth Form to help htia in dealing with
the midnight intruder,

But for the Form-master's command,
rhe juniora would have hurried down io
lend assistance, quite convinced that they
would he as useful as snvhedy in the
Sixth., Dut the Form-mastoe's word waz
law, ard they had to remain in the vpper
passage, chafing with impatience,

They could hear fooifallx now, andd 2
matieving of volces. Winvale, f_i'-

LE s
da %oy

Valong to Dr,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

L R LT

that!"" he gasped.

Loder, and Carne of the Sixth had tuerned
out at the TForm-master's call, and
eathefed n the lower passage, armed
woith ericket-bats or pokers. Mr, Queleh
nimsef hnd taken a poker. Thus pre-
pared for the fray, the whole body moved
Locke's study. Under the
s'udy acor there was a faint glimmer of
':ihl 3

*They're going for him !” murmured
Wharton, who had ‘-N‘Itlll'{‘-l." down far
cnough to peer over the banisters.

L § 4 L]

Silly asses not to let us chip in!

n;;n'mml Johnny Bull.

“The silly assfulncss is terrific!” mur-
mured Huourree Jamset Ramn !':u'ingh_
“The esteemed Remove 1s required on
this job!"”

”Ii&rk!”

There was a sudden uproar from below,
The lighit had been turned on downstairs,

and- Mr,. Queleh had thrown cpen the
door of the Head's study. The
Removitea wounld have given a good
!4|: al to Iu- on the seene, but thetr eould
Iﬂn. liston,
511111 s ¢, vou rasc pi
“That’s Quelchy ! n-u:rm-nl Nugent,
“Oh, my hat! Listen
Theve was the sound of a striigicle
below, Teidently the burglar was resist-
i, 1 lin -1t‘l Tigt, wle was brief. Tt was

followed by i patter of footsteps as

the raseal came racing out of the study,
and dov n the passage o the hall

“"Hi's got awav!” ejaculated Bob,
“The dulfors!”

“ After him 17 Tr wa= Wingaie's voice,

“ After him "

ST e

Coker’s eyes blazed with excitement as he held the newspaper up.

One Penny. 3

I|‘Ii III

I

'- t],ﬂl iul

“Look at
(See Chapter 8.)

Then came the tramp of rushing foot-
steps,  The fleeing houscbreaker had
reached the hall window, and was plung-
ing out headlong, W mp:.;lu* of the Sixth
was close upon him, however, and he
grasped the raseal from behind aud
dragged him bick, The captain of Grey-
friars and tho struggimg rascal went tn
the floor !_ugrﬂw .

“Back up!” roarcd 'ﬂ.]ug_ﬁt!_*

The others were rushing to his aid.

But the burglar-—cvidently a powerful
f&l'mv—huﬂml Wingaie off, and sprang
imt furiously. Tha

up glaring nbout
electrie 1i Tlt glared o hirm ns he stood,
aud the juumrﬁ on the slairs caught a
glimpse of a rovgh, beardod face.

Mr. Quelch was rushing on, with his
poker uplifted, as the desperate rascal
giared about him. He had ne time to
escape by the window—Wingate was
aleeady grasping at him agmu—-nnd the
passage was blocksd by the prefects. The
rascal turned to the stairs, and raced up
them, with Wingate's outstretched hand
only a few inches behind.

Harry Wharton & Co. had hardly
realised that the rufian was coming in
their divection whei: he was upon them

In the darkness on the landing the
juritors were tavisible, and the Heeing
cracksman:  rushed into them without

secng them,
He gave o startled gasp as he collided
with the five,
Nugent and the nabob

went rebling

over, but ITarry Wharton siruck cut, and
hig ¢lenched fist was driven into the
Tue Macser LiBrany.—No, 75,
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arded face, The ruffian staggered

ck, and a3 he did so Bob Cherry dashed
the jug of mixture fairly in his face,
wild and spluttering gasp came from the
burglar as ink and gum and treacle
splashed into his eyes and wnose and
G ¥

“Gurrrrrgggy

“Collar hfm ' roared Johnny Ball,

The burglar staggered against the wall,
&m&:ndg wildly at his eyes. He was

in

for the moment by DBob's
X ture.

The juniars rushed on him, aad col-
lsred him om all sides. But he sheock
them off with savage strength, and
dashed a the passage. In the dark
wm : ui;md Iﬁ-:_:lh Cherry, and

COlare 1T,

“ dnt hﬂ{“ yelled Bob. “Lend a
band I” )

“Hold on to him!”

“Down with the rotter!”

“Yarooh] Leggo, you mad young
idiota!” It was George WinFﬂ.[ﬂ'E voice,
"Lemme gerrup, han a1

" Oh, my hat, it's Wingate !"

T juniors released their prisoner.
They had un{utt-unate%
mPt-H.m of Greyfriars in_the dark.

‘Borry, Wingate! I thought—"

Mr. Quelch switched on the light in
the passaige. He gave an exelamation
as his slippers squelched into the spile
muture.

“What—what ia this ?
Where 18 the man "

“What's the matter "

Fellows were crowding out of the

capturcd the

But no matter |

dormitories now, n amazement and
alarm. .

“After him!”  panted Wingate.
“He's headed for tha hux-ruum,
think.”

The Bixth Formers rushied on in pur-
suik. Harry Wharton & (o, were
following them, when Mr. Quelch's voice
called them to order:

“¥You juniors go back o your dormi-
tory at once "

* Oh, sir}”

“* At once, T say ™

And Mr. Queleh followed the sniors
up the passage, The pursuers arrived in
the box-room. The window was wide
¢pen, and the cold wind blew in <harply,

“Gone!” said Wingate, in groat dis-
appointment,

Ie stared from the window inte th
darkness. It was a black night, and he
could not see n yard from the window.
Further pursuit was cvidently hopeless,

“Perhaps it i3 just as well.” =aid Mr.
Queleh,  breathing hard,  “Close  the
window, Wingate, and secure it !*

“Yes, sir.”

“I will telephone at once to the police-
statton, and the rasecal will by scarched
for1" eaid Mr. Quelch,

And as there was nothing forther to
boe done, Wingate & Co., ufter closing
the window, rcturned to bed. Mr,
Queleh did not go back to bed at once,
however.  He went to the Removo dor-
mwitory. He bad somne guestions to put te
the Famous Five,

L

THE THIRD CHAPIER.
LEilly Eunter Is Alarmed!

OKER of the Fifth mot Mr.
Quelch in the passage. Coker
was 1n  his pyjamas, with a
cricket-bat in  his lhand, and

locked warliko,

“ls 1t burglars, sir?" he exdvlaimed,

“There has been a  burglar lLere,
Cukeor, but_he 1s gone. Yuu may go
bark to bed!™

“Burc he's gone, sir!"”

“Yes, quite sure. Kindly roturn to
your dormitory |

Tue Maaxsr Lisrany.—No. 4T3,

-

Coker hesitated,  Coker always had a
fixed be'ief that mothing would go guite
right uniess he had a hand 1n it.

“Perhaps 1'd better search the House,
gairt” he suggested. "1t would be
gafer !

“ Perhaps you had lLetter do nothin
of the sort, Coker!”’ sadd Mr. Quel

tartly. “Kindly go back to bed at
once !
Coker gave a grunt, and retreated.

He had been very anxious to to close
quartera with the burglar, and to use his
cricket-bat. He smorted emphatically as
he went back into the Fifth-Form dornu-

tory.

*F‘Hhat was it—burglars!" vawned
Potter.

“Yes," grunted Coker.

“Are they gonel?”
sleepily,

“Quelch says they're gone. Very
likely he's mistaken. But he’s told me
to go back to bed,” snorted Coker.
“Well, it won't be my fault if the Housc
inf burgled to-might. I wash my hand:
of it!™

Some of the Fifth-Formeras chuckled,
and Coker snorted aguin, more
Enlphatieulliy than befure, and turned in.

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch arrived in the
Remove  dormitory, and found that
cheery Form  very wide awake. Dab
Chervy was c!ea.nmg off the portion of
the mixture which bad not gone on the
burglar.

My, Quelch eyed the Tamous Five
sternly,

“1 am indebted to you for miving the
alarn,” he said.  * Undoubitedly a rohb-
bery has been preventch.  DBut may 1
ingquire how you came to oo gut of vour
dormitory at sach an Lo of the night”

“ Ahem 1"

wsked Creene

“What 1s thut <0 vour  bhangds.
Cherry "
“H'm! Ink, sie!”

“What were you doing with ink at rhi-
hour, Cherry #™

“1—1—1 had it m a jug, =ir."”

“¥ou had ink in a jug!” ejaculate
Me. Quelch,

“Ye-oz, mir. And
chucked 1t over the burglar,
thought he ought to have it !

“And what were yon going to do with
a Jug of ink and gum s twelve o'clock
at night, Cherey?”

Bob Cherey couphiod. Really, that
matter did require some explaining |

“We—we were going o osee Coker,
2ir,"” stammoered W nacon,

“For what reason ™

“It was a pre-euot
murmured Bob Cherry,

Mr. Quelch frowned,

“You mean, 1 presume, that jon weve
going to play a foolish trick on Coker of
the [ifth lgm'm i the puoddle of the
night"” he exclaimoed,

“Ye-c-e-es, sir.”

amd gew. 1—1
sir. 1

tur U'oker, sir”

YA very foolish and rechless rm.-w.l].
ing! I should cane you soverely-—-—"
“Oh!

“But for the fortunate chance that
you discovered the burglar by being cut
of vour dormitory!” said Mre. Quelel
sternly., ** As it 1=, you wiil tzke two
hundred lines each !
do not let there be any repetiting of 1his
nonsense |

“Yoes, air,
Five.

“1s the burglar gone, «p?”
Peter Todd.

“He is gone, Todd. Uniortonately
he e-caped by the box-room window, ™
saidd Mr. Quelch. “You nesd not lo
under any uncasitiess, Al i @afe now,
Good-mght, my bovs!”

“* Good-night, sir!”

Mr. Quelch turned ont the light and
lefv tho dormitory, Bob Cherry wa:s

b |

mumldcd the Faninoos

Now go to bed, and |

asked |

THE BEST 3" LIBRARY %~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. "ge"

lv::,ftktn finish towelling himseli in the
dark.

“Well, that's gratitude!’ ejaculzd
Nugent. "'Two hundred'}iq&nf We'll
let the next hurglﬂr rip, 1 think !"’

“Ha, ha, hal’

“1 say, you fellows, you were asccs
to let him get away, you kuow,” said
Billy Buuter, Wby didu't youn call
me?"”

“ Fathead 1"

"1 should have laid him by the leels,
you know,” said Bunter econfidently.
“Yon can cackle, you silly asscs! {f
he hadn’t gone, 1'd jolly well show
:f{lu_{“

“Perhaps he hasn't gone,” said Frank
Nugent.  *“Now 1 come to think of it,
he may have dodged into a dormitory—
mto th's ono, perhaps.”

“Quite possible,” said Bob Cherry,
with great scriousness, * Might be
Liding under a bed at this very nunute !

“You—you rotters, you-——you're
spoofing 1"’ stuttered huntﬁn “You
know jolly woll he isn’t herel”

“Did you lwar a sound, Wharton?”
azked lelg‘ﬂi‘l.f-? in. a thriling whisper,

“Yes W

“Beemed to come from Bunter's bed,
didn’t it%"

*1 thought =0.”

Billy Buntor sat up, palpitating,

“He—ke isu't here!” he stammered.
“You know be isn't!  You—you didn’t
Lear anything, you beasts!”

“1 cortainly heard a sound from vour
bid, Bunier,” 2aid Peter Todd,

He was alluding to Bunter's vowoe, but
L did not expluin that detail,

“Yow-ow! L:look onder my  hed,
Bol1”?

“No fear!  You look under 3"

“T1 say, Bolsover, look e my
Baesef 17

“ (10 amd eat coke!"

" Squiff, old chap, you've got more
pluck than those funks—look under my
bed 1" mumbled Bunter, :

“Oh, all right!” zaid Bampscn Quiney
ey Ficld, turning ovt. * Auything to
oblige !

Squuif came groping towards Bunder’s
lial, and stooped down beside 3t Billy
Bunter blinked at him in the darkness,

“Ohy, erumbs ! t'.iﬂl"llhl.'h"ﬂ Moy uifl,

“1 felt something !" gas

“¥Yaroch! What was it¥’

“A—a—a {foot!” gasped Squiff; and
he jumped away from the bed,

A howl of terror came from Billy
Bunter, e boonded out of Led, and
volled on the floor, tangled in blaakets,

“Help! Yarcogh! DBurglars! Yeow-
1

Squiff,

ow !’

“Shut up, you ass!” gasped Bob
Cherrv. " You'll lave Queichy hack
here !

“Yaroogh! Help!"” shrieked Bunter,

“Dry up! There i=n't a burpglar’”
velled Bolr Cherry.

“Yowil Help! He's got Lkl eof
e 1

“I’ve got hold of youn, you fat idiot !
growled Peter Twdd,  “And T'll bang
vour silly head oa the foor if you make
ancther sound 1™

“Grooh! Keep him off, Taddy ™

“There isn't any him, you fat duffcr!
Get into bed,” said Peter. I Quclehy
coies back ' pulverise you!”

“B-b-but Wharton heard somcthing
fram vy bed !

“Only vour yoiw, you owll” saud
Wharton,

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beast ! howiad Bunter, “"R.b-but

Souiff felt a foor there ; ha said so ™
“It was my own foot,” exploncad
Sampson Quiney ey Field,
““He, ba, hat*”
* You—you—you

A spocfing  beast!”
velled Bunter,

“Of—of course, | knew
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ou were spoofing all the time. I—T'll
{}E't ou thought 1 was frightened, too!”

"%1} jolly well did!” chuckled Bob,
“And so vou were,

you fat Owl!"”
" Billy Bunter, quite reassured now,
crawled back into bed.

“1 gay, vou fellows, 1 knew you were
spoofing.” he remarked. "I just played
up, you know! He, he, he!”

“Zhut up, vou fat Prussian!”

“ And -1 think it was jolly funky of

ou to let the burglam get away!" said

unter  calmly. “If I had been
thera——""

Whiz' A boot whirled through the
air, and there was a howl from the Owl
of the Remove,

“Yarooh! What beast chucked that
boot at me?"

“1 did!" growled Johony Bull. * And

if yvoun don’t stop gassing, vou'll get the
other ™

“ Beast !"'

And Billy Bunter settled down to
sleep, and was soon snoring. Most of
the Removiies went to sleep also, but
Harry Wharton remained awake. A
strange thonght was in the mind of the
captain of the Remove, and he could not
rxsign himself to slumber,

P ]

THE FOURIH CHAPTER.
Tracked Down!

‘E nE !'.'!'
B - *“ Hallo, halle, hallo I™
mumbled Bob Cherry.
“Wake up, old chap!”

“Yaw-aw! I'm awake!  Wharrer
mareer?"’

“ Burglars again?” came a yawn from
Frank Nugent.

“I don't know.”

Lhat veply from Harry Wharton made
Bob and Nugent sit up and rub their
eyea. They peered towards the bed of
the captain of the Remove. The rest of
thin juniors were fast asleep.

. i’[e-ard something "’ asked Bob.

“No; I've been thinking."

“{h, my hat! Leave it till to-motrow.
"Tam't the time for thinking now."”

* About that rotter, Bab. They sup-
posad he cleared off because the box-
taom window was open and they didn't
STEL I (15 /T

“Well, he did clear off, didn't he?"”

“ Suppose he didn't?"”

" Suppose your merry @ 1
grunted Bob Cherry.  *1Of course he did !
Lrive up supposing, and go to sieep! We
sha'n't want to turn ont at rising-bell at
=his rate!”

“I don't know that he's gone,” eaid
Harty quietly. ' Bpoofing Bunter put it
mpto mv head.  He could easily have
spened  the window, and then dodged
Hito some corner.’

“Well, I suppose he could,” admitted
Bob.

“They didn't see him, you know, Ile
Lindd vanished before they got 1o the box-
vocitt after him.  He seemed to be a
desperate sort of rotter, and he might
liave dodged behind something.”

“They must have locked round the
Lox-room. ™

* He might even have dodged into an
srnpty box. Some of them are bi
cnough, Mauly's whacking big trunk,
for instance."'

“Wall, I suppose he miqlﬂ:

“I don't say he has,” eaid Harry.
“But it's possible, at least, that the
rotier i3 still in the house, And Quelehy!
iaz gone back to bed. What price look-
tisge imto 18"

“* Ahem I

“I don't mean searching the house
from top to bottom, of course.. But you
ramember vou bunged the mixture on
huni. L fancy he can't move about with-

grandmother!”

LA}
L
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out leaving signs of it. If he's been
hiding, an e's in the house, we shall’
find some signs of the mixture in the box-
room. "’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Well, that's so,” he agreed. *“Ii
won't take many minutes to get a sguint
into the box-room.  Better get some
matches. "

“I'll borrow Smithy's eleetric torch—
it's on his washstand,” said Harryv, slip-
ping out of bed. *“ No need to wake the
others,””

“Right-ho !™

The three juniors hastily put on their
trousers and jackets. It was pessible, at
least, that W{mrtnn's suspicion was well-
founded, and it was uncomfortable to
think of settling down to sleep with a
desperate ruffian perhaps still lurking in
the 1ambling old building.

Wharton opened the dormitory door
quietly, and the three juniors stepped out
into the dark passage.” They listened for |
a few moments, but there was no sound.
Evidently Mr. Quelch had gone back to

bed.

With the Bounder's electrie torch in
his hand ready to turn on the light, the
captain of the Remove led the way to
the box-room.

“ Hallo, - hallo, hallo!" mirmured Bob
Cherry. *  * Listen ! Somebody  else
upI”

From somewhere in the darkness came
the sound of a loud whisper.

“Don’t make a row, Greene, you ass!"

“ Look here, Coker——"

“ And don’t you jaw, Potter !"

“I don’t want to jaw! I want to get
back to bed!” came Potter’s surly voice.

* And leave the giddy burglar to burgle
the safe if he's still in the house!”
sneered Coker,

“He ain't in the Liouse, fathead !’

“"Well, my opinion is that Le very
likely 1s,” said Coker. “I don't place
much reliance on those Bixth Form chape.
Thev're all duffers!”

“Oh, rats!"

“If you're funky, Potter——"

“I'm not funky, vou silly chump!
my feet are jolly nearly freezing!™

““ Oh, blow vour feet !"

The chums of the Remove chuckled
eilently. Horace Coker of the Fifth
evidently shared their suspicion that the
housebreaker might stiIP be on the
premizes. Iis reason was net exactly the
same as theirs, as it was merely founded
upon a distrust of the judgment of every-
body but Horace Coker. The determined
Horace had only waited for Mr. Quelch
to go back to lus room, and then he had
routed out hiz reluctant chums to join in
a search of the house.

“They're coming this way!" mur-
mured Nngent. ‘“The silly asses are
jawing enough to alarm all the burglars
in Kent!”

“Come on!” muttered Wharton,

The three Removites hurried on
silently to the box-room, Coker & Co.
groping their way more slowly in the
same direction.

Wharton opened the box-room door
and flashed on the electric torch.

The roem., with its empty boxes and
trunks and lumber, was dark and silent.
But traces of the inky and treacly
mixture were plainly visible on the floor
as Wharton flashed the light downwards.

The chums of the Remove blinked
vound them rather uneasily. There was
one trunk, at least, that had ample space
for a burglar to be hidden in it—a
gigantic structure that belonged to Lord
Mauleverer. Bob Cherry uttered a sup-
pressed exclamation.

He pointed to the big trunk. There
was a smear of the mixture on the hd,
quite visible now that Wharton held the
light. closa,

The juniors exchanged quick glances.

But

l
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The big trunk did not lie in the way
from "the door to the window. [f the
ruffian had fled at once by the window,
as his pursuers had ﬂuipmed, how came
that stain on the trunk? Evidently the
burglar's hand, stained by the streaming
mixture, had tounched it. A thrill ran
through the juniors as they realised that
the ruffian was probably at that very
moment concealed in the trunk, under
their eyes!

From the landing outside a sudden ex-
clamation was heard.
“There's a light !

* Great Scott!”

It was Wharton's light Coker had seen
from the passage.

Wharton stepped quickly to the door.
If the burglar was really there, the pre-
5en?§| of the Fifth-Formers would be
useful.

He's there, Potter !”

*There he is!" panted Coker. *“ Rush
him !"

Wk MI hﬂ[ Ir'l"l

" Coker, vou ass—"

“Wharton !” ejaculated Coker, *You

confounded voung ass, what are you
doing here?”

“Quiet I"" said Harry, in hurried tones.
““I think the burglar's still here, Coker."

“I feel pretty certain of it!” growled
Coker,

“What rot!” growled Potter,

“Look here, I'm going back to bed!”
said Greene ﬂulkﬂ{. “I'm not goin
Fhamrl}lg‘ about the Lhiouse with a gang o
ags |

“Those fags are going back to their

dorm!” gaid Coker darkly. “I'll lick
'em if they don't! Now, then, you
yvoung rascals—"'

“Oh, do shut up!” said Wharton.

“Come in quietly! I think very likely
the burglar’s hidden in that trunk.”

“Oh, don't be funny!” said Coker.
“ Burglars don't hide in trunks! Search
round the room, yom chaps, and keep
those stumps haudy.”

“8tand round the trunk while T open
it,"" said Wharton.

“Rot '™

“You silly asa, C'oker!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “We've tracked the mert
burglar to this trunk, and—— My hat!”

Probably the wvoices had reached the
interior of the ¢losed trunk. The lid
flew up suddenly while Bob was speaking,
and a crouching form leaped up.

“Look out!” velled Wharton,

“M-m-my hat!'" stuttered Coker, in
amazement.

The burly form_ darted for the door-
way, which was wide open. The juniors
sprang after it, and Coker dashed for-
ward at the same moment and blundered
into them. There was a crash as the
rolled to the floor together, and lou
vells, The cracksman darted out of tha
box-room and fled.

“Yow-ow! Gerroff my chest!"” howled
Coker.

“You gilly ass!”

“After him!”

“It—it—it's the burglar, after all!™
stuttered Greene,

““After him!"  bellowed Coker
serambling up.  “You silly fags, to gt
m my way !’

“You howling ass, you got in our
way !"" roared Bob.

“ Oh, my hat!”

“ After him ("'

Fifth-Formers and juniors rushed out
of the box-room together. They counld
hear the fleeing ruffian pounding and

panting along in the darkneas.

“He'a gone downstaira!" «roared
Coker. “(Come on!"
“What ia it? What is thia?" It was

Mr. Quelch's voice,
“The burglar, sir!”
Crazh!
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There was a terrific =ound of emashing
glass below,

“(Good Theavens!”  exclaimed  Mr,
Quelch, ;
They ruened down the slaire. Bat

they arrived too late. Tho hall window
wae smashed, and Wharton's light
uleamed for a moment upon a dark
firure that tumbled out, and vamshed
into tho shadows of the quadrangle. The
burglar was really gone this time!”

Coker came to 4 halt at the window,
panting, 1

* What rotten luek ! He's gone!”

“Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch was
amazed. " Was—war the man eti] in
tha House? Ts it possible?” ‘

“} thought he might be, sir,” said
Coker loftily, I made Potter and
Greene come out amd ook for him,. We
fonnd him in a trunk in the box-room.”

“You did?” murmured Bob Cherry.
“ Mv hat!? =

* Dear mw, you juniers ave up again !’
said Mr, Quelch, .

“Wea found the burplar, sr,” aad
Harry., “It ocewred to me that he
might have hidden m a trunk. after
opening the window, to make helicve he
had gone.™

"“Bless my eoul! That was very
thoughtful of you, Wharton. I vonfess
that it did not oceur to me,” said Mr,
Quealch. “ You should have come to me,
however—you might liave heen seriously
hurt. Go back to your dormitory now.
No, I amr not angry with you, but.
please, go back 10 bed at ancel T aball
tolephone for an officor to he sent Lere
at once.”

“Yes, sir!"

“T'd better stay ap 11l tie police come,
pir,” said Coker.

T }E;‘.}t at all, Coker. T owill call Win-
gato.

“Wingarte hasn't annch cenee, sin”
paid Coker anwionsli., " VPm really a
more suitable chap for a job like this

“Go to bed. Coker. please!” |

“Come on!" grovied Purter, tuking
Horace Cokar by the arm and draggm;:
himi  away. Al Coker,  snerting
emphatically, wont,

Harry Wharton & Co. returnel 1o the
Remove donnitory, to find the room in a
Luzz.

“* Moro burglars?” asked Peter Toddd.

“No—seame chap,” eaidd Harry, Aud
ha exnlained.

“Why didn't you call nef"” growled
Johnny Bull. *“Now youw've let him pet
eway agmn- ulless lic’a hulden once
more,"”

**No; he #mashed thie window, and we
saaw him holt.”

“1 say, you fellons "—RBunter sat np—
"yon milg.hﬁ really have enllod 1ae?  1F
I'd got near b, Fd have given lum
one blow---."

“* Look oot!l’
*Here he
Bunter }*'

Billy Bunter gave a wild yell and dived
viader the bedelothes, The Romovites,
clarchling, seitled down to sloep, while
Donicr palpitated under the blankats.
Abhout ﬂ?m minutes later & quavering
voico waa heard:

“1—-T—T say, vou fellowe, 12 he gone?”

®Ha, ha, hai®
1,

| ——
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"¥You epoufing rotters-—'"

""Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy DBunter pgrunted, anld laid his
head on the pitlow, reassured. And that
eventful mnight #nished without any
further alarm,

THE FIFTH CBAPTER.
A New Kole for Horace!

1TERE was only one topic among
the Greyfriars followa the follow.
ing morning.

That  was attmnpted
burglary at the school.

Police-eonstable Torer, of TFriardale,
had been to Greyfriars in the small
hourz, and had made notes, aund de-
parted. That was all Mr, Tozer had
done, so far.

The houschreaker had made cood his
escape. After the trouble and alarm he
had eaus=cd, his cscape was cxasporating
enough. And although Mr. Torer and
Imspector Grimes, who came over later,
held out hopes of his capture, there
scemed to be no immediate prospect of
1t
~The Remove fellowa rather prided
themsalves on that night's events. It
“was certainly due to the Remove that a
burglary had been prevented.

Coker of the Fifth, however, did not
tahe that view. By means of some
mciial process comprehensive only to
himself, the great Horace had worked it
out, to his own satisfaction, that he was
the follow to whom eredit was due,

Coher’'s opinion of himeelf was always
good; but that morning it was higher
than ever. Potter and Greene were
treated to Coker's views on the sithjoet,
at preal length, ull they were horad
ahimoet 1o toars,

Coker wore a very thoughtful look
nhen tha Fifth Form came out aftor
dinner, He stopped to inspect the broken
Hall! window, vmnon whimn man irom
Friardale was already busy. Potter aud
Greene would gladly have escaped, b
Caker ealled to thom,

the

U Came here, you chaps! Took at
Lt

"W\ oowere ainy to et stoe foalers
Fre-frare dimner,” Putter remarked.

Coker snorted.

“lu fact, Blundell wanie =" <aid

Lreone,

Anotior snort from Coker, The wante
of Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, were
a very small matter in Coker's e-tima-
Lygrit.
mcerit, Coker himself would have hoen
vaplam of the Fifth—at least. he was
firmily aesured of that,

Y Never mind Blundell”™ said Coker,
“There's something more inportant than
Blundell +o think about, and comerhing
mare  important  than  foote: ' Talk
about  Julive Cesar Oddling  while
Carthage was burning !’

Potier and Greene chortiled,

“T1 dou't eemember talking  about
Jnling Cesar fiddling while Cartiare was
Bwrening,” said Greene. 1 gappoze vou
mean Napoleon Addling while Atliers was
burniig, don't you?™

“0h, don't be funny!"™ mid (oker,
“Thiz ia a serious matter. lock au that
witkJow 17
U Ite broken,” said Potier, inspecting
it,

“The booglar stoashed it List night,
shoving through,” said Coker, T think
e must have cut himsalf a hit.”

* Bhouldn’t wonder. Serevo him right 1

* 1 gliould think he would want sore
eticking -plaster,” roemarked Pottor,
*Berva the ecad right! Chap oughtn't
b to burgle in war time."” '
“IIn jolly nearly vobbed the school t?
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Indeed, if distinctions went by 1

“Might have cieared off
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with ihe Greyfriare plate, and the Head's
war bonds, and things.”

“11e: would have done it if those He-
move kide hadn't been vp,’™ said Foiter.
“Ive heard the cheeky little brutes com-
g to our dorm, with a jug of ink lof
somebody. "

“1 wonder whom,” grinned Greene.
“Bull, it was lucky they were up, as i
turng out. They prevented a rr.-I;-Tar.-vF,“

Coker snorted more emphativally than
before,

“Try to talk eense!™ he suggesied.
“1 prevented the robbery!™

“You did!” ejaculated Puotter
Greene togother,

“Yea, If I hado't routed vou fellows
out and discovered that ruffian hidder
in the trunk——"

“You discovered himi"

“"Yes. Why, you were preseni—son
know I did!'™

- ];} I thought it was the Reniove kide

atl

“Don’t be an ass, George Potter!™

“ Why, you eackled at them for suy-
pesting that the rotter was hidden in the
trunk "' exclaimed Greene.

*1I might have treated them with con-
tempt, as they deserved,” said Cuker
calinly. “T believe in keeping fage i
their placea. But the fact remaie that 1
l]?.-?-d.'m'm'-e:f] ‘L!m hnrgi:_n", and should haxe
eaught lum if those young duffers had: v,
got i my way !

1 thoughit you rushad inte them.”

"I sappore you ean't help being &0
das, (prappe—.?

i b ¥

"Bt oyon newdn’t ghont it sal. Na
necd to tell all Giroeviriars!™ saud Coker

erushingly,
“Waell, my hat! Of all the — .9
“I'm going to take thia matter in

“That old ass Tazer
can't do anything, Grimes can’i, cithe:
I haven’t mveh faith in the polie
tivimes is a ally fool, too- 1 happen o
kneow that.”

“Tlow da you happen to keow that!
it otber,

O oaslked hime why s wasn®s o kha!
i h's of FI'Ji“t.'tFj' .‘1;{1"'_.” 1":'*.IIT|'JilII'I] TR
“Instead of giving me a sensihle repls.
iter sl he wanld report me to the Head
foir beang impertinent 1o an official, M
mmpertiment, von know !

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 don't see anything to enckle o8 10
comes to thie—that a burelar has
to burgle Greyfriave, and pol away,
e may try agaivn, Tle seqmnsto be a vorg
it pemined beggar, to padpe by the win
lie sluck to it Jast night, "l.'q."u-“, T
gotng to have the school burgl-!, T
ap to me ! satd Coker tmpresaively,

“What's vp 1o you?" aeked Uresnr,
with u etare.

“Catchivg that hurelar!™

*Oh, crmahs !

“I'hat ratior sueprises K.
asked Coker, with somo complaceney,

“Yea, a it I thought T knew avery
hind of ass yon were——""

“What?" roarved Coker.

“T—-1 rean, it'sa a jolly pood ides '
said Potter hastily, as Coker pushed bt
his entfse. “*How arm YOy ;__-,:]iﬂ;.'f W
i? Put some ealt on s tail] e
heard ihat that's & way.”

“T'm going to eatelh him,” said Colior
“You l'ﬁﬂpﬁ il hl*ip me. J wmay wani
soitde heedp at the finish; he might be to
nch for we moa tussle.  Of cowrve. yaou
won't be able to help we in the myvestiga
twons ; that requires brame, Ul You ons
take & hand, and v ivay Go you gond 4
study 1y methods.”

“Your—your methodst”
famntly.

" My methods,” said Coker, with a 10
* Pve often thought that o 1'itl‘;]} With Ty
cloar insight, keen penetration, and cou

Band, " said Coker.

Ty
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voatration of mind is sinuply eut out fur
a dotective.”

“ A—a—ai—a delective?”

“Uertainty ! Not that 1 ghould cars to
ha 3 detective; rather too sneaky a busi-
neza, going round watching people, and
all that, But this case i3 different
Heore'a a beastly thief tries to rob the
school—the school 1 belong to. The
polics ean't cateh him: T know that.”

“How do you know it?"

“1 do know it,” said Coker, in o tone
of finality. " What a chap you are for
Arguing, Potter! Blessed i yvou wouldn't
argue the hind leg off o mule! The
piolice can't touch the man, and he may
burgle Groyfriars again. I consider that,
under the circumstances, T am  justified
in teacking him down.”

“Put-tut-tracking hLire downi”
tared Dotter,

“And laying him by the heels™

“(Oh, great Joseph ™

“You can back me up,” said Coker
condescendingly.  “You can  hoprove
vour minds by studying my methoda—
warmn a3 Dr. Watson does with Shorlock
ticlmes, yon know,”

Potter and Greenn chuckled.

“1see, We say * Wonderful I’ or * M-
veilons ' overy tunoe you jaw,” remarked
Lraoene,  “Rort of faithiul echo.™

(toker did ol heed,

“I'm not a chap to brag,”™ he con
tmed, .

“You'en noi!” c¢jaoulated Totiey, an
abonishment.

“No!" roared Cloker,

“ My mustake,' ssid
. T on i

“T'm not a chap to brag,” said Coker,
with a zlare at Potter, “but I musi say
iirat a job like thus requires a fellow 11.-ij;
biraing, plenty of brains, keen insight, and
all that.  And I'm the fellow. I wouldn’t
tvnk of boasting, but  there are fow
hings 1 couldi’t do if T sel oy mind to
itemy. I'vo mot with a lot u¥ jealonay
because of that. You know why Wingzote
toenpa ma out of tho Fiest Blovent"

“*Ha, hat Yes."

“They pever give me n chanee of speak-
g i the debating society, either, Sheer
prabsy 1" said Coker. “I've no doubt
bk theee'll be o lot of enckling whoen it
ol omt that 'm tracking  down  this
STRTET4 FTS <

stug-

I".rlhjl

brlar iy,

Clla, bat™ o reared Pollere, " Tlawe
vl nee pnistake about that.”

“1 whall regard it with contennn. 'm
pardd 1o that kind of thing, ™

“*You ought to be by the Line,”
arreci] Potlor.

“1 Lhall pmply keep on, regardloss,-

andd when 1 eateh that burgling rotier,
tie Follows will cockle the other wvide of
their months, '’
“When ! murtired Greeoe,
YAml 'm taking the matter vp at
" aaid Coker briskly,  * Come on!'"
the alveady ™

WM I
Hin
Cotter,
“Well, potl exnetly on the track. T'm
going o lock for clucs, You comoe along,
el don't jaw 1" said Coker.

Ciokier marched ofl upstatrs, and Potter
vt Cereene, exchanging o wink, followed
i, They wero used to Coker, and had
faraed that they knew every kind of
ciafler the great Horace was; but he had
soctceded i sveorising them onee more.

brack grinned
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prove entertaining, and his loyal chums
decided to give hum his head and study

lus “ methoeds"

== .

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Clue!

ORACE COKER marched intoe the

box-room, with a countenance

f that waa scrious, not to say
solemn. His look contrasted wit

that of Potter and Greene, who were

peither serious nor solemn. But Coker,

as he had said, was accustomed to light-
minded hilarity from inferior intellects.

Coker had lately been qeadin% of the
weird and wonderful exploits of Sherlock
Holmes, and his opiruon was that he
could play Holmes at his own game end
beat lum hollow. Indeed, there were fow
things Coker could not do, i his own
estimation of his powers was Lo be taken
as correct. Coker's programme was
mapped out. While ihe police were seek-
ing after the burglar in their wusnal
Lblundering way, Coker was to bring his
mighty brain to bear upon the matter,
detect the eriminal, eollar him, and hand
Lhim over, much to the astonishment of
the police. He would do it in a careless
sort of way, with scarcely an effort, as it
were.  In ‘:is mind's eye he could see the
surprise, chagrin, and envy in Inspector
Grimes’ face when the burglar was
handed over. It would ba a fitting punish-
ment for the inspector’s rnde reply to
Coker’s imnocent question as to why he
wasn't in khaki.

There were some of the Remove in the
Lhox-room when Coker & Co. arrived, and
wker eved them with great disfavour.
The Fumous Five happened to be there,
packing a box fur the Front, and they
wore very busy.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!" said Bob Cherry
“Come to lend a band, (oker? 8it on
s box while we cord ity will you*”

Coker frowned,

“You fags elear o:il" he commanded.

* Bow-wow !

“*I've come here to work,” said Coker.
“I can’t be bothered by fags bhooging
sbout. Are you going, or do vou want
o ba booted out?”

Harry YWharton & Co. chortled.
L “Yon'd better boot us out, I think,
Coker,” remarked Wharton.

“Go ahead ™ zaid Johuny Bull, * Per-
haps the boot will be on the other log by
the time you've fintshed.”

“Perhaps the bootfuloess will be
tervific,” remarked Hurree Bingh, “Pile
infully, my estcemed and
Coker!™

The Famous Five lined up all ready
to be booted out. Coker paused, how-
ever, The booting out did not seem
likely to ba an easy task. Coker decided
that e hadn't any time to waste on fags.

“Well, shut up!"” he said. * Don’t jaw
while I'in at work here.”

“What the dickens work are you going
to do in our box-roomn?” said Nugeat,
“There's another box-room in your
passage. Buzz off theret”

“Dry up!”

“Don't interrupt Coker,” said Potter,
with great gravity. * Coker is looking for

clues. He is going to track down the
burglar.™
“ Ha. ha, ha!" yelled the Famous Five.
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Coker in his new role seemed likely to |

Iudicrous |

i tho nabob.

One Penny.

Croyfriars ever seemed inclined to take
the great Coker sgriously. Ewen thess
cheeky fags appeared to look wupon
Coker's new role as a gigantic joke.

But Horace was in deadly eartiest.
Taking no further heed of the Kemovites,
he proceeded to work. Harry Wharton

& Co. left the parcel for the Froot un-
finished. They determined to wateh
'Coker, and lei the parcel wait a Httle.
Coker as a detective was, as Bab re-
marked, as good as aoything in
“Chuckles.”

Coker's purpose was sct. His .pro-

[ gramme was maged out, but perhaps a

little vaguely. scemed slightly at a
loss how to begin. He looked round the
box-room, and looked round it again,
knitting his brows in deep -thought.
. Potter and Greene and juniors
watched him with great intercst.

Coker crossed to the window at last
and examined it with minute attention.
He shook his head az he turned from it.

“ No fingermarks,” he observed.

“ Awfully carcless of the burglar,” re
marked Hﬂ{J (Cherry.

“Nothing kera but a daub of ink,”™
aaid Coker, scanning the window again.
He turned away from it, in deep thouglit.

The juniocs chuckled. ‘The daub of ink
on the window. had been made by the
inky hand of the burglar, reeking with
Bob Cherry's mixture. That detail had
not occurred to Coker's mighty braiuv.

Coker next examined the big trunk in
which the marauder had hidden himsclf.

“ Blessed if there isn't 4 smudge of ink
ou this!” he exclaimed. * Have you fags
been playing tricks here? You ought 1o
leave everything quile undisturbe , you
young idicls. gly hat, if there isn't ink
in the trunk, too!” exclaimed Coker, ay
he raised the lid.

“ Now, I wonder how that ink can have
got there ' said Bob Cherry.

“The burglar must have been inked
gomehow,”  said MNagent. “That's a
clue, Coker. Look for s burglar who goes
about mky—"

“8hut up!” growled Coker. “0Oh, myp

n the truvk

hat !"

Coker fairly pouneed u
as he uttered that exclamation,  Hae
jerked out something that was lying in
the bottom of the trunk. It was a folded
newspaper.  Coker’s eyes blaged with
excitement as he held it up.

“ Look at that!"™ ha gasped.

“An old newspaper,” said Greene,

“It's a clue.™

“A which?"

“A cue!” suid Coker. *The bueglare
nust {rnvu dropped that when he was
crouching in the trunk.”

The Famous Five looked curipusly ajl
Hlﬂ I#EF e éh was an ull;}m.lnumhgr of

18 Friard: azette,” a apor.

lopked & if

It was greasy and dirty, and log
been uwsed for wrapping eand-

it had

“My hat!” said Johnny Bull. “The
burglar may have left that there. SBome-
body must harve. It doesn't belong to
Mauly.”

“Girimes looked at the trunk whes Le
was here,” remarked Wharton.

| wiches.

“Ob, Grimes!” said Coker con-
temptuously,  “ Yon wouldn't expect a
policeman to see a clue like this, [ dare

say he thought the newspaper had becn
uzad for pucﬁing something in the trunk
and belonged to the owner. You shoule
hear the way Bherlock Holmea talka
about the police. In the books, I mean,
of course.  Urimes has overlooked this -
a moat important clue.”
“The importance is terrific,” remarked
“1t is clearful as daylight
that the burglar is a reader J tho
‘ Friardale Gazette.” All the esteemod
Cloker has to do i3 to eall on all resdecs
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of that esivemed paper, and pick out the
man.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker did not heed. Hi was examining
e paper with scrupulous care, He
zave a sudden yell of delight.

*“Hurrah !

“ Awvother clue, Cokeri®

Coker, too excited to speak, pointed
w a peril scrawl on the margin of the
paper. It was a name and an address,
serawled in pencil,

“J. Chinker, Priory Lane”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes in Uselul!

OKER'S eyes fairly danced.
He had felt instinctively that

he was more fitted by Nature to

handle this difficult case than a
onvimon or garden police-nspector, His
instinet had been true, In ten minutes
he had found a clue. which had escaped
the eyes of the prolessionals, though it
liy. under their very noses.

There was the old newspaper, which
had evidently fallen from the lLurglar's
povket while hie wus squeczed 1in the
trunk. There was the name and address
written on it. Na waonder Coker's heart
was thumping with excitement!  No
wonder his eyes danced !

“Well, my hat'!” said Potter, with a
lit:le more respect in his manner. ** You
veally have founid scmething, Coker.”
U Dide’t T orell yen so'” chortled
Coker. “ My hat! 0Old Grimes will look
yeliow and green when 1 nail that
ruftian and march him into the police-
etation!  Faney Crinies ovorleoking a
elue like this!” :

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry,
“Three cheers for Sherlock Coker!
What a thoughtful ¢hap the burglar was,
to write down his name and address and
tezve it here! 1 didu't know burglars
were so Jolly careful as all that. ™

“I dare say he hadn't a visiting-card
with him,” remarked Wharton, * This
was the next best thing.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker gave a =niff.

*That may be the barglur's name, ar
it mayn't,” he said. **Moaore likely the
e of seme  confederate, that he's
iotted down 1o remember t. Tt's one
of  the gang, though; that's clear
cnough,

“I  shouldu't
Lreene,

Both Potter and Greenc folt that they

wonder,”  aseented

had not quite done Coker justice. It
could not be denied that Coker had
found that the inspector

r, when
frovn Cuurtﬁlﬁge hadn't. It was curious
enoungh that Tnspector Grimes had missed
it, but evidently he must have missod
it, or it wouldu't have been gtill there.
Perhape it was a case of **fool's luck ™ ;
but, still, there was no denving the fact
that Coker had found the clue, and that
Tn or Grimes hadn’'t.

Coker's hands were tremibling with
excitement as he scrutinised the paper,
turning it over and inside out. scanning
every corner of it But it leld no
further clue, '

“This iz pretty good to begin omn,™
sard Coker. at last. ** My J. Chinker, of
Priory Lane, will get vather a surprise
shortly, I faney! Come on, yon
fellows !™

Coker & Co. quitted the box-room.

“Good old Coker!” said Bob Cherry,
“I wonder who left the paper in the
trunk.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Queer about that name being wiritten
on it, though,” said Nugent.

“Ahem! 1 believe it's o custom for
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Newsagents o write  addresses on  the
margin of a paper, w make delivery
easy,” said Bob. * The Head's * Times'’

always comes here with * Greyfriars'
.gcrawled on the top.”

“"Why, of course it does! And
Prout’'s ‘' Morning Pos:’' alwavs has

*Mr. Prout’ written on the top of .the
front puﬁe‘." exclaimed Johnny Bull.

**Ha, ha. ha!”

“Bull, the burglar may have written
down his name and address specially for
Coker. He may have foreseen that
Coker was going to talke up the Sherlock
Holmes bizney. 1f he's a good-natured
burglar, he wouldn't like to disappoint
Coker.™

“Ha, ka, ha!"

The Famous Five finished fastening up
the box, and carried it away with them.
As they came along the Hemove pass
a,{;e. they met Squiff, who had a ericket-
stump in his hand, and a wrathful frown
on his hrow,

“Sien Bunter?®” demanded Squiff,

“No. What's the row ™

“Romwe rotter has reided my sand-
wiches,” growled Squiff. “1 had them
done up all ready in my study, and I
thouglit they were safe in the cupboard.
I gave Mrs, Mimble two bob for those
sandwiches.” I'm going up the cliffs this
afternoon with Browney and Delarey,
and we wanted them. Now I've got to
get a fresh lot,. I'm going to slauglhter
Bunter first. Of course it wos Bunter!™

And the Australian junior proceeded
to look for Bunter and for vengeance.
The Famous Five went on their way,
They met Billy Bunter ag they came out
of the schoal gates.  The fat juniar
blinked at thean vnensily thiourh his
big spectacles,

1 saw, you feilows, have
Souiff ¥ he asked.

“Has, bl Yes'”

“Ta he looking for me?”

" ¥Yes—with a ericket-stump,” grinned
DBob Cherry.

“Ow! 1—I sayv, did he say anvthing
about sandwiches?” stammered Dunter,

“Ha, ha, ha! He did!”

Vel =00

“REkinner said he wos looking for me, |

I!ut.r:him] the
U course, |
about  his mand

about sonte sandwiches '
Owl of the Remove,
don't know anvihing
wiches.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“BI.E.!SE"E] if I zcc :1]|_".I!]'5i||[_.r fer vk is
at! I had to have o sunck, wned  and |
happened to look into his cupbawd, ol
—and=—I mean. of course, that [ duon't,
know anvthing about the matter at all
That's what I meant to say.”

“You'd better explamn that to Sgufi,”
grinned Bob.

“I—I don't think T shall go in for a
hit,” said Bunter. 1 hope the beast
is going out, I =ay, whet's in that box,
Wharton "

“Grub '™ said Wharton,

Buuter's eyes plisteacd
spectacles,

“If you're guing on s penie, T don't
mind coming with vou, old fellow,
Rather eold weather for o plenie, but
noever mind, Tl come !

* Fathead !
down to the post.ofhon,

it's labelled ™

bohind  his

sard Bob Cherry, with a winh fo hin
chums that the short-sighted Owl Jdid not
observe.

“Well, the fact is, I'd do_anything for
old pals hke you:chaps,” said Bunter

affectionately. “1 don't mind the
trouble, & ally’ as it's’ for the
Tommies, nd mie the box, Wharton,

old fellow "

“1t’s rather heavy,” said Wharton,

"1 don't mind a bit.”

Bunter eyed the box almost wolfishly,
It was less thon an hour since dinner,
but Bunter was ready for another meal;
he was always ready for a meal. 1f that
‘box of tuck h:].dy been ontrusted to
Buntei’s greedy hands, it was exceed-
ingly doubtful i any portion of its con-
tents would have travelled very far on
the way to Flanders; or, rather, it wae
quite certain that it wouldn't. Not that
Bunter would have thought of scoffing
tuck intended for the soldiers.
would have intended fully to make it u
out of his next postal-order. He woul
have kept the box very carefully, with
the express intention of re-illing it and
posting it when his postal-order arrived,

“ Qure you don’t mind {7 asked Harry,

"“Not a bit.” )

“Here yon are, then!” _

Wharton handed over the box. If
weighed seven pounds, which was quite
b enough for Bunter if he had to cairy 1t
far. But Bunter would have been
pleased if it had weighed half a hundved-
weight. He Jdid pot intend to caviy 1%
far: only fav enough sus of sight of the
OWTEers, _

His eyes almost bulged throngh  hie
spectacles with gready satisfaction as he
took the bax. He could scarcely believe
tn his good luck. :

“Not too heavy for you®™® asked Bob.

“Not a bit!”

“It's vather a long walk to the podt
office, you know.”

“0Oh, I’'m a good walker!” _ _

“Well, if you een manage 1i @l
right——"

“Riwht as rain !

| *“No need for you to come, if 1 .

1
i“l:—nt. we're coming, all the sann !

We're taking this box | |
(Can't YOou sec ,' hl(‘ﬂﬁt’.‘li hoy j-‘:'.]?.!!'EE' f !'} g]‘l:r“"]ﬂd nl'!.]h"l‘.
| “TI'm not going to carvy 1t for sou.

SO you o, then!? _
Billy Banter shonldered the box, and
started down the lane,  To s oo

i and anncyance, the Famous Fice stinllod

As i ]_'IJ teaueh b pottess sl ,]ﬂ']ﬂ”g with him,

wiches! DBesides, T was awinlly huogry |
H Nl

Bunter  haltesd,

hlinked at them. . _ g
“Ain't you [ellows going fo lJaade.

iy nsked,
“Noi at all,

dale. ™

We're going to Foar
]__

this box to the post-affice, ™
“0Oh, we're going, anyway .7 taul Bob

swoetly.

Billy Bunter's fat face wag a «taldy for
some moments, The Famovs Foe
chortled in chorus, ;

“You — you you—" :tuitered
Bunter., “Look here, I don’t want »ou

to come !" ‘ _ .
“1 dare say you don't,” smniied Hab.
Lant
along with the box !”
“You're ecoming all the way to ihe
post-office ' bawled Bunter,
“VYes, rather ! : :
“The ratherfulness is tervific !’
“Then you ecan jolly well carvy vour

?

“Isn’t that rather a waste in war- | Here you are!”

time?" asked Bunter.
“Waste—sending tommy to  the
Frout!” exclaimed Bob indignantly.
“Nunno; of course not! What I

meant to sav was, I'll carry the box for
yvou, if vou like,” said Bunter. * Don’t
vou chaips worry about going to the
post-office. It's a long walk, you know,
and I know you'd rather be at footer.
I'll take it for you like a bird.”

*That's awfully good of you, Bunter,”

I “You are gomg to carry it !"” chuckled

| ob Cherry. " You offered to, and
 you're going to do it! You'll make ue
believe that you bad designs on that
box, Bunter.™

“Nunno'! But—but—"

“Get along "

“Look here, T'm not going o cuiry
this box !” roared Bunter. * Besides., it's
a long way to Friardale, 1 den't like
long walke!”




Every Monday.

“You should have thought of that a
bit sooner. my fat pippmn! Get a
move on!”

““Look here—-""

“ Donr't put the box down, Bunter.
you do you'll get bumped !”

“I—I say, you fellows——

“A bumping every time you put the
box down." said Cherry cheerfully, *and
e kick every time vou stop—like that !

‘:]rﬂ.rﬂtlg !”

“Or like that !"

* Yow-owooooop !

““Hadn't you better be getting along,

1E

L

Bunter ¥

Billy Bunter gave the humorous Bob
& glare which almost eracked |lis
spectacles.  But Bob was raising  his

heavy boot -again, and the Owl of the
Remove decided that he had better be
getting along. He got along,.

With a face like a Hun, Billy Bunter
rolled down the lane, with the box on
his fat shoulder. The box weighed only
seven pounds, but i1t seemed to grow
heavier and heavier as the fat junior pro-
cecded. Bunter was not a good walker,
neither was he an athlete. a Halted at
last, and turned a furious and perspiring
face upon the grioning Kemovitea,

* Look here, you rotters—— Yaroogh !
Keop vour feet away from me, Cherry,
vou beast 1™

“Go it, you chap=!" said Dob. *“Don't
leave it all to me.”

“Yaroooh! Leave off !
ain't I?" welled Bunter.

And he went on.

Bunter was in a state of perspiration
argl fury by the time the village post-
office was reached. 'There Bob Cherry
kindly relieved him of the box.

“Thanks awfullvy, Bunter! You've
dona your good turn for to-day,”" said

tob genially. * We're bringing another
bax down lo-morrow ; vou can carry that,
too, if yon Like.”

Billy Bunter did not reply. TIe had no
hreath to reply with, lle gave Bob
Cherry a look that Voen Tirpite might
have envied, and rolled, gasping, away.
It waa not probable that he would tarn
up on the morrow to carry the next hox
for the Front. Bumter was FF'{'I_-Hi_I- with
Locos for the Front.

I'm going on,

e m— —

THE EIGHTH CHAPIER.
Inky Has an Jdea'

HERFE  was quite a {houghiful

I expression upon the dusky face

of the Nabob of Bhamipnr az the

Famonzg Five eame oul of the

pod ol Hureee Jamset Rum Singh
bewid bien dhinking.

“My vsteemed chums,” he remnrked,

it woa hali-holiday this merry after-
neon. and 1 have a wheezy good iden for
improving the shineful hour.™

Yl it, Inky !

““I'ho esteemed and ludicrous Coker hias
fomezrl o clue to the disgusting burglar.

e i3 eortain to follow up that clue this
afternonn,”

The juniors chnekled.

“Quite certnin,” eaid Dob., “Ie will
be tracking down J. Clinker, of Priory
Lane, whoever he may happen to be, 1
Ynow where Prioey Lane iz, but I've
never heard of J. Clhinker,”

“*What's the idea, Inky?" asked
Wharton, 10 it's a jape on cheery old
Horace we're on! He was boen to have
tis leg pulled 1™

“The wheesy seheme s to find out Mr,
Cunker before the esteemed Coker gots
there,” explained Hurres Jamsct Ram
Siagh, I do not think that Mr. Clinker
13 realiy the esteemed burglar—"

“*Ha, ha! Of coursp he isn'¢ 1"

“Ho's the chap that copy of the
*Frinedaln Garefte’ was délivered to,”

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

grinned Bob. *“I dare say he chucked
it away, and somebody uszed it as waste
paper, But what are we going to do
with J. Clinker?"

““We shall discoverfully find what kind
of a sahib the esteemed Clinker ig, and
if we think he i8 not the burglar—""

“0Of course he isn't, fathead ! Get on "

“Then we will rag him a little—"

“Rag him! What for?”
~ “To make him in an esteemed
infuriated temper by the time the noble
Coker comes along to track him down.
Then the excellent Horace will meet with
a warmful reception, and perhaps have
his angust nose punched !"

“11a, ha, ha!"

““Which will be valuable to him lesson-
fully,” explained the nabob. *“It will
tench the esteemed Coker not to play the
giddy ox 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“VWell, we couldn't spend a half-
holiday better than in pulling Coker's
leg,” he remarked. * Let's go and see
wgat gort of a merchant Clinker is,
anvyway. We can soon find that out.”

Having decided upon that axcellent
method of improvipg the shining hour,
the chums of the ﬂcm{we walked away
to Priory Lane. Priory Lane ran out of
the old High Street of Friardale for a
longth of over a mile in the direction
of the Priory Wood. There were houses
on both sides near the village, but further
on it was bordered by open fields, with
a eottage here and there,

It was not a difficult task te find out
where Mr. Clinker lived. In a small
community like Friardale everybody
knew everybody else. There was a dairy
at the corner of the street, and Wharton
entered and asked the dairyman if he

could tell him where Mr. J. Clinker
livad.
“Yes, sir; we serve him,” was the

reply.. “No, 46."

“Thavk you very much!" said Harry.

ITr rejoined his chums in the street,

“Nu 46,7 he =aid, " That's about half-
way to the 'riorr. I wonder whother
(Coker is heading for the place yet? Ho's
bound to go there,"

“Ia hadn't left Greyfriars when we
etarted,” said Bob, with a chuckle. “I
dare sav it will take his mighty brain
some timea to think it out. Anywary,
vwo're first in the field.”

The Famonus Five walked quickly up
the lane, and rcached No. 46, It was
a emall house, standing by itself, a hun-
dred vards from any other building, The
building was surronnded by a large, ill-
kept garden, mostly planted with vege-
tablez. A man with a thick, bushy beard
and a gomewhat forlwdding face was hoe-
ing in the garden. ‘The juniors observed
him from a distance.

il | wm:d:-r_whr-'t]'wr that's J. Clinker?”
murmured Nugent, * Jlo doesn't look a
very agreeabls chup to call on,”

“We'll soon =ee,” said IHarry.
chraps keep out of sight.”

“Right-oh !”

The juniors kept in cover of a clump
of trecs negr the road, while Wharton
went on to the house. He hifted the latch
of the garden gate, and the click caused
the gardener to look up. He scowled at
the sight of the junior.

“Clear off 1" he called out,
FASPINE volee,

Wharton looked at him,

““* Are vou Mr. Clinker 7" he asked.

“You know I am!” growled the gar.
doner, “And of T 'ave to come over to
vou I'll lJay this 'ce round you !

It was not a polite reception. Mr.
Clinker was evidently a gentleman whose
cducation had been neglected so far as
manners wers concerned. It was quite
apparent that he did not like boys.

“Anything the matter{” asked Harry.

X on

in a

One Penny. g

“I'll matter yon! T deesay it was vou
who stole my cabbages!” growled Mr.

Clinker. *Don't talk to me, you young
thicf 1"
“Why, you cheeky old duffer!”

exclaimed Wharton indignantly.

It was a little exasperating to be
accused of stealing Mr., Clinker’'s cab-
bages when he had never even seen the
man before. Some of the village youths
had doubtless made a raid on Mr,
Clinker's garden, and Mr. Clinker was
prepared to see a cabbage-raider in any-
thing in the shape of a boy,

Mr. Clinker glared, took a businesslike
Erap on the hoe, and came towards the

reyfriars junior., As he came closer
Wharton could see that the man had been
drinking. Probably that partly accounted

for his exceedingly matty temper.
Wharton eyed him as he came up
grimly.

“Keep that hoe to yourself, Mr.

Clinker,” he said quietly.
“Out you go, you young thief!"
"You silly old ass, do you think I've
got an eye on your rotten cabbages,”
exclaimed Wharton, in great exaspera-
tion. “Oh, my hat! Great Scott!”
He jumped back as My. Clinker lunged

at him with the hoe. He just escaped a
chump "

terrific drive,

“You eilly he
“What are you doing?”

Mr, Clinker did not explain what he
was doing. He simply went on doing it.
He made another drive with the hoe,
and Wharton jumped back into the road.
The cruety old gentleman rushed after
him, lunging recklessly with the hoe,
and the junior dodged and ran. There
was no arguing with a hos at olcse
gquarters, in the hands of & rough and
reckless man who was under the in-
fAuence of drink.

Mr. Clinker brandished the hoe in the
air, ehouted some expressive expressions
efter the junior, and returned, grunting,
to the garden. Wharton joined his
chums under the trees in rather-a breath-
less state.

“Well " grinncd Bob Cherry.

“That's Clinker,” said Harry. “A
savage old Hun, and no mistake! Hae
went for me with the hoe. You saw
him. I hadn’t said a word. Somebody's
been stealing his cabbages.”

dh '::[[-1{11:-:-': hEL, I!:ll

“Tho ragfulness would be the proper
r-n{mr,” remarked the nabob, ey

Vharton nodded.

“I think that old bounder wants
ragging, if anybody ever did,” he said.
“He's started it, and we'll keep it up.
By the time Cgker gcts here, ]}ﬁ
lef_in;:ar will be in a bad temper, I rather
think,"

And the chums of the Remove pro-
ceeded to lay their plans for the exas
peration of the obnoxicus Mr. Clinker—
all ready for Coker of the Fifth, when
he came along investigating.

roared.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Getting Ready for Coker!

M . CLINKER was hoeing again,

and grunting savagely over his
when Johnny Bull

stcpped at the gate. Johnny
did not enter. He had too much respecs
for the hoe. He leaned on the gale, and
called out

' Hallo !™

Mr. Clinker looked round.

“Clear off !” he roared.

“Are vou Mr. Clinker?”

“T'll show you whether I'm Me.
Clinker or not, if 1 get near you with
this 'ers 'oo|” execlaimed the gardener,

“I only want to ask you a question,"
said Johnny Bull pacifically.

Tue Macner Lismany.—No, 473,
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"“Waot is it, drat you?"”

“Do yoa read  the ' Friavdale
(iazette'¥" o
“Bh? Yes. Weor coout b

“Have von paid

* Waot "

“Tlave you paid for xour last cepr ™ |
gcked Johnny Buil,  “T'm not satieijed |
with von, Mr. Clinker.” |

Ay, Chinker gave a glare, and made a |

Johnny Buoll skipped back into!
road, and Mr. Clinker brendished |
1I'e hee over the gate.

“ Let me git near you!" he roared. |

*Thanks, I'd rather not, Clinker!"”

“1'Il amash you!" voared My, Clinker,

“(3o0 hon!"

1 he oxasperated gardener cpened ﬂEE|
sute, and Johnny Buil beat a strategic
rotreat,  Mr. Clinker shook a knuckly |
fist aftar him, and retuorned to his heeing |
i a furions temper.

But he had not been at work [five
immutes when  Frank Nupgent  steolled
along and etopped at the gate,

“*Hallo 1™ he called out.

(3o away, drat you!"
curdener.

““Are you Mr, Clinker "

wa l_ _'! __I_H-

“Have you been Jdrinking, Choker?”

Nugent dodeed, and ran citer he had
asked that question.  Mr. Clinker was
vhasing lim with the hoe.

Mr. Clinker was breathing haml when
he returned to his cabbage-patcn.  He
had cften been chivvied hy the wvillage
prehine, and it had not improved his
temper. He gave a snort hike a war-
horge aa another youth came along ihe
ol and stopped at the gate, It was
Bob Cherry this time,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ecalled ant Beb
genially.

“Dhrat you! INF-T'H—"

“ Anything the matier, Mr. Clinkor?”

“1'Il show yeu no& minets,”

“I've got a message for you, Mr.
Clinker.”

Mr. Clinker paused. Beob was not one
of his previous visitors; and he decided
(o hear the message before he started
vith the hoe.

“Well, wot is 117" he acked

*Tt'a n very important wmessage.” =aid
o, *“You can liear 1. «F not, just as
von like, ™

“Give me the message, atd get off,
‘ang you!l”

“Bure you want to Lhear 10"

for vour Inet copy @7

riest,
R

velled  the |

“Theat  you, yes!”  growled :'vh
Clinker,  * You've wasting my time.” |
“Well, here it 18" sawl Bob, eveing

m wartly,  *Hadn't vou beiter gu easy
at the g at the Cross Kevse?7

Wt " oyelled Me. Clinker,

“Remember, it's war-time,” eaid Dob.
“If the woar lasts ninety vears, the pesult
may depend en the lact noggin of gin,
F= it patrictic, Mr. Chnker, to he wasting
zin at this erisis in the nation’s histery ?7

Mre, Clinker i vot yeply to rhat quues-
tion, [le rushed at Bob hke a wld bull,
Bab just dadred the hoe, and Aed,

“Drat yom ! roared Me. Clinkoer, after
the Heeing jumior. " You ecome sound
'ere again, aidd Ul smash sou, 1 wll!
Drat you!”

Bob disappeared dogn the lire, aud
Alr. Clinker, enorting with fury, retorned
ter e work, JIe kept aa eye on the
gate after that. and the sight of another
fellow approachiog it mule his éyes
glenm. He was remly for the ness
vigitor, Ho had learmail that he could
not get near the elusive vouths in time
with the hoe, and he etoopod. and his
hand elosed upon a loose cabbage. With
the cabbage in his hand, lLe kept a
gleaming eye upon Hnriree Jamser Rari
Singh, s3 the siniling nabob came up to
the gate,

THe MAgxrT LI1BRARY.— Na, 473,
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“Cood-afternoon, hY F Clinker,” )
nired the nabob, |
“Arternoon,” =and] Me. Clinker, wath

deadly quiet,
“The nicefulnes of the esteemild

weather is terrifie, my werthy Chlinker.”

“Ebh? ejaculated Mr, Clinker. He had
never heard Hurree Singh’s variety of
the Englizh language hefore,

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh smiled ox-
pressively,

“The esteemed Clinker, like the bney

| bee, i= improving the shineful hour,”™ he

remarked, “How are the noble cab-
bages coming o, my august Chinker¥"

“The cabbages 1= all right,” said Jlr.
Chinker,

“1 have
vou.

“Oh, you've got a me:rage, "ave yer¥”
saidd Mr. Clinker, kecping the {‘:.:T‘Jhagi;ﬂ
behind himn  while he mcasured the
distance with lus eve,

“Yes. As the estecmed Shakespearc
remarks, 1t 1a fatheaded to put an enemy
im the mouth to steal away the brans.
[s it not the proper caper ia war-time
io go easy on the eub which cheers and
intoxicates ¥ psked the nabob solemuly.

“You wait a tick!” murmured Mr,
Clinker.

“The esteemed Clinker s spoiling his
complexion and his exeellent t-mper by
the veckless indulgence in the inebriat-

an  esteemod fov

meszp e

ing liquid,” puorsied the nabeb, *and

[a—T

Yarooh !”
Whiz !
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was pro
ared for the hoo, but not for the cals
ﬁapn, The ecabbaee fAoew  with dr-u:”:;
aim, and it caught the nabob of Bhan-
par fairly e s dusky face. Tlneres
Singh staggered lLack, and et i the
qoad with & buiup and a wild vell.
“1la, ha ! e lied Mr. Chinker.
you !

“ Yaroooh !”

The delighied Mr. Clinker came rush-
ing out of the gate. TITis horny hands
grasped the nabob as he stropeied to his

“Got

feet. Thump! Thump! Thauup!
“Yow-ow-oun ! Besewe,  Tomowe 1Y
}'{-”N] the unfortonate  palesl, L T

wunp |
e rlEl"*rl }Illllr.l'. il“l]l’l . F'ih’r illI| [;]a‘-.}-_
friars ! roared BHob Cherree,

Harry Wharton & o, came up the
fane with a ruch, Me. Chnker was
grasped  and dragped avay from  bis
vietim.

Wharton grusped Toky's arm, and

rirshedd him awav.  Mr Clinker bounded
imtrs the garden for bis hoe; but the
Jumrors wore g ool distanee down the
vead by the nme he eame cut, and the
ernety  penticmen conld only brandisn
the weapon and utter dire thecats,

“My hat ! gasoed Bob Cherry, as the
juniors  stackened  down. “What a
cheery old gen: ! Are von liaet, Tuky ¥

Y ow-ow-ow |

rifie,”  groawed  the  nabol. My
esteemed  chivey i damagefully  in-
jured,”

“Why didn"t vou keep an eve wpen ¥
grinned Jolinny Pl Never miind,

Coker will ey the =@b whon Jie conua
along.

“Yow.ow-ow '

“Haille, lalle. Lalle! Here they
are !

Cloker and Potrer and Greene eame i
sicht o the roxd fram the Qiroction of
vhe villape.

Hurree Jomsc: Ram Singh ceazad (o
groatt, and granned.  There waz eornfos
and  consalation the reflocrion 1
Coker of the Fifth was aboat to inter

viow My, Ubkgker i5 bhis present state of
?

The hurtfulve-s is ter |

-

o — o — -

= = -

g

—

Cnkior gracionsly,

Nrotter dhd

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Coker Completes His Case!
ORACE COKER was locking
giim, determined, snd thought-
tul.
Potter and Greene were lock-
ing rather bored.

{oker was following up his clie, and
;1_{* had inststed upon his chums following
1,

As Coker explained, he was fuirly on
the track of the burglar, and he might
need assistance M securing hin, o he
actually ran him down—or, rather, when
he ran him down. 'There was no “if ™
in Coker’s ealenlations,

Potter and Greene quite agreed that
(Coker would need assistanc® if he ran
down the burglar, Their doubts were
2% to whether ?m would rvn him down,

Still, 1t conldn’t be denied that Coker
had a clue, end Potter and Greene were
willing to see what came of it. Coker
frowned majestically as he met the
Famous Five on the road. They saluted
the great Coker very respectfully.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Caunght him
vt ! asked Bob Cherry.

(‘oker paused.

“Not yot," he replied. “1'm on the
track, however.  You kidz can ent off 17

“Don’t yon want us to help?' asked
Wharton gravely,

The great man of the Fifth zsheok lhis
hiead.

“You fags wonldn't be any good,” Le
raplied.  * You'1 only be m the way.
I can't be bothored with fags!™

“PBut we'd hike a chance of studying

your methods, you  know,”  wrged
Nugant,
Potter  amd  (areene  prinned ;. but

Harace Caker never conkl see when his
legr was hoing pulled. He nodded quite
gwenially,

syl | {farr_- say vou would,” lLe assented,
“But 1 can’t be bothbored with a gang of

fag=.  You'd enly be in the way 1"
“But von've on the track!’ acsked
Johnoy Bull, “Have yon fouml onat

vwhere that fellow Clinker 127"

1 ddon’t mitndd telling you thatl™ saul
Ax n matter of fact,
( har wos ghul of an amdience to listen
Lo amd addwiee Ios masterly  deduoetions,
not ouite. come up to his
cxpectafions as an amateur Dy, Watson.
*'ve found out about Chinker, Priory
Lane, his address, is this very road!”

“You don’t say =07 ejarnlate] Bob,

“But 1 do,” sand Ciolier; “and Chnker
lives at No. 46."

“NYou dedoesd the! from the news.
paper " ssked Bob, ** Were there inger-
miarhs on 1it?"

The Five maintained an owl-like gravity
wlitle Bob ackod that question, s& if they
fnly hefioved m Coker's power 1o deduie
g inan’s whlresz from his fingeranarks,

But Coker rshoak his head.  Coker
wasn't tue fellow to elaioy credit where
credit waa not dee,

1 oeouldi’t find hs aaldvese frone hie
lngoer warks=, von vouug lathead !” he
satd, ' Eaen Sherlock Hohie: eouldn’t
o thar 1™

“But yvou're  Jifferent.” sanl  Boh,
“1 hould have thought yven  coold,

Caker !

“Well, no," said Ceker, Batiered und
nothing  donbting, 1 !-.imll,ly ~arhiin't,
Nat I've found Jum ont, all the same,
I mquired at the poztoliee, They
sovtid E"I'ﬂl"i"l‘il_‘:-l to Chinker, awd they gove
pie his number !

* Wonderfnl 1"

“Oh, that Jen't wonderful!® s
Coker midy. S (W econrie, o
body wonld have thought af it
thine's afl!”

“Marvellous!™ said Nugent solemniy.

Coker was ouite pental now,  The
Famons Five, cheeky faps ne they were,

ek i d
R R L

| i:=i1.
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secined to have a higher apprecintion of | Gireyfriars last mght. Mast likely he's
his great powers than s own chums | on the premses thas very nonuge T hat
hatl. and he rould not sce why Potter| savage-looking johnny maj be the very
gl Creene were smaling man. Look how he's watehing us!"
*And voun're going to arrest hin “Is he watching us*" yawned Groerne,
now ™ .1-|:-:.! Baob. “lLook at himm, and see He's guving
Not exactly arrest lum," sa:d Coker. | us sidelong 'ooks, in a suspicious *ort ol
‘I'm not sure vet whether Clinker is the | way,” said Coker. * Look at him !
burglar, or IIH"IPt\ an accomplice, AnD Potter and Greene looked, and they
arcomplice, M likels The burglar | had to admit the truth of Coker's
wouldn't writ h:: awn adidre=s down on | ohservation.
the newspaper. It was the address of | Mr. Clinker was undoubtedly giving

a vonfederate, 1 should say.”
* W onade rlld:.'
“I'm going to see

draw my own deductione. "’

I shal! be diplomatie, of course!”

“Vou'll ask him whether he
burglar:” asked Bob innocently

YW rourse not, you Young llilllki:'}" 1

I'hat wouldu't be dipnomatio, | hﬂf"

talk to him, .m-l— arud mu.hh him up,”

sal wl Coker. ““1 haven't the *Ihhlf"“l
st that 1 ghall be able to
eractly what connection hie has with the
burglar., That's what 'm going there

[ ¥} ¥
“di he's

alarm, and

W harton,

Clinker now,

is a

||l|

take the
.'1-'.IF'E'!-"H-1.+I]
for you

guilty, ke

go for you.’

‘Suppose he went
]!';-l;_:t" for & 'l..lllr:J et

All the better. That would be prmf

'I-l.'l-*-ili_li" 1"-' iiiﬂ Hll‘j[l, y ‘-1.'!!; { i Lq-:l. 'ﬁ h"l,

<honld he go for me if he's innocent!?”

miny

LR

The osteemed echo answers * why? "
saiil the nabob F_r;._\pl:;-h
| ]1.|I.'Ll|} think he'll come out into
the open hke that,”" said Coker. . That's
rather too much to expect 1 expect
he'll be cunnmg, and <« his gaard.
L> W o, YOou I-IIIIIF"'I! LU wastimg
tme "
Coker & Co. walked on, leaving the
Famous Five groning glectully
: I it biaer 1".i1‘hh 'Ill,i'r.;ur-_' \l.:|,| Ly
Golent. all the same,”” murmored iob
LU herry. 1 don't think he's a hurgiar,
vt T think he'll be vielent

And the juniers chuckled, _
Potter and Greene were looking rather

and |
said Coker. |

deduene :

them sidelong looks, in a suspicious-way.,
Mr i']mks-r hadd s owe reasons for
being suspactous of voutl Nl callers just
then, bat Coker, of course, was not awarg

of that.
|  “Doesn't he look like a man who's on

his guard

asked Coker trinmphantly.

One Penny. 11

He noted the bushy

as he eame up.

beard, and he remembered that the
burglar at the school had had a thick
beard—probably false, Was this man
the v glar, or was Foa mered) tle
burglar's cenfederaie?

That was the ].}I‘Ln".r"F- n before Coker.

Clinker conld
i,
A R |II]
At

Fortunately, Mr.
what was passing mm Coker s
hl" had guessed i, the
ably have started operations
l|'u1 amateur deteclive,
“ Good-afternoon,
i H!-.P”Il,

Politeness rather wasted oD
|u:rﬂ!m, or a burglar's coni ulr atle;
pL:i:r ;l'.li]uif-ll to be ihl.ll]l ]"l].u'l'l-'.

“ Whatcher want?" demanded
Clinker surlily.

1101 Hlll"ﬂ
Lf

prG-
co

ht.ll'

Wik
sir ' enidd Coker

™

i
but

Mr.

acasy as they walked on towards Mo, 40
| Ly |--..t ll.l"| & G _utn:"'_[:i: % |
lil- TR L ol r. |
ih:l-ur f.lh‘t have biten i o Si1Ml |
g, auiil Fotter. :
= Nover mind them, Potter. No tme |
to worry abomt fage now,” said Coker. |
T ey -r:-l|||1] to mic 1 I'I' fher s&n- |
Wil W ]:1._.t.; N | i Ll
1T printed Csreene, ;
ke r Dot oowind 1:1' re 1 ann (irrone. |
‘If vou thivk a fag conld  poll my |
g. Greene, ol s the kind of
vy pEs VOU G | ] T4 \
I'he [as 1%, those Kile Piowedl 4
aore sense than von twe SR v
e st deteetive Lo 471wl
Al i j# SR 0 W
vilustrious) bt b vurrasd do vil o
M SRS SRERFEREN. G- Vhe gt S the thre Mr. Clinker whirled up the hoe, with the evident intention of bringing it down on
royfriars fellows stopped theve, M | Coker’s head. (See Chapter 10,)
U hinker was Dke a ve Lo on the pomt
of edaption, . ! “Well he does,"” sdmitted GUreenc. “Are yon M {linkey ™
II‘Il-'i wannedd  the b 1 ‘::].': the | « Perh e BOTIH T Y has been chuweking “You knows | am. drat LE g L & 4
garden, apparcutl: making mental notes. | srones, or something I claimed Mr. Clinker angoily,
SWOlnhg vseupeig § oker & capie oye, 1 ‘For goodness’ aake try to talk sense, Coker gave s co mpanions a :illl-']r-hl"
g .I.LL 5 l expootos! he in ir-:-|r41|ﬂ: Willlam Lrpeons wid Coker testily amile of ITF"”'II.'Ah. The man was turning
WV har gl vl « LY L] s it Ul=¢ A on 1 gt ril by carrme his's rusty at the« mo |d|1|'|-"'" q 11-T|l'_r
s ""_'!-"1 " got a gty copscienes, ol course.  Lome Not much further evidence of las gm
Ihe bonsa stati, .l e in with m I mav need stance ! was needed for Coker,
. Have t dedueed tant:” ashed | Coker opered the garden gate, and “Well 1 didn't know tll ¥« it W me,
srivae. wilk « f11 g * ., entaredd bold!v. Frontt e | Greene fol- | of course.” saad Coker agreeahbly,
Hat saprfas: .y poney [0 Horaens laswaoel o i ]Il'i- nrieasylve. ']"'i,II ! ‘[5'1;] i IT"'HI-I e u me lies ’ sl _,‘i.. 0 .l]iF:I .
Rz, | not like the look of the man i the | “ You knowed it, ard you ccue ere t
Mo necd to ded t, Livéene, when | garden, worrit me. P'r'aps von've got a mes
A ¥ it with the naked eve,’ he Ha looked like a man in a age | sage—hey 1"
| i . X o d rather an ass, old i te MpeT. | inicdeed he w and the Wy W _";rpl_ F .{_..!111}. A miessage, sald % L",
. i ¥ lands alove Junsd lIi'-_ r-l' KT 1L il the II-I!l':!"_' i thee ho Wl i '_l._r'u';' w||r|'|;|'j..hr |i h}* '”..1. 'I!“h'“" i, "a".-“"
|,| Fiv « burelar coald mest his l not i S, Potter nmd Greene | this raseal « xpecting o message from Lhe
" I TaLe AL I hiaven't the | Jdoenwded to keen a wary eve on that hoe. ather rascal? he wondered,
elightest doubl that the buiglar buzzed But okor w not thinkmg about “Well watcher want gicn o ed Mr,
L ' ier il BTy W {re | hoes Ho « i e Mr, Clinker i".]]l'i-'l-'il}' Tur Maaxer L1BRARY Ne, "I'I"‘-i
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Clinker, handlinz the hoe. and staring
ngeresaively at Coker & Co.
Potter and Greens retreated a few

Enrf_’*ﬁ- Whether Mr, {-'Jillﬂinr was a
urglar nr not, he was plainly a gentle-
man of somewhat vioient disposition.

Ha really looked as if he might break
out at any moment,

Coker was rather at a loss for a
moment or two., He had not thought
out an excuse for his call. He had in-
tendod to size up Mr, Clinker and draw
deductions; but there did not seem much
to deduce, except that Mr. Clinker was a
1.:-*1'_';"ri[_l-t.:-n‘:g.‘rr.'r&?rl rentleman, and smelt

of spirita,

“I arale yer,™ gaid Mr. Clinker,
“watcher want? Do yer want this 'oe
round yer 'ead? If you don't. get outer
iy garding——""

' Look here, my man—-="

“I ain't your man.” said Mr. Clinker
sarlily,. I dessay it was vou stole my
cabbages, Yoo look that sort.”

Potter and Greene grinned a  little,
They had already made up their minds
that Mr. Clinker wasn't a burglar. But
LUoker was more suspicious than ever,

“No violence, my man!” said Coker.
raiging his hand. * That will only make
imatters worse, for you." )

] H.EI?“

“ Havr von rver seon this before 7"

Coker suddenly prodnecd the old.
greagy ' Friavdale Gazette ™ which he
had unearthed in Lord Mauleverer's
trunk at-Greyfriars. He held it out for
Mr. Clinker's inspection, watching his
face narrowly. It was o dramatic eur-
prise worthy of Bherlock Holmes at his
very best.  If Mr, Clinkir was the
burglar, he was crrtain to betray hime

g2l now,
The man stared blankly at the paper.
“I dessay I s=cen it," he satd,

“ Watchor getting at?”

Cloker folt disappointed,

* Your name is written on it,” he said,

“B'pose it 187" satd Mr. Clinker.

Tlo stared at the zorawl on the MIRY i
_l-f the paper. He did not seem alarnied.
| t'ﬁ STy i1,

“There was a burglar at our zchanl
Tast night," satd Coker, 200l with hi- vy
fived serobinisimely upen Mre. Oipker’s
purplish faer,

“Waot's that got ta do with 0
Sir. Chnker rindely.

“The brrglar ief
L ™

“Sposs b did Y

=l h]

rlis paper behingd

“With fonr name and addrezz wriiten
on 1t,” said Coker impressively, ‘I
razy as well warn you, my man, that the
game's np! Yon had better confess!"

Wot 17

“1—1 eay, Coker, old man!”™ mue-
mured Greene.,

Ay, Clinker breathed hard.

“I bren worrited this arternoon,” he
sald, “hy a pang of young ecamps. 1T
atood all I'm going to stand! 1 thouzht
vout wad another ob 'em, and now I knows
it.  And now I'll teach vou to come and
worrit & ‘ardworkin’ man [

“ Look out, Coker!” welled Potter,

“Yaroogh!" selled Coker, as the hoe
clumped on his chest, “ My hat! Pile
i . Collar him! Yow-ow.ow !”

Potier und Greene didn’t pile in, and
ther didn't eollar Mr. Clinker. They
hai their doubts about the legality of
collaring a citizen in his own garden.
And the hoe looked dangerous., They
barked way in a hurried manner, and
Alr. Clinker bDeoan on Coker with his
hoois,

Coker dodged and wriggled avay, and
jurnped up.

“Back up!™ he yelled exeitedly, and
he ruzned recklessly at Mr. Chinker. He
was sure of the ruffian's guilt now. Only

a gty conscience and fear of detection
could be the reason of this viclenee —at
ail evints, according to Coker’s thenry,

Coker’s fieree rush was stopped by the
hoe clumpine on his chest again. Fli-
stacgered hack, and Mre. Clinker whirledi
np the hoe, with the evident intention of
hringring it down on Coker’s head.

“Lun for it ! shrieked Greene.

Cokrer  dodged,  hesitated, and  ran
His fists, big as they were, were pos
el mee against a hoe in reckless handes,
Porter and Greene were already streak
i our at the gate, Coker folloveed
them with & bound.

The hoe missed him by about a foot,
(Minker rushed in  pursuit, and
sihbed it into Coker’s back as he ran.

“Varoogh!" velled Coker.

He put on a spurt, and went thunde
ing down the road afrer Potter ool
tireene,  After them cauoe Mro 'halier,
}1 H]u' topmnst piteh of Sy, brandching
4 b= 141,

N
S |l g

“leernme goet neac ver ! e poaeod,
‘T’ brain yor!  Stealing my cabbages,
atch worriting a man ' bewine gor al
e

Thnt was just what Cuker & Co, didu't
nil bt o, Me. Clinker wasz o litih

il
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too dangercns nt closa quarters. They
Jdashed on as if for a wager, and short-
ness of breath commpelled if[:. Clinker to
abandon the pursuit. He stopped in tha
road, shook his knuckly fist, and pumped
iti breath. Then he stamped bacE to hus
garden, feeling that he had done for that
afternoon with the “gaag " who had
been *“worritine ™ im,

o

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing!

b ALLO, hallo, hallo ™
“Got him !
“Where's the

burglar 7"

Thi Famouz Five, with smiling faces,
mot Coker & Clo. at the bend in the lane,
They bad watched the scene from a dis-
tance—a safe distance. Coker's progress
in his detective work had afforded them
considerable entertainment.

moerry

The three Vifth-Formers  halted,
pantine, .
“Haven't roa eanght him?”  ejaen-

lited Boh.,
ro, Coker *

*Wonderful '™ sanl Johnny Ball

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho became violent,” masped Coker.
“He's guilty, richt enough. I haven't
tite slightest doubt nov that he's got the
hurglar hidden in the house, Come on.
vou feliows, there ian't a moment io
wausta 1

“Oh, dear!"™ gasped DPolter. “You
silly azs, Coker! The follow might have
prrisettitedd us with that blessed b,

“ome on! We've got to gy to the
panted Colir,

Yo surely havea't let hiim

LR |

[esitesee sbntion 1
“Thi: whirh®™
“The police-station. Old Tozer wll

have to cue and areest ltm now, now

weo vo ool progf——-—""
“Irooil” yiolled Puttor,
what §"°
“‘That he's hiding the burglae thepe !
“You burbling jabbierwoel 17 heasled

*['roof of

Pitrer. “Can’t you gee that he's gol
cothing o de with any bovglars ® I b
wend b o berawse he thomghib  sedd
cotae theee chivevive o [

",”I.,”_'L.'l‘pn!_'g.' bt o besen el Winttiad s
claat 1 :'_..-':-'.1*]':"-':. Favie e,

[_‘ll-]_{,l:'l' H_'il"l.'l' }-1'-.. 1.1|'!=5.|'.'."|':'- Hi | 'I.'li_j.l.ll.'lli-\f"'.:I
lonk,

“You howhneg assez!” said Coker,
mieasured tones.  The thing's as plain
as tlavhe bt —plain enough for a Seotlamd
Yourel elist it o T
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“Good old  Sherlock Holmes!™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Wonderful ! chortled Jobnay Buil,

‘““Ha, ha,-hal"

“1 koew the man wowld beocomne
violeut,:if he was guilty, when he found
we . wore on the track,” said Coker crush-
imgly. “He's acted just ast expected, . 1
deduced the whole thing. Now we've
got to . call in the police, and have him
arrested,”

“You can call in the police, and the
soldiers. too, if vou hke!”™ sanorted
Potter., Yoo won't eatch me plaving
the piddy ox at  the police-station,
Come™ on, Greeney—I'm fed up with
this |’

“Bame here!”
off I”*

“1 tell you—"" roared Coker.

Foiter and Greene did not stay for
anyihing (‘oker had to tell them. They
had had enough detective work for that
afternoon, and more than enongh of Mr.
Clinker and his hoe, They turned a deaf
ear to Horace {Uoker, and started for
Cireviriars,

“0f all the silly chumps!" gasped
{‘oker, in angry astonishment. Ancy
backing out of it like that, when I've
wot proofs right down to the last detail !*°

“This looks suspicions to me,” said
!:lu't}b] Cherry, with a solemn shake of the
Aead.

“Eh? What looks suspicions "

“Tt looks to me as if this is blacker
than we thought,” said Bob. * Potter
and Greene are in it, too !”

“Eh? Potter and Greene ™

“Yes,  You see, my dear Watson,”
suidd Bob, assuming the Sherlock Holmes
wianner, ‘‘this eagerness on the part of
Potter and Greene to get out of the
miatter, and hush it up, 15 a sure proof
of complicity on their part. I deduce
from this that Patter and Geeene are con-
{ederates of the burglar——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked
ninvites.

“And I think we'd better go to the
<tatton at onece,” continued Bob, “and
apply for search-warrants (o search their
ttidy at Greyfriars,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Even Coker was able to perceive that
the humorous Bob was making fun of
kim. He made a rush at Bob Cherry,
who promptly dodged away.

“You cheeky young sweep!” roared
Coker,

“ Mo viclence!" said Dob warningly.
“Tins violence on your part, Coker, is
suspicious 1"

“T'll—1'll—="" Coker spluttered.

“1 deduce from it, Coker, that vou
woere the man who burgled Greyfrsars
last night,” said Bob. “Only a sense of
guilt could cause this viclence 4t

“Has, ha, ha!”

Coker made another rush, and Bob had
to dodge again,

“Come on, you fellows! Let's get to
the police-station and denounce Coker!”
said ol *'We've got as much proof
aga:nst him as he's got agairst Clinker.”

*“Ha, ba, ha!"

The Famous Five trotted off, leaving
Iorace Coker crimson with rage. Coker
shook his fist after them, and started for
ii;e village. The Famous Five headed
for Greylriars, but Coker's destination
was the police-station in Friardale,
(‘oker had no doubts; and all that re-
mained, now that he had worked up the
case in so masterly a manner, was to call
in the regular police to make the arrest,
as Sherlock Holmes always did.

Mr. Tozer was dozing in the little
village police-station when Coker arrived,
breathless and excited.

Mr. Tozer woke up and locked in sur-
rise at the excited Greyiriars Fifth-

OrIer.

sald Greene. ' I'm

the Re-
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Coker, in his eagerness, caught him by
the arm.

“UCome on!"” he exclaimed.

“Hey?"

*Come
burglar !

on! I've run down the

Coker expected to see astonislhinent and

envy dawn in Mr. Tozer's fat face. Xs
a matter of fact; nothing of the kina
dawned there. Mr. Tcezer shook

his seat. :

“None of your little jokes!" he said.

Coker quivered with 1impatience.

“I'm not joking, Tozer! I've found
out the hurgiar who Lurgled Greyiriars
last night!"

“Werry clever of you, Mr. Coker,”
sald Mr. Tozer, quite unmoved—" werry
claver indeed! But I ain’t taking any.”

“T'm giving you information!” said
Coker. *“You're bound to act upon it!
Come with me|”

“I ain't bound to be took in .by a
gchoolboy that I knows on,” said Mr.
Tozer calmly. " Run away, Mr. Coker,
and don't be silly "

Coker fairly snorted. After running
down the eriminel in a way that Sher-
lock Holmes himself could not have ex-
celled, all he received from the regular
police was not eager assistance and admir-
ation, but an admonition not to be silly!
It was more than enough to exasperate
any amateur detective!

“I tell you I've got the man!” he
roared.
“In yer trousis’ pocketr 7" asked Mr.

Tozer humorously.

“I can tell you exactly where he is
I've found his confederate—a man named
Clinker, No. 46, Priory Lane!" howled
Coker.

Mr. Tozer grinned.

“Jer mean Jim Clinker?” he asked.

“] dare say his name's Jim-—the
initiel J.," said Coker. *“Is he known
to the police already?™

“I dunno 'bout known to the peilice,
speakin' in gineral,” smiled Mr. Tozer,

“*1le's suttingly known to me. He sells
me cabbages,™

“S-ssellsa you cabbages?" ejaculated
Coker, taken aback.

“Buttingly,” said Mr. Tozer. " And
ou'd better not let 'im ‘var you callin
im names. He ain't good-tempered,

Jim Clinker ain’t.”

“I tell you he's the confederate of the
burglar, and I've got proof of it!"” panted
Coker,

“Go it !" said Mr. Tozer.

“Look at this newspaper!” shrieked
Coker. “That's his name and address!
That newspaper was left behind by the
burglar last night 1"

“Werry carcless burglar to lle.n.vn "is
noospapers about, especially in these 'ard
times,"P{;lamarken:i Milj Tozer.

“That nameé and address——"

“1 suppose you wrote it, Mr. Coker?”

“You silly ass!" roared Coker, out of
all patience.

Mr. Tozer rose majestically.
“You clear hout, Mr. Coker!" he said.

“T1 shall re ort this 'ere to wyour head-
master | utside, or I shall turn you
out !"

“You refuse to come with me?"”

“TI rather think so,” said My, Tozer,
with & grin. “Go and tell your little
joke to the Marines, Mr. Coker. OQutside,
please "

Mr. Tozer fairly hustled Coker out
into the street.

Horace Coker stood on the pavement
and gosped. He shared Sherlock Holmes'
contempt for the mental powers of the
regular police, but he had never expected
this. Mr., Tozer actually refused to
arrest the eriminal now that Coker had
run hirmn down!

Coker gtood for some minutes in an

off 1
Coker's hand, and resettled himself in

One Penny. 13

- uncertain, frame of mind, and  then
-started for Greyfrirs.” . Every. minute

Lwas T , wet. there was nothing to
be done, ker as a detective was not

} taken veriously. ‘He had a stron 5?1;
with

*]:mmu that if he went to Courtfiel
hie- astousding story Inspector Grimes
vkl dwplay. the same amazing obtuse-
ness as .Mr. Tozer. In all the stories
Coker-had road, no amateur detective had
ever ‘been faced by such difficultics as
this, But Coker dig not mean to give in,
The ¢riminal had to be arrested, and Mr,
Tozer covered with confusion.
* “I'll see Prout, and get him to talk to
the silly idiotl"™ gasped Coker. * Faney
the burglar actually escaping hecause
that old fool won't listen to 'me! My
hat! No wonder Holmes was down ob
the police! It fairly takes the cake!”
And Coker started at a run for Grey-

friara

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Light at Last!

ILLY BUNTER met the Famous

B Five as theincmm in at the school

gates in & merry mood. Bunter

was hanging about the quadrangle

with a worried éxpression on his fat face.

“1 say, you fellows—"
““Hallo, hallo, ‘hallo!

another box to carry?”

Cherry cheerfully,

Looking for
asked DBob

“Oh, really, you know—"
pan T PORR " ghiined Johuny
ull

“I—I want you fellows to back me
up,” said Bunf&r. “That beast Squiff
is still looking for me. All because of a
few measly sandwiches, you know, I—I
thought he'd have forg {tEn it when he
came in, but—but he chased me across
the quad, and—and I only just dodged
him. He's wailing for me to go in, and

—and he's got a cricket-stump,

“Ha, ha, hai"

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I've been waiting for you
fellows. I think you might back me up,
after I carried that box for you, too.
You could hick Field, Bob.”

“(i0 hon1”

“I'll hold your jacket, you know !" said
Bunter eagerly.

“I'll hold your ear instead!™ said
Bob.

“Yow-ow! Leggo, vou beast! T say,
Wharton, you could lick Squiff, and you
ought to back mwe up, Tycru know, as
captain of the Remove, mlﬁ on you."

“Ja it a Form captain’s business to
back up a fat owl whg steals sand-
wiches1"” asked Wharton

“1—1 was hungry, you know; and, of
course, I'm gomg to get Bquiff a fresh
lot when my postal-order. comes.. It was
really a temporary loan,”

“You'd better ask Squiff next time
you want his grub as a témporary loan,"
grinned Bob E’her )

“It wasn't angl:ﬁing to. make a fuss
about!” growled Bunter. * Half a dozen
measly sandwiches wrapped in an old
newspaper! He can have the newspaper
back if he likes. I—I say, you fellows,
can I come in with youi”

“Certainly 17

“You'll keep that beast off?"" said
Bunter anxiously,

“No fear! We'll help him on "

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look here,

lend me a bob or two, and I'll get a
fresh lot for Squiff. I'll settle up out of
my postal-order—it’s practically certain
to - come to-morrew morning. Don'$
walk away while I'm talking to you, yoy
rotters! Look here, I shall have to go in
for call-over soon, and that beast’s wait-
ing for me with a cricket-stump "

“Ha, ha, hai”

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Coker!"

Tue Maecrxer Lipeary,—No, 475,
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Coker of the Fifth came breathless]
ecross the quad  He had run pearly nﬂ
the way from Friardale. There was no
time to be lost, and Coker realised that
clenrly.

“Got ki zafe under lock and key?”
called out Bob as the Fifth-Former
rushed by.

Coker did not trouble to reply. He
rushed into the house, and headed for
his Form-master's study, There was a
chortle from the Removites.

“Colker doesn’t seem to have had any
luck «sith Tozer,” remarked Nugent.
“Fancy Tozer missing a chance like
that 1"

“1 sa ¢y ¥on fellowa ——

The Famous Five followed Coker in.
Dilly Banter toddled in after them, with
n_wary eyo open for Sampson Quincy
IMey Field, Bunter felt that it was ex-
tremely unreasonable of Squiff to be keep-
ing trouble alive like this, The sand-
wiches were eaten and done with, and
Bunter wus quite prepared to let the
matter drop, and let bygones bo bygones.
Unfortunately, 8quiff wasn't. Tite fact
that the raided sandwiches had been
Boguiff’s erhaps accounted for the
differcnre 1 the point of view.

“Hally, hallo, halle! Here's Sqniff,
Dunter " said Boub Cherry, as the juniors
came up lo the Remove passage,

“You fat burglar!" rosred Squiff.
“Where are my sapdwiclies?™

Bunter dodged behind Bob Cherey.

“Yaroch! Keop lim offt I don't
krow anything cbout your rotten sand-
wiches! I—1 haven't seen them. I-—I
tlidn’t take themw from the cuphboard, and

never ate them in the box.room.
“arooh !’

“Ha, La, La!"

Squiff made a terrifie detve at Buuter
with the stumy, 2nd bit the wall abaut a

ard feam jhe fat junioe with a crash.
billy DBuotey was under the unpression
thut a deadly Llow Led missed him by
about an inch, and he yelled,

I tell _}'ml
‘'m

¥

“Yarooh! Keop him off !
I Lhaven't had any sandwich-s, and
gaoing to gol vou n new lot, vou rotter,
when my po-tul-order cotnes "

“Well, that's generons, u- you Lever
had then,” rewarked Bob Cherey.

Crashi! The stump mised Bunter again

by another yurd, and the fat Jumio
ruared, The guniovs  howled  with
laughter. Bquiff’s deadly swipes at the

wall of the Remove pus:age did not)
damage Bunter, bui the yell be gave
.'lnfghli liave giri}ﬂ the unpression  that
he wans being subjected to Ficld Punish-
mient No. 1
o) [ | BIV, YO fellonrs, !-'EF“PP hin off t*
“Own up, vou fat roteer " said Squiff.

(] ]

“Mid vou scoff the sgandwishes!

“TI—I was hungry,” <uid Bunter
pathetically  **We have to wait such a
jolly lo time for dinner. I—1 kpew

you wouldnt mind, old chap. 1 don't
g0 why vou should pick on me like this.
It might have Leen Fishy. He's in your
1tl'd{;"

“"You sec, I know you," said Squilf.

“Or Bull; vory likely it wes Bull”

“What " reoared Johuny,

“T-I mean it wasn't Bull,” gasped
Bvunter, ““That's what 1 rcally meant to
ay. Be:ides, there were only six, and
e gong Lo pay for them when my
postal-order comes, aond -and 1 dido't
yiko them 3

“Ha, ha, hat"

"You bagged them from my studys,
pred  took them to the loxroom and
pofted them ™ said Bgoift =ternly.

“I=I didn’t know you saw me, you
boast 1" gasped Dunter, T shint the door
Ef the box-room before T ate them: [

now that., 11 mean, 1 2over toucked
: (1]
i,
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“Why, you fat rotter, you've jusi let
out that you ate them in the box-room '™

exclaimed Bauilf,
“That—that was only a fizure of
speech,” groaned Bunter, “ia N{VOE

meant 80 meotion the box-room at all.”

* Hold on!" exclaimed Bob Cherry aud-
denly, as & new and illuminating idea
came into his mind. * Were your sand.
wiches wrapped in an old number of the
‘ Friardale Gazette,” Squiff?”

The Australian junior nodded.

“Yes; Mrs. Mimble wrapped them up
for me,"" he said, “all rf‘-ndr to taks out
on the cliffs this afternoon.’

“Oh, my hat! Bunter, you fat Dwl
what did you do with the newspaper aftor
you scoffed the sandwiches "

“1 didn't scoff them.”

“Fathead! What did vou do with the
newspaper?" roared Bob,

“I—1 shoved it in & trunk,” stuttered
bunter, " No harm i that, I suppose®
I—I thought 1'd better put it out of
sight, in case that beast should——*

“In case I should zpot vou, yau fat
bounder ! growled Fequalff,

“Iia, ha. ha!" rosied Bob Cherry

The Famous Five yelled Bupter's
confession let tn & new light on Coker's
celebrated clue.  Billy Bunter, having
bagzed Squifi's sandwiches, had taken
thi- packet to the box-room to devour in
safity, and he had thrown the wrapping-
paper into a trunk to hide hia tracks, as
it vere. He had not 1eft a sign of las
surreptirious foed; 1t was only because
of his reputation that Squiff bad spotted
himi as the purloiner. And Coker of the
Fifth, looking for clucs, had found that
old uewspaper in the trunk. [t was no
longer surprising that Inspector Urimes
of Courtfield had not discovered at, It
wus during morning lessons that the in-
~pector had vizived the school. It was
aftor mornirg  lessons, naturally, that
Buater had devoured the samdwiches in
the box-room and hidden the wrapping in
ithe trunk.  And after dinner Iorace
{!oker had arrivesd on the scene sand
dizcavered the clue.

All was quite elear now., Coker's Littl
mistake was due to the fact that Mra.
Munble hovght up old newspapers to use
an wrappng-paper in the  sehool shop.
e way probable thet there were dorens
of nmarnes and addres:os peneilled by the
pawsaeent on fhe old jrsprers that Mre
Miuruble used for wrapping perels,

filly Bunter blinked ai the Bemovites,

guite unaware of the oause of the oub
burst of merriment Squiff logked per
plexed, too,

“What's the meorry joke?’ he asked
“Nothing funny in ﬁuntnr sticking the
newspaper in & trunk, I supposs?"

“Ha, ha!" mured Bob. “TE W
MH”I{E trunk, waan't it, Bunter?”
“En? Yes, I believe 80," said Buntor,

“What the dickens——"

“Buonty, old man, yon earnsd those
sandwiches,” said Bob, wiping his eyes.
I8 all vight, Bquiff, If Bunter hadn't
boned your sandwiches, Coker would
never havs had a chance as a detective.™

“What the dickens—"

Bub Chorry gasped oui an explanation,
and Squiff roared. Even Billy Bunter
zuva a fat chuckle. Loder of the Sixth
came up the stairs.

“You're wanted,” he said—-"* Wharton,
{Cherry, Nugont, Bull, and Hurrae Bingh,
i Mr, Prout's study. Get along.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What dooas
Prouty want, I wonder?” said Bob.
“He's not our Form-master, but I sup
pose we'd better go.”

The Famous Five woent downstairs and
made their way to Mr. Prout’s siudy,
gomewhat puzzled by the summona.
(‘oker of the Fifth was in the study,
looking wvery red arnd excited.  The
Fifth  Form rmaster, howeyor,  was
frovwning.

“You sent “or n3, air™” said Wharton.

“Yea," aand Mr. Pront.  “ (Coker haos
told me a rooat extiacrdinary atory, M
declares that son ecan conliven or "

“Oh

“"Ther were presant, sin,” said Coker,
“ Potter and Greene were there, too, bub
they haven't come in. They'd tall you
at oncé. They deserted me—-"

“Thut will do, Coker. Wharton, Coker
iforms me that he found an old news
paper in the trunk m which ihe burglar
concealed  livwself lask pight-—~there
nothing to laugh st in this, Cherry-anmid
he has shown me the wewspaper. It b
A D and addrass pencilled on ik, which
Coker, for somme reason I cannot fathom,
supposes (o be the name and address o
wh aecomplice of the burglae.”

“Yes, sir!" gasped Wharton,

“It 15 viry surprising that Inspect.r
(rrimaa il nnt find the paper thi}l.;m{re, of
ibowas ihere,” said Mr. Prout, eyeing th
JUnOr viry anapiciondly. YT have coni
to the conclusion  thad (0 was probably

B R T g ]
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latcd there by way of & practical joke, 1
EEHE"EE Coker’s obtuseness o

*“Wha-a-at?”’ ejaoulated Coker.

Mr. Prout made a gesture, and the
midignant Horace rela into silence. .

“i belicve Caker’s obtuseness leads the
jumiors at time: to play tricks on him,”
said Mr. Prout severely. “ 1 think it is
very probable that you ean explain how
that paper came to be in the trunk, as
yon were there at the time. In short, is
i some foolish Frﬂ.nk an Coker?”

“ Munno, sir !’ gasped Wharton. " Not
rxactly.”

“¥au did not place the paper in the
trunk, with the intention of inducing
Coker to aect even more stupidly than
urual 7

“My hat!” murmured Coker. He was
getting his  Form-master's plain, un-
varnished apmian of his wonderful mental
powers with & vangeance,

“ Nunno, sir. But—but we happen to
have found out how the paper got there,”
vtammered Wharton, “It's just come
out that a Remaove chap had some sand-
wiches in the box-room after morming
lessons, and he threw the newspaper into
Mauleverer’'s  trunk—the paper they
were wrapped in "

“ And that wae the newepaper Uoker
dircovered i’

“Yes, sir.”

“Very good. 1 was quite sure that
oker's extraordinary story had some
such foundation,”™ saxd Mr. I'rout, with
a aniff. * You may go.”

'The jumors went.

Coker's faee was a studr. ¥Yor the next
five mimitos he had the pleasure of being
iulked to by the Fifth Form master, not
at ail in complimentary phrases. Mr.
Prout not I;J-Ill:l" refused to take the
matter up and induee the police to histen
to Coker's great discovertes, but he told
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For Nexi Monday :
“ VISCOUNT BUNTER'"
By Frank Richards.

Buuter has 80 long hed about hie !.irI_ml
volativee that 1t musl have comoe as quite
a shock—though a pleasant once—to him
{9 learn that there waa a prospect of
hia father’s proving himself the righttul
helder of an earl’s title.  Or, at least, that
an expert—eo-called—said that there was
a prospect of it—which ia not fuite the
aame thing. Buat it serms the samne to
Bunter. Ho canncd wait until the elaim
& admitted. He begine at once to pose
ad * Viecount Buuter,” the eldest son of
wn farl, Of couree, he hLad had an
elder brother a fow weeks before, but as
that elder brotiier had been proved to be
mere spoof it was not worth while to
irouble about him! HBe W, G. B. poses
4f a noblemai—imitates the aristocratio
mannere and even the lisp of Arthuor
Augustue I’ Arcy, tries to ehum up with
Mauly, showe deep conlempt for “ mare
coinmoness,’” and, in general, carries on
for all he 8 wor h in the ewarking line,
And the end of 1 all js—

EEE NEXT WEEK'S ISSUE!

E——

AMATEUR MAGAZINES.

From the Birmimgharn Jistricd anothion
roader writes to tell ma of his suecess
with a &mall amateur magazine—but
again the joarnal 13 nol o vrinted one;
and I have yet $6 hear of & caec in which
e of this kind proved a eound

L itaelf being one sido of a leaf,

“Amiong  your fri*:-mf-E-I;

proepios § supnlive these duplieators,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Coker he was the stupidest boy at Grey-
frinrs, that his obtuseness was cxtra-
ordinary, indeed almost mjraeulous, aund
wound up by giving him a bundred lines
dismisgsing him.
Coker came out of the study almost
in a dazed state. He glared at the

Famous Five in the passage, ,

“Horry to rob you of your clue, old
chap,” said Bob Cherry, with a chuekle.

“Do you think 1 believe that yarni”
said Coker scornfully. *“I'm sorry to
see ywou descend to prevarieation; 1
really thought better of you. 0Of course,
the newspaper was left there by the
burglar: that’s quite clear.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

Horace Cokoer stalked on with great
dignity, leaving the juniors staring, The
amateur detective n# Greyfriars was not
to be deprived of hia clue. Coker went
sulkily to hiz study to think the matter
out. Potter and Greene came in about
an hour later, and found him still
thinking 1t out.

“Got yvour man safel’”
with a grin.

(oker snorted.

“Tazer wouldn't act on my informa-
tion,” he said. * I've been tu%'m.lt, and
Prout won’t take any notice. ‘Those
juniors have made up a yarn that the
newspaper was put in the trunk by a
kid who ate sandwiches in the box-room,
and old DProut believes it—actually
helieves it 1"

|
asked Potter,

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“{h, don't cackle " said Coker crossly,
“Tha question is, had T better chance it
with Grimmes at Courttield? Will he have
sensa enough to listen to mef™

1 faney not,” grinned Potter. " You }

see, we've Just come from Courtheld, and
wa dropped in to see Grimes, to see if
anvthing had been dome. And they've
ot the man.”

tion financially, My correspomdent
bought a duphcator for ubout Ts. 6d.
'This article was not a graph, but more
nearly resembled plasticine. It washes
easily, he says, and lasts for years. For
paper he typewriter foolscap, folded
in halves, The cover was of pink fools-
cap. He gave sixteen pages, and the cost
of paper for fifty copies wes 23. 6d. The
etaff was paid a penny a page “of two
sides "'—thie 18 not very plginly put, for
a pagn caunot have two eides, a page
1 take it
he meaus one penny per leaf; certainly
not an excessively ligh rate, but then
the &taff had not a living to earn! A
prinier elipped the copies together at a
charge of 3d. for the fifty. The cost of
an 1ssue thus worked ocut at Bs. 1d,
apart from the cost of the duplicator,

o paper wae sold at 24, per copy.

'Thus on the debit side he had, * cost
of duplicator and ink,” Y9s.; “cost of
paper for twelva lesves,” £1 10s.;
“charge for clipping copies,” 3s.; * pay-
ment of staff at 25, 41 per isene,” £1 Ba. |
Total, £3 10s.

The sale of fifty copiea per month, ad
Zl. each, produeed £5, leaving a profit
af £1 1Ca,

I am not going to eay, “ Go thou aud
do hkewise!” [ am not sura that many
of you can do it, DBat there is bo reason
why, if you have the money to epare for
the expenses of the first month or two,
vou should not try. Fifty copies is not
a huge circulation, and four or five of you
workimg together might manage that
] but don’t be too
suro about their all keeping up their
interest in vour work. And don't go
hunting  round after advertisements—
thiat will vuly be lost rime,

1 will let anyone who ie curicus
hiow the namie of the firm which

One Penny. 10
Coker jumped.
"%rgvgnﬁ e mfl‘l:-m-a]ﬁ'.iﬂ by
“Yes. He was pretty cut by th
broken glass last night :;ﬂdg that’s how
he was spotted,” said Potter. “*Grimes

rounded him up this afternoon.”

Horace Coker blinked at hiz chums)
He iiid not say anything. He couldn't
While he had been tracking down Mr.
Clinker that afternoon, Inspector Grimes
had caught the burglar. Evidently the
Sherlock Holmes theory was not pre-
cisely applicabla to veal life; the police
did not seem in dire need of
assistance from amateur detectivesd
Coker’s expression for some moments
was extraordinary,

“My hat!” he said at last,

That was all Coker said. But when he
came to think of it, he was glad, very
glad, that Mr. Tozer had declined to ack
upon his valuable mformation. Tt was
really wery fortunate that Mr. Clinker
had not been arrested at Coker's behest,

Coker was fed up with the amateur
detpctive business, let it drap. Buﬂ
unfortunataly for Coker, the rest
Greyfriars did not let it drop. The story

er's adventures as & detective was

i told im the studies and the common-

roams, and seniors and juniors howled
over it til} Coker of the Fifth would havd
givan & whole term’s et-money never
to have thought of that brilliant idea of
understudying Bherlock Holmes,

THE EXD.

(Don’t miss “"VISCOUNT
BUNTER !"’—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

A MAGNIFICENT OFFER.

No doubt many readers of 'ThN
MAGNET LIBRARY possess onc of
magnificent plates presented with “'Th
Penny Popular” some woeks
entitled *“The Chums of Greyfriars.
Possibly somie of you have framed th
plate and hung it up in your own roomy

I wonder how many of you would like
to possess the original painting of tha
famous plate, framed in excellent style

Now, every reader of Tne MaoNey
Lisrany has a chance of securing ihi
framed painting. Full particulars of my
magnificent offer appear in this Friday's
issue of our companion paper, “
Penny Popular.”

Order your copy of next Friday's
“Penny op.” at once,

== T

MY BEST THANKS.

I have much pleasure in informing ol
my readrrs that since ¥ started publichd
ing in “The Penny Popular™ stor
dealing with the early adventures gi
Harry Wharten & Ceo. this little com«
panion paper of ours has increased its
circalation by ]ﬁlpﬂ and hounds,

I realise that ihis success s due to the
fact that readers Tie Maoxer
Lirmary have worked hard to get new
supporters for * The Penny Pop.,” and £
thank them most hearfily for all they
have done,

pe bt

Trz Macxrr Lirnasy.— No. 473,
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

RANK NUGENT was the first of
F the Famous Five at Greyfriars,
He was therr when Harry
Wharton came, in the days when
Bulstrede ruled the roost in the Remove,
Bob Cherry arrived a little later than
Wharton, Hurree Jamsel Ram Singh
eame along with the foreign school which
for a time was a neighbour of Groylriars,
but did not o vhen it Ieft. The advent
of Johuny Bull wgs later still
Nugent was #Harry Wharton's  first
phum, and has always been his nearest
and dearest one. They guarrelled at the
start—\Wharton was rveady to row with
mnyons in thoao days, fquick to  take
offence whore none was intended, eaper
to staud up for hia own rights, and pas-
pionaie, Frank N™Nugrnt could see his
faults easily enough. It Harry saved
Frank's life, and in return Nugent did
{:JI‘ him mnore than he renlised at the
ime, perhaps. For it m®ant very much
o a fellow of Harry's nature to be able
depend on at . least one rhum who
Baraed for him, in spite of his fanltsa—who
was not to be removed from his loyalty
by =zuch querics as: * What could he pos-
pibly see in the sulky beast?™
It was not long binfors Wharton took
bhie lind and ket it.  That was to ba
expected. Pebween the two boya there
mre cortain likenesses, but the differences
ave at least as marked as the hkencsses,
Both are proud and sensitive, but
Whartor's sensitiveness 1 lesa pentle
ihen Nugent's. Both are eapable of sulk-
ing ; but nowagdays Nugent, if his sulki-
1053 i less black than hia chum's, ia
tkely to keep it up longer,
+ In the fine story which appeared a week
or two ago—"* The Fellow Who Funked "
—wea have an illustration of this weak-
ess. INugent was too proud to explain.
1o held that his chums should have
i:'!mwrl that to funk was impossible to
i,
Tie Maowsr Lizranv. —No, 473

'J“fi'”?i-

. N
{ } Ill b
A i

So they didd.  Bur what seems abso-
lute knowledge may be upset by what
scems certain proof. On the face of it,
and by all the evidence available, Nugent
had funked; there was no gotting nway
from that. The evidence was not com.
plere. A word from the fellow aeccused
would have put things richt. He would
not sneak that word, becanse he held, in
his high pride, that these chums whao
knew him so well had no right to doubt
him.

Of course, he had never lacked pluck,
Time and time again he had shown him-
wi.f a8 good as the beel in that respect,
e went with Bob Cherry in  that
reerilous journey over the roof to rescue
Harry and the Head's little danghter
whent the school was in flames.  Their
dangrr was no less than Wharton’'s,
What they did required every bit as much
nerve, perhaps even more,  And, though
Nugent has not fought so ofren as some
of his chuma. he ia a plueky fighter, as
well ag a clever boxer. He surprised
the Form |r_‘.-' |'::|JU|:'I'ILI|JL_.T Ot -i.rf*rnml-ﬁnlirh
oIl OnNe 0eCHALon.

Maturally he was one of those whom the
Bounder hated bitterly at that time, just
as he is now one of those whom the
Bounder likes best. He was the first of
the four who were sentenced to expul-
sicn through the wiles of their enemy,
Bull, Wharton, and Bob Cherry were
also victims, though Bob refused to go.
Mark Linley was got out of the wav by
trickery, not :irtun]l:{ sacked. )

Fieank, with Wharton and Johnny Bull,
came back to aid Bob and Inky in hold-
g the fort. It was through his trouble-
some  younger brother, Dicky Nugent,
that the Bounder had worked his plot.
More than a little trouble has Frank had
with Dicky, who appeared likely at one
time to turn out a thorough voung scamp.
'T'he whole story of Frank's anxieties
with regard to his minor is too long to
tell here; but among our older readers
there must be many who recall the fine

varn in  which—"For His Mother's
Sake "-—Frank took the burden of the
foolish youngster's guilt upon his own
shoulders, and was ready even to submit
to expulsion rather than have Mrs
Nugent's heart broken by the disgrace
of the son whom she idolised.

There was more than trouble concern-
ing her sonz to worry Mrs. Nugent just
then., She had quarrelled with her hus-
band, and had left him. 8he took Dicky
away for a time; the story got out, and
the Bounder turned it to malicious use
with his original play of *“The Grass
Widower; or, Why Henry Left Home."
That was a time of torture for sensitive,
highly-strurg Frank Nugent; but his
chums stoed by him, as did the best
féllows among the seniors, and the great
drama was never allowed to be acted.
Then his father and mother came
together again over what might well have
beer Frank's deathbed, and so, after all,
the trouble blew over,

Handsome in a somewhat girlish wary,
Frank Nugent has never been a molly-
coddle. e is good at games: when
resolotion 18 needed he is not found want-
ing—physical resolution, that is. He has
less moral resolution,  He is, for all
his real charm, for all his lovable
qualities, esseptially the weakest of
that little brotherhood of five.

In 2 moral erizis he i3 far more apt
to fail than any one of the others. It
was deplorably weak of him to let S8noop
have the funds which he—Frank—had
in charge as treasurer, so that a fellow
who desecved the worst that might
happen to him should be saved from his
fate. Generous—ves, but in the wrong
way. I'or others’ sake as well as for his
own he El‘:ﬂt,lzl-ci never have trusted one
he knew to be unworthy of trust. It
was weak of him to get Harry to promise
that he would not tight Bulstrede while
he—Frank—was in sanny, whereof arase
no small trouble for Wharton, But
through all these instances of weakness—
and more might be gquoted—there runs
tho golden threoad of wunsslfishness and
chivalry; and, like his chums, we find
owi=elves none the less fend of him fou
this defeet in his character.

He 18 more romantic by fur than the
average bov, Johnny Bull could never
have such dreams as some of Frank's
waking imaginations. Johinny is matter
of fact always. He would not have fallen
in love with the fascinating Conchita, old
enotigh to be his mother, Frank did, apd
the story of thiz affair is one of the mosr
mnteresting and the most sympathetic of
all in which he plavs a leading part.

But best of them all one likes A Sp'it
in the Stindy.” Among all Mr, Richards'
fine wvarns, few arc better than that,
Nugent shows up at his best thore—
patient and long-suffering, a friend in a
thousand !

Very different as they are in come
respeets, Nugent and Arthur Augustos
D'Arcy of Bt. Jim's are very much alike
in_others.  They have the same high
pride, the same susceptibility to the
romarntic, the same esscntial gentlepess,
“Gentlemanliness ' is not the word: a
fellow may be a gentleman, and yet lack
the particular quality one means—a
quality which springs from softness of
heart, uncontrolled by hardness of head.

But Frank has not (Gussy's craze for
setting  the world right, nor has he
Gussy's rooted belief in the superiority
of his own tact snd judgment.
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(Editur's Note.—We have taken the
hiberty of making certain alterations in
the spelling of this contribution.
Although we seek originality, one can
have too much of a good thing, and
Coker's orthography is a little too ori-
ginal. As a sample of what Coker can
do, we have left the title as written hy
bim, and we have consented to let the
anthor expresa his views mm the note
which  follows the storv. — HARRY

WHARTCX.)
T off my own hat. It ia rather a

come-lown for a Filth-Forim chap
to write for a rag edited by juniors 1n the
Lower Fourth, but my idea is that Grey-
friars ought to know about this match,
and Wingate, who i1a rather an ass, won't
bt 1t in the Sixth Ferm magazine, I
vad gomie words with Wimngate about that,
and if anybody says that I was chucked
ot of his study it's a whopper—the
truth being that T walked out entirely of
my own accord, but was in rather a hurry
at the time, as I remembered that T had
forgotten an appointment,

I have alwayas been a Grst-rato [oot-
baller. When I was in the Shell, I con-
videred myself equal to any player at
Creylviars. I know Heobson doesn't
admit b, but IHobson has never got over
my poassing into the Fifth over his head,
This was entirely Jdue to my cwn abilities,
snd 3t 18 all rot about my Aant Judy
vagging the Head to put me in the Fifth,
and the story that she hit him with her
umbrelia 18 utterly unfownded. 1 suspect
that thie was invented Ly IHobson. I
know I gave hitn a thaek ear for it, any-
wny.

The matcli T am going 1o desoribe was
nol played at Greyfriars, It would hardly
he believed by anybody who docsn’t know
the jealousy that 1s rife in footba!l matters
in this schiool, but it 1s a fact that 1 have
never been given a place in the first
eleven, This was not due to false
wiodesty on iy part, as I have pointed
suf. to Wingate time and again that he
«unply cannot afford te leave out a player
bhe me, The last time, he said he would
pit me 1 when he played hop-scoteh
with a girls’ school. 8i

HIS is o jolly good story of a foot-
ball match, won by me, practically

.‘{mﬂn then 1 have
dechined to play [or lum.

Having been kept ont of sgchool foot-
ball by the jealousy of certain persons—I
won't mention any nawes, bt f Wingate
docsn’t like that etatement, he con lump
t—1 peturally looked forward a good
deal to a game or two in the holidays.
Potter and Greene came home with me
for the vae. They are not much at footer,
though you play in the Form Eleven,
atd sometimes in the Firse Elevien, Their
siyle of play is quite differcnt from mine,
The fHirst thing 1 said whea we oot down
b Aunt Jucy's place was;

“Woe're poing to gt
TR A

Potter and Greene were apainst it
They ace not realy keen o fonter—reg)

suine  footey
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By HOR/ZCE COHRER:
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footer, T mean, not the kind of fumbling
that Wingate calls footer. But of course
I had my way. I make it a point to have
| my way. Although they were my gueste
for the vae, I was quite prepared to lick
t them if they gave me any rot, and 1 told
them so quite plainly. I always epeak
plainly; for I hefieva in it. Not that they
were offended: for Potter remarked at
the time that what he liked about me was
my imanners, and Green said that I re-
minded bim of Lord Chesterfield,

Well, I didn't lose any time. I was up
carly in the morning. Potter and Greene
were goig to slack in bed; but T seon
routed them out T told them plainly that
I wasn't going to have any slacking.
That's not my way.

Aunt Judy cottoned to the idea at
once. She knows a lot about footer ; she
likes to see me. play, and always under-
stands when I tell her about the fellowa
getting m my way and preventing me
scoring. Aunt Judy could give Wingate
a lot of tips about the game, if he only
knew it.  Wea had the goal-posts up that
m{;miuﬁ, and I kept Potter and Greene
pretty hard at practice. My idea was to
get an eleven together, and play the
village team, and bick them, of course, 1
told 'otter amd Green plainly that it was
goinzg to be [ooter all the time till we
had heked Gamder’'s Green Foothall Cluh,
They groused a good bit, but I lad my
WAY.

It wasn't so jolly casy to get an eleven
Ctowether, Several fellows I knew
wouldn’t play under my lead; there is a
lot of jealousy in footer. But I did it in
the long run, Aunt Judy kept open
house for iy [ricnds, and there was no
mid of tuck, and Potter says that that
hadd sowpething to do wish it but I don't
belleve anything of the sort. The chaps
juined my eleven simply because they
recogniscsd moome a fivst-rate skipper.
Some {ellows are boen 1o command,
don’t want to boast, of course, but in
fairness to myeelf 1 must say that I am
oue of that sort.

Well, we played Gander's Green one
Saturday afternoon, and, owing to Potter
gotting 10 10y way just as I was going to
score, they beat ve. 1 talked to Potter
jolly plainly about that. Ile said it was
my fault, and we had a bit of a row. Of
course, I wasn't going to take any of his
rot, after he had lost us the mateh.

The next week, when I was routing
thein out to practice, Greene said they
were fed up with footer. They wanted a
holiday. 1 told them plainly that until
we had Deaten Gander’s Green there
wasn't going to be any holiday., After
that, I told them, I'd be willing to give
feoter a rest, and we could have the
motor-car trips and so on. DBut 1t was
up to us to k;;:at Gander’'s Green, We
had a long jaw about it, and Potter said
lie was :]I'ﬁl:l_il' well going home, then! 1
told himi he could jolly well go home and
e blowed, if he liked |

But he came round. Potter isn't really
a bad ehap, only a hit obstinate, and a

0
rather poer f . Jb was agreed

Cne Penny. 17

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

HOW I WUN THE MATCH!

W

that we should keep up the focter until
we had beaten Gander's Green, and after
that it was to drop. Potter and Grecue
were quite cheerful ghout it; in facy, 1
often saw them laughing together, and
when I agked what was the joke, they
told me they wero laughing at the way
we were gomng to beat Gander’s Green.
I was glad to sca them taking it eo rip-
pingly, and it showed, too, that I wos
quite right to inaist en having my way.
They got very chummy with

Gander’'s (Creen  chaps, especially
Snooks. T had to eall them up to
time pretty sharply sometimes, [foz
m?ﬁllect-mg footer praetice to go about
with this chap 8nooks. 1 remcmber eno
day going down to 8nocke’ place te rout
them out, and Snocks was usin;, as 1
came up: * Well, I don’t mind, juet for
once, to please’ yon chaps, and T suppose
the fathead would never smell a rati”
Potter looked rather startled when he saw
me, I thought. I suppose it was on his

.conscience about missing the practice,

He explained that they were talkin
about a chap Snooks knew, who faocie
he could play footer,

“That's all very well,” I said. * But
this won't do, We've got to keep up
practice, and you've jolly wgll got 4o toe
the line,”

“We shall beat Gander’s Green nex*
Saturday,” Potter said. “I fcel it, My
idea 1s that, after licking them, we might
give the chaps a bit of a trecat. What
about taking the whole crowd along with
us for the mator-car picnic?”

I zaid it was a jolly good idea, but we
were jolly well going to beat them before
we wasted time on motor-car trips and
picnics,  * Dusiness first’ is my motto.
Bnooks was a good deal taken with the
idea of a day in the ear, and a whacking
picote, e said he'd be jolly glad to
arrange it with his friende, 1? f could
manage about an extra car. Of course,
thers was no difficulty about that. Aunt
Judy would have got a whole fleet of
motor-cars for the day if I'd asked her.
But 1 talked to Patter and Grecne pretty
plainly as we were going back.

“No more of this slacking,” 1 said
“It’s all right to be on pally terms with
‘our opponents—it’s sporting, But the

usiness in hand is to heat (lander’s
Green at footer, and that’s what we'vae
got to think about. And I tell you plainty
that if we don't beat Gander's Gireen on
Saturday, that motor run and that pienie
won't come off en Monday.”

f:fm:ml-:ﬂ is awfully keen on it,"” Greeno
R 1.

“1I said: “ Blow 8nocks |

Potter said: *“'We'll beat them all
right, This time we'll leave maost of the

ame to vou, Coker. You lock after tha

alves and thie backs as well as the front
line, and give a little help in goa) oeca:
sionally, and we ehall pull through.*

I must say that that was unusnall$
sensible of George Potter. Well, T gok
them to practice, ahyway, though T musk
say they slacked a good deal. When

Tur MacneET LieRarvy.—No. 473,
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Barurday came round, we went down to
Gander's Green, and found Bnooks and
his mon ready for ua  Queerly erough,
they were all talking about ti}nat motor
run and picunie, and secmed to be think.
ing more about that than the game. 1
suppose it was rather a treat for them.
They don't got much of that kind of
thing i Gander's Green. [ was rather
leased about it, as I thought it would

e a bit of consolation for the licking they
were going to get.

And they jolly well were licked, T can
tell you !

From the kick-off, the gome waa vight
in my hands. 1 played in my wsual all-
vound stvle., Wher the halves needed
help, [ was there to give it.  When the
backs were in danger, T was there to back
Eéem up. When the goalic loocked like

ing beaten, I dropped in to help him
out. My idea a8 that a good player's
place ia where he 13 feeded, and I acted
up to that.

The (ander's WOre

Green  foilows

laughing like anything all lhmuah the’

match, at the way Potler a reene
wero [umhlihg,' I supprec.  They did
fumble, there's no rnristake about that.
If I had not beon there, the team would
have cone to pieees, They were laughing
themselves, se I suppose they ocouid see
what asses they were.

Well, I don't want to swank, but 1
rauat tell the story of that mateh just as
it happened, m juastice to myself, 1 think
Grovivinis aarht to %&now, and if Wingate
veads this, be toay realize that he has
made a mistake in leaving rae out of the
First FEleven., Approarhed properly, I
should be willing to let bygones be by-

ones, arnd take a place n the First
Eleven.

I simply walked over Gander's Geeen,
They couldn't stand up against me, If
they had been doing 1t on purpose, they
couldu’t have given me better chances,
The goalic yas simply nowhere. Eome-
timea he waa lasghing so much at Potter
atd Greevo that he nover even tried to
srop the buall,

In the Gest half, T scored four goals—to

nil. In t|:|-“ﬂ sevond half, T added five
more, aid Coander's Green nover even
broke their duck., When the whistle

went, T was fooline a bit tired, LEut 1
could ‘have gone on seoring. Nine goals

to nil, how:s v, owas a pretty good total. |

Bnooks fook ot bke a real aportaman.
Heo told me thot only .a fellow Like mysell
eould have wonr a mateh like that. .

Che Mlossdar we had the motor drive
and che pienie, and all the Gander's
Green fellows came, and they enjoyed
themselves no end, There was o gorgeous
spread, whick must have cest Aunt Judy
pounds and pounds. T was jolly glad to
sea Snooks and the rest enjoying them-
pelves after licking them., I believe it
was Potice’s dea, v the first place, to
bring them, aod [ must say it was very
thoughtful of Potter. About the way 1
won the mateh, Pottes and Grecne were
there, ol they can say whether T have
exaggoratad in the slightest degree. Tt
awas aimeply my mateh Frong start to finish.,

THE EXD.

C [Authe's Note,—The cheaky vung ass
who ediitrs chis paper has tuken the hib-
berty of altering the speling. This is puer
cheal, viucl might be expeckied of a
Kid o the Hemove, T wish it to be dys-
Jinetly anderstood that the speling is noti
e, Allso, it 14 a shear libel to hind
that Potter and Snock wece hand-in-
ELH to spoct me ov v that mateh., The
hole thine was perfecktdy genuwine,—H.
Cokea.)

(Fditor's Nate.—We doi't thinlk )

Piriniod and P!thiﬂm-ﬂ weskle

Ay L3 Aumbraclald . Wocdoo B

GREAT “HERALD”
SCO0P !

The Truth About Julins Caesar.

Vivid Character Skeiches ol the First
Emperors of Rome,

Emperor Vitellius Gives the Knock to
William G. Bunter by Spending £7,000,000
Tuck~Money in Four Months.

J. Casar Gels a Eit of Fis Own Back on
the Greek Firates,

Casar Gives Fomp. the Knock-out at
Pharsalia, B.C. 48.

Nurder o J. Casar, All the Horrible
Details.
=pecially Contrituted to the *“ Greylriars
Herald ™ from the niost Authentic Records,
by our Erilliant Correspondent,
CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
(Upper Fourth).

OST chaps tlunk that Julius

M Cesar was just an awful rotter

who wrote books to worry us

chaps at school, and to get us

kept in when we want to get to the play-
ing-ficlds,

This is not so. Julius Cesar, besides

writing books, wgs a sort of Roman

Kitchener,
Caius  Julivs Cesar was his  real
name. The name of Cesar was given

to the Julinn family at Rowme, cither
because one of them kept an elephant,
winch bears the same name 1 the Punic
or Carthaginian fongue, or because one
Was Hmrn with a thick head of hair,
something like Mark Linlay's. (I mean
that the hair was thick, not the head.
Of courze, Linley’s got a first-rate head-
picce !} This name was afterwards given
to the other Homan emperors who
followed C. J. Ceesar.

ROYAL ROMAN ROTTERS.

These were Augrustus, Tiberius, Cali
gula—an awful rotter—Claudive Nero—

another rotter—Galba and Otho—both
m’tters—‘-f'ih-llius—whn was a sort of
Willium  George  Bunter—Vespasian-—-

who was rather a decent sort of Johnny
—Titus, who was a tervific nut, and
Domitian, who was n perfectly putridd
rotter,

There is noihicg very particular about
thiz atring of cld jussers, except that
William George Dunter would perhups
e interceted te hear  that d':‘iteli:'us
grubbed largely four or five tinies a day.
and that the whele of the Meditervancan

Senw  and ity shores were  diligently
scarebed to poosvide  delicacies for  the
cmpercr’'s  table He  epent soven

million pounds in feur months cn grub;
and, at a dinner he gave his hother
Luctas, there were twe thousand disles
of fish and seven thoveand dishes of fowl
on tho table !

Mother Mimbic's would have been of
no us=e to Vitellius, Ho could eat cot
any tuckshop before breakfast; and
Jesophus, who was a sort of histery-
writing  jolinny of those davs, justly
obsesves that if Vitelliue had lived long
enough, he weould have eaten vp the
whole Roman Empire.

JULIUS PINCHED BY GREEK
PIRATES,

But let va get back to Julivs Ciesar.

Wheir he was quite a young chap, e
went to finish lus studies ot Rbodes,  On
Lis way he was seized by piestes, who

the Progricdiors at The Flestws o Heas<s, Tarringdor Sireet, London, Brghind
Melbovrs - :
L“l_!-l"l, Pive e el J.l:lh_“ i ._'|-\.|1:‘|qu'

Bydoey, Adeinide, Brichane, and wWalliogiogn
Baturday, Mar:h ir

— i,

N7
v 1D

offered to lot him go for thirty talents.

I don't want to be swauky about
I{:mwm% all this, but thirty talents, in
those days, was exactly ~£5812 10s.

Cmsar secmed to- think himself worth
more than this, for he gave the pirates
forty talents, or £7,750, for his liberty.

But he soon got hiz own back, for he
fitted out a ship, and captured the
pirates, and ecrueified themr alll. 8o he
probably made a bit out of the deal, as
they must have had other rane-
in hand.

He was not much more than a kid at
the time., So he must have been some
knut, even in those early davs,

When (. J, Cesar had finished hig

education, and had passed out of the
Upper Sixth at the Rhodes Granunar
School, he got 4 job in the Roman Civil
Serviee, where he soon proved himee'f
a pie-hot bor,
_ After wearly geteng the posl from Qs
job several times for cheek, they got rid
of him by fiudivg him a job in Spain,
where the nut: come from, and whoere
they grow the oranges that W. G.
Bunter as so fond of.

He did all vight in Span. 8o he got
transfecred to Gaul, which is now called
La Belle Frauce. "Here he  started

utting up trouble for future generations

writing his first hook on his wars,
which was called * I Bello Gallico: or,
All About the Fremch War” It was
originally publislicd in Rome in parts,
with a Landsome ~oloured plate given
away it cacl issie, prica apns lbella per
part, or 3id., our roney,

=

CLOSE SHAVE FOR JULIUS.

{Imnur nearly lost tlus bouk when lida
ship sank in the Bay of Alexandria, an
he was obliged to swim for his life, with
his sword 1 one hand and his manu
script i the othey,

Every schoolboy often wishes he had

dropped the book and stuck to  the
sword. Bur they must it growl about
Alexandria. There were about fifty

books of Enclid stowsd up there when
the Caliph (tmar Luorned the big library,
which: had bven stored up there by the
Ptolemies, those silly jugginses that vou
see dodging arcurd on Egvptian monu.
ments, They kept i fee burning six
months with those books, to keep 4,000
hot bachs woics for the publie conveni
ence. Wiveh .3 the best bit of work
ever dene f{or 1o British schoolboy.

When they eoad this article, Greyfriars
will doubtless call & riass meeting and
E&:-‘:f a hearty vote of thanks to the

aliph Owiae for burcing up all this
tos] |

But to return to Julius Cesar.

From Gaul this great general invaded
Britain, He did net do voueh haem, for
the Ancient Britsins were a beastly o
who lived in caves, and erained them-
selves Dlve instead of washing, just as
the fags 10 the Third cover themaelives
with copving-ink penctl to  hide  the
watoer-mark cn their necks,

e also overcame the Liermans, wha
were a dirty lot of dogs in those dava,
just as they are to-day. The: were talk-
g abeut chew kualtur, b J. Cesor
gare them a push in the neck, which
they did vot forsét for many veurs,

Then Cwsar {1l out with Pompey, lis
sofi--law, who vanted to ger L the
push frore bis juhy,  He entered [rals s,

eroszing  the Hubwon, whieh was o
boundary of his provinee,

Urossing the Robicon has » ou Loreegs
a hgure of apecch, Williane 20 Boarer
crasees e Ralieon every e e =ila

fContinued on page 20.)

Anharription, T4, Der anidty

s Eputh Abrews: The sutrel Nawo Azs o~ 1.4



No. 473.

THE ‘" MAGNET" PORTRAIT GALLERY OF READERS. 19

A LOYAL READER,
Blackheath, S:E.

E. FORD,
Paddington.,

T. FULLER,
Southport.

R. GILLAM,
MelBourne,

Sunderland.

W. J. DAVIDSON,
co. Down,

A LOYAL
READER.

AN ENFIELD
READER.

T 2 .m. : >
A 54
B. BARNETT, P. GRIMSHAW, W. DANIELS,
Stepney. H.M.S. Gloucester. Abertillery.

C. PIPPETT,
Devonshire,

H. HOFFMAN,
Stepuey.

ONE OF THE
ENUTS.

Winnipeg, Canaila.

A BTAUNCH
SUPPORTER.

W. E. CLEMENTSGN,
Gateshead.

=

R |
JAMES 8. POTTS,
Sunderland,

D. TAYLOR,
Herts.

A STAUNCH
SUPPORTER.

G. SUTTON,
A Staunch Render.

A LOYAL
READER.

J. G. CLEMENTSON,
Gateshead,




[}

20

B o g 1 e B e § 5 e W s

TT‘H_E‘ GREYFRIARS HERALD,

! (Continued from page 18.)

P i-‘il"li‘ll“‘lmﬂl"hﬂ*

his eighth douglinut. That means that, |
having 'hn‘g‘lﬁud-oi ht doughnuts,. he can't
go back till he has finished the dozoo.
‘Ceesar beat Poripey at the Battle of
Pharsalia, and Pompey bunked to
‘Egypt. But with the help of the Boy
'Scouts, Cesar tracked him, and slew
him, <and thus became the undizputcd
Empéror of Rome.
 Bab 'somo of his erowd thought he was
too ‘amibitious, ahd ‘conspired - against
him. - They waited for him 1n the Senate,
or the ouses of Parliament, and
stabbed him. A chap ealled Casca gave
him the first stab, and Cefir tried to
?ut ? a fight. But when he saw his old
riecnd DBrutus in the gang—dear old
Brutus, who used to shure the same study
with himn at scheol in Rhodes!--las
mighty heart burst. He wrapp:d his
mantle over his face, and excliiming:
Y“Et tu, Brute!"—which means: O,

ou Dbrute!”—fell at the base of
g{ilp{&j'n statue, which ran blood-all the
whnlic,

(Editorial Note.—Poor old Temple !
Ceesar scems to be a big trouble to him.
We in the Remove fancied his Worme had
ot further  on than Caius Julins—we
1ave, though we are supposed to hbe
junior to them, But it locks as though
they had been put back—and I dare say
their- Form-maszter knows best!)

THE MISSING MOKE.
An Adventur: of Herlozk Sholres.
I ing Moke, the masterly handling
of which by Herlock B8holmes
earned my amazing friend the undying
gratitude of William Sikes, Fsq.

Tiul¥; in few of the cascs handled by
Sholmes has his genius shone_more con-
gepicupusly, It has caused a prejudice
against my oamazing friend to exist in
the Knackers’ Depurtment of the Pipe-
clay Office, but to that Sholmes is In-
different. The recovery of the murh-
prized anmimal brought jov to a humble
home, and_that waz enough for Sholmoes.

Mr. Willitamn Sikes was shown into
our sittinr-room at Shaker SBtreet one
morntng Jurinp; the early months of the
war., Ho was looking deeply troubled.

“Which I ’ope vou'll hexcuse me, Mr
Sholmes,” he soid, “but I'll take my
davy you're the ouly cove wot can 'elp
ime e thiz "ere fic”

“Pray be scatod;” said Sholmes. “ Lot
mic have a fow detuils, You ean speak
Quite freely before my friend Dr. Jot-
gon.

“It's nbout the moke, «ie,” gaid Mre.
Akcds almost tearfally,  “ Neddy, T ealls
iin, T The best friend I've got, sic, He
pulls the barrer, and wot 1 shell do
without "trabeats me,”

S Yoir dutiicy hed disappeared 1

“That = 1t, sir. It ‘appened like this
o, T'd been on a long ' round, and |
.‘-HJE!]H‘IJ at Shl:-}l!t':'f. 1'd sold all th-
Lunanas, and T stonped there for & rest,
and I -let Neddy loose om the eommon.
When T came ont of the Poal o Bolls
there was the barver safe and sound, but
Neddy had wanished, "Igh and low 1
'anted for Niuddy, sir, but he had 'i.\'a,;r]-{
1shed,  Ho'd been stolon,”

Herlock Sholmes made pencil-neles on
Liis enff.

“Ihd  you observe . any  suspieicues

L
HAVE already referred in  these
chroniecles to the case of the Miss-

FHE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“MNot as I knows on, sir. There's a
-camp close at 'and, and the gents of the
Knackers" Department 'ave their 'ead-
quartors there., Thoey're there to buy up
'ur.‘.-‘.-‘:’i for the Knzckers' Department, you
S0,

“The common is an =unfrequented
spotI” _
“Nothin’ there oxceptin’ the ’orses

bought up for the Pipeclay Oice, Mr.
Shalmes., There was lots of them lyin’
about till they could be carried away.”

“Aro thoe horses still there, Mr.
Sllcr_'-g?"'
“INo, sir. They've been tock into the

‘camp row to be doctored.”

“At what time did your meke dis-
appear, Mr. Sikes?"*

“Yestorday arternoon, sir.”

“Hm!" Herlock Sholmes took a
draught of cocaine, and lighted his pipe.
“Have you a photograph of the missing

animal, Mr. Sikes?™ k
““'Ere you are, sir. Took on Derby
Day n year ago,” said Mr. Sikes, with a
sigh.

Sholmes glanerd serutimisingly at the
photograph.
attached to a barrow in which several
ladies and gentlemen were seated. Tho
denkey's head was adorned with flowers,
and its forelegs with a pair of somewhat
shabby trousers. The photograph had
evidently been taken upon a festive
occasion,

“1 shall know this donkey again,” said
Herlock Sholmes thoughttully..  *You
may leave the case in my hands, Mr.
Sikes. Call here again this afternoon,
and I may have news for vou.” .

Mr. BSikes left us, ‘and 1 loocked
curiously at Flerlock -S8holmes.

“ A strange casc, Jotzon,” he remarked,
“I hope we shall be able to recover the
missing moke—what §"

“It does not scemn an easy task,” T
replied, “Thero appears to be no clue
to the animal's whereabouts ™

Sholmes smiled.

*You have heard the details Mr. Sikes
rave me, Jotson. You have studied my
methods, yvet you do not see a clue *®

*1 confess T do not, Sholmes. The
dunliay has undoubtedly been stolen

“Very probably.™

“I see no elue io the thief, Sholmes.”
~ "A clue to the thief, Jotson, is not so
important as a clbe to the donkev,” said
Herlock Sholmes  “It is the missing
moke that Mr, Sikes wishes to find.”

“True! But I do not soe—"

® Neither would Seotland Yard see, if
Mr. Sikes had token the case there™
similed Sholmes,  “Alv dear fellow, the
officinls of the Knackers' Department of
the Pipeclay Office were on the spot
buying horses for the troops.”

*T do not .see  the - conncetion,
Sholmes.”?

Herlock Bholmes rose.

“I must leave yon now, Joteon, No.
don’t trouble to come with e, Go and
ser your patients, my dear fellpw. ™

“You are going -—-"

“Tn Sluzbley. ™

“To the common —%

“*No: to the headouarters of the buver
for the Pipeclay Offige "

Without anothep waol Herlock
Sholmes hurried awav, leaving me in o
state of the most profoand astonislonent.

M

1T
R. SIKES veturned sarly in the
satd,  “Hat vou may rely upen my
aenzing fricrd, Mre, Sikes, e bus had

afternoon, whiln 1T was  still
waitineg for Herloek Sholmies.

groat and varted exveriomn 1 dealing

with asses,

characters 1 the neighbonrchaod 77

Mre. Sikes shook his heed,
3]

into every Guovernpent department in
the kipgdom.

: e
|w I- M I}
2 %ﬁhcsmurg,;;
Kb e

It reprezented a donkey-

“Hhoulmes is still absent,” T

His I.r."'-.'if‘l'.b.‘iil..ﬂ] has bod him |

A little later there was a sound of
clattering hoofs, and loud cheering came
from. the street. We rushed to“the
window,

A crowd had gathered, and we soon
saw the reason., Herlock 8holmes had
returned. He was métnted upon &
donkey, and with that playful humour
which was one of the outstanding traits
of his remarkable character, he was
geated with his face to the tail.. His
arrival caused intense interest.among the
more  youthful habitues of Bhake-

Mr. Sik d

r. Bikes gaaped,

“Neddy 1" ILE exclaimed.

Mr: 8ikes rushed from  the room,
dropping, unheeded, his clay pipe in
his delight.

Sholmes dismounted at the door, and
it was pleasant to see the satisfpction

in Mr, B8ikes' honest, if somewhat
gruﬁlb:,r, countenance as he led away the
moke,

I turned to the door as Bholmes
entered, smiling,

“Bholmes ! You have found the miss-
ing moke !”

“Bo it appears, Jotson,” said Shelmes.
“Rather a dramatie eclimazx, - my. dear
fellow-—what? You know my love of
cffect,”

He rolled the cask of eocaine fromn

the eorner, and sank into his chair.

“Bholmes,” 1 ‘exclaimed, “1 am
-amazed !”

* As usual, Jotson.”

“As usual, Sholmes. Before you

reduce yourself to a comatose condition,
my dear Sholmes, pray explain.”

Sholmes smiled, and Iaid down the
hypodermic syririge.  He lighted a
couple of pipes, and blew out two clouds
of smake,

“My dear Jotson, it was simple -
elementary, in fart. Mr, Sikes, as he
told us, let loose his donkey on Slushléy
Common. It was purloined as it fed on
the herbage amid.the equine wreeks pur-
chased for the Pipeclay Department.®

“But how —*

“Consider, my dear Jotson, the pro-
bable motive of the thief. Naturally he
would wish to dispose of his plunder as
quickly as possible, at » profic.”

“True. But—"
“For that reasen, Jotson, I paid my
visit to the office of the Knackers'

Department at Slushley. Upon showing
my card. T-was permitied to look over
the horses now undergoing renovation.

“1 do not ses— "

Herlook Sholmes smiled.

“Among them [ found Neddy, as 1
expected.  Having his photograph, 1
was easily able to identify him. even to
the satisfaction of Me. Evidently
(ireeme, the buyer for the Pipeclay
Office. As I suspected, he had been
palmed off ns a horse upon the profes
siontl buver for the Pipeclay Office.”

“Sholmes !®

“Myr, Evidently Greene, of course, is
very slightly acquainted with animals;
and his  vision, too, 13 somewhat
obatructed by his eveglass,” explained
Sholmes. * His u=unl system, in buying
a horze for the Pipeclay Dopartment, is
to connt its legs 1in order to assure him
self that it is a horse.  When Neddy was
bronght to him he followed his usnal
svatem, nnd, having asceortained that
there was a leg at each corner, he did
not doult that the animal was a suitable
purcliase for the Knackers’ Departmoent
of the Pipeclay Office, It was with some
diflienity that I convineed him  that
Neddy was, in point of fact, a donkey
and he parted with the animal very un-
willinaly, Huowever. 1 gained my point,
| thoueh T feur,” added Sholmes, with o
sivile, *that after this T shall not be
‘mersona geata’  at the  Pipeclay

| Offive *

8§
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