“PROUT’S LOVELY BLACK EYE!”

This week’s sensational story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.
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YOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO .. ..

Hlere your Editor in pleascd to ansier quesfions awd dise

interest.

Write to him : Editor of the '* Magnet,”’ The

ki

start experimenting in the
passage of Fieetway House,
80 I tried to work it out on
paper. As far ga I aah ses,
tho second 8 should be
7% ft. wid‘;?aw ich would
allow the ladder to go round
on the level. Of course, 'if
‘the ladder was tilted, it
could go into en even
narrower passage. However,
my chum said nothing
about the - height of the
aange. ~Obviouwsly, ;g
passs) wae over
ft. high, stgla ladder: could
be carried round the eorner
upright in the space of ‘a

L 4

L

Fleetway louse, Farringdon Street, E.C.4. A stampeil and addressed

will

HAVE received a letter this week
I from “ A Loyal Magnetite,” who
asks me for information rogarding
the ill-fated liner Titanic, the
sinking of which horrified the whole
civilised world over eighteen years sngo,
and which was recently wsed as t
subject of a British talking Picture. He
nsks if there is another liner as big aa she
was. Yes, up to the time of writing therc
nre five ships larger than the Titanic waa.
Her groes tonnage waa 46,328, whereas tho
resent Majestic is 10,300 tons greater.
Eut the Titanic was the largest vessel in
the world at the time she met with disaster,
which was April 16th, 1012, Sho earried
2,224 people aboard her, including the
crew, and when she hit an iceborg and
eank, no fewer than 1,613 people werg
drowned. ;

She was commanded by Captoin Smith,
and was sunk in such déep water that
ealvage was impossible. She was on her
maiden voyage from Southampton to
New Yark at the time, and belonged to
the White Star Line. I trust this is-the
information my chum requires.

Incidentally, whoover made the film,
doesn't spparently know

HOW A SHIP SINKS.
For instance, the film shows the bridge
under water while, at the same time, the
boat deck wea not completely covered,
and the ship was shown as settling down
on what was proctically an even keel.
Actually a ship, when sho is sinking in
deep water, tilts up to a tremendous
angle, and often stands almost vertieally
for n fraction of a second before ghe takea
her last swift slide under the surface,
8o, you see, there is not much chance of
egeape for anyone left on board at the
time. Furthermore, a sinking ship creates
a tremendous vortex which drags down
everything within reach, so that even the
strongest of swimmers have no hope of
getting clear. Only those who have seen
a ship sink under such conditions can have
8 clear ides of the torrible catastrophe

involved,
W Liverpool, asks me what are
the average and the greatest
depths of the ocean. The greatest depth
is 32,080 ft. in the Pavific, off Mindanao.
The mean depths of all the seas of the
world is over 12,000 ft., while the mean
height of the surface of the land above
sea level i only 2,300 ft,

The next letter in my mail-bag comes
fromn a girl reader, who livea at Bath, and
eends me a most intercsting account of
her home city. Miss Lorna Williams—
that is her name—tells me that she prefers
the MaGcNET to any girls’ paper, and I
don't blame her, In foct, she says

HILE we arc on nhout the sea,
“ A Reoader,” who hails from

ensurc a reply.

50. many eomplimentary things about
our paper that I haven't quite got over
my blushea |

Anyway, Lorna doesn’t think that
boys ore conceited! BShe says that the
average boy is too fond of & good joke te
think too muech about him-e?f. Thanks,
Lorna! I am sure my boy chums will be
glad to know that they have a champion
amongst girls! I enjoyed your letter
immonsely, I know myseH whas &
beautiful old-world city Bath is, for I
havo spent many happy houes there,

I have received & letter thia wesk from

AN AMBITIOUS READER

who wants to becoms an electrical engineer,

This is & highly skilled and ioal
calling, and it depends entirely upon m

chum’ himeelf as to what ition he wi

rcach in his work. Frank Phillips, the
chum in question, hails from Llanelly,
and ha should.immediately get into touch
with tho nearest technical school in his
neighhourhood. They will be pleased to
give him full particulavs of the coursea he
must study, and the cost of tuition.
After that, of course, he must stick m at
his work end learn as much as he can, for
it depends upon his aptitude and hia
ability whether he advances or remains
in the lower grades, A hard-working,
painstaking chap ean make a big success

of himself in this line.
j deserves the first-closs pocket knife
which I have sent to SBidney Keight,
of 39, Maidstone Road, Handsworth,
Birmingham, who submitted it.

PASSING THE COMPLIMENT !

Judge : ‘* Speeding, eh?
Py How many times have you
i been in front of

me ?*
- Motorist:
“ ‘ Never, your
honour. I've
often tried to pass you, but
my car will only do fifty ! *

—

UST while T get a breather, have a
chuckle at this joke, which well

[

Now we'll return to John Hinchy, of
Cork, who sets me the following puzszler ;
A man walks along n passage which is
15 it. wide, and carries n ladder which
ia 30 ft. Jong. A second passage opens
off at right angles, and the man has to
negotiate the ladder around the corner.
What is the minimum width of the
gecond passage !

I must confess that this got me guessing !
However, I didn't feel like going out to
borrow a thirty-foot ladder and then

r of g
Press, Lid.,
envelo

b

| ]I))ick it up until

few inches !
Here is an interesting
yarn I came ncroes the other
day. Would you believe
that this eu;mldY happen ?

A FLEET OF SHIPS CAFTURED BY
CAVALRY !

On the face of it, it looks ridiculous—yet it
aetually pccurred ! This was when France.
and the Netherlanda were at war, and
the entite Dutch fleet were in. the Zdyder
Zse. It was a very hard winter, and
before the flast could set sail the Zuydetr
Zew was frozen over, and the ships wern
hold fast. A number of French Husasars
come slong, and, although the warships
were powerful, they could not be moved,
The cavalry charged and finally captured
the fleet in what was surely the most
amazing naval battle in history!

pe

——

By the. way, let me put you wike to the
fact that botll the ' Holidoy Annual ”’ and
the * Popular Book of Boy's Stories™ ere
selling like hot cakes, Order your copies

before it's too late |
J Miss Y. §. Olen, of B, Bradstook
Reoad, B. Hackney, E.0. BShe's got

UST to finish uﬁ. read this clever
limerick which has been sent in by

a gplendid leather pocket wallot for it—
m:ip I don't want you to forget that I've

atill got ty of wallots left for those
who se along good limericks I
One day Harry Wharion & Co.

On s plenle werg planming te go.
While the tuck was disoussed,
To the keyhole was thruss

A fat sar—Bunter’s first ia the kmow !

There's a treat in store for you next
wook, chums! Frank Richards has
written one of the best yarna that have
ever come from his pen. It's entitled:

‘“ WHO PUNCHED PROUT? "
and is the sequel to the yarn appearing
in this issue. It will keep you chuckling
—and interestod—f{rom the time you
ou put it down again.

on't forget to lot me know what you
think of Frank Richerd's lntest yerns
when next you write to me;

Let me know, too, what you think of
our great soccer serial: ' UP, THE
ROVERS | ”

Parzonally, I think that every yam
John Brearley writes is finer than the
last, and thie latest yarn of his ie every.
thi you could wish for., There'll
another ' Greyfriars Herald " next week,
to say nothing of * Old Ref's™ weekly
talk and another snappy pecem by the
Greyfriars rhymester, )

If you've got guestions you want to
ask, send them along and I'll deal with
them in due course in this litile weskly

chat of mins,
YOUR EDITOR.

TOPPING PRIZES
WAITING TO BE WON!

Send along your joke or your Greyfriara limerick—or both—and win
our useful prizes of pocket wallefs and Sheffield steel penknives. Al efforis
to be sent to: clo MAGNET, 5_, Carmelite Strect, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).



WANTED ; ONE POUND OF STEAK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Mistake in the Fog !

I1 thick, isn't it?” gasped Bob
erry.
“The thickfulness is

terrific !”
together !

‘B
' Keep
Wharton.
It was thick; there was no doubt
about that,

The for had rolled in from the sea,
and it covered Greyfriars
like a blanket. It was misty
in the House, whers many
lights burned, though it was
not vet sunset. In the old
guadrangle it was more than
misty. It was almost like

said Harry

so%p. L.
ellows coming in had to
feel and grope %heir way by
paths, well known at other
times, now dim and strange,
Most of the fellows were in-
doors; but those who had
been out when the fog rolled
inland had to get in somehow. Among
them were Harry Wharton & Co., of the
Remove.

The Famous Five groped in at the
gates, and oaught a glimmer of light
from Gosling’s lodge. To Eet to the
House from that point ought to have
been easy, for they knew every inch of
the way; in fact, they would have ex-

ted to be able to find their way
lindfold. Now, however, they were
practioally blindfold in the fog, and
found that they counldn’t.

They slowed down when the glimmer
from Gosling's lodge vanished, and
round them was nothing but dim fog,

| &S

“Btick to this path,” said Johnny

Bull, “If we llget off it, goodness knows
where we ghall arrive!”

“I'll be jolly glad to arrive some-
where,” said I'rank Nugent, “Hark!
There's somebody !” .

A sound of snorting, not unlike the
blowing of a grampus, came through
the fog. It was quite near the juniors,
but they could not sce the gentleman
who snorted. But they guessed who it

was,

SENSATION ! Prout’s got a black eye
It’s a beautiful shade of art blue !
Now somebody’s punched him, oh, my !
He’s ashamed to emerge into view,
Who could now have biffed poor old Prout ?.
Frank Richards will tell you the eculprit;
In this sparkling yarn he’ll let out
The secret ; read on—it’s well worth it !

“That's Prout!” said Bob Cherry.
“I'd know his snort anywhere! He's
lost in the jolly old fog,”

' Bless my soul ¥ enme the voice of Mr,
Prout, the master of the Fifth Form at
Greyfriars. * Goodness gracious! This
is—is unparalleled ! CGroooh !

“This way, sir!" called out Harry

Wharton.

“What—what? Who is that?”

“Wharton, sir! This way to the
House {*

A portly fizure loomed u’%. Mr.
Prout, in eoat and hat. puffing and
blowing, dawned on the Removites,
Even olose at hand they could moalw

A Roaring Long Complete

Tale of Harry Wharton &

Co., the cheery chums of
Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

HIEETHHT T TR

him out but dimly. Prout peered at
them in the fog,

“Oh! Ahl Is that the way to the
House? This detestable fog came on so
suddenly. Groooogh!” Prout coughed,
puffed, and blew. “I believe I have
quite lost my bearings. Grooh!”

“Keep with us, eir!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Are you sure you arc right?* asked

Mr. Prout. “I fancy you are going
towards the chapel! = Grooogh! Can
you sce the lights of the House,
Wharton "

“No, sir1”

“I think you are going in the wrong
direction. You had betler follow me,”
said Prout. “This you—this way,”

The portly Gigwe vanished in the fog
again.

Harry Wharton & Co, did not follow.

They were absolutely certain that thev
were heading for the House; but they
were pretty sure that Prout wasn’t.
. “Keep on!” murmured Bob, “I be.
liove Prout's heading for the Cloisters.
His body will be found in the morning,
Come on |*

The juniors chuekled, and kept on.

ump |

:Ow " roared Johnny Bull,

What the thump—"

“I've run into some silly ass! Ow!
Oh, my hat! It's & tree! Ow!”
Johnny Bull rubbed his nose ruefully.

“Hurt?” asked Nugent.

“Ow! No! I'm doing a song and
dance just for amusement!” answered
Johnny Bull, with withering sarcasm.

"0\;; ow! Wow! My nosel
ow

“Keep to the path!” said
Bob. “My hat! I believe
we're off the path!” Hoe
stooped and groped. “We'ra
treading on grass|”

“Must be mear the foun-
tain, then,” said Nugent.

“The B8ixth Form green,
more likely.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“0 whero and O where ean
we be?” sang Bob Cherry.
The fog did not seem to have
any depressing effect on Bob's
exuberant spirits,

“Hold on!” said Wharton. * Detter
stop till we get our bearings. Perhaps
Prout was right, after all., Shout, and
somebody may hear us.”

“Faney being lost in our own giddy
quad!" said Bob Cherry., “This is
some fog, and no mistake! A London
particular is & joketo it.”

“*Shout !” said Harry.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob.
His voice boomed and —echoed in the
masses of fog.
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“Hallo!” ecame back an answering
voice, among unnumbered echoes,

"Ti:lﬂt’a Coker's toot!” said Johnny
Bull. *That's Coker of the Fifthl Ob,
my nose ! Owl"

“Hallo, kallo, hallo, Coker |” shouted
Bob,

" Hallo I

Coker of the Fifth loomed up. Thp
hig Fifth-Former peered at the juniors
and grinned.

“Lost 7 he asked.

“The lostfulness 1is terrifie, mYy
esteeemed Coker!” annswered Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh.
Coker chuckled.

“Just like you =gilly kids!” he
remarked.

“Well, you're lost, tool” snapped
Bob, . . _

“"Don't you believe it!" said Coker
disdainfully, “ When I lose my way in

a fog, you can use my head for a
football.”

“ Anybody got any use for a wooden
football 7 asked Bob,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Don't be cheeky ! said Coker, frown-
ing. “I've a jolly good mind to leave
you hera to wander about till morning.”

“If you know the way——" &aid
Harry.

“Of course I know the way, you young
asa ! was going straight for the
House when I heard you calling.”

Cokey spoke positively, But his posi-
tiveness did not quite carry conviction,
Coker always was positive, whether
in the n%ht or in the wrong. And
generally he was in the wrong.

“Look here! Are you sure!” asked
Nugent.

“Don't be an aes !”

“ Look here, Colkor——" gnid Bob.

“Don’t be a fooll”

“My esteemed Coker——"

“Bhut upl!” said Coker. “I’ll see
vou thmugﬂ. It's up to a Fifth Form
man to look after a mob of silly fags
i aupﬁose Follow me! I tell you I
can take you straight to the House.”

“When the blind lead the blind, both
cshall fall into the ditchl!” quoted
Nugent.

“Don’t be an idiot! Come on!”

“But——" said Harry dubiously.

Coker snorted. ' .

“8tay there, if you like,” he =aid.
“But if you've sense el}aug"hl to follow
me, I'll take you straight in. This
way I”

Coker marched off. Harry Wharton
& Co., after a momentary hesitation,
followed him. As they were completely
at a loss, it did not matter much
whether they followed Coker, or groped
away by themsaves,

“May as well,” said Harry. “Keep
the silly ass in sight.”

_And Coker's burly form was kept in
sight. Coker strode ahead without hesi-
tation. Coker's confidence in himself
was unbounded. It always was.

Several long minutes elapsed, and the
House did not come in sight. More
minutes followed them. 'The juniors
had had time to cross the quad twice
over, and etill the House remained un-
seen. HEwvidently 1t was a case of the
blind leading the blind.

“Look here, Coker——* began Bobh.

*8hut up, Cherry !” came over Coker’s
shoulder.

"Where the thump are you leading
us 1 demanded Wharton.

“Don’t jaw, Wharton. Stick to me !”

“You silly ass!'’ roared Jchnny Bull,
“You're just wandering round the quad’
and we're wandering after you."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a
light I'"" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

TrE Migxer Lirary.—No. 1,187,
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“What did I tell you !" gneered Coker
contemptuonaly. * Yon silly fags would
have wandered about till morning |
Follow on, and shut u];.”

 There was a dim yellow glimmer of
light through the dense fog. Horace
Coker marched on triumphantly to-
wards it Harry Wharton & Co. fol-
lowed him. And they arrived at a little
diamond-paned window from which the
light glimmered ; and Coker balted, and
ejacnlated :

“ My hat |

It was the window of Gesling's lodge.
The party, after their wanderings, had
arrived at the gates again !

“My hat!”’ repeated Horsce Coker
blankly. He was quite surprised by this
result.

"You—you—you frabjous owl!"”
ejaculated Johnny Bull, “"You'va
brought us back to the gatos—?"

“You've led us all round the quad

fnﬂ 1111’7«:1-1:&'1mg':——'’ roared Baob. i %
oU—yOU—yall ' gaspe arr

'1r'-;"1n':urtf;:rn.:F'F T e v

“Hold your tongue, Wharton! I
don’t want any cheek! T've got my
bearings now,”” said Coker. Coker did
not exactly say so, but he left it to be
inferred that he had deliberately headed
for the gates, in order to get his bear-
mgs. Horace Coker was not the man to
adimt te having made a mistake,
especially to a mob of cheeky fags.
“ Now, etick to me——""

* Stick to you I’ ejaculated Wharton.

"lYea, and I'll see you through. Come
ﬂ-ﬂ Tx

The Famous Five glared at Coker.
For nearly ten minutes they had fol-
lowed him through dense and clammy
fog, and he had led them back to their
starting -point. Coker, with un-
diminished self-confidence, was prepared
to lead them again—mo doubt with a
similar result. But the chums of the
Pemove had had enough of Coker's

guidance,

“Don't hang about there,”” nmaid
Coker, peering at them impatiently.
“Just hold your silly tongues, don't
cackle, and follow me. This way!"

“Oh, bump him ! exclaimed Nugent.

“What—my hat—hands off ! Why, I
~—I—T'll—-"" roared Coker, as the
exasperated five collared him. “Leggo!
Why, I’'ll emash youl I’ll spifiicate
you! I'll—I'll— Yaroooocoooop "

Coker was a hefty fellow, as hefty na
any man in the Fifth. He was pre-
pared, at any time, to mop up any
number of Lower Fourth fags. Never-
theless, Coker proved quite powerless in
five pairs of exasperated hands, Greatly
to his surprise, and still more to his
wrath, Coker was up-ended, and he
came down on the hard, unsympathetioc
ground with a heavy bump.

_ Coker’s yell rang over the quad, echo-
ing far and wide in the fog.

*Give him another !"” gasped Bob.

Bump !

“Whoooop !"" roared Coker.

Horace Coker sprawled and roared.
The chums of the Remove left him
sprawling and roaring, and disappeared
in the fog.

“Ow! Ow!l Ooocoooch!” pasped
Coker, sitting up dazedly. “I'll sinash
'em ! I'll pulverise 'em! I'll—T'll—"

Words failed Coker. He scrambled to
his feet, clenched his big fists, and

lared round in the fog for the juniors,

engeance was what Coker wanted, and
he wanted it bad. Getting out of the
fog, petting into the House, were
matters of small moment compared with
punishing those cheeky young scoundrels
of the Bemove as they deserved.

A footfall in the fog came to Coker's

THE MAGNET

ears. He fairly jumped at it. A dim
form loomed up, and Coker hit ont.

His knuckles came in contact with an
eye.

There was a fall !

Coker was about to hurl himself on
this cheeky junior and smack him right
and lelt, when a voice proceeding from
his victim almost froze the blood in his
veins,

“Upon my word |

Coker started back.

He knew that voice!

It waa not a fag. It was not one'of
the cheeky Removites, as Coker had,
in his haste, taken for granted. It was
Mr, Prout!

It was Coker's own Form master )

Coker, for an instant, stood rooted to
the ground, frozen with horrér. Mr.
gruut sprawled at his feet spluttering!

oker had hit his own Form master in
the eye! Horror and terror and all
sorts of unpleasant feelings thrilled
Coker irom head to foot. He was, for
the moment, chained to the spot. :

“Bless my soul! Who—what—"
Prout was spluttering wildly. “Is that
somebody? Have I run into a tree!
;[Whaii—what—whu—hnw— Dear me,

Gosling’'s door opened. A yellow
stream of light glimmered through the
fog. Coker Bed

He was not thinking of vengeance on
the fags now! He was not thinking of
anything but of escaping unrecognised,
He had—quite inadvertently, it was true
—knocked his Form master down! The
inadvertenca was not hkely to excuse
him if Prout recognised him, ' Like the
guests in Macbeth, Coker stood not
upon the order of his going, but went
at once. Gosling came groping from
hiz lodge to tﬁn pagistance of the
Epluttering Form master. Long before
he reached the spot Coker had faded out
of the picture.

Oocoooocooch !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

HO——" ejaculated Harry

Wharton. )

“What—"" exclaimed

Bob Cherry. .

The chums of the Remove stared in
ey had d and d in th

ey had groped and groped in the
blanket of fog. What had become of
Coker, of the Fifth, they neither knew
nor carad, Of his unfortunate encounter
with Mr. Prout they knew nothing.
They groped and groped, and stumbled
and grumbled, in a fog that was almost
like pea-soup, till the clang of & bell
guided them in the direction of the
House. Some thoughtful master,
evidently, had ordered the bell to be
rung, as a guideyto weary wanderers in
tha fngI:I

The House loomed before the Famons
Five at last; but they were not nesr
the door. They arrived on the gravel
walle under masters’ windows. Beforo
them loomed a study window with &
faint glow of light from it, showing that
a fire was burnming in the room. It was
the study of Mr. Prout, the Fifth Form
master, untenanted now. Mr, Prout was
gtill out of doors.

At the study window & surprising
sight met the eyes of the chums of the
Remove. )

The lower =zash of the window was up.
On the sill they had a view of the very
last thing they would ever have ex-
pected to see on a Form master’s
window-gill—a pair of check trousers.

For the first moment or two they saw
nothing but the trousers. And they
stared at them in astonishment.

ié
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Then they realised that a man was
climbing in at the study window. is
head and shoulders were within the
voom, bent downwards, as if he were
groping for a clear space to drop inm.
CUrouched on the sill he presented a view
of little more than check trousers,

Those trousers, of a large check
pattern, were patched in several places
with cloth of different colours, giving
them a distant resemblance to Joscph's
celebrated coat.

The Removites
blankly.

Such trousers werp worn by nobody
at Greyfriars. That was an absolute
cortainty. The man was a stranger to
tho school, whoever he was; and for a
stranger to be entering by a window, in
a thick fog, was a fact that explained
itself. Evidently the ocvupant of the
check trousers was somo sneak-thief, who
hiad taken advantage of the fog to sneuk
into the precinots of the school, in search
of whateyer he could pick up.

A blinking burglar!’’ gasped Bob
Cherry. “And we've canght him in the
giddy nct! Bag him "

“What-lio I'* exclaimed Wharton.

“I've sesn {hose bags before,” grinned
Nugent. “I'd know them anywhere.
It's a tramp—I saw him in I'riardale
this afternoon, and he touched me for
twopence.”’

The trousers suddenly disappeared
from sight.

The owner thereof slid into the study
and vanished, The juniors heard &
grunt as he picked himself up within.

“0Of all the nerve ' murmifted Bob.
“A blinking daylight raid—only there
isn't any daylight !"

“Well, wa've got him now!” said
Harry, “Bunk ms up!”

The juniory gathered under the high
sill of tho study window. “he wman
within had not heard them. They could
hear him, however, moving about the
study., He did not switch on the light,
Doubtless the ruddy firelight was
enough for his purpose; and probably
he did not intend to stay long. The
juniors grinned cheerily. But for the
chance of their arrivel under Mr.
Prout's window, the eneak-thiel would
certainly have pocketed anything there
was of value in Prout's study, slipped
out the way ke had entered, and
escaped in the fog, unsuspected and un-
detecied. DBut with five sturdy juniors
outside the window, the matter was
rather altered.

Wharton was bunked up, and he put
his head in at the window,

There was a dim red glow from the
fire, which had burned low during My,
Prout's absence. It was sufficient to
show the man in the patched trousers
groping over the Form master’s desk,
pulling out drawers and pecring into
them. Wharton heard a muttering
voice, in tones of satisfaction:

“Quid notes, by hokey! Real guids!
"Erbert *Arris, you're in luck! 'Erbert,
my boy, this is a bit of orl right! It
is that! Wonder who these blooming
notes belong to?’ There was a chuckle.
“They belong to me now, and that's
straight |"

stared at them

Wharton had his own opinion about
that. He heaved himself over th% sill,
and dropped into the study.

The mun a$ the desk spun round in
alarm.

His thicvish fingers had been on Mr.
Prout's pound notes, when Wharton
happenod. Now he jumped away from
the desk.

“0Oh erimes!” he ejaculated.

Wharton stepped from the window,
Bob Cherry and Johnng Bull were in
the room behind him in a #winkling,

wa‘6
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Nugent and Hurrce Jumset Ram Singh
wers clambering in.  HMerbert Harris
stared at them, in the dusky room, in
surprise and dismay, Kvidently he was
no longer under the impression that
this was a bit of “all right.”

“Well, what are vou doing here?”
asked Wharton calmly,

“QOh crimes!" said Mr. Harrie.

“ Clollar him!" said Dob.

The last two members of the Co.
clambered in. There were five fellows
for Mr. Harris to deal with; and any
one of them could have given the
weedy tramp s good tussle, Mr. Hariis
backed away a little.

“S'elp me, I ain't deing any "arm!”
he said. *Fact is, I've barked into the
wrong 'ouse in the fog. 1 ain’t touched
anything.”

“Not even the gquid notes?

“0Oh crimes!"” "Mr Harris realised
that the schoolboy had overheard his
muttered jubilation. “P'r'aps I was
going to, sir, but I ain’t done it! You
startled me! T wish I hadn't come in
tere now! But it seemed such a chance
—the gate open, and the fog, and then
finding an open winder! You let o
bloke go, sir! This is the very first
time I ever done anything of this sort!
Help me!”

“You can tell Dr. Locke that!" said
Harry. “Collar him ("

“'Ands off I execlaimed Mr, Harris.
“1 tell you, I'll 'it out!”

The breathless juniors hurled themseives ai
! Mr. Harrls ; but with & fying leap he plunged

headlong from the window !

“You’'i get damaged
chuckled Bob Cherry.
men {?

The Famous Five advanced on the
pilferer.

Mr. Herbert Harris made o desperale
rush for the open window,

He crashed into the juniors, and they
collared him on all sides, Bch gave a
gasp as he collected & punch in the
ribs, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
velled from a jolt under the chin, But
the quintette were too many for DMr.
Harris,

There waz a terrifio bump, that
almost shook the study, as he went
down on Mr. Prout's carpet, with the
Famous Tive sprawling over Lim.

Mr. Harris struggled, but he
struggled 1n vain in the grasp of five
pairs of hands, 'I'wo or three chairs
wore knocked over and the table rocked.
The sneak-thief was putting up =a
strenuons resistance; but there was no
chance for him.

The study door opened suddenly.

A portly figure entered,

“ What—what—what—"

It was Mr. Prout's voice.

Evidently the foghound Form master
had found his way in at last.

Mr. Prout staved in blank amarze-
ment at the heap of struggling figures
on the floor of his study.

He did not switch on the Hght. The
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switelt was just witlin the doorway,
close to bis hand, but Mre, Prout did not
touok

or some inexplicable reasen, Mr.
Pruut did not seem to want a light in
his study.

“® hat—what—"" he stuttered.

“It's only us, sir!” gesped Wharton,
recognising Prout's voice.

“What—what? Is that Wharton?
What?”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Harry. “We saw
a thief epeaking in at your windew in
the fog!”

“Blees my soull”

“And we got- in after him and
collared him!” panted the ecaptain of
‘he Remove. “We've got him, sir!”’

“The gotiulness is terrifie ("

“Ow! Let a bloke gol" gasped
Mr. Harris. *1 wasn't doing any 'arm

—11 ain’t touched a thing! Let a covey
ga LE] i

“YWe've got him, sirl® panted
Nugent.

“Bless my soull” ejaculated Prout,
in amazement. “The scoundrell The
daring rascal! This is—is unheard of!
Ble:a my soul!”

“Put on the light, sir!"™ gasped
Wharton. “We're holding him.”

Mr. Prout did not seem to hear.

“T.ook outl'" velled Bob Cherry.

The thief was twisting like an eel in
the grasp of the juniors. He twisted
loose ruddenly, and leaped away, pant-

ing.

“Collar him 1"

“Bag him !”

The breathless juniors hurled them-
eelves at Mr. Harris,

He had only a second—but he made
the best possible use of it! With a
fiying leap he plunged headlong
through the open window.

‘I'here was a bump outside, and a
howl! Afr, Harris seemed fo have hurt
himself a little as Le landed in the
quad,

“ After him!” roared Bob.

He rushed to the window,

He had an instant's glimpse of a

running figure vanishing in the fog.
Then Mr. Ifarris disappeared into
space.

Bob was half-way cut of the window
when Wharion caught his arm.,

“ Nothing doing!” he said. “You'll
never sce him in the fogl Chuck it!"

And Bob rcluctantly gave it up. As
& matter of fact, hunting for the
elugsive Mr. Harris in the fog would
have been a more difficult task than
hunting for the proverbial needle in a
haystack. ~Mr. Herbert Harris had
escaped—so far as the Famous Five
were concerned, at all events. They
were left with only the satisfaction of
having prevented a robbery.

ot ot

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter is Asked to Tea!

R. PROUT blinked at the

juniors.

In the dim glow from the

dying fire he could bn.re]y 560
them, and they could barely see him.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Prout.
“Is the man gonei"

“He's got away, sir!” said Harry.

“ A daring rascal—a most impudent
rascal” said Mr. Prout. “1 have
never heard of smich o thing. 1 am
very much obliged to you, boys—very
much indeed. There i1s money in a
drawer of my desk—undoubtedly his
intention wana robbery, the raseal!”

nace

s
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“I don't think he was able to take
anything, sir,” said Harry. " We were
after him too quick. But you can soon
see. I’ll turn on the light.”

He made a movement towards the
electric light switch at the door.

To his astonishment, Mr. Prout inter-

posed.
“It is npot necessary!” eaid M.
Prout, in a hurried voice, “I—I do

You boys had—

hot require a light!
It will be calling-over

had better go!
very soon}!”

“But hadn't you better make suro
that that rascal never took anything
from your desk, sir?’ exclaimed
Wharton, in astonishment,

“Yes, yea! Never—never mind that
now!: Please go!” said Mr. Prout.

“Oh! Certainly, sirl”

“I—I am much obliged to you—very
much obliged! But—but please leave
my study now 1"

There was a strange egitation in
Prout’s mannper, a strange hurriedness
in his tones. Harry Wharton & Co
simply blinked at him, What was the
Eatter with Prout was a mystery to

om.

Evidently something was the matter.
What it was the chums of the Remove
simply could not guess.

They passed Mr. Prout and went to
the door.

Prout was keeping his back to the
doorway, through which a glimmer of
light fell from the corridor without.
They moticed, too, that his plump
hand was before his face as if to shield
his eyes from the exceedingly dim fire-
glow.

In great astonishment, the Famous
Five passed out of the study. Mr.
Prout immediately shut the door after
them. To their further astonishment,
they heard the key turn in the lock,

the passage they stopped and
stared at one another.

From the study eame the sound of the
window shutting; then of the ourtains
being drawn. And then a glimmer
under the door showed that Mr. Prout
had switched on the light at last.

“What on earth’s the matter with
Prout{” whispered Wharton.

" Goodness knows!”

“Bomething’s up, anyhow,” said Boh.
“No bimey of ours, though, I sup-
pose. Let’s beat it.’

And the mystified juniors “beat ™ it.

Really, it was mystifying. Prout,
no doubt, was obliged to them for
having prevented & robbery in his
study; but he seemed to have attached
little importance to the affair. That
was not like Prout. Prout was the man
to make the most of such an episode;
to boom forth an sccount of it to all
Greyfriare—in a8 word, to take the
opportunity of getting into the spot-
light, which he dearly loved.

Instead of which, Prout seemed to
dismiss the matter as of little con-
sequence. Something slse was ocoupy-
ing his mind—something, appa: ¥,
that filled all his thoughta to the ex-
clusion of all minor matters. The
Removites could not help wondering
what it was.

T say, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter met the Famous Five
as they oame out of Masters’ passage,
He blinked at them in surprise,

“How did you man get in1” he asked.
“I've been waiting at the door for you
for hours.” . .

“ Burgled Prout’s window,” explained
Bob Cherry.

“1 say, did you see Prout?” asked
Bunter eagerly. “He's just gone to
his study, Did you see himi*
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*¥Yes—only in the dark though,”
said Harry, ‘‘What about Prout?”

“Did you think he was squiffy?”
asked Bunter.
“ Bquifty 1”

Five,

“Well, something's up with him,” said
Bunter. ‘“He came in s few minutes
ago and fairly rushed away. He was
holding a handkerchicf over his face;
aeud he rushed by like—like—like a
whirlwind.”

“Did he?” ejaculated

“Yes, Quelchy spoke to him and he
didn't answer—just rushed on! You
should have seen Quelchy's face!” Bun-
ter chuckled. “Quelch just stood stay-
ing. after him like a—a—a graven
image, you know.”

“Well, my hat!”

“But I say, you fellows, I've been
waiting  for you to come in!” srid
Bunter. “I was afraid you were lost
in the fog, you know.”

“Wera you?"” said Bob, staring. It
was exceedingly uncommon for William
George Bunter to concern himself about
anybody but W. Q. Bunter.

¥ Yes, I was awfully worried—in fact,
alarmed,” said Bunter, blinking at the
astonished juniors through his big
spectaclos. “If you hadn't come in
soon, I was going out to look for you,”

“Oh crumﬁsl”

“You seo, I was nfraid you'd be late
for tea—"

T "

ejaculated the Famous

harton.

“But it’s all right now,” said Bun-
ter. “ I was going to ask you fellows
to a rather decent spread—"

“Gopd man!” said Bob. *“We can
just do with it. Lead on, Macduff!”

“Only I've been disappointed about
B Pos!.a! order—""

“You fat chump!”

“QOh, really, Cherry. It's the fog, I
supposo, upsct the post offico arrange-
ments,” said Bunter. “I was expecting
& postal order from one of my titled
relations, I think I mentioned it to

ou.”

“Y think you did!” chuckled Bob.

“Well, it hasn't come—"

“"¥ou necdn’t mention that,
does.”

“Well, as it hasn't come I shan't
be able to ask you to tea,” said Bunter.
“T'll tell you what! I'll come to tea
with you to-day, and you can come to
tea with me to-morrow—when 1y
postal order comes, See?” .

The chums of the Remove grinned.
They knew now why Bunter had been
ewaiting their return so anxiously.

“As it happens, there's nothing
going in my study,” said Bunter.
“That beast F‘ll"cuid_'w i3 teaing out; and
when he teas out, he never thinks of
o fellow—after wll I've done for him,
you know. I shan't ask him to my
gpread to-morrow.”

“Ha will miss o lot!” said Johnny
Bull sarcastically.

*“The lotfulness will be prepesterous.”

It never

TWoll, is it & go, you f{fellows?”
asked Bunter. “I tea with you to-day
and you tea with me to-morrow,
What 1

Bob Cherry chuckled.
“It’s a go!” he said.
" Good !)l

Billy Bunter came on cheerfully,
Tea to-morrow might be a doubtful
matter ns it depended on the arrival
of Billy DBunter's celebrated postal
order. But tea to-day was what Bunter
was chiefly concerned about.

“I say, you fellows, where are you
going ?” exclaimed DBunter as the
Famous Five turned their steps in the
girection of Hall,

“Come on,”

“Tea!” answered Bob.

“Well, that isn't the way to the
Remove studies, fathead!”

“It’s the way to Hall!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked at them.

“But youw've asked me to tea!” he
howled. Tea in Hall was not what
Bunter wanted. o had been picturing
a spread in the study. “Look here,
you've asked mo to tea—you're not
going to tea in Hall?”

“We jolly well aral” chuckled Bob,
“Funds aro low, old fat bean, end
there’s nothing in the study.”

“You—you beast!” gasped Bunter,
“Mean to say you were asking me to
tea in Hall?”

“Just that!”

“Why, you—you—you silly fathead,
I could go to tea in Hall if I liked
without you asking me.”

“Of course you could,” agreed Bob.
“But you scemed to want to be asked.
Come on, you men, I'm hungry; and
illi the doorsteps will be gone if we're
ate.”

“You—you—you—" gaspced Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!
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The Famous Five went on their way,
Billy Bunter glaring after them with
& glare that almost cracked his speu-
tacles. But he did not follow, Tea in
Hall was no use to Bunter; and he
rolled away to the Remove passage in
search of other victims,

—_———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Frightful for Prout!

¢ ORRIBLE!”
H Mr, Prout fairly groaned
out the word.

With his door locked and
the curtains drawn DBlr. Prout had
switched on the light in his study.

Now he was gazing into the mirror,

He gazed in horror.

Generally when Mr, Prout gazed into
the mirror it was with an expression
of complacent satisfaction on his plump
visage, He had reason—or so he firmly
believed—to be satisfied with what he
saw there. Generally—or so he believed
—he saw a face that any unprejudiced
judge would have pronounced hand-

gome, distinguiched, even a little
majestic. It was fairly plump—not fat
—und the gradual retreat of Mr

Prout’s hair from his forehead, with

7

advancing years, had left & dome-like
brow that Mr. Prout could mnot help
thinking imposing, Blundell of the
¥itth, who bad once caught Mr. Prout
gazing into his glass with obvious
satisfaction, had expressed -his wonder
afterwards in the games-study, that the
glass bad not ecracked! ~But, Mr,
Prout, at least, was satisfied with what
the glass told him; and Prout, after
all, was the person chiefly concerncd.

But  satisfaction and complacency
wera wholly banished from Mr. Prout’s
visage now.

He guzed into
absolute horror.
For the mirror reflected, along with
the rest of Prout’s majestic coun-
tenance, a black eye!

It was a striking eye—a most ocon-
splouous eye! It was an eye that would
have drawn a second glance enywhore—
and a third and a fourth, It was con-
sidered, as a black eye, & perfect
specimen.

There are degrees in black eyes. It
was not & pink eye, or a blue eye that
blinked at Prout from the mirror; it
was not an eye of one of the .ninor
shades. Tt was black—perfectly black—
as black as the ace of spades—as biack
as tho skin of an Ethiopian—black, but
not comely!

Pront had collected that black eye in
the fog, What had happensd had hap-
pened g0 suddenly and unexpeet—adﬂr
that Prout was not at all clear about
it. Whether he had run into somebody,
or whather somebody had run inte nim,
or whether ho had crashed on a tree or
a buttress he could not heve said with
certainty. All he knew was that sud-
denly in the blinding fog he had re-
flqived a terrific jolt which had floored

im.

It had felt exactly as if somebody had
koocked him down. But that was a
rather wild hypothesis—for who could
have knocked down a Greyfriars Form-
master in the Greyfriars quadrangle?
Nobody could possibly have wanted to;
and nobody would have had the nerve,
even if he had wanted to. Prout was
driven to the conclusion that he had
biffed that eye on something hard by
sheer accident.

But he was less concerned about the
eause of the disaster than about the
disaster itself,

Thera wag the rub.

Prout had a black eye! He had such
an cye as Mr. Harris might have had
!Kate on & Saturday night at the Cross

eys!

What would Greyfriars think?

It was impossible to show that eye in
public. That was not to be thought of—
oot to be dreamt of, But what was he
to do?

Mr. Prout knew little about black
eyes. This one, in fact, was the first in
his experience. But he knew, at least,
that they did not disappear rapidly—
cspecially such a choice specimen as
the one he had collected,

Soveral days, at least—more likely a
week—most likely more than a week!

What would they say in Common-
room? Hoe was due for tea in Common-
room mow, but he could not go, of
course. He fairly cringed at the thought
of displaying the eye to other members
of the staff,

He was not at all sure that they would
believe his explanation. As s matter of
fact, his story, though true, sounded
thin. People had barged into things in
the fog and damaged features many a
time and oft. But who had ever bagged
a black eye by barging into things in the
fog? A beetroot nose, or a caulifiower
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the mirror with
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ear, perhaps—but a black eye!
knew that it sounded improbable,

He looked, and felt, as if somebody’s
fist had punched him in the eye. He
realised, with a shudder, what his nol-
leagues would think—whatever they
might say.

Indeed, he realised himself Low he
would have smiled ironically had any
other man walked into Comnion-
room with a glaring black eyc and ex-
plained that he had bagged it by acel-
dent in the fog.

He remembered how Capper, the -nas-
ter of the Fourth, had once haa a
bruised eye—merely bruised, and ot 2
glaring black like this one—and Lad
explained that it was due toa rebound-
ing punch-ball. o

Common-room had smiled ironically
over that punch-ball story. Prout him-
self had remarked to Wiggins that the

uneh-ball explanation was worn thread-

are.

And now Prout himself had an eye,
compared with which that of Capper’s
was as moonlight unte sunlight, as
water unte wine.

A flush stole over his plump features
as he remembered the peculiar sxpres-
sion on Gosling's face, Gosling had

icked him out of the fog and taken
Eim into his lodge and stared almost
as if hypnotized at his eye. He had
told Gosling that he had run against
something in the foggy quad, and (_-cﬁ;
ling, in duty bound, had said “ Yessirl

But the expression on the inrtar_'s face
had been incredulous—frankly incred-
ulous, Gosling himself had barged ipto
things in the fog, and he had not col-
lected & black eye thereby. Gosling
had done his best for Mr. Prout’s eye,
and had guided him safely to the House
afterwards. The expression on Goshing’s
face haunted Prout. He had tipped
Gosling—a thing he seldom did. Some-
how or other that black eye had to be
kept secret, and Gosling had seen it.
Mr., Prout did not say that he was
bribing Gosling to he discreet, neither
did Gosling mention a word to that
effect. But both knew it.

With a handkerchief over his face
Prout had rushed to his study. He had,
as Bunter declared, rushed by like a
whirlwind, Mr. Quelch had called to
him—but he had not answered; he had
taken no notice of Quelech—he had left
the Remove master surprised and offen-
ded. It could not be helped! Anpythin
was better than facing the ironica
smile that he knew would glimmer on
Quelch’s face at the sight of the vlack
eye—and which would intensify as he
explained thet he had picked it up by
eccident in the fog.

j 1‘lHorriblel" groaned Prout. *Aw

u »

The eye seemed to go blacker and
blacker as he watched it. Plainly, it
was not going to get better in a hurry.
A%parfntly it was going to get worse,

ap

Frout

Prout spun round almost convul-
sively towards the door, thankful that
he had locked it.

“Who is there?” His voico was

husky.
“Dear me! The door seems to be
locked|” It was Mr. Capper’s voice.

“You are in, Prouti"”

“0Ohl Yez! Yesl”

“I thought perhaps you had lost your-
self in the fog, as 1 was aware you had
been out this afterncon. I came to see
if you had come in. We are about to
have tea, Prout.”

The door-handle moved. The Fourth-
Form master, evidently, was surprised
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a% nnaing Prout’s door locked, with
Prout in the study.

* Are dyou not coming to tea, Prout?”

he asked, through the door.
“Yes! No! I mean, yesl That is
nol" stammered Mr, Prout. ' I—I kave

some—some papers to correct—I shall not
bother about teal”

“You are quite well, Prout '’

“Eht Oh! Yes"

“Your voice sounds a little strange.”

“I-d-does it. Imagination, my dear
fellow ! gusped Prout. ;

*“ Perhaps you have caught cold,” said
Mr. Capper. * Your voice secms a little
husky. I you have caught eold—"

Prout shook his fist at the door. He
wondered whether Capper would ever
go.

“Not at all!’* he gasped.
of the sort,”

“Your voice certainly has a strange
huskiness,” said Capper. 1 have some
essence of cinnamon in my study—it is
an excellent thing for colds. Would you
care for me to bring you the bottle?’”

“No 1" roared Prout.

“Eh?”

“I—I mean, no, thank you, Capper! 1
—1 am very much obliged; but—but no
thank you! The fact is I am very busy.”

“Obh, very well.” There was & slightly
hufly tone m Capper's voice. He could
not understand why Prout kept h.m
locked out of the study. It was hardly
the thing for a Greyfriars master to
“sport his cak " where another member
of the staff was concerned.

But Prout cared little for Capper’s
huftiness. He listened with deep thank-
fulness to Capper’s retreating footsteps.
}The master of the Fourth was gone at
ast.

Prout's gaze returned to the glass,

How was he to conceal this fearful
black eye from the stafi? And from the
boys! Even if the staff believed his ex-
Elmtion. which was dubious, he knew

ow the schoocl would regard that black
eye. A Public School master could not
have a black eye—he simply could not.
There would be rumours and surmises—
it would be the ovne topic in the school,
and a standing joke! Prout, the most
majesiic man on the staff—more majestio
than the Head himself—would be the
subject of ribald jesting!

Somehow, anyhow, that eye had to be
kept dark. It was likely to keep dark,
in a sense, for at least a week. And so
long as it kept dark it had to be kept
dark! Prout had to retire from publie
view for a time till that eye mended.
Already in his mind’s eye he coud sce
the fellows grinmng#a]yready, in his
mind’s ear, he could hear the whispered
surmises, Who had blacked Prout’s eye
would be the burning question at (Giey-
friars. Whom had Prout been scrapping
with? Had he been turned out of a

ub? Had a potman given him tnat
glack eye? Prout, shuddering, realised
that the surmises would go as far as
this, and farther.

Tap!

Prout ground his teeth as he heard
another knock at the door. Was all
Greytriars coming to his study that
evening 7

The door-handle turned.

“Who—who—who is it1” gasped Mr.
Prout.

“My lines, sirl”

It was the voice of Potter, of the Fifth,

“Ohl Ah! Never mind the lines,
Potter.”

“But I've brought them, sir,” came
Potter’s surprised answer.

“Yeos, quite| Take them away! I—I
mean, I am busy! I=—I cannot attend
to you now, Potter.”

“ Nothing

THE MAGNET
: “]},Iny I leave the lines in your study,

“Nol” yelled Prout.

“Oht” guaspod Potter. “Is—is any.
l.hintg the matter, sir 1"

“Ohl Noi I—I will see you later,
1 am busy now-—go away now.”

“Very well, sir.”

Potter's footsteps retreated. Prout
mopped his perspiring brow. He wished
that ho hadn’t given Potter lines that
d‘ay. He romembered that he had given
Greene lines. Was Greene coming,
too?

i Tu.p P

"L pon my word !

“My lines, sir|”

It was Greene, of the Fifih,

“Go away |”

“Wha-a-at 1

“I-I mean, I am busy! Your lines
are doubled, Greene! Go and write out
the imposition afresh.”

:‘ Wha-a-at ¥” yapped Greene,

:At ones 1" roared Mr. Prout.

Greene of the Fifth, bewildered and
wrathy, retreated. Prout was left in
peace once more. But not for long.

Tap!

Prout gritted his teeth.

“Who—what—="

“Cest mor!” It was the voice of
Monsieur Charpentier, the French
master. “¥You did not come to tea,
mon cher Prout. I hope you are not
malade.”

“Nol Yes! No! Go awayl”

Brout was getting to the end of hiy
self-control.

“ Plait-il 1 ejaculated Monsieur Char-
pentier.

“I mean—l am ill—that is to eay, [
am busy—very busy with some eyes—I
mean papers—black papors—that is to
say—— Oh dearl Please do not dis
turb me”

“Mon cher Prout, if you are ill—
malade——*

What—what—"

“I am not!” hooted Prout. "I have
a headache, that is all—merely a head-
ache! I desire to be quiet! Please go

away—l mean, excuse me |*
“Veree we!ll, mon cher Prout.”

Footsteps  receded again.  Prout
gasped for breath and resumed his con-
templation of the discoloured eye in the
mirror. What was he going to do abous
that eye, he wonderedg dismally. And
outside the study several persons were
wondering. too—wondering what on
carth was up with Prout.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Disappearance of Mr. Prout !

. ARRY WHARTON & Co. came
out cheerily into a bright, sunny
quadrangls. It was morning,
and morming had dawned on
(Gireyfriars Behool as bright and clear
as 1if tho fog had never been. It was
a wintry sun; but it was bright, and it
shone down quite gai‘l:ly on tha old
school. Tt was really difficult for the
juniors to believe that this was the same
quad where they had been lost in the
fog only the previous evening. After
prayers the Famous Five trotted
cheerily in the keen fresh air, while they
waited for the breakfast bell. In the
qued they passod Coker and Potter and
Grnla:_ene. C]I' the Fifﬁ\ Foxm.ﬂpobker was
talking—he genecrally waa. 18 booming
voice reached the chums of the Remove
as they passed.

“It's queer about Prout, you men.”

The Famous Five paused. They had,
to tell the exact truth, forgottan the
existence of Mr. Prout, Liftle as Prout
would have decmed such a thing
possible. Coker's remark reminded them
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of him, end of his strange and mysteri- after his escape from Prout's study

ous conduct, Coker's remark showed
that others beside themselves had
noticed something “queer ” about Prout.

“He wasn't at prayers this morning,”
went on Coker, “and as far as I can
meke out nobody saw him last night
after he came in. I went to his study
fa speak to him, and the door was
ocked, and he wouldn't let me in. Told
me to go!”

“Bame here, when I took him my
lines,” said Potter.

“Same here, too !” said Gireene.

“Well, he mightn't want to be
bothered with you chaps and yaur
blessed lines,” said Coker. “But I told

him I wanted to speak to him—through
the door—and he told me to clear—you
know. I mentioned that it was a raether
important matter, but it made no differ-
ence. He gaid that if I persisted in
disturbing him he would ¢ane me. Me{*

Coker gave a grunt.

Eyidently he

%It yon have caught a eold—"" cams Mr. Capper’s voice from ouiside.

window, had run into Coker in the fog.
And evidently Coker, in collaring him,
had caught a Tarter.

“You fags clear off 1" said Coker, with
another frown at the chums of the
Remove.

“But we're interested, old bean,” said
Bob Cherry. “You ought to be pleased
at somebody being interested in your
conversation. JXsn't it the first time it's
happened 27

Potter and Creeno smiled. Coker
frowned, and turned his back on the
juniors.

“Well, the man was up to no good
here,” he said. “1I felt bound to report
it to Prout. But he wouldn’t see me,
or hear me, From what I learn ho
refused to see anybody last night. And
he hasn’t shown up this morning, yet. I
heard o fellow say he was gone."

“But he can’t be gone,” said Greene,

: \‘\.\\\ :

Mr. Prout shook his fist at the door, & Noi
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said Potter. *If it's only & day or two,
I suppose they'll carry on somehow.
hope there's nothing wrong with Prout.
Heo's u pompous old buffer, but not bad
in his way”

“I wonder—" said Coker,

The breakfast bell interrupted Coker,
and he did not state what he wondered,
The fellows oconverged towards the
House.

After breakfast it was known far and
wide that Prout was gone,

When he had gone, and why he had
gone, seemed rather mysterious,

Obviously, he must have explained to
the Head. He could not have absented
himself from the school without the
knowledge and permission of his chief.
But if he hed expluined to the Head he
had certainly explained to nobody else.

None of the masters knew anything.
They were overheard by several fellowa
disoussing the matter in various tones
of surprise and surmise.

Prout had not told anybody nnytl:linf.
He had ng? blddenhl':lmwﬂ ]filo any single
person. Nobody had seen him ge. Up
to a late hour he had been in his study.,
Apparently he had taken his departurs
after the rest of the slaff had gone to
bed. It seemed to have been his desire

atall 1 ** he gasped. ** Nothing of the sort!*

was feeling this. Prout had *sported
his oak ” the previous evening, denying
everybody who came to his study. But
Coker felt that, whatever the reason, he
might have made an exception in favour
of Coker! Coker was rather too im-

rtant a person to be told to go away
ika a fag.

Harry Wharton & Co., who had

rouped themselves near the three Fifth-
E‘ormers, smiled. Coker glanced at
them, frowned, and rcsmnedE.{

I was going to tell him about the
man I saw in the quad, fyou kntw,
ran right into him in the fog—a shabby-
{ooking scoundrel in a pair of check
trousers that you could have seem a
mile off. He had no business in the
place, of courze, and I collared him to
make him give an account of himself.
Vou'd hardly believe that he had the
neck to give me & jab under the chin,
and bolt. But he did.”

The Famous Five exchanged grinning
glances. [Evidently Herbert Harris,
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with & stare. ‘‘Who's going to teke the
Fifth to-day if Prout's gone?”

“Blessed if I can make it out,” con-
fossed Coker. “Something’s up with
Prout, that's a cert. I've been to his
study since prayers, and he's not there.
I asked ono of the maids, and she zaid
that he's not in his room, and the hed
wasn't slept in. Ain’t it jolly queer ?”

“The queerfulness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh to
his comrades,

And they nodded assent. Coker’s in-
formation, if well founded, was cez-
tainly very queer.

“Well, I suppose he's been called away
suddenly,” said Greene. “May have had
a telegram or something—family affairs
or something or other” illiam
Greene did not scem deeply interested,
“I shan't be sorry to have a bit of a
rest from Prout. But I wonder whe'll
tuke the Fifth?*

“Well, if he's gone for o long time
the Head will get another man in,”

unseer, unknown, um

Mr. Capper told Mr. Wiggins that he
was bound to say that there seemed to
him something slmost surreptitious
about Prout’s going. Wiggine agreed
that it certainly was very peculiar. Mr.
Hacker, the master of the BShell,
observed that no doubt Prout knew hia
own busingss best. Hacker making this
remerk in a significent sort of way that
might have neant anything. Twigg, of
the Second, spid that it was odd—very
odd. Mo suid that the more he thought
about it the odder it seemed to him.

Common-room, in fact, was provided
with a topic by the sudden and mysteri-
ous doparture of Prout; and when
Common-reom got hold of a topic they
worried it like & dog worrying & bone.

A lot of cackling old hens, was the way
Coker described them—not in their hear-
ing, of course.

Tae Miexer Lsrary,—No. 1,137,

to get away,
observed.




10

The Fifth Form Jfound their time-
table considerably upset by the sudden
departure of Prout,

They were not sllowed, of course, to
waste their time because they were
deprived of their Form master, 'The
Head saw to that; and he made arrange-
ment for the Fiith to be kept as busy
as usual,

Extra maths with Mr. Lascelles,
extra French with Monsieur Charpen-
tier, classics with the Head himself,
filled up the school hours. On the
whole, the Fifth did not mind. It was
a change from “old Pompous,” and
there was no doubt that Prout was
rather a bore in the Form-room.

But they were very curious. It was
gingular, to say the least, for a Form
master to disappear in this way over-
pight. Even if Prout had been called
away by a telegram, perhaps to some
sick bedside, he ought to have left an
explanation behind him. He had left
no explanation, He had just vanished.

All through the day it was a tople,
not only in Common-room, and not only
in the Fifth, but among other fellows
in other Forms. It was not till even-
ing that some light was shed on the
subject, and it was William George
Bunter of tho Remove who shed it.

After tea Billy Bunter rolled into the
Rag, full of information. .

«] say, you fellows,” chirruped
Bunter. I know all about old Prout!”

Bunter was surrounded at once.

“How do you know?" demanded
Vornon-Smith.

“The Head told me—"

“What 1" roared the juniors.

“Well, at least, he told Qnelch,‘ and
I heard him,” amended Bunter. “You
gee, his study window was open, and
quite by chance 1 was leang on the
wall under the window— i

“Vaou- eavesdropping fat porpoise
grunted Johnny Bull 3

“Vou see, 1 saw Quelch come into, the
study from the quad,” explained
Bunter, “so I got under the window,
noticing that it was open—I mean, 1
just heppened to be leaning there, and

eard them talking by sheer chance.
hope you fellows don’t think I would
listen I”

“(iet on with it!” roared Bolsover
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major.
“]Wall, Quelch spoke to the Head

abont Prout. And the Head doesn't
know any more about it than anybody
else 1" said Bunter triumphantly.

“ !)!
goumon fellows, let a fellow

“1 s=ay, fou C
speak ! { tell you I heard all they said.
Dr. Locke never saw Prout before he
went, He told Quelch so.”

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“Bat Prout rang him up on the tele-
hone,” pursued Bunter. “Loeke said
is voice was aggravated——"

“ What 1

“J] mean agitated! That was the
word—agitated! He told Locke that
he had to leave suddenly for a few
days, owing to a private affair, and
begeed Locgu to excuse him for leaving
guddenly without leave. Locke told
Quelch ~ that he was fairly flum-
moxed—"

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Well, he didn't use that word
exactly—"

“] fancy he didn’t!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“He said surprised—surprised and
perplexed,” said Bunter. “It comes to
the same thing. But he gave Prout
leave—on the phone, you know—to
hook it for & few days—he didn’t say
hook it—"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But something to that effect, you
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know. He said it was odd—very odd;
but doubtless Prout had good reasons.
Then that beast Quelch shut the
window, and I didn’t hear apny more.
But I s -, you fellows, ain’t it queer "

Jolly queer!” said Skinner. “You
dido’t hear where Prout telephoned
from 17

“Noj; I don’t think the Head knew.”

“Of course, if Prout's been rum in
for something he might phone to the
Head to.come and bail him out!” re.
marked Skinnor.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter’s story soon spread beyond
the Rag. It spread in the Eourth, and
the Shell, and the Fifth. Several Fiith
Form men made it & point to see
Bunter and ask him for details.

Among them was Horace Coker.
Coker of the Fifth listened to Bunter
with a deep attention thet was very
flattering. He was so keenly inter-
ested that Bunter threw in a few extra
details for Coker’s special edification.

Coker went away looking very
thoughtful—very thoughtful indeed.

All the fellows wondered and specu-
lated about the strange disappearance
of Mr. Prout. But Coker was the only
man who formed a thcory to. account
for it. Horace Coker’s powerful intel-
lect wns at work on the subject; and
the result was destined to be surprising.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker Sees It All}

1 IDNAPPED I” said Coker.

K Coker of the Fith shot

that remark, as it were, at

his study-mates, It came so

suddenly from Coker that it quite
startled them.

In the Fifth Form study that evening
Potter and Greene were at prep. They
had paused on prep to discuss a point
of some interest, which was whether
Greene was bound to write out that
doubled impot, now that Prout wasn't
there to ask for the lines.

Prout, evidently in a moment of an-
noyance, had told Greene to write the
lines out a second time. Greens waa
not eager. And, in view of the fact
that Prout was gone and the date of his
return uncertain, Greene rather con-
sidered that he might forget to carry
out that order.

Potter, on the whole, agreed. He ro-
marked that, if Prout did ask for the
lines when he came back, Greene could
still do them, More likely Prout would
have forgotten them by that time,

It looked as if Greene had a healthy
chance of escaping that extra impot;
which was, naturally, egreeable to
Greene, and to Potter as his pal.

While this diseussion was going on
Coker had been silent. Coker had not
started prep yet. He had been reading
one oEp those Dbest-selling, sketchy-
covered volumes which were Coker’s
favourite reading maitter. This par-
ticular volume was ““The Clue of the
Crooked Corkserew,” by Slapdash
Wallop; and it held Coker entranced
till he reached the very last page,
where, of course, the wicked baronet,
who was also a chief of crooks, was
rounded up under the trusty automatio
of Hickory Knutt, the wonderful detec-
tive, who could give Scotland Yard
in a hundred, and beat them
hollaw.

When Coker laid down the volume he
did not begin to talk—which was rather
unusual. e sat silent, with a wrinkle
of thought corrugating his manly brow.

Coker being silent, Potter and Greene
almost forgot that he was there, till
they were reminded of ais existence by
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Coker suddenly shooting at them the
remarkable word:

“Kidnapped !”

Whereupon Potter and Greene sat up
and took notice,

It’s plain enough,” said Coker, re-
garding his friends thoughtfully, *“I%
doean’t seem to have occurred to any-
body but me; but, after all, it
?rouldn’_t lcl tA certain :}tmount. of brain
s required to see it, plain as it ia}”

“Eh?"” said Potter.

::Proufs, ou know !” said Coker.

i V}’haq about him?” asked Greene.

T've just told you! He’s been kid-
napped !V
exfrott]qr a.ncl”GEiene forgot all about

& lines, all wbout prep.
at Horace Coker. oA ey s

Fellows had made all sorts of surmises
about Prout. But it was reserved for
Horace Coker to make this brilliant
suggestion.

oker smiled. Hp geemed rather
Eleased by the effect his words had pro-
u'?eg on his study-matoes.

“Kidnapped !” said Greenc faintly.

“Oh, yo gods!” said Potter.

Nobody else has guessed it!” said
Coker.

" Nobody else would!” said Potter.

Only you would think of a thing like
that, Coker, old man !*

Coker nodded, accepting this tribute
at face value. Barcasm, of course, was
wasted on Coker.

“Well, 'm ths man to thin
things,” he said modestly, “I 50:3:
brag of it! T'm not conceited because
aha?pen to I];:a the brainiest man at

reyiriars. t just '

Boroyia just happens, you

- D-d-doea it?” stuttered Potter.

Vea. .1 suppose I've rather startled
you,” said Coker. “But the thing is
perfecily clear to me.”

Potter and Greene both wondered for
a moment what had put such a very
weird idea into Coker's head. But
their glances fell oa “The Clue of the
Crooked Corkscrew,” lying on the
table, From that volume their glances
wandered to Coker’s own particular
bookshelf, which was weary and heavy-

laden with any number of similar
volumes. And they guessed whence
Coker had derived his theory of
kiduapping.

Coker was a tremendous reader—of
that particular brand of literature. He
possessed wll the published works of
Slapdash Wallop—by the dozen and
the score—from * The Baronet Burglar,”
the . Kidnapped Coke-Merchant,” and
the “Clue of the Candlestick,” to the

Secret Bixty-Six,” and the “Secret of
the 8ilk Socks.”

Coker, who had plenty of money, gave
two shillings a til;na for this tgri ing
literature, which sold everywhere like
hot onkes, a fact which seemed tocindi-
cate that there were plenty of jieople
about with brains like Coker's, zh
he believed his intellect to be almiost
unique.

Poiter spoke of these yellow-jacketed
best-gellers as “Coker’s two-bob bloods.”
But not in Coker's hearing.

“You'd probably like to hear my
theory !” remarked Coker. in the best
manner of Hickory Knutt, detective.

Potter and Greene would have pre-
ferred to get on with their prep. But
it was useless to tell Coker zo. They
knew they had to listen to his theory.

“Prout’s been kidnapped,” said
Coker. "It may be either the work of
some secret enemy, or a sccret society.”

“QOh erikey I” said Greens.

“I'm disposed—provisionally, at least
—to work on the former theory,” =zaid

{Continued on page 12.)
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A YOUNG reaucr of mine in Dublin is worried bscause

this game of football gives him a headache—literally,
thatis. Writing to ms, * Sammy " says :
“I can tran the ball, dribblo, and shoot, but if
I head the ball I get a pain in my head. Does this mean that
I am weak in the head, or is there some special way to head
the ball ¥ "

Much as I shonld like to be of help to this reader in every
direction, I am afraid I cannot give him a definite reply to one
E:rt of his question. It is poaai%ﬂa that he may be heading the

Il quite correctly, but that, owing to some weakness, the
act of heading affects certain nerves and produces the pain.
If this is the case, then it is obvious that the boy may be oing
himself real hatm in continuing to head a footbalﬁ and the
umllgéd advies I can give is that a medical man should be con-
sulted.

I think it is quite possible that the pains in the head from
which my reader suffers after heading & football is due to the
fact that he heads in the wrong way. There are plenty of first-
class footballsrs who have never mastered, properly, the art of
Mhil ing the ball. and so a general hint or two may be worth
whie.

In the first place. a playcr who habitually uses
the top of the head when the ball through
the air is very likely to suffer from headache.
And this is pain for tohich there is no necessity.
The ball should not be propelled by the top of the
head, as that part of the crani was £
Jor such rough g Even when the ball does
come through the air to a footballer, his mauo
object should be to get it d to the gr 1 as
soon as possible. Inorder to do this the forehead,
or the side of the head should be used. The shull
there is hard, and so for as most ordinary people
are concerned, a football can be headed thus

without any bad after-effects.

T will probably be suggested that it isn't always easy to
head the ball with the part of the head desired. This is
true, but I can tell you how the difficulty arises. It is

due to the fact that the player does not keep his eye on

the ball. When an object is coming towards the head thers is a
perfectly natural tendency to close the eyea in ordsr to protect
them from n posaible blow. But the player who does close his
eyes—and there are plenty of players in the top class guilty of
this “ weakness "—is apt to get the ball in the wrong place,
probably on the tep of the head. Keep the eyes on %ho ball
right to the moment of contact, und go to it with the idea of
getting the bal' down to the ground

If my young reader should discover that there is some weal-
ness in his head which renders it inadvisable for him to usse
it in beading a football, there ia no reason why he should give
up the game. In thie course of the average matoh it is ver
seldom necessary for the outeide wing men to head the ball,
and perhaps my young friend could develop his football ekill in
one of those positions. As he says hio can trap, dribble, trick
opponents, and shoot hard, all these qualifications are useful
in an extrerne winy man.

TRANUE things happen trom time to time in this game of

football, and when they do ha.?pan I hear about them.

I want to hear about them, too, fer it is my job to explain.

I have several lettors this weel raising questions con-

oominf an incident during & match between Cardiff City and
Barnsley. played at Cardifl.

A newspaper report of what happened has been
sent to e, and I quole it; ** A goal-kick ioas
gwarded to Barnsley, und Dixon, the full-back, in
passing the ball back to the goalkeeper, slipped

S
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' Old Ref " Is at the service of all
MAQNET readers, Bee il you
can get him groggy with a knotty
sooccer problem, [doubt if you can!

e
and pushed the ball to the goalkeeper with his
hands, The referee took no notice of the incident
fill the Cordiff players poinfed out to hiim the in~
fringement, and the official then gave a penally
Kick from which a goal was scored.”’

There are several interesting features of this particular story.
In the first place I don’t think any referee could possibly
justify his action in giving & penalty kick beoause of an infringa-
ment which was brought to his notice by the players. If
the referee or his linesmen don't sce things, then tEey cannob
properly give decisions upon them.

The second obsecrv.tion is that if the circumatancss were ag
guoted abova, and wers seen by the referee, he made a mistake
in giving a penalty kick. The ball was dead when the full-back
prepa to take the goal kick, and. it would not be in play
again until it had been properly kicked off. If the full-back,
slipping, moved the ball off the line with hia hands, the goal
kick was not properly taken, and the referee could only order
it to be taken again.

EING interested in this case, I have made it my business

B to inquire, and as the result of those inquiries, ray

conclusion i that the newspaper report sent to me by

two correspondents, and concerning which they nre
mystified, did not guite state the facts.

Apparently the Barnsley goaliieeper put the ball;
on the line, or somewhere near {t, and then tapped
it to the full-back. The latter, instead of kicking it,
used his hands to the ball. If this is the proper
story of the incident, then the veferee, sceing it,
was in order in awarding a penaliy-Kick against
the player who, after the ball had been Ekicked from
the spot, touched it with his hands. The full-back
may have been under a misa engion wohen
he did this -he may have thought that the goal-
keeper had not hiched it off properly, and con-
sequently the full-back pushed the boll back to
the goolkeeper with his hands. The referee
cannof act on the assumption that there was mis-
apprehension, and t award o penclty RKick.

games. I remember Bolton Wanderers playing a matoch
a geagon or two back. The dpls.y was in the Bolton penalty
area when & full-back euddenly caught the ball in his
hands, The refaree gave a penalty kiclk, of courss, and he
stuck to this deocision in apite of the ex?lsnat-ion, given by the
full-back, that he had heard a whistle blown by somebody and
thought that. the referee had whistled to stop play. The
referce not having done so, and the full-back having intention.-
ally handled in the penslty arem, the referee had no other
course but to award a penalty kick. You see the trouble which
would arise onece & refers. ihegan to accept the explanations and
excuses of the players, even though those explanations may
be periectly true and genuine,
The habit ou the part of a spectator hero and there of taking
a whistle with him to a football match and blowing it on ocoasion
ia a bad one, and I should say to such people, “ Don't do it."”
Already this season Notte Forest have lost a point because of
this habit. When they were plai;ing the Bpurs recentl a
whistle was Llown by a man in the crowd. All the players
atopped, thinking the referee’s whistle had gone. hen
Harper, the Tottenham centre-forward, realised that the whistle
which hed souuded did not belong to the reforee he went on

E HAVE seen mistakes of a similar kind happen in other

. and scored a goal which enabled the Spurs to win by two

goals to one.
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PROUT'S LOVELY BLACK EYE!

(Continued from page 10.)

C “A secret enemy, A one-mon
]0}]-“

“You—you think Pront had a secret
enemy i seid Potter faintly.

“That's obvious, if he kid-
napped,”

SIEP murmured Greene.

“Not that there’s any if about it,”
went on Coker calmly, ' He's been kid-
napped. The whole thing's clear—io
me. I'm going to make it equally clear
to you”

Potter and Greeno doubted that.

“You see, Prout wasn't always a
Public School master—the harmless old
buffer that we know,” said Coker. “He
was young onoe—"

should

“A jolly long time ago, I
think,” remarked Greene.

“He used to climb the Alps, and shoot
grizzlies in the Rocky Mountains, and so
on,” said Coker. “He's got guns and
skins and things stacked round his
study—you’ve seen them——"

“Price says he bought the lot at an
auction,” suid Potter.

“ Price is a suspicious ass! He was s
different man in those days, And it was
then, T fanoy, that he made this bitter
cnomy who has now tracked him down,”
said Coker.

Potter and Greeno tried hard not to
smile. But the idea of plump, pompous
Prout being tracked down and kid-
nappad by a bitter enemy was almost
too much for their gravity.

“YWhen I ceme on that suspicious
character in the fog in the quad last
night,” resumed Coker, I took him for
1 common t.rami) who had sneaked into
the school to pi fer. I realise now that
he was in disguise.”

“But—but he did try to pilfer
from Prout's study,” said Greene.
“I'va heard that some Remove kids
eaught him there, and very mearly
bagged him.”

“T've heard that, too—that’s part of
my material,” said Coker, “He got
inte Prout’s study—not any cther study,
mind you—Prout’s study. Why shoul
ho pick out Prout’s study more than
any other 77

“Porhaps becanse Prout left his
window open,” said Potter.

Colter waved an impatient hand, He
did not desira to liear suggestions that
did not fit in with his theery. He had
not gone to the trouble of forming a
theory in order to have holes knocked
in it by carping eritics.

“Ho selected Prout’s study. When
those Remove fags bagged him, Lie made
out that he was pinching—the first
excusa he thought of. He wasn’t likely
to tell them that he was there to kidnap
Prout.”

“Tt would have surprised them a bit,
it he had!” murmured Potter, And
Greene changed his chuckle into a
cough just in time.

“That was his object,” said Coker.
“It’s clear—from what happened subse-
quently. Prout saw him in the study,
as wo know, and recognised him as the
desperate, determined enemy who had
been tracking him down for years, That
accounts for Prout’s agitation, and his
locking himself in the study. Every
step in the passage, every tap at his
door,” said Coker impressively, “seemed
to poor old Prout the footstep of his
bitter foe.”

"Oh !I’

“In fear and trembling, Pront cringed
behind a locked door,” said Coker.
“But that did not save him. In the
dead of night—"
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“The which?”

“The dead of night—that means the
middle of the night,” explained Coker.
“In the dead of night, the desperate
scoundrel penetrated to Prout's presence,
and the game was up, Details,” added
Coker, “are, of course, lacking, so far.
Whether the villain covered him with
a revolver, or—"

“Or a blanket?”
flippantly.

Coler's eyes gleamed.

“If you think this is a joking matter,
George Potter—"

“Nunno 1" gas?ed Potter. “Go on,
old chap. Youw're getting frightfully
interesting.”

“Thrilling !” said Greene. “Go on!”

Coker, pﬁmnted, went on:

'“Whether tho dastard covered him
with a revolver, and marched him oft
ot tho muzzle—whether he pressed the
deadly blade of a dagger to his heart,
and torrified him into submission—
whether he stunned him with a blow
from some blunt instrument—or whether
he jammed a chloroform pad over his
mouth—cannot bo said. But the facls
prove that somehow he downed Prout
and got away with him."”

“Carried him off 7 gasped Potter.

“Yes”

“Then I can jolly well guess who he
was!” said Dotter,

Coker started.

“Rot! What do you mean?
can't! Who was it, theni?*

“Hereules, looking for a thirteenth
job !” said Potter. “QOnly Iereules
could have carried off a man of Prout’s

asked Potter

You

ha, hal" gelled Grecne
involuntarily,

Colier glaved.

“You silly ass!” he rvoared.
think that's fanny—>"

“My mistake, old chap,” said Potter

“If you

soothingly. “Keep on with the jolly
old theory! We're getting thrilled no
end.”

“If yon don' want to hear my

theory—"

“Put wo do, old chap—we do!” urged
Potter. Potter did not, perhaps, want
to henr it; but as he had to hear it. he
certainly wanted to get it over, Prep
appealed to him more than the kidnap-
ping of Prout,

“TWell, try to keep serious, on a
serious subject,” said Coker, frowning.
“It's serions enough for poor old
Prout. I don’t say the villain carried
him off bodily—I dare say he made him
walk at the point of m vevelver, or the
muzzle of a knife—I mean the muzzle of
a revolver or the point of @ knife. Any-
how, he got him as far as the car—"

“What car ?”

“Y deduce a car,” explained Coker,
“These villains generally have a fast
car to carry out their deadly work.”

“That's s0,” essented Grecne, with &
glance at the well-stocked hookshelt.
“They always do, in fact. A car with
a long, sinister-looking grey body—"

“Bomething of the sort,” agreed
Coker. “To-morrow, in the daylight, I
shall look for tyre tracks, For the pre-
gent we'll take the car for granted.”

It seemed to Potter and Greene that
Coker was taking a lot for granted, as
well as the car. But they forbore to
say so. The less they interrupted Coker
the sooner he waa likely to ring off.

“Ha got him to the car, and rushed
him away at breakneck speed through
the gloomy night,” said Coker. “That
was the last of Prout, so far as we
know. He's kidnapped, and he's in the
hands of the desperado who bagged
him. Have I made it clear?”

" Um I‘J
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“To anyone with my eye tor salient
facts,” said Coker, “the thing is clear
from the start. Prout’s disappeared.
Well, Publiec School masters don’t disap-
pear myateriously like that without a
reason. A man might be called away
suddenly; but he would see somebody,
explain the thing somehow, before he
went, Prout just vanished. It's e clear
case of kidnapping.”

“A jolly obliging sort of kidnapper to
let him telephone to the Head!" re-
marked Potter reflectively.

To Potter and Greene, that remark
secemed to give the kybosh to Horace
Coker’s wonderful theory. Certainly, if
Prout was kidnapped, it was coxtra-
ordinary thot he had phoned the Head.
But Coker only smiled.

“That phone call was a fake!” he
said.

' A—p—a faket™

“Yes, Tt was tho Lidnapper who
shoned the Head—using Prout's voice—

mean, ucing Pront's name. It was a
fake, to satisfy the Head, and prevent
him from calling in the police.”

“Oh secissors! DBut the Head would
know Prout's voice.”

“The vidain may have imitated i,
Anyboily could imitate old Prout’s bark.
Besides, {he Head is a simple old duck !
If the man used Prout's name he would
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sippose it was Prout speaking, The
telephone message was a  fake, of
course.””

Potter and Greene realiscd that the
telephone miessage had to be a fake, or
Coker's theory would not have held
waler. So they did not srgue the point,

“Now the question erises,” said
Coker. “What's going to be donei”

“If you've got it right, Prout's going
to be doue!” Potter was flippant again.

“Don’t be an ass, Polier, if you can
help it. Prout’s o bit of an annoying
old asz in the Form-room, but he's our
Form masler. Besides, I owe him sone-
thing,”” said Coker. “I gave him a
punch, in the fog last night, in mistake
ior one of those cliceky Bemove fags.
That's to be kept dark, of course—I'd
rather not have it known, But it makes
me all the keener to help him out of his
scrape. I hardly kuow whether to go
to the Head, or to Inspector Grimes, at
Courtfield, to tell my theory.”

Potter and Greene gave a simul-
taneous jump.

“For goodness’
Potter.

“PDon’t |" spluttered Greene.

It was all very well for Coker to pro-
pound this remarkable theory in the
privacy of his own study. But the idea
of Cokor propounding it to the Head, or
to a police-inspector, miade his friends
look fairly aghast.

“You don't think the Head would
seo the matier as I do?” asked Coker
thought{ully.

“Nunno !
wouldn't I’

“o—he hasn't your brains, Coker!"
gasped Greene.

“That's so,” agreed Coker. *I shall
think it ovor before I tell anybedy. In
the meantime I shall go on gathering
olues. If you fellows think of anything,
you cen tell me. In your humble wey
you may bo able to render some small
mssistance, Out of the mouths of babes
and sucklings, you know—""

“Oh crumbs I

“We're going
course,’ said Coker.

sake——" gasped

I—=I'm pretty sure he

to save Prout, of
“That’s up to us!
T mean, I'm going to save him, and I
shall let you fellows lelp. Goodness
knows what might be his awful fate if
T hadn't tumbled to the tiuth. Luckily
for Prout, T could see it all.”’
(Continued on page 14.)
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PROUT'S LOVELY BLACK EYE!

(Continued from pege 12.)

Potiter looked ap Greene. Grecns
looked at Potter. They were making
manful efforts to control their emotions.
But their emotions threatened to be too
much for their efiorts at self-control,

“* Now, I've expisined the whole thing
to you,” said Coker. *That's my
theory—for what it's worth! Tell me
frankly what you think of it."”

Coker paused; not, of course, for
irivolous objections or carping
criticisms, e paused like Bherlock
Holmes for an outburst of wonder from
Dr. Watson.

But if Coker was strong in the part
of Sherlock Holmes, Potter and Greene
failed lamentably in that of Dr. Watson.

They did not intend to tell Coker
frankly what they thought of his theory
and of the intellect that had evolved it.
1t would have offended Coker too much,
and might have endangered their
friendship. But as Coker looked ai
them earnestly, and waited for their
reply, their lyong'-auppmssed emotions
overcame them, Quite unintentionally
they burst into a yell of langhter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker stared at them.

*“What are you laughing at?’ he
demanded.

“Qh dear! Ha, ha! Nothing, old
chap! Ha, ha, hal' shrieked Potter.
"OE my hat! Ha, ha! Sorry, Coker—
Iﬁa,”im |—but it’s too jolly funny—ha,

a' »

“Funny I’ said Coker, in amazement,

“Ha, ha!' yelled Greene. “1 mean—
ha, ha!l—oh dear! Prout hasn’t been
kidnapped, old chap—it’s all moonshine.
Ha, ha, ha ”

Coker rose to his feet, Thae look he
gave his study-mates might have
withered a pair of stone images. Dut
Potter and Greene were not withered.
They went on chortling, The fact was,
they could not help it. The desire to
chortle had been strong upon them all
the while Coker was propounding his
startling theory, They had suppressed
it. Now it had broken out, and taken
the bit batween its teeth, as it were.
Potter and Greene yolled hfsterms.l_ly.
They wiped their Gg)cs and yelled again.

Coker gazed at them. His brow was
got, his eycs beneath flashed like &
talchion from its sheath, .

“ 8o that’s what you think of it1" he
gasped.

“Oh dear! Ha, ha, ha |”

Coker, with a last withering glare,
sirode across the study, jerked open the
door, and strode out, elamming the door
after him with a slam that rang the
length of the Fiith Form passage. And
from Potter and Greene, now quite help-
less with merriment, a yell followed
Lim s

“Ia, ha, ha1"

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks For It!

“ ARGE in, fathead!”

B Harry Wharton called out
cheerily as a knock came at
the door of Study No. 1, in

the Remove. 5

Prep was over in that famous study;
and Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were Eputtmg away their books. They
oxpected their chums, Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh, to call in on their way down to
the Rag. But it was not a member of
the Co. who entered in response to
Wharton’s cheery hail, It was Horace
Coker, of the Fifth Iorm,

Tue Maewyer Liprarv.—No, 1,187.

Wharton and Nugent rose rather
hurriedly as they saw Coker. Wharion's
hand rested lightly on the inkpot;
Frank’s strayed, as if by accident, to a
ruler. Friendly visits were not paid b
Fifth Form men to Lower Fourt
studies, and the chums of the Remove
concluded that Coker was calling to
settle accounts for that little episode in
the fog the previous day.

But Coker, to their surprise, did not
look hostile. He looked very thoughtful,
indeed solemn, but not like a fellow on

the war-path.

“Want anything, Colker?” asked
Harry, puzszled.

“Yes.”” Coker glanced round the

study. ‘I went spome information. But
T want to seo the lot of you. Where are
the other fags you kids generally go
about with ¢”* .
“Us what” asked Wharton politely.
Coker made an effort.
1 mean, you fellows!" he conceded.
“That's better,” agreed Wharton.
“Well, the other fellows will come in
when Ithey’ve finished prep—any minute

w.

“Then I'll wait,”” said Coker.

He sat down. o did not wait to
be asked, or to inquire whether it wae
agreeable to the owners of the study for
him to wait there. Coker was not the
man to trouble about trifles like that.

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
puzzled glance, and then fixed their eyes
on Coker. They were quite perplexed,
and not particularly pleased, great as
was the honour of seeing Horace Coker
in their study.

“Did you say you wanted some in-
formation " asked Nugens.

*That's it,"” Coker nodded.

“Trying to improve your spelling 1"*

"E}]?”

"I so, wo'll coach you a little,”’ said
Frank. ‘“Better begin with simple
rvﬁl;dg, such zs cat, C-a-t—eat! Not

Cokor Wharton
chuckled. .

“You cheeky young scoundrel !”” gaid
Coker. “If you want me to dust this
stu,c?y with you, you've only got to say

stared at him.

“Ho ! said Frank cheerily.

Coker lalf-rose from his chair. Bub
he sat down again. He had not coms
there to row with the Removites, and
he was excreising uncommon gelf-
command.

“If it's not spelling, what is it %"
asked Frank. “Do you want our help
with your Latin? Take &n easy
example: Britannia est insula ! Britain
iz an island. Now, say after me,
Britannia est insula—"

“Hg, ha, ha ! yelled Wharton, quite
taken by the expression on Horace
Coker’s face. Again Coker half-rose.
Again he sat down.

But apparently it was not on Latin,
any motre than an spelling, that Coker
roquired information.

TArithmetic?” asked Frank,
apparently deriving some entertainment
from pulling Coker's leg. “Consider-
ing the state of your knowledge of the
Bl ject{ Coker, we'd better begin at the
beginning ! Tiwice one are twol”

oker Erea.thed hard,

“Twica two are four!” went on
Nugent.

“You cheeky little scamp——""
“Twice three are siz!” said Nugent
gravely., *“Now, we won't go any
further till we're sure you've got that.
Twice twol”

Coker glared instead of answering,

“Four " said Frank chidingly. “Try
to rem,t:mber that, Coker! Now, twice

real
The door of Study Neo. 1 was hurled
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open, and Boh Cherry tramped in, with
the heavy tread that was reminiscent of
the *huge earth-shaking beast” in
Macaulay. Johnny Bull aud Hurree
Bingh followed him in.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!’ boomed Bob.
“Finished prep? Hallo, hallo, hallo,
you've got a jolly old visiter!'” He
stared at Coker,

“ Coker’s come here for information,'
explained Fronk Nugent. *Judging
by his failure to answer simple questions
in arithmetic, he's in need of it. Now,
Coker, try again! Twice two?”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker rose to his feet. He controlled
his strong desire to run amok and
massacre the grinning Removites in &
bunch., Coker had other fish to fry.

"Now you're all here,” he said, “I'm
going to put a few questions to you. I
want you to speak frankly and care-
fully, I want tho facts.”

The Famous Five could only stare.
What Coker of the Fiith was driving
at was an utter mystery to them. They
were not yet aware that Coker had
taken up the slcuth business on the
lines of Hickory Euutt, detective, as
ortrayed by that brilliant best-seller,

r. Slapdash Wallop.

“T'vo_taken up the case of Prout,”
added Coker, by way of enlightenment.

“The which of who?” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.

“The case of Prout.”

“I don't quite follow,” said Wharton.
“Prout wasn’t kept in 2 case, was he}
Or do you mean his cigar-case ”

“You =i ]% young noodle! I mean
the case of Prout’s disappearance,”

““Haos he disappeared?”

“He's gone!l” said Coker. “I'm
looking into the matter., Now, you
kids—I mean, you fellows—were on the
spot last night, when a disguised villain
got into Prout's study after Prout.
saw the dastard later, in the quad, b
onli for a minute, and in the fog. You
probably saw more of him. I hear
that you handled him in Prout's
study. -

“That's sa,” said Wharton puzzled.
“DBut what—" .

‘‘Have you any idea who he is{*

“Y heard him mumbling that his
name was Herbert Harris—" s

Y Pmbab]{) an assumed name ! said
Coker, *“Did you notice anything
special  about him—anything very
epecial or strikingI*

“VYes, rather.”

“What was it 1"

“His trousers.”

“Prousers,” repeated Coker.
mind his trousers—"

“Pm not gaoing to. He can mind
them himself, if they need minding.”,

“I mean, bother his trousers!” said
Coker irmtably. “Did you notice that
he was in disguise 1 :

“My hatl Nol”

“Had he a beard?”

“Bort of tuft like a billy-goat, I be-
lieve,” said Harry, after somo thought.
“Wanted shaving, I expect.”

“Falso beard |” said Coker. “Did
anything come off in the struggle?®

i Yes i3

“ Never

“What was it?” asked Coker eagerly,
on the track of false beards and
moustaches and wigs,

““His escape I said Wharton blandly.
*Wo tried to ’prevent- it, but it came off
all the same.” .

“Vou silly young ass!” exclaimed
Coker, blind to the playful humour of
the Remove. *“I mean, did his hair
come off, or anything 1* .

“Yes; I fancy he got his hair off
when wa collared him.

“Ha, ha, ha}” . . .

“Bo serious, you little idiot!” ssid
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in a wild and dishevelled state, Coker was roiled along the

passage.

He roared as he rolled.

“ Yow-ow-ow [ Yoop !

Groogh ! I'l spifiicate you !

<oker angrily. “This is a serious
matter—a Jolly serious matter.”

“Blessed if I see it,” answered the
captain of the Remove, “What do
,you want to konow about that pincher
or, anyhow t*

Coker hesitated. After its reception
from Potter and Greene in his own
study, he felt a little natural hesitation
in propounding his theory of a_kid-
napping to_these cheeky and unthink-
ing fags, He had a sort of premoni-
tion that they would chortle, just like
Potter and Greene.

“Well, the fact is, I'm taking the
matter up,” he said. “I'm going to
find out what's become of Prout.”

“Naughty to be inguisitive!” said
Bob Cherry solemnly. “We're always
kicking Bunter for being inguisitive.

“You silly young fathead!” gasped
Coker., “I suppose I'd better teil you
that I think Prout’s had foul play.
Now do you understand 1

The Famous Five jumped. Coker
}mdt succeeded In surprising them, at
east.

5 “Foul play!”® repeated Wharton

lankly. |

“That's it! The Head doesn’t suspect
it—and the police, of course, know
nothm%! I saw it a]l at a glance
Look herel” Coker simply could not

“Look nere, the fact is, my

keep it in. ]
theory is that Prout’s been kidnapped.”

“ Kick-kick-kidnapped I” stuttered Bob
erry.

“Yes, and by that scoundrel in a false
beard, who pietended to be a common
pincher when you bagged him in the
study,” said Coker. “ According to my
theory, he was an old bitter enemy of
Prout’s, who had tracked him down.”

“ Tut-tut-tracked him down |” gasped
Wharton.

“Yos, rather like the Black-bearded
Baronet in ‘The Clue of the Copper
Cooking-pot,’ * said Coker. ‘ Some old
enemy from Prout’s youth——"

“Must be a jolly old enemy, if he
dates from Prout’s youth!” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“The oldfulness of the esteemed
enemy must bo terrific!” conocurred

urree Jamset REam Singh.

“Well, that's thoe theory,” said Coker,
“and as I've taken up the case, I want
gll the information I can get. IE turns
out that you kids—fellows—were the
last to see Prout alive. You saw the
kidnapper in his study—"
“ But—but he wasn't a kidnapper!”
gnsped Wharton, “He was just a
common thieving tramp who'd taken
advantage of the fog to sneak into the
place to pinch something *

“He stuffed you with that!” said

Coker contemptuously. “You saw
Prout in his presence, Did Prout show
signs of recognition?”

“Not o small bit.”

“He didn’t start, or turn pale, or say
anything like. ' At last !’ or ¢ After all
these years’1” asked Coker anxiously.
Coker was rather anxious for his case
to proceed on the proper lines, as laid
down by Mr. Wallop in his multifarious
works.

The juniors chuckled. >

"Not at all,” said Harry. “He said

What, what |’ and ‘Bless my soul I’

Coker grunted. Evidently he was
ennoyed with Prout for having failed
to play up on recognised lines.

“Well, he would, I suppose!” he
snapped, “You feel sure he didn’t
recognise this man who assumed the
name of Harris?”

“Quite surel TEven if he'd known
him, he wouldn't have recognised him
in the dark, I suppose. We could hardly
sce him ourselves.”

Coker started.

“In the dark? Wasn't the light on?”

“No. Prout didn't want it on, for
some reason—he staped me when I swas
going to turn it on,” eail Harry. “Hae
scooted us out of the study, and locked

{Continued on page 18.)
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

Navember 15th, 1930. I

LOST, STOLEN, OR

One white mouse, answering to the
name of Cornelius.
like Alonzo Todd. I am heart-broken
at the loss, as 1 believe old Twigg has
signed the poor beaat's death warrant.
GEORGE TUBB, Third Form.

STRAYED!

Looks very much

BUSTER KEATON AT GREYFRIARS

“Wash Your Necks” Statement

SURPRISING SEQUEL

There was a terrific sensation yesieiday alternoon when it
became kuown that Buster Keaton, the celebrated film star, had
sranged to vigit Greyfriars. How the muniour spread was not
guite clear ot the time. Bunter said he lind heard Wibloy tallking
about it in his study. Wib. who is rather in tho know in film
matters, didn't deny it, 8o mosat of us thought there must be some-
thing in it.

Great crowds assembled down at the gates in the afterncon,
After n short interval, a lean, frozeu-faced gentleman appeared
ilown the lane, and there was a loud cheer 23 we recognised Buster
Keaton himseli.

Wharton, representing the Lower School, stepped forward
to do the honours.

“ Welcome to Greyiriars, sir | "' he said, dolling his cap. * Wel-
comae to this historic old foundation & ;

* So this is Greyfriars, 18 it 1" interrupted Me. Keaton, alaring
round liim with a face hike
& graven image, " Funny
]it-'r-l? rabbit-huteh, ian't
g
it ' 'Hﬂm'i 1%

We frowned a litile.
Nono of us quile liked
the comparison.

“ I guoess you're Grey-
{riars boys, then ! " went
on Mr. Keaton amiably.
* Scruffy-looking crowd |
Why don't you wash
your nacks ocensionally 1"

“Loock here,” eanid
Wharton with a frown.

“IMN look for o few
geconds,  Can’t  expect
me to look longer than
tliat at o face lilce yours,
con you 2V

asped Wharton.

* Mr, Keaton——" .

" That is, of course, if it is a face ; but perliaps it'a only & mask !
Sakes alive | 'What's that 1™ yelled the filim ster, suddenly pomting
to the ground. ! ’

* Something I'm treading on " asked DBob Cherry in surprise.

“No; it'a your foot—l can see that now. Thought for o
moment it was the foot of a mountain |

" Why, you gilly sess—"" roared Bob. >

“What a lot of niggers there are about !’ remarked Mr. Ileaton
brightly. “ Hold on, thougl; I believe il’s only the ink-stains
on your fingera ! "

* Look here——"" hooted a dozen chaps.

Mr. Keaton, a little alarmed, took a stop bock,
fatal 1| He trip-r«l over the iron rail that bounded ono of Lhie flower-
gardens and fell back in & heap. As he did so his hat caine off and
with it—a wig!

The next moment there was a yell.

“WIBLEY!"” ’

Willinma Wibley, alias Buster Koaton, sat up, grinning ruciully.

“That's done it 1" he remarked. * Anyway, you fatliaals,
I've done what I sat out to do. After the way you howled me dowr
over:' Hamlet,' I made up my mind I'd sonvinee you I could act.
Perhapa you'll admit it now 1"

We did. We also admitted that Wibley deserved a ducking for
his cheek, and what's more we zaw that he got it withouu Jelay |
By the time Wib. emerged from the pond in the Close l:a was frmly
resolved that the next time he wanted to prove lis Thespion ability
lie'd do it in o slightly less sensational way !

Thuat atep was

IF THE TRUTH
WERE TOLD

Coker :
“I SWANK™

F,T. Fish:

“I SWINDLE"™

A CGerman scientist olaims to
lave invented s preparation which
acta on the' brain in such a way
os to compel people to tell the
truth, When we get a supply of
the magia di::fe at Groyirfars, the
rosults should be very entertain-
ing. This kind of thing, for
ingtance, will be guite commons
place : HORACE COKER : What,
me play footer ? Ha, ha, hal
What 1 know about footer, 1I'm
afraid, could be compressed into
one word of three letters—"* N1L."
T'll tell you one thing I am good
at, though—SWANK | I really
can puaraniee to lick anyone else
at Greyfviars hollow at that gome !
But I won't go on. Faet is, I talk
too much ; a nice long rest will
do my jaw all the good in the
world !

POTTER & GRILIENE : Coker,
old man, you're an idiot !

FISHER T. FISH : Would any
of you guys care to invest a fow
dollars m a first-class gi]t-ﬂdgud
gwindling ramp ? If so, hand 'em
over to me and you can bet your
sweet life on one thing; that
you'll never see 'em back again |

PERCY BOLSOVER: I went
for him like a mad bull, but never
landed anywhere near him | Mean-
whilo he was %‘ving me o fearful
pasting and waa vyelling for
mercy. All ot once, he landed a
hefty wallop on my jaw that laid
me right ont and that was the end
of tha scrap. I was four stone
heavior than he was; go I ought
to have wor all right ; but he was
far too good fuor me—far too good |

PAUL PROUYT, ESQ. : No, air
I didn't kill a single grizzly in the
Rockies. The reason ! For ope
thing I'm too bad a shot and for
another, I didn't see a grizzly.

BILLY BUNTER: I sm not
expecting n postel order. Imagi-
nation can hardly be expected

to go farther than that; can it ¢

i without inte rruptiun

WIBLEY
PLAYS
HAMLET

CANDID CRITICS |

A distinguished audience, con”
taining many important figures
in Remove society, assembled in
the R;’g to witnesa Mr. "E‘-"’llllmm
Wibley’'s eagerly anticipated pro-
duction GFB % Hamlt?ﬁ" The
famous actor-manager appesred
in front of the curtan before the
start and explained that he had
improved Shakespeare’s origmal
version by cutting out all the
characters with ption

the exce
of Hamlet. The advantages were:

1. That the production would
not be spoilt by the incompetent
acting on ths part of minor
characters, and (2) that the
audience would be akle to enjoy
the magni-

-

fieent acting of the only real actor
in the Remove—himself !

After this modest little ech
Wib. got on with the washing.
That's the best way I can put it,
for the produsction turned out
to be a complete washout! It's
all very well to watch Wib.
ranting and raving and clawing
the air for five minutes at a time ;
but when it g on without
regpite for an hour it's no joke.
The audience stood it for a while, 1
Then Bolsover started whistling ;
Skinner began a solo on the
mouth-organ ; Cherry end Bull
got out a chess-board, and one
or two others produced

to well at the top of his voice to
m&i: himgself heard ; soon after
that the din drowned even Wib’s
yelling | One or two candid critics
ot up on the stage and told
Vibley fronkly that his acting
woa rotten, and that he ought to
retire. Aa he didn’t take the broad

hint, he was bumped on the stage

anectin

PROTECT YOUR

HEN TAKING
PORTRAITS

Hints

'With the dark days upon us,
mw i8 the time for amatecur
photographers to turn their atten-
titn to indoor studies. TFor those
who ravel in esction snape, some
finn pictures of banister-aliding
can be obtained at the bottom
of the staira lesding from the
Remove passage to the first-floor
landing. Photographers are ad-
vieed to take the precaution of
east-iron barricades in
front of them when on the job,
otharwise the results to both
cameraand photographer are liable

to be disnstrous,

Soveral interesting ** new angle ™
Ehﬂtﬂgr&phu liave been geoured
y enterprising amateurs in the
Bemove recently. Dick Russell’s
mograph of a pame ®f leapiro
ken while lying on hia back witﬂ
tle tamera on his chest ia quite &
liltly masterpiece. As to Whar-
ten's anep of Bunter tying up his
algelace, taken from the keyhole
ol ¥o. 1 study, it's a revelation—

in' more senses than one.

Kipps, the conjurer, joined the
cimeramen of the Remove last
wik, claiming to Lave invented
o tmera which would develop
m print automatically, and

vwor the completed picture
asoond or two after it hand been
takinn Wo fell for it like lambs
asd posed for a proup outside
khe bchool House. Unfortunately
for Kipps, Mr. Queloh strolled
almy at the oruciol moment and
jumid the group without the new
nhatographier’s knowledge. When
ot old Kipps emerged from the
oMk of his * camera " proudly
dilpiying a large-sized picturs
of s group of donkeys, the joke
fiwmpletely flat. Quelch hasn't

piten it yet, and Kipps
whainly won't forget it until
h\:::hnb!u to sit down in comfort

ANSWER TO CORRESPON.
DENT: “Hypo™ aska: " Will
over-exposurs ruin a negative ?
I'm positive it will.

“LExvs "™ aska: “'"How can I
take a photo of myscif §

Very simple., Get your pal
to hold the ecamera, stand aoross
the room facing him, composa your
dial, tell your pal to release the
trigger, and—you've done the
trick, providing the camera has
survived the shook of your
features, of course,

“NoeaTivE " writes: *Cen 1

S |ARE YOU FAT-

HEADED?

Handwriting
Expert Requests
Specimens

Professor Richard Rale, Hund- |

Ex

writing rt  and Character

uge & flm that has been exposzed Delineator, lias been engaged by

but has come out blank 1 ¥

Yes, you can use up thesse
films very well. Those you get
withont any image on them, put
in your album, and affix a title
to them as follows: * Aeroplans |
out of sight in a clear blus sky.”
Or if the film’s black : ** Portrait
of a nigger in a dark room,”

" BroIsNER ” wants to know :
“ How can I start photography 2
I have got a camera, but the
lens has gone. I've no money for
films, the back of the camera
iz missing—but the handle ia
in good condition.”

Your problem is soon sclved.
Tale the handle off the camera,
throw the rest away, and keep
that handle until piga fly.

Harry
W harp=
ton's por=-
trait of
Billy
Euntar
'"tying up
hls boot-

lage.” |

us at enormous expense tor the
purpose of dslmeati readers’
characters, nnd edvising as to
their future ¢areers from their
handwriting, Readera are re-
queated Lo send in specimens with
& nom-de-plume so that there
can be no denaPﬁun. The following
are this week's characters :

“FAMOUS FIFTH FORMER."
You are foolish, fatunous, and iat-
headed, braowny, bumptious, and
brainless. You are overbearing,
but not underhanded ; youn ride

the high horse, but never wallk |

away Irom danger. You're as
obstinate as a mule, and, penerally
speaking, you're an awiul sss;
but taking you all round, you're
not a bad old scoutl 1 should
advise you to becoms a strong
man in a circus or a retived colonel.

“"TRANSATLANTIC"”  (Ee-
move). Your cramped lhand be-
trays 6 mean, gragping, mercenary
nature, incapable of penerosity
or kindness. Your conceit i
colossal and your “‘nerve un-
limited, but you've no brain to
spealk of, and no courage whatever.
All the indications are that you
would make an excellent money-
lender or City shark ; but I should
recommend your adopting a carcer
which keeps you in contact with
hanest work and decent company.
Be w sailor or a navvy, and make
& man of yourself, * Trans-
atlantic " !

BOYS! You Can’t Afford
to Miss This!

fw COURTFIELD CINEMA
o remind its Greyiriars
i that next week's pro-
includea the 100 per cent

to the accompaniment of lond

I

applause, and afterwarda retired.

dhooting  Cowboy  drama
entitled :

ea- | -

“BANGI™
Featuring Al Bunkum.
A Mighty, Thrilling, Gripping,
Ema.ah?ng, Soul-stirring, nle:;:tg-
rending, Secreamingly-funny Epic
of Texas |-
SUPPORTED BY

The Mozt Btaggering, Btupendous
Spectacle of all tu!i]rma, Eﬁnwiug
‘s HAtroggle Against Inhu-

|

manity during the last 20,000
years,
“HOT DOG 1"
ROLL UP IN YOUR THOU.-
SANDS, BOYS 1
N.B.~Inl-pelleta, pea-shooters,
and equirters must be deposited

with the manager before entering
the hall,

JUDGE
SENTENCES
HIMSELF

In the Woodehed Bessions, H.
Wharton, Editor, surrendered to
his bail on a charge of publishing
an advertisement in the * Crey-
fricra Herold' calenlated to
cause & breach of the peace, the
said ad. being foran a]lﬂgiad corres-
pondence school for ** blades™
run by a certain H. Ekinner.

There was gpome excitement in
Court when the prisoner was peen
to leave the deck, don a wig, and
calmly proceed to make himself
at home on the bench. .

Tom Brown, K.C. (prosecuting
counsel): * What the dickens——

Mr. Justice Wharton : * Silence
-in court ) Get on with the washing,
Browny ! ™
Tom Brown, K.C.:t " But what
are you doing up there t You're
the giddy prisoner |
Mr, Justice Wharton : “ Quite }
but I'm the giddy judge, too}
Nothing wrong in that, is there t
If you care to eommit contempt
of ecourt by saying there ig—""
Tom Brown, KC. (hastily):
“Nunno ; certainly not, your
lordship.”

Mr. Justice Wharton : * Carry
on, then 1"

Mr. Brown did so. His case
was that the lset pumber of
the * Greyfriars Herald ¥ cons
tained an advertisement headed
“Don't Be a Milksop " which
was not only offensive fo every
respectable reader, but was also
an open ingitement to innocent
young men to abandon the straight
and narrow path and become hold,
bad blades. He held that prisoner,
aa Editor, was responsible for the
publication of this objectionable
&d. He demanded that the prisoucr
be piven a dose of the * eat.”

J%:ldga: “I will now delend
mysali. I admit responsibility
for the publication of the adver-
tisement, and waould state that it
alipped in quite accidentally. Un-
fortunately the paper 18 now
printed with the exception of the
stop presa column, go it's too late

to do an hinf. In the c:iruum;
stances 1 find myseli guilty!’
(Sensation).

Tom Brown, XK.Q.: " And the
sentence 1"
Judge: "1 sentence mysell io
ay & fine of five pounds.’'—
eerg—" The fine, of course, will
be paid to the learned counsel
who defended me.”
Tom Brown, K.C. : * But that’s
yourself 1 "
Judge : “ Exaetly. i other
words, justice will be met if we

consider the whole thing washed
out. Next case, please | 7
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(Continued from page 15.)

the door before he turned on the light.”
Loker's eyes gleamed. . )

“That clin it I” he said, with con-
vigtion. “ Prout would naturally have
turned the light on when he came 1n.
l-lvidantiﬁ be knew the man, and hoped
to keop his own identity secret from the
villain. He didn’t know that he was
ulready known by the destard.”

“Oh crumbs |” said Bob Cherry. He
gazed at Coker in at admiration,
1he juniors certainly had wondered
why Prout hadn't wanted a Lght in
his study. But assuredly it bad never
soour to them that it was because
lie had an old, deadly dogged ene
there, from whom he wished fo concea
his plump and podgy features. Only
Uoker was likely to think of an explana-
tion like that.

“I1 knew it,” said Coker. “I saw the
whole thing at a glance from the begin-
ning. Now it's an absolute cert.
Prout’s kidnapped, and that villain's
got him,*

“0Oh, my hat" .

“But the man soooted,” said Wharfon,
“"Prout was in his study long after-
warde—" )

“The villain came creeping back
the dead of night,” ﬁ:ﬁlnmad Colker,
“My theory is that he held Prout up
with an automatioc and marched him
nff to a car, That's the only theory
that covers the whole ground. I fancy
I've the case Ere complete now—
and I can go to the Head with it. Ii's
for the Head to take soction.”

Harry Wharton & Co. fairly ““.'5'
gered. That Prout had been kid-
napped, they did not believe for one
moment. That Mr. Harris had been
anything but a common sneak-thief,
they declined to believe for one second.
Coker's theory, in fact, was founded,
not on actual ocourrences, but on a lon
and enthusiastio pﬁrunn.[ of “two-bo
bloods.” That was clear to the Famous
Five, if not to Horace Coker. The idea
nf Coker gninﬁ to the Head, and giving
him this stuff, almost overcame the
chu%a of the Remove. ”

“You—you—you're golng
Head 7” gasped Wharton.

“That’s it.” -

“To tell him that idiotio yarnt”

“That whatt" ejaculated Coker.

“You howling ass!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Prout hasn't been kid-
napped. He's more likely to have goue
to have his hair out.”

“For goodness’ sake, Coker, don’t be
stich & howling ass|” exclaimed Trank
Nugent. *“The Head will think you're
pulling his leg, and he may give you
B X,

“Don't do it, Coker 1" urged Wharton.

Reﬂ!f it was kind of the Hemove
YABD. "ﬁey were trying to aave Coker
from himself, as it were. The Head, of
course, would utterly fail to see it all
ns. Cok -

Ha

er saw if.
Coker breathed hard and deep.

angd stood this sort of thing from Potter
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snd Greena, He was not going to
stand it from checky fags in the Lower
Fourth,

“You think I'm making a fool of
myself I’ :

“Well, I think Nature did that! But
you're helping on the good work."

“Ha, ha, bhal" )

“And you think I'm going to stand
your cheek?” roared Coker.

“My dear asg—="

#J haven't licked you yet for bump-
ing me over in the fog!” bawled Coker.
“] might have let you off! Now I
won't! You cheeky young cackling
scoundrels, I'll mop up the study with
the lot of you!”

“Here, pay, hands off! Oh, my
hat I’* roared Wharton, sas the incensed
Horace grabbed him. * Resouel"

“Pile inl"" roared Bob Cherry,

Coleer, in just wrath, was going to
thrash the whole Co., beginning with
Wharton, But he ended as well as
began with Wharton; it was a case of
first in and not outl Coker found him-
pelf sprawling on the carpet in Study
No. 1, with three or four fellows
gtanding on him, and another emptying
an inkpot over his upturncd, infuriated
face.

“Whoooop " ruarﬁd E&J{]fﬂ;. “" Gug-

ug-gug-gug-gug 1” he added, as some
gl EI;E& ink Eu‘Ered into his wide-open

mouth. *“Yurrrerggghl”

“Roll him home!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Groooghl Urrrggh! I'll smash
voul I'll— Yarooococooh!'

In a wild and dishevelled state,
Coker was rolled out of the study into
the Remove passage. There quite &
crowd of Removites ]i(_nined up, to lend
a hend in rolling Coker home.

Heo rolled and roared.
“Yow-ow-ow! Yooop! Groooghl
T'll spiflicate you! I'l— Yoop! TI'll

I'll Whooooop | Grooogh! Oooooh !”

Coker, in a dezed and dizzy state,
was rolled into the Fifth TForm
passage. 'There, at the wuproar, a
number of Fifth Form men came out
of the gamecs-study to see what the
matter was. ‘The Removites beat s
prompt retreat, leaving Coker sprawl-
ing on the Boor.

“What the thum
Blundell, of the Fifth.

“ Groooooogh I _

“"Ragping with fages again!"” sported
BlundalF; end he sniffed and went back
to the gpomes-study.

Coker picked himself up and crawled
away. He guspea and ﬁurglﬂd as he
went. And he did not eall on the Head
that eveni.g to propound his startling
theory of Prout's disappearance. After
his experiences in the Remove passage
he did not feel egual to unfolding his
masterly theory to the Head,

Which wa., perhaps, just as well for
Coker. The Removites, after all, bad
gaved Coker from himseli—for the
present, at least,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
An Amazing Discovery !

& AINY' grunted Coker.

R And he added bitterly:

“Of courge, it would rain"

It might have been sup-
posed, from Coker's bitterly sarcastio
tone, that the elemental powers were
devoting their special attention ¢hat
Saturday afternoon to Coker of the
Fifth.

Coker was following the road over
the oliffs, all on his lonely own. It was
Saturday, the third day since the mys-
terious disappearance of Prout.

" ejaculated

EVERY SATURDAY

Nothing had transpited during
Thursday or Friday to account for that
disappearance,

Prout had not come back. Nobody
had heard from him. The Fifth Form,
under a revised time-table, pursued the
even tenor of their way, not worrying
about Prout. It had leaked out that
Coker believed that Prout had been
kidnapped; but this, sad to gay, only
cnuaag chuckles and chortles in the
Fifth. Obvious as it was—to Coker—
nobody else seemed to be able to mee
it. rice of the Fifth declared that
enybody who kidnapped Prout could
only have got him away, by rolling
him along like a barrel. d such n
proceeding would have attracted a lot
of attention. .

Jesting of this kind did not affect
Coker's conviction. What he knew, he
knew! What he had said, he bad said |

But he had been discouraged from
taking the Head into his confidence.
Even Coker, convinced as he wos by his
own masterly reasoning, felt that he
ought to have something a little more
tangible to offer to the Head when he
approached Dr. Locke on the subject.
Every fellow who heard of this theory
chortled. That did not prove that there
was anything wrong with the theory,
only that the follows were & lot cof
fools. But it seemed probable that the
Head might be affected in the same
way. Theories were all very well; but
en old-fashioned, rather fat-headed old
gentleman like Dr. Locke was certain
En ask for facts. Coker was short of
acts.

80 for the present Coker left the
Head out of it, and voncentrated his
own mighty brain on the mystery.

Prout had been kidnapped! ‘That
was gettled | Coker had deduced a fask
car! But where had the car taken
Prout?

Coker had examined the road for
tyre tracks. He had found lots.
Hundreds, in fact. He had plenty to
choose from. But even Coker's eagle
eye failed to sclect the tracks of the
particular car that had carried off
Prout.

In & couple of days most of the
Greyiriars fellows had dismissed Prout
from their minds. They had plenty of
other matters to think about.

Coker did not dismiss him, If only
as a consolation prize for that in-
advertent punch ho had given Prout in
the fog, Coker was going tv help him
in his present distress—track down the
dastardly kidnapper, end rescue the
Form master. It was up to him, and
he was going to do it.

This Saturday afternoon, Coker took
a long walk, to have s quiet and con-
centrated think on the subject, Potter
and Greene were playing football that
afternoon; but, snyhow, Coker did not
want their company. He was offended
by the view they had taken of his kid-
napping theory.

oker thodght hard ms he walked;
but he kept his eyes well about him ali
the time, of course. From his novel-
reading he knew that chance aoften
favoured a crime-investigator; for in-
stance, the great Hickory Knutt
dropped on clues in the most un-
expected places. Coker had his eyes
wide open for anything that might turn
up—a little cigarette-ash, or a torn
letter, or a blood-stain, or a finger-
print; all was prist that came fo
Coker’s mill.

This might be the road, the very
road, by which that sinister fast car
had carried off Prout on Wednesday
night, Prout might have dropped a

(Continued on pags 20.)
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LOOK AT THESE NEW PRESENTS

CLARK'S C

QIVEN BY

PRESENT No. 74.—No. 1 *"Ernest Sewell”
Gibinet of Six Conjuring Tricks, with full
wnstructions.  (Present No. 79, Cabinet of Ten
Conjuring Tricks, for 30 Red )

PRESENT No, 75.—No. 3 “Ernest Sewell"
Cabinet of Seventeen Conjuring Tricks, with full
instructions,

EVERY PACKET

OF

CLARK'S
CREAMED BARLEY

contains a2 Red Seal.
Valuable Presents are
given in exchange for
these Red Seals. Ex-
amples are illustrated
and described on this
page. These Presents
are entirely free from
advertisement, and are
sent post free in ex-
change for the number

of Red Seals indicated.

CLARK'S
CREAMED BARLEY
is a favourite with boys

—and girls. Itis de-
licious, and it is cooked

| ready-to-eat. Itis rich

in nourishment, and
while it is satisfying it
imparts a feeling of
alertness and well-
being. It is served
instantly with milk,
and it i1s debghtful
with stewed or pre-

PRESENT No. 77.—The fascinating Game of
Diabolo == superior quality, compri

bound ferrule-ended sticks and hop
cone with cushion rings.

leather-
whistling

— il

PRESENT HNo, 87.~— Nickel-plated Pocket Com-~
ﬁ“ invaluable to Scouts, bs, Guides and
alEi:ug Clubs,

served fruit.

SAVE
CCB RED SEALS
and obfain

VALUABLE
PRESENTS
FREE

Get a 10}d. Packet
from your Grocer

||||||
‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

This Free-Wheel Child's Cr’t:le,
handle bars, brake, etc., wil
this coupon to Clark's

be supplie
Ereamed Barley,

REAMED BARLEY
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PRESENT No., 79.—
barrel — with box of pellets,

PRESENT No, 81,— Set of Dominoes in whit
wood box with sliding lid. Sk

PRESENT No. 73.— Superior Soft Leather
Wallet with eight pockets.
{1 iliil |:I||||||”|||!_I-!-;:Iﬂ___._-;-=":; -

PRESENT No. 8a.— Set of Pdlished Boxwood
Draughts, in box with sliding lid, with artistic 14"
Draughtboard.

PRESENT No. 84.— Set of Pocket Chess— chess-

mean finely carved in bone, with peg leet to fit into
holes in inlaid walmut and satin-wood squares
recessed in folding case, mahogany polished.

i Sign this Coupon and get this Cycie for only 100 Red Seals

made and well-finished with nickel-plated
for only 100 Red Seals to all who send in
=2, Fleet Street, E.C. 4.
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PROUT'S LOVELY BLACHK EYE!

{Conitnued from poge 18.)

handikerchief, or his spectacles, ws a
clue to searchers. soker doubted,
pernaps;,  whether IProut  had  Dbrains
cnough to inink of sach a device; but
it was, it loast, poszible, Cokor would
have been overjoyed had he picked up
Frout's hinndrerchiof, sr FProut's specs,
or anythiyg eise that was s,

His luck, however, was not in. If
Prout had travelled that road he had
not seattered any clues to ease the hard
lot of a erime-investigator.

‘Then the rain camel

The fincnessof the afterncon had
tempted Coker out without cither coat
or winbrella, And the rain cume on in
a businczslike way,

Coker prunted angrily.

On the road over the cliffs there was
no shelter. Buildings were few and far
between. On Coker's left was & steep
descent: to the beach and the sen; on
his right <c¢halk cliffs extending to
volling grass-land. He was two miles
from Greyiriars, and getlting wet.

“0f course it would rain(”
Coker bittorly.

I'at lot of goed it was looking for
clues in & downpour of rain! Coker
felt that it wasn't fair, The stars in
their couvses fought against Sisera of
old; and rea'ly, the same thing scemned
to be happening to Coker. He wasa the
only fellow at Greyfriars who grasped
the fact that his Form master had been
kidnapped, the only fellow who was
seeking to rvesoue him—and he was
handicapped like this, .

Coker trudged on doggedly, looking
for sielicr. There were cottages here
and there along the cliffs, which in the
sutnmer were let to vistiors; in the
winter generally empty and locked up.
The porch of such a cottage would have
been a very welcomo shelter to Coker.

That was how it happened that
Coker, turning off the oliff road,
followed e path that led to CLil
Cottage. It was a lonely building, sot
in a garden surrounded by a fence,
facing the sea.

It must be admitted that Coker,
poworful as his brain was, and masterly
ns were his deductions, had not de-
duced any connection between CIliff
Cottage and the kidnapped Form
master. It was not as a crime-investi-
gator, but as r schoolboy who was
zetting wek, that he approached the
[onely building.

As he approached he noticed that
smoke was rising from the chimney;
and it did not necd the brain of &
Hickory Knutt to deduce [Erom this
that the cot{age was occupied.

Cuker was glad to sea it. It would
be rather more pleasant to dry himself
by the cottage fire than to stand
shivering in the porch waiting for the
rain to stop. .

He concluded that a caretaker was in
charge of the cottage, and was living
there; for it could ecarcely be let to a
seaside visitor at that time of the year.
A tip to the caretaker wonld make it all
right. At the same time, Coker would
16k him whether he had noticed a
sinister-looking, fast car on that road
asm Wednesdav night, or heard a ory for
help, or anything of that sort.

Coker passed a little gote, walked up
the path to the poreh, and knocked on
the door of the cottage.

Ho obsorved, as he did so, that the
surtain of the front window wasz sud-
denly drawn. But for this Coker would
have been able to lock into the front
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snid

room window as he stood in the little
trellised porch.

He did uot, for the moment, attach
any importance (o the ¢ircurpstance.
What MHickory IKnuti, or any other cele-
brated crime-investigator, would have
deduced from it, we cannot say: but
Coker, for tho moment, deduced
nothing. He was thinking chiefly of the
rain that was trickhing down his neck,

He knocked loudly en the door.

It seemed to him that he heard a
murmur of voices within, but the sound
was very indistinet. The door did not
open, and Coker knocked again.

Then the green-painted door opencd
a few inches with & clinking of a chain.
Possibly because the cottage was g0
lonely the eccupant opened the door on
the chain, being nervous of tramps. Or
perhaps he had some other reasom,
Anvhow, the door opened only a few
inches on the chain,

Through the aperture a face looked
out at Coker,

It was quite a cominonplace face, Tt
was rather fat, it had a straggling
beard and a reddish nose. There was
g cast in one eye—which did nof, for
the moment, strike Coker ag sinister,
though he thought of it later. From
what he could see of the man, he
secmed commonplace and respectable;
poor but honest, as it were. He looked
at Coker inguiringly.

“Well?" he asked. )

“I'm looking for shelter,” said Coker.
“I suppose you can see it’s raining
hard! Can't you open the door? Do
you think I'm & tramp 1" _

“No, sir,” answered the man civilly.
“¥You can stay in the porch, if you like,
till the rain stops, No objection, I'm
sure.”

“T'd like to dry myself by the fire,”
said Coker.

“Sorry, sir, but I can't let you in.”

Coker stared at him. The man
sperned about to close the door, but
Coker promptly inserted a [oot in the
opening. Coker was not going to be
shut out in the rain if he could help it.

“Why can't you let me in?" de-
manded Coker. “If you're the oare-
taker I'll pay you for your trouble. I'm
wet—jolly wet.”

The man shook his lead.

“Are you the caretaker?” demanded
Coker.

“No, sir; I'm the proprietor,” said
the man, still eivil. *“The fact is, sir,
I’ve got a visitor staying here, and he's
rather a nervous gentleman and doesn't
like being disturbed. Borry, but——"

“Well, I shan't disturb him. I sup-
pose, by sitting by the fire while the
rain paszes off 1 snapped Coker.

“Borry, sir——"

Coker snorted. .

“Look here, that's rot,” he said.
“Utter rot! I shan’t disturb your
visitor. Look at the rain|”

A gust of wind from the sea brought
the raindrops epattering into the porch
over Coker. Bome of them spattered
over the face that was looking out at
him. and the man blinked, ‘

 Ploase movae your boot, sir,” he said.
“1 want to shut the door.”

“"You'ra going to leave me out here
in the rain!™ hooted Coker indi g}lant]y.

“Sorry, sir; you can stay in the
porch. My guest stipulated that he was
not to be disturbed, and I'm paid
aceording. If wyou’ll move your foot,
gir—"

“You're on the telephone here”
Cloker had noticed the wires. “Let me
come in and telephone for a taxi from
Courtfield, and sit by the fire till it
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comes, That's not much to ask, [

think.”
“I'll telephone for you, if you like,
sir,” amid the man. “ But it will take a

taxi & long time to get up here from
Courtheld.”

': And I'm to stand ont licre in the
rain all the time?' Looted Coker,
puzzled and exasperated.

This inhospitality was really per-
plexing, especially as the mnn did nob
look at all a ecross-grammed or evil-
disposed fellow. In fact. he looked
regretful ; but at the same time ho was
evidently determined not to let Coker
in. Coker could not understand it.

“Move your foot, pir, please,” said
the man, still civil, *I really must shut
tha door.”

Coker planted his foot still more
firmly. The man, as tho owner of the
place, was within his rights; but Coler
was naturally irritated and exasperated.

“I'll stand vou half-a-crown!” he
snapped. “ Now, then—"

“1 can't let you in, sir !” said the man,
more acidly. “I’ve let this cottage to a
gentleman who wants to bo quiet, and
I'm not master here while it'z let. Now
please go away.”

“Well, let him speak for himself,”
said Coker. “Call him!”

A fresh gust of wind and shower af
rain made Coker all the more obstinata,
There was not much shelter in &
trollised porch from a heavy downpour.

*Sorry, sir; can't disturb him.”

“ Rubbish |I"” snapped Coler,

“Look here, take your hoof away,
bother youl” gnapped the man inside,
growing angry in his turn.

Coker stared past the man into the
tiny hall of the cottage, in the hope of
seeing that gentleman who was not to
be disturbed and putting it up to him.
He saw no gentleman, but he saw a
coatrack on which & greatcoat was
hanging. As he saw that greatcoat
Coker's goze became fixed, as if
mesmerised,

For he knew that greatcoat !

It had a fur collar, it was of a dark
purple cloth, it was of ample dimen-
piona, and it had served Mr. Prout, tho
master of Greyfriars Fifth, for many
winters one after another.

Coker was [airly petrified.

There was no doubt about that coat!
It was rn unusual coat; it had been =
very expensive coat, though it had seen
its best dayd long ago. If if was not
Mr. Prout’s coat, it was the exact
double of Mr, Prout’s coat—same size,
aame unusual colour, same kind of fur
collar, rame kind of turned-back ouffs,
same kind of broad bone buttons, and
in the same stage of wear and tear.

The sight of Mr, Prout himself could
not have startled Coker more. His
eyes, passing the man's shoulder, glued
on that cort.

What action Coker would have taken
when he recovered from his amazement
wasg doubtful ; but he was not given tima
to recover mnd take action. The man
at the door, ohviously tired of Colier’s
persistonce, and speing no other way of
removing the obstructing boot, suddenly
pushed a pin into Coker's calf.

“Yaroocooh [V

Coker’s roar startled all the seagulls
along the cliffis. It might almost have
been heard at Greviriars.

Coker jumped wildly as he roared

Slam |

The door closed. y _

Coker was left in the rain, hopping on
one leg.
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“ Felch him, Biter !** said the man, and the
“0Ob, crikey ! " gasped
Cokier.

mastifi mshed out.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hook It!

HURAGE COKER hopped.

For the moment he forgot
that he was a crime
investigator in possession of an

important clue. The jab in his calf
filled his thoughts and oceupied his
attention to the exclusion of all other
matters.

It wes a rather painful jab. Possibly
the owner of ClLiff Cottage felt that he
had been driven to it, as there was no
other way of getting rid of Coker. But
it was painiul. Coker hopped, and
Coker bellowed. '

“Oh! Owl Wowi My leg! Wow!l
You scoundrel | Yoooop ! T'll bash your
cheeky nose through the back of your
bhead! Yooooooocoop |®

Bang, bang, bang |

Coker smote furiously on the closed
door.

The little cottage echoad and re-
echoed to his banging. From the
interior came an exasperated zhont:

“Go away! I'll set the dog on jou!
Clear off 1

Coker calmed himself. Tt had been a
painful jab, but it wore off very soon.

The egony, as Maecaulay would have
said, had abated. Coker rublked the
injured place and ceased to bang on the
door.

No longer distracted from the investi-
gation of erime by the pain in his eali,
Coker's thoughts returned to his dis-
covery. IHe had seen Prout’s coat
hanging in the cottage. That was a
certainty. It followed that Prout was
there. Prout wasz not in the coat, but
he was in the cottage. There could be
no doubt about that. Obviously the
Fifth Form master had left Greyfriars
in that coat; and Coker had found thae
coat. Tt was the same thing as finding
Prout.

Coker breathed hard and deep, and
his eyes glistened.

Chance had led him to Cliffi Cottage—
or, rather the pursuit of e¢lucs on the
oliff road had led him there. Coclker,
with & sort of mental jump, as it were,
realised that he had felt suspiciong about
that lonely cottage from the very begin-
ning. Aﬂ%’[lﬂw, he had been looking for
cluea to the kidnapped Form master-—
nnd he had found an undenizble clue.
It had fairly stared him in the {ace.

Coker had to think this out.

Of course, he understood the whole

The strange inliospitality
of the cottager was explained—the
visitor who did not want to be dis-
turbed was a kidnapped man held a
prisoner there, The excuse for refusing
Coker admittanco had been flimsy
enough; but Coker saw now that the
man had had a powerful reason, Very
likely he had known that Coker was a
Greyfriara man—the very lost fellow he
was likely to admit, if he had a Grey-
friars master imprisoned in the cottage.

That purple pgreatcoat eettled the
mattor, Prout was there! It was by
this lonely cliff road that the sinister-
locking fast ear had earried Prout off.
With great cunning the kidnappers were
lteeping him only a few miles from the
school, knowing, of course, that if they
were suspected and scarched for, nobody
would expect to lind them near Grey-
friars. Coker's powerful brain had
visualised a fast car beuring Prout off
tn parta unknown—hundreds of miles,
perhaps, from Greyiriars. INow he
realised that the croocks who had kid-
napped Pront had been meore cunming
than that., Even if the Head, or In-
spector Grimes, had Coker’s brains, and
saw it all like Ceker saw it, they would
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nnt suspoct that the kidnapped master
was wifh.éq. an easy walk of the school
all the time. The thing was safe, sesure,
from its very audacity.

Lxcept, of course, for Coker. Chance,
combined with a masterly following-up
of clues, had led Coker to CLff Cottage,
and now he knew where Prout was.

Now he remembered how the curtain
had been drawn across front window
a8 he approached. He knew why now—
it was to shut off a prisoner from his
inspection.

rout was in that roeom—bound and
gagged, most likely. For if he was not
bound there was nothing to prevent him
from bursting out of the coilage
window. If he was not gafgg'ed there
wag nothing to prevent him from shout-
ing for help whem he heard Coker's
voice—and he must have heard it, for
Coker's powerful tones had boomed
through the cottage and far beyond.

Bound and gagged! Poor old Prout!
Lying bound and gaggadi and hearing
the voice of & fellow im his own Form
at Greyfriars—umable to stir a finger,
unable to call for helpl :

Standing in the little porch, getting
what shelter he could from the steady
rain, Coker th it out. He tried
to visualise what his favourite character
in fiction would have done in the cir-
cumstances. Hickory Knutt, of course,
would have put his brewny shoulder to
the door, burst it open, and strode in
with levelled automatic. But Coker's
shoulder, though hefty, was not quite
hefty enough for barging through a
stout door; moreover, he hlnd no auto-
matie. It was mo use saying *“Hands
up!” to a gang of crooks, or even to
a single, solitary crook, when he had
not even an umbrella with which to
enforece the command.

Prudence counselled Coker to retire
from the scene, get help, and come back

with strong forces to the resoue. The
police were bound to take the matter up,
when he could give them positive faots
instead of airy theories. ut suppose,
in the meantime, that the crooks took
alarm and whisked off Prout to a safer
spot? It was possible.

He moved away from the porch, heed-
less of the rain. Rain mattered little
now; besides, Coker was very nearly as
wat already as he could be. Heedless of
fulling water, Coker looked for some
object with which to barge in the door.

o selected a large chunk of rock from
a rockery in a corner of the garden.
He noticed that there were tyre tracks
on the path outside the cottage. He
had not noticed them before; but he
was, of course, more watchful now.
They were rather old tracks—
obliterated in places by footprints, but
still plainly dlstmﬁuishable in the mud
and sand here and there. Within the
last few days a car had come up to
that lonely cottage. That it had come
on Wednesday night, and that it had
contained Prout, Coker could hardly
doubt, There was no garage to the
lace—the car was not kept there, It
Ead landed Prout there and gone, leav-
ing him in the charge of that scoundrel
with the sinister cast in his eye!

Having selected a he.ft{ rock, Coker
approached the door of the cottage
again. Probably his movements had
been watched from a window, for as he
neared the door it opened.

The man with the cast in his eye
stood there, with an exceedingly angg
face. What Coker intended to do witl
the rock was fairly obvious; and it
seemed to have an annoying effect on
the proprietor of the property.

For his anger Coker cared not a straw,
But beside man in the deorway stood
a large mastif. And the man gaid:

"“TFetch him, Diter!”
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The mastit rusned ous,

Coker jumped back.

“Oh orikey |”

Biter had a fine set of teeth, all of
which were displayed as he rushed at
Coker, end they indicated that he
deserved his name. There was a deadly

leam in Biter's eyes as he made for

er.

Coker dropped the rock and ran.

There was no helgnfor it, There are
times when the ldest spirit must
retreat. The bold eagle that rushes
exultingly forth from his home in the
dark rol intg clouds of the north must
flee from the gun of the fowler. The
biggest and proudest battleship must
turn tail to 8 submarine. The boy who,
unaware, ranging the woods to start a
hare, comes to the mouth of a dark
lair, where, growling low, a fierce old
bear lies amid bones and blood—can
on:iv hit the home trail with promptness
and dispatch. So it was with Coker!
Bonehead Chummond would have
stretched the mastiff dead with a single
erack of his automatic; Hickory Knutt
would bly have quelled him with
a single penetrating
scrutable eye. But Coker didn't feel
inclined to risk it. He ren for it!

ran hard.

“Fetch him, Biter!” yelled the man
with the defective eye.

Biter did his best.

But Coker's long legs were
great style.
in hg stride.

After him leaped Biter.

Coker heard a snap of teeth. He
realised that a section of trousering was
missing from his attire. And he re-
doubled his efforts and disappearsd
along the oliff road at a pace that left
Biter standing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Grimes Is Not Taking Any!

& ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

H «Thig way, Coker!”

“Come in out of the jolly
old rain, fathead.”

Coker atated round, The rain was
simply drenching; but Coker hardly
thought about the rain. That snap of
teeth behind him, on the cliff road, had
given Coker s horrid thrill. He ran,
and ran, and ran—and he came out into
Friardale Lane at top speed, panting,
gasping, but still ﬁnmg strong. And
then he was hailed from a ocar that
slowed down at sight of the IMifth Form
man racing along in the rain.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the car,
with Lord Mauleverer of the Remove.
The afternoon had started fine, and
Mauly had asked the Famous Five to
accompany him in the car for a drive
over the downs. But the drive had
been ocut rather short when the firma-
ment opened and poured forth its watery
contents. The juniors were on their
way beck to the school when Coker of
the Fifth appeared in the offing.

The car stopped, and Coker came up
to it. Cheerily the Removites made
room for the drenched Fifth-Former;
and gladly Coker scrambled in out of
the rain. The fact that Coker was
generally at deadly feud with the
Remoave men was forgotten now, Coker
was wet—very wet—and the chums of
the Remove were kind and good-
natured.

“Lift back to the school, Coker?"”
gsked Lord Mauleverer, as Coker sat
down drenched and panting, the other
occupants of the ear giving him plenty
of room, partly from motives of polite
ness, partly because he was 8o frightfully
wet. Water was running down Coker

fance of his im-

ing in
He took the garden gate
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and forming a pool on the ficer of the

oar,

“Oh dear I” gasped Coker. “Thanks
for the lifk! I say, look here—give me
a lift to Courtfield, will youi*

“Take you on to Courtfield with
pleasure, Coker,” said Mauleverer.
“ But—hadn't Eou better get in and
change first? ou look—er—damp.”

“No time for that!” gasped Coker.

“You'll catch cold,” said Bob Cherry.

“Never mind—so long as I rescue
Prout.”

‘This reply wes so utterly unexpected
that it made the Removites jump, They
looked at Coker, looked at one another,
and looked at Coker again.

“Prout?"’ said Wharton.

“Yes, I've found out where he's
hidden away by the kidnappers. I'm
going straight to the police now.- Tell
gt;:{ man to stop at the Courtfield Police

tion, Mauleverer.”

“Great gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.

* Coker, old man—"' murmured Bob.

“ You seo,” murmured =~ Wharton,
“Prout hasn't really been kidnapped,
Coker! Not quite, you know! Hadn't
you better—""

“The kidnapfulness has not Leen
terrifie, my esteemed aond absurd
hcg:;r," said Hurreo Singh, shaking his

But Coker, of course, was not to be
dissuaded, What Coler knew, he knew.
“I've found him,”’ he said calmly.
“You've found Prout?’ stuttered

harton,

“Yes, he's a prisoner in a lonely cot-
tage on the cliffs—the little place called
Clhifi Cottage, kept by a man with a
ocock-eye——"

“I've seen the place,” said Harry.
But—""

“Prout’s there—a prisoner! The vil-
lain set his dog on me when I tried to
get at Prout—"

Fhe juniors wutierstood now why
Coker had been putting it on to such
an extent when they sighted him.

“The brute jolly mearly got met™
said Coker. “He's taken a piece out of
my trucks, That doesn’t matter, though,
80 long as I get the police there before
they can remove Prout to some other
place.”

“You saw Prout there?” ejaculated
Wharton.

“1 saw his coat hanging in the cot-
tage. You know Prout's big purple
coat—no mistaking that. And the cock-
fged villain wouldn't let me in out of

e rain—made out that he had a visitor
who mustn’t be disturbed. Set the dog
on me when I was going to bu'st in the
door! Tell your man to buck up,
Mauleverer—I'm afraid they may get
Prout away before I can save bim.

Hurry!”

‘Oh gad!” said Mauly. But he
did as Coker asked. The ocar fairly
flew through the pattering rain.

Coker, as ho recovered his breath,
gave the juniors a full account of his
startling discovery. Thoy listened in
astonishment, Certainly, they were nof
convinced that Prout had been kid-
napped. But they had to admit
that the circumstances were very curious,
indeed, mysterious.

“Prout may have gone there for a
rest or something,'’ said Johnny Bull
dubiously. “People take that cottage
in the summer, you know—holiday peo-
ple. Prout may be giving himself a
rest—"'

Coker sniffed.

“You think he's there of his own
aceord, you young assi’’

“Well, yes, if he's there at all.”

“Then why didn’t he show up? He
must have heard me—and besides,

wouldn't he have let in & fellow of his
own Form out of the rain? Why
should he keep out of sight and let
thag’wck-eyed blighter set the dog on
me ?'’

That was uhanswerable. If Mr. Prout,
inexplicably, had hired Cliff Cottage,
and was residing there, was it not cer-
tain that he would have let Coker in
out of the rain? The juniors had to
admit themselves perplexed.

“Perhaps it waso't his coat, but a
coat like his?'’ suggested Nugent.

“That coat’s pretty woll known at
Greyfriars1” said Coker. “I'd know it
anywhere.”

“Well, it’s a bit uniquel” admitted
Wharton, “ But—"
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astoriishment, his astonishment to amaze.
ment, his amazement to a sort of petri-
fication.

He gazed at Coker blankly.

“My word!” said Mr. Grimes. "My
word |” He scanned Coker carefully.
It was scarcely possible to suspect a
Fifth Form man of Greyfriars of hav-
ing been drinking. But the thought
crossed Mr., Grimes’ mind for & mom-
ent, Still, .he could sea that Coker
hadn’t been drinking. He had
plenty of liquid refreshment that after-
noon, but all in the form of rain, and
taken externally.

“There’s not & moment to lose, Mr.
Grimes!” gasped Coker. He was rur-
prised that Mr. Grimes did not leap

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 18.

This week our long-
haired poet comes up
to seratch agaln with
3 Snappy poem writ=
ten around George
Tubb, ome of the
leading lights of the

“* fag ** iraternity.
EAR MATER—I hate writing
D letiers;
My wandering thoughts are at

sea;
I'd very much rather my betlers
Wrote luvly long letters to mel
For maters and palers are idle,
With plenty of lezzure to spare;
Fhey know not the bit and the bridle
That hard-working fags have o bear!

I'm fagging for Wingate at prezzani;
He's decent, Uut awfully strict;
Whenever hiz mood is unplezzant
I often get scolded and kicked.
I burnt all his bacon this morning
To sinders, and he was *“done
brown.”
He lifted his boot without warning,
And now I can hardly sit down!

With duties and eares mullifarious
(A word Mr. Wiggins once used),
How can I be gay and hilarious,
And keep all my comrades amused ?
I groan as I dry up the dishes,
I #igh as I shovel the coal;
And Wingate, who scolds
swishes,
Forgets that a fag has a sole!

me and

Dear matér, U'm worn oul and weary;
My funds are exhausted, as welll
S0 make me feel chirpy and cheery,
And brighten my life for a spell,
By sending a hansum donation
(Five shillings would do me a treat)
I'!l have a first-rate sellybration,
And prommis I won’t over-eatl

At lessons P'm gétting on glorious
(You'll dance when you see
report!);
I am valliant, brave, and victorious
Az hoz}-scotcﬁ and other big sport.
And ev'ry Dieck, Harry, and Tommy
knows
How grate is my prowess and skill
At lude, at drafts, and at domminoes;
I'm Lower Scheol Champion still/

my

But lssen! 1 hear g voice bawling,
““Who's seen that young sinner,
George Tubb
To Wingate I'd hetier be crawling—
I feel I could brake down and blub/!
For Wingate is giving a dinner
(4 horrible, glutternus orgy),

And  will not dinvite “‘that young
sinner,”

Your loyal and luwvving son,
GEORGIE.

“There's no doubt about the matter,”
sajd Coker. “The only thing is to. get
the police there before they can got
Prout away.”

The car was dashing into Courtficld

now. It drew up outside the police
station, and Coker popped out of
it like a pip from an orange. Harry

Wharton & Co. remained in the car,
while Coker of the Fifth shot into the
building.

The constable on duty eyed him with
surprise. Coker, drenched, excited, al-
most wild-eyed, startled him. But the
Greyfriars senior was shown into
Inspector Grimes' room, and the inspec-
tor, in turn, eyed him with surprise.

Coker panted out his startling story.

Mr. Grimes surprise intensified to

from his seat to take immediate action.
Tnstead of that the Courtfield inspeator
]u‘s‘i'. sat blinking at him.

Um!” said Mr, Grimes. *“Cliff
Cottage, you sayi”’

“VYes, yes!”

“A very respectable man, named

Jenks, lives there,’” gaid the inspectar.
“ He lets his cottage to visitors, and does
the chores for them. Usually in the
summer, of course, but—"

“My Form master is a prisoner in that
cottage, Mr. Grimes.”

“Um! Well, T'Il speak to Jenks,
said Mr. Grimes. *“I remember he had
the telephone put in for the conveni-
ence of his boarders, Wait & minute
or two, Mr. Coker.,”

Toe Macner Lrary.—No. 1,187.
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Mr. Grimes stepped fo the telephone.
Coker waited with the ufmost im-
patience. Grimes was going to speak
to the cock-eyed blighter—];ractimlly to
put him on his guard! Coker could not
prevent it, and he reflected bitterly that
it was exactly what he might have ex-
pected from the official police. All the
detectives in his favourite fiction were
similarly handicapped by the obtuse-
ness of the official police.

Mr. Grimes soon got his number.

Coker did not hear what he said inte
the phone, and did not, of course, hear
what was said in reply from Cliff Cot-
tage. DBut from where he stood waif-
ing he watched the in.sEector, and to his
amazement he saw a broad grin dawn
on Mr. Grimes florid face.
_ "Oh, the dickens!” he heard the
inspector ejaculate. “Oh, of course,
Jenks! Strictly private, of coursel
Not & word, naturally! Ha, ha!l”

The inspector was laughing.

_ It was incredible to Coker—absolutely
incredible. Somehow, that scoundrel at
Qliff Cottago was fooling the official, of
course; making out, perhaps, that Coker
was an excited ass, who had discovered
» mare’s nest, or something of the sort.
Undoubtedly, Mr. Grimes was laughing !

He put up tho receiver at last and
oame back to Coker, his plump face
wreathed in smiles,

“It's all right, Mr. Cokez,” lis said
reassuringly. “I've had a talk with
Jenks—and it's all right. Nothing
wrong—no horm done! ake il from

Coker stared at Lim.

“I'vo pgot & car outside.” Le siid.
“Gat your moen into it, an’ let's get off
to Cliff Cottage at once.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaced Mr. Grimes.

“What are you laughing at?” howled
the exasperated Coker. “Usn’t you sco
it’s serious?”

Me.Grimes controlled his moerriment.

“My dear young man, it's all right !
he said. “Don’t you bother any furtler
abount the matter. ‘Uake it from me."

“My Yorm master las been kid-
napped—""

“ Mot ab all, not at all?’" said Mr.
Cirimes eoothingly, as if Le were talk-
ing to a child. *It's all right.,”

“Toll me whut Jenks said.” de-
manded Coker.

“ha fact is, it's private,” said 3ir
(rimes. “My advieo to you, sir, 1is
not te interfere in the matter at all. I
am convinced that your Vorm iaster
would not desire you to do so. You may
‘do harm, but certainly no good. Jenks
has cxplained the matter to me, and
yon oan take it from me that thers is
absolutely nothing wrong.'

“You mean that the scoundrel has
pulled your leg, and you're fool enough
to let him do it*'* roared Coker in
intense exasperation. The stolid obtuse-
ness of the official police was rather too
much for Coker's patience.

Mr. Grimes staved at him.

“"Phat’s not the way to talk, young
man,” he said. “ You had betier go.”

““Look here——"

“Come, come !” said Mr, Grimes im-

atiently. “I’ve told you it's all right1
Now run away.”

“You refuse to help me rescue a kid-
napped man ?* bawled Coker,

*Ha, ha, ha!” gasped the inspector.
# T—I mean—nobody’s Leen kidnapped !
It's all right! Mr, Jenks is a mos}
respectable man. He sct the dog on
ou because you were going to burst iu

is door. He was quite within his
rights, Mr. Coker. You can't break up
people's property like that, you know !
You might have been summoned—"

“You've let him fool you, you fat-
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head I” roared Coker. It was not really
a proper way in which to address a

oEca inspector, in his own room In

is own station. But allowance must be
mado for Coker's feelings. In his
mind’'s eye, he saw his Form master
lying bound and ga‘gged, longing for
help and rescuel d here was the
man who ought to have flown to his aid,
grinning like a monkey! Naturally, it
was too much for Coker. i

My, Grimes ceased fo grin, and
frowned portentously. e scemed o
dislike being callec{ a fathead.
touched a bell.

“Show this lad out!” he said to the
constable who entered.

“ Look here |” roared Coker,

But he had no time to say more. He
was shown out—or, to be more exact, led
out, with a grasp on his shoulder that
was like a vice. Once more Coler
found himself in the falling rain.

He stood and gasped, the constabls
grinning after him from the station
entrance, Harry Wharten & Co. smiling
at him from the car. He bolted across
the pavement to the car af last,

“CGreyfriars |7 he gasped.

Coker squashed into the car. |

“Get goingl Tell him to ripl I'vo
got to get to the Head! That fool
Grimes hns let the Lidoapper pull his
leg—he's not interfering ! Get back to
the schaol—quick ”

“0Oh gad!|” said Lord Mauleverer.

“But——"" gasped Harry Wharton.

“Quick 1" roared Coker,

The car rushed away. There was
nothing  doing _at Couttfield Police
Station; and Coker could only hope
that lie would have better Inck with t.ﬁa
Irad. y
. Crimson with wrath, burning with
impatience, Coker counted the seconds
?s_ the car sped swiftly back to Groy-
riars,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Exeiting News !

“ SAY, vou fellows! What’s upt”

E Biliy Bunter wanted to know.

The car had barely stopped
wlen Horaco Colier leaped out of
it, and rushed into the IHouse,

Bunter, as it happened, was on the
steps. Seeing Color coming at such o
vate, Bnnter would have done well to
siep aside, and leave inguiry till Jater.
Dut Bunter’s fat brain seldomn worked
quickly, Hs blinked at Coker in great
astonishment through his big spectacles,
and blinked at the other fellows getting
out of the car. He was in Colier's way
—and Coker had no time to go round
him. It was, in fact, a long way round
Buanter. Coker gave him a shove, which
spun him out of the way, and rushed on
into the House.

Bunter sat down on the steps.  Ho
roared as he sat. .

“What the thump!” exclaimed Win-
gate of the BSixth, who hed been an
amazed witness of Coker's hurried
arrival,

TFollows gathered round.

Duving the run homo from Courtfield,
tho rain had stopped. A burst of sun-
shine followed tho vain, and it had
tempted many fellows out of doors. o
there were plenty of Greyfriars men on

hand to witness Coker's dramatio
arrival.

Heedless, Coker rushed into the
House. There was no tine to lose, as

Coleer knew, if no one olse did.

“Hallo, hero’s Coker ¥ exclaimed
Potter of the Fifth.

Poiter and Greeno were loafing abouk
with disgruntled looks. Football thab
sfternoon had been a wash-out literally.
The footballers had been faicly washed

He h
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off ile feld, Potter and CGreene and
the other men had naturally been
annoyed, especially as the rain had now
stopped, snd the sun was coming ouk
again, after the game had been aban-
doned. Potter and Greens wero finding
what comfort they could in making re.
marks about the weather and _the
climate, when Horace Coker dawned on
them.

They stared ot Coker. He was wet,
excited, and in a terrific hurry, Ile was
rushing past them when Potter caught
im by the arm, to stop him and in-
quire what was up. Going at such a
speed, Coker did not stop; but he spun
right round Potter, as his arm wag
grasped, circling him as if Potter werq
tho centre of a planetary system and
Coker a revolving planet,

“Oh!” gasped Coker. “Leggo!"

““What's up?” shrieked Potter.

“TI've found him 1"

“Him! Whom?”

({3 Pl'Cl'L'lt T.J}

“But—but——  What— Who=—
How—" babbled Greene.

“I've got to gef to the Headl
Leggo!”

“But, Y say—" gasped Potter.

Coker had no time io waste. He
wrenched his srm away, and sped on,
full steam ahead for Dr. Locke's study.
Potter and Greene stared after him,
almost in stupefaction.

“Is he potty!"” gasped Greene. .

“Was he ever anything clse?” said
Potter,

“I say, you fellows—"

The Famous Five had stepped out of
the car. Lord Mauleverer was still sit-
ting in it, Tho clouds had rolled away,
end bright sunshine was streaming down
on a weeping quadrangle,

Wingato of the Bixth strode up to the
Tamous Five. Thirty or forty fellows
at least were gathering round.

“Coker came in with you kLids?”
asked Wingate.

“Yes.” answered Harry.

“Then I suppose you know what's up
with him? What has happenedi” de-
manded the captain of Greyfriars. “Is
he insane, or what?”

“AMora or less, I think,” answered
Harry.

“Tha morefulness is more probable
than the lessinlness,” remarked Hurrce
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“He thinks Le’s found Prout,” added
Wharton.

Wingate jumped.

“Prout | What about Prout? How
could Coker find Prout? He lusn't
been lost, has he?”

“(Coker thinks he was kidnapped—"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Loder of the
Sixth. “I've heard that before! Coker
has been telling the world that Pront
was kidnapped the other might. Good-
ness konows what put it into his head,”

“My only hat |” said Wingate, *'The
man must be off his rocker | Where haa
he gone now i

“He's gone to the Head|” yelled
Temple of the Fourth, “I saw him
bargo into the Head's study.”

“(h crumbs!” said Potter and Greene
together. “Coker's done it this time,”

* But—but—but—" gasped Wingate,
staring et the chums of the Remove,
“If ha isu't quite mad, what docs he
mean by it? What makes him fancy
that Prout was—my hat [—kidnapped t”

“e's worked it out, as if it hap-

encd in a two-bob blood!” gasped

otter. “He's got it all cut and dried.”

Harry Wharton & Co. explained what
Coker Liad told them in the car. The
crowd round them inereased in numbers,
and all listened eagerly. Prout and his

rocoedings had been almost forgotten

v most of the fellows; but there was a
sudden revival of interest now. Cokez
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Mr. Prout beheld the staring crowd from the doorway, and heard an excited squeak : ** I say, you fellows !
black eye ! He, he, he | **

of the Fifth had given the mystery of
Prout a new lease of life.

“ And—and he went to the police?”
stuttered Wingate,

“Yes,” Wharton nodded. “But they
seem to have turned him down! In-
speetor Grimes wasn't taking any.”

“ And—and now he's gona to the Head

to tell him that Prout’s bcen kid-
napped I” gasped Wingate. “Oh, my
cm{; hat| “The howling ass! The bur-

bling  fathead | The—the—the—"
Wingate paused as if in want of ex-
pressions strong enough for the cecasion.
“I'll say ‘he’s the world’s prize
boob |" remarked Fisher 1. Fish.
“All the same, it's queer,” said Bob
Cherry. “If Prout's coat is at the
cottage on the clif Prout must have

been there. And Coker could hardly
be mistaken about that coat! We all
know that coatl It's part of the

scenery at Greyfriars in the winter
term.”

“That’s so,” agreed Price of the
Fifth., “Solomon in all his glory
wasn't arrayed like Prout when he's
got that coat on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“1f Prout’s there, he must have gone
thore,” said Wingate. “Bub—but it is
jolly queer if he's thero that he didn't
lot Coker in out of the rain—and let
Jenks set the dog on him.”

“The queerfuiness is terrific.”

“ But—but there can’t be anything in
it1” said Wingate, “It's impossible, of
course; and we all know what an idiot
Coker isl”

“Easy enough to make sure!” said
Blundell of the Fifth. “It's only a

walk to the place—and the rain's
stopped—-" ) )
“Good egg!” exclaimed Fitzgerald.

“Let's go and see! 1f poor old Prout
has been kidnapped—ha, ha!—we'll soon
root him out.”

“He can't have taken a seaside cot-
tage for a holiday in November I
should think!"” remarked Vernon-
Smith.

“I say, you fellows, perhaps FProut
pawned that overcoat!” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “Porhaps it was up the spout
and the man bought it cheap.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Prout was wearing that cont on
Wednesday,” said Nugent. He had it
?11 when he was groping about in the
Dg.”

“I'm going over on my bike,” an-
nounced Temple of the Fourth.

A dozen fellows rushed away for their
bikes. Others were hcading for the
gates with the intention of walking
over to tha cottage on the cliff. The
keenest interest was now concentrated
on that building. If Prout was there
the matter was certainly mysterious and
intriguing. His departure from Grey-
friars had been sudden; and if he had
gone no farther than a couple of miles,
1f he was lodging at & cottage so near
the school, without letting anybody at
the school know, obviously there was
gsomething mysterious about it. Some
of the fellows wondered whether, after
all, Coker might possibly be right. It
seemed improbable that Coker could be
right about anything. Still, improbable
was not impossible.

Lord Mauleverer leanad out of the
Car.

Prout’s goi a

“Hop in, you men,” he said. “We'll
run seross there, what! Anybody olse
like a 1if47?

There was a numerous accoeptance of
the offer. The Famous Five piled in,
Billy Bunter wedged in after them,
and as many fellows as the car would
hold—and one or two more—wedged
in after Bunter, When the car started
it was loaded to capacity.

Cyclists were round it all the way;
fellows on foot dotted the route. Half
Greyfriars ot least, was heading for
Mr, Jenks' lonely cottage. If the mis-
sing Form master was there, kidnapped
or not, there was no doubt that he was
Foing to be rooted out. If Mr. Prout,
ike the HAower in the poem, desired
to blush unseen and waste his sweet-
ness on the desert air, Mr. Prout was
going to be disappointed.

HE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !

HUMP!
T It was not a knock at the
Head's study door—mot an

ordinary knock., It was a hefty
thump.

Dr. Locke gave a little jump. Mr.
Quelch, who was with him, glared
round at the door wondering who
could possibly have the temerity to
deal such & thump on such a door.

There was no need for the Head to
say “Come in!” The door was almost
hurled open and Coker of the Fifth
came in unbidden.

Tue Macner Lisnary.—No. 1,187,
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“8ir!” gasped Coker,

Dr. Locke rose to his feet.
majestic frown was terrific.

“Cokor! Boy! How dare you enter
my study in this disordérly manner?
1 repeat, how dare you?”

“I've found him, sir!”

*Is the boy insanei” asked the Head,
apparently addressing space

“I've found Prout, eir!” gasped
Coker.

“Prout! Mr. Prout?”

“Yes, sir! He's been kignapped—"

“WHATI”

“And I've found him! He's kept a
prisoner——"

“This unfortunate boy acems to be
out of his senses!” suid the Head, star-
ing blankly at Horace Coker.

“Tet me explamn, sir—"

“You will certainly explain your ex-
traordinary statoment, Coker—and if
your explanation is not satisfactory, you
will be caned severely. Now, sir, what
do you mean?”

Coker blurted it out. .

There was no time to explain to the
Head all tho masterly deductions b
which Coker had established the kid-
napping. Thers was no need for
theorics now. Coker had the facls.

He fairly hurled the faots at Dr,
Locke. Prout, bound and gagged, lay
in the lonely cottage on the oliff,
guarded by a cock-eyed villain and =
savage dog. These were the salient
facts of the case; and Coker chucked
them at the Hoad almost like brick-
bats,

“Bless my soul!” gaid the Head,
gazing at Coker.

“There's no time to lose, sir!” panted
Coker. “I'm sure the villians will be
ghifting Prout to another place—now
they know they're discovered! They've
got him, sir! I'm ready to handle
them, ‘with a few fellows to back me
up—*

“Mr. Quelch,” said the Head
dazedly, *“what do you think of thiy

extraordinary story?”

Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet eyes on
Coker.

“You say that Mr. Prout was bound

and gagged, Coker?”

“Yes, sicl”

“Then you netually saw him—"

“QOh!{ No, sir!"

*Then how do you know that he was
bound and gagged?”

“1 deduced that, sir—"

o Whut?Jl

“] mean, be must have been, or he
would have shown up! He must have
heard me at the door—yet that bung-
eyed bounder set the dog on me—
gcooted me out into the rain—Prout
would have chipped in if he could
have—"

“You have no proof that Mr. Prout
is there at all’

*“His coat, sir—'

“There may lLe other overcoats like
Mr. Prout’s—"

“Not like that ceat, sir! You must
have noticed yourself, sir, that coat of
Prout’s. It's a real corker.”

Mr. Quelch looked thoughtful. There
was no doubt that that magnificent
fur-collared overccat of Prout's was
rather uniqua

“Loave the study, Coker, while I
consult with Mr. Quelch,” said the
Head.

Coker suppressed & snort and obeyed.
As soon as the door had closed on him,
the Head turned inguiringly to the Re-
move master.

“Tt is very singular, sir!” said DMr.
Quelch, pursing his lips. “I am dis-
posed to believe that Coker is right, so
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far, and that Mr. Prout is at the cot-
age. What his reason may be, I will
not undertake to surmise.”

. “But~but a kidnapping, Mr. Quelch,

“ Ineredible, sir”

“Yot otherwise, why should Prout be
there ?”

Mr, Quelch shook his head. He
could not guess that one:

“Heo loft late on Wednesday, night
in peculiar circumstances,” said the
Head. “He was very agitated when he
spoke to me on the phone. Certainly
he gave no hint whatever that he was
remaining in the vicinity of the school,
I sa.thered that he had been suddenly
and imperatively called away—"

“It is certainly very odd, sir.”

“If it transpires that he Teft the

school, in order to pass a few days in

FORCE A GRIN. ...
YOU'RE SURE TO WIN
A POCKET KNIFE1

William .M. Barry, of 20, Bur-
goyne St., Northam, Western

Australia, has scored a .bullseye
with the following laughable tale: {

o 08 %o G

Teacher : " Don't you know
that punctuation means that
you must pauss 7"

Willle : ** Oh, yes, teacher.
A motor=driver punctuated
his tyrs in front of our house
yesterday, and he paused for
half an hour! ™

Now, get busy YOURSELF,
and win one of these useful
presents,

s seaside cottage only a few miles
away—"

“Very odd indeed, sir!"

“Mr. Quelch.” The Hcad lowered
his voice, though they were alone,
“You—you do not think that—that
poor Prout may have—may have—i'm
—may have suffered from—from some
slight aberration—some temporary men-
tal difficulty "

“I should suspect so, sir, if he had
actually absented himself from the
gchoo! in order to reside, in secret, at
a cottage a few miles away.”

“We cannot lrave the matter whero
it is, Mr. Quelch. The matter must
be cleared up, cxplained.”

“ Most decidedly, sir.”

“1 think, perhaps, if I went person-
ally to this cottage—the man Jenks
would scarcely refuse me admission—I
could satisfy myself how the matter
stands—without undue publicity, - There
is no need whatever for this very strange
matter to become the talk of the school."
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The Head was unaware that Grey-
frinrs wae alveady thrilling with it!

¥ Quite so, sirl” said i;M.r Quelch.
“The matter can hardly rest where it
is if only for Prout’s own sake. That
would be the most judicious step to
take.”

“I shall be glad if you will accom:

any me, Mr. Qualcﬁ. Coker had

tter come, too, in the ecircumstances,
I will order the car."

A quarter of an hour later the Head's
car buzzed away from Greyfriars, with
the Hoad and Mr. Quelch seated in
it—and Coker. Coler, impatient as he
was, had taken advantage of the
interval, to change into dry clothes—
& change that he badly needed. Coker
was snuffling, and looked as if he were
catching a cold. But he did not heed
these symptoms. A cold was & small

rice to Jm.& for success in rescuing &

idrappe reyfriars master.

The Head and Mr. Quelch were

_silent, thoughtful, as the car da

away, Coker was nobt quite silent, A
succession of sneezes mingled har-
moniously withs the rumble of the
wheels and the throb of the engine.
The Head- and the Remove master
wera wandermg, sympathetically and
dlstressfullty, whether poor Prout was
suffering from some mild, some tem-
porary breakdown in the mental line.

His strange conduct on Wednesday
evening, followed by his strange and
sudden departure, and his apperently
extraordinary and aimless proceeding
in locating himself in a lonely seaside
cottage, seemed to hint as much.

Coker was not wondering—he knew
that Prout was a kidnapped prisoner,
bound and gegged. And Coker sneezed
and looked forward to the rescus of
Prout; and to the glory that would
clothe him—Coker—like & garment
when that rescue was effected.

Like -the clagsical gentlemen in
Q. Horatius Flacous, Coker felt like
striking the stars with his sublime
head—even though there was a cold in
that head, and he sneezed while he
anficipated.

— i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Kidnapped !
usCANDALOUSI” gasped Mr,

Prout.
“My eye !" snid Mr. Jenks,
Mr. Prout gazed, hidden
hind the curtain of the front window
of Clif Cottage, with a startled and
horrified gaze.

Hitherto, when Prout had looked
from that window, he had seen only the
empty garden, and tho deserted cliffs
beyond. It was a solitary and not very
inspiriting view from Prout’s window.

But there was a change now—with a
vengeance! One of the most solitary
spots in the county seemed suddenly to
have become ono of the most thickly
populated. Its new and surprising
population consisted wholly of Grey-
friars fellows. : )

Prout could hardly believe his eyea,

“ Amazing 1” he gasped.

Prout had been annoyed already that
afternoon. He had, of course, heard
Horace Coker's powerful voice booming
through the cottagoe. And it had boen a

reat rtelief to Prout when .Coker
ﬁeparted rapidly with Biter astern,

He little knew!

Prout, of course, was quite aware of
the theory formed by Coker to account
for his doparture from Greyfriars.
Whatever Coker might think, Prout,
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cof course, knew that he hadn’t been
kidnapped.

Long, long had he pondered over
his predicament, that fatal night of the
fog. At long lnst he had decided what
steps Lo take.

And it was to the safety of Cliff
Cottage that Mr. Prout had retired, to
conceal his black eye from the gare, the
wonder, and the derision of Greyfriars,

And now it secmed that Greyfriars
School wes emptying itself on that
spot that wretched afternoon.

Bang, bang!

There was knocking at the door.
From the gate a number of the fellows
bad advanced up the path; others
spread through the gardens, and peered
at the windows. .

Prout backed away from the window
and drew the blind.” There was a buzz
among the crowd outside when the
blind was drawn. It was obvious to all
of them that somebody within the cot-
tage had something to hide.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “Is
Prout really thersaf” .

“They've drawn the blind I

“He's there!”

“They've got Prout!”

Conviction was spreading that Prout
was there. Fellows knocked at the
door. Others tapped on the window.

The door opened at last—on the
chain, Mr. Jenks looked out at a
swarm of excited facea.

“Look 'ero, what do you want?”
demanded Mr. Jenks. ‘" You're tres-

assing in my garden! You clear, or
F’ll phone for the police!”

“Have you got Prout there?” de-
manded Hobson of the Shell. -

“1 got a visitor who mustn't be dis-
turbed—""

“Name!” demuanded Temple of the

Fourth,

Mr. Jenks did not answer that
question,

“1 say, {ou fellows, here comes the
Head I velled Billy Bunter.

“The Head !”

“Now we shan’t be long!” grinned
Bob Cherry

A car came ﬁrinﬁing from the cliff
road, up the muddy path to the cottage.
It halted, and the Head and Mr. Quelch
descended, followed by Coker of the
Fifth. Dr. Locke glanced in astonish-
ment at the crowd of Greyfriars fellows,
of all Forms, thronged in front of the
cottage.

“Bless my soul!” he eaid. “What—
what does this mean? What—"

“They've got Prout in there, sir!”
shouted & dozen voices. “They've got
Mr. Prout! They've drawn the blind
to hide himm! They’ve got him, sir !”

Coker’ grinned complacently, Evi-
dently Greyfriars was coming round to
his point of view at last,

“ Blesa my soul 1” said the ITead.

At a majestio pace he advanced up
the garden-path. Mr, Quelch aecom-

anied him; Coker followed him; be-

ind Coker there was a swarm. Mr,

Jenks, at the doorway, eyed the head-
master in_dismay. Certainly he could
not set Biter on to the Head of
Greyfriars.

“Mr. Jenks, if that is your name,”
said the Head courteously, “I have
some reason to believe that Mr. Prout,
a Form maeter belonging to Greyfriars,

here. desire to ascertain whether
that is the case,”

" Oh lor’ {” gasped Mr, Jenks,

He was in Prout’s confidence; he had
Prout’s dark secret to keep. But he did
not see now how he could keep it.

“Kindly answer me |’ said the Head,

“0Oh crumbs!” was sll Mr, Jenks
could say.

a

“Is Mr. Prout hera?” demanded the foored Prout. It ssemod to Coker that

Head, sharp suspicion in his tone now.

“Oh lor’1”

“Mr. Prout!” Tho Head raised his
voice loudly and distinetly. * M
Prout, if you are here, speak [” .

“He's bound and gagged, sir!” said
Coker.

“ You young hass!* gasped Mr. Jenks.

But really it began to look as if Coker
was right, for there came no answer
from Mr. Prout, who c:ertainl{1 must
have heard the Head’s voice, if he was
there. And the Head, staring past Mr.
Jenks, could see the fur-collared, purple
greatceat hanging on the peg. He knew
that coat! Prout was there!

His face becams very stern.

“You refuse to satisfy me?” he
demanded.

“You—you see, sir—" stammered
Mr. Jenks.

Then, from the interior of the house
came a hollow voice.

* Admit Dr. Locke—alone !”

It was the voice of Prout!

* Yessir I” said Jenks. .

Mr. Jonks removed the chain; the
door swung open. There was a buzs of
breathless excitement. The sound of
Prout’s voice had electrified all who had
Leard it,

Dr. Locke strode in. Jenks indicated
the way, and he passed through a door-
way from the little hall into the front
room.

“Prout 1”

Y S

“Goodness gracious me |*

Prouwt, red with dismay and chagrin,
faced the Head. There had been no
help for it; it had to be. Red as a
bectroot was Prout, save in one spot—
his eya! That was black 28 midnight.

“Bless my =oull” said the Head
faintly.

“You—you see, sir,” Prout gurgled.
“An accident in the foz, sir. y—my
eye is discoloured. T could not let it be
seen in public. I—I did not desire even
you, sir, to see me so disfgured—"

“ Bless my soul |

“T1—I thought it best, sir, to—to retire
from public view for a time, until my—
my eye resumed—resumed its normal
aspect, sir. Such a disfigurement might
—might be misunderstood.”

“Dear me !” said the Head.

“]1 cannot imagine, sir, what brought

ou here. I cannot fathom it,” said Mr.

rout. “But—but now you have seen
this—this discoloration of my—my
optie, sir, I—I beg of you to let it go
no further. It was an accident—a sheer
accident in the fog, But—but a dis-
figurement of so very peculiar a charac-
ter— 1 am sure you understand, sir.
I desire no other eyea to observe it—"

Alas for Mr. Prout!

He had directed Jenks to edmit the
Head—alone | Jenks had done so. But
Jenks could not stop the swarm of
exoited fellows who pushed in after the
Head. Myr. Quelch weas pushed along in

the crowd. The little hall swarmed,
the doorway of the front room was
blocked with faces. Every word that
Mr. Prout uttered fell on twenty or

thirty ears, More than a dozen pairs of
eyes were fixed on Prout, more
especially on his black eye.

Colker of the Fifth stood spellbound.

Prout was not kidnn.p;fdl

He was there—but he was not a
Erisonerl He was there to conceal &
lack eye from public gaze! And
Coker, with a sudden, horrifying recol-
lection, knew how Prout hed collected
that biack eye! He remembered that
reckless punch in the fog that had

the universe s spinning round him.
“0Oh, holy en oke!” gasped Coker.
Mr. Prout turned his eyes to the door-
way ! He beheld Lhe staring crowd. He
heard an excited squenk:
“1 say, you fellows!
black eye! He, he, hel”
Dr. Locke glanced round.
“Gol" he tiundared.
The orowd faded out of the picture.

Prout’s got a

Except Coker! Coker stood rooted to
the floor, still spellbound,

Mr, Prout gave a groan.

“My desr Prout—" said the Head
kindly,

“My dear Prout—" said Mr.
Quel

They understood now that it was not
e case of mental aberration,

“1 cannot imagine,” said Prout, in a
hoarse voice—"} e¢annot umagine, sir,
how you came to find me here!”

Dr. Locke indicated the spellbound
Coker.

“It was that—that incredibly stupid
and obtuse boy who brought me here,”
he said. “That unbelievably absurd
and fatuous boy, Coker "

"Oh!” gasped Coker.

“He informed me, and almost con-
vinced me, that you—you were detained
in this building agamnst your will—that
you had been, in short, kidnapped |”

““And in the very odd circumstances
of your sudden departure, Prout—"
murmured Mr. Quelch.

“0f course,” said the Head, "I neve:
dreamed—"

*Coker 1” gasped Prout.

“You—you—you see, sir—" babhled
Coker.

Prout made & stride towards him.
Coker woke to action. The look in
Prout’s eye was positively dangerous.
Coker made a bu.cEward jump into the
hall, and vanished from the scene.

“Mr, Prout,” said the Head, “I—I
understand your motive for absenting
yoursclf from the school. I believe—1
fully believe and trust—your explana:
tion of that—that unfortunate discolora-
tion, Bless my soul! But perhaps—
since the matter iz no longer a secret—it
would be advisable for you to return.
Pray accept a seat in my car—h'm——"

“Ha, ha, hal” came a yell. ** Prout's
got a black eye, that's alll Good old
Coker! Ha, ha, hal”

“Send those boys away, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Quelch drove them away. They
trooped off to Greyiriars, yelling. When
they reaghed the school and told tho
other fellows, Greyfriars rang with mer-
riment. The only fellow who did not
laugh was Coker of the Fifth. Colier
saw nothing to laugh at; he did not
perceive the slightest cause for all this
merriment. He was the only fellow whe
didn’t.

Prout was home again the next day—
black eye and all.

Coker of the Fifth waa in the sana-
torium—with a bad cold.

It was rather fortunate for Coker.
His lifo would hardly have been safe ir
the Fifth Form room with Prout.

(Now look out for the ssgquel to this
grand story which will appear in next
week’s Maguer., It is entitled: “WHO
PUNOHED PROUT?" and iz un-
doubledly one of the best warns Frank
Richards has ever written.)



THERE’S A REAL LIVE KICK IN THIS SENSATIONAL SOCCER STORY !

UP,

LAST WEEK’S INSTALMENT BRIEFLY
RETOLD,

Determined fo sfop the vol fhal has sst in,
James Brenman, the gpewial but masterful owner
of the Rnilton Rovers F.C., decides o pay a
huge transfer fee for an experienced cenlre-

rd to put new life into his team,' The
deal fails to materialiss, however, for Brennasi
d of his savings by means of a forped
cheque and then ottocked by some unknown
assilont echo deals him a blow to the heart
which proves fatal, Left withoul o penny to
carry on, young Jim receives his first un-
pleasant  expertence of football management
when some unknown enemy fires the Rovers'
prondsiand,  Need at least siz thousand
pounds to pul the vers on their feel again
Jimmy elinches a deal with Mr, Thurgood, the
docal bank manager, to sell iis house for fire
thovsand and borrow ancther thousand from the

bank,
(Now rend on)

e

A Btormy Interview !
(1] @D—;’ou are seriously selling the

Ber
“To Mr. Thurgood ?"’

“Thot’s so.’’

“H'm! Rather sudden, isn't it?"

Jimmy Brennan shrugged,

“A lot of sudden things have hap-
pened lately, Mr. Sylvester. If you had
brought me good news last night from
the insurance company I wouldn’ts have
accepted Mr, Thurgood's offer. Buf I
must now. I need the cash.”

“I see. And is the sale definitely
scttlod 2"’
“Yes, At least, I've given my word.

Mr, Thurgood wants the house, and he
wants to give me a hand. 8o we fixed
it up, He's coming to sce you about the
legal part of the deal.”

Taz Macner LiBrary.—No. 1,187,

In the stufly quictness of Henry
Sylvester's office, a determined fush on
his cheeks, Jimmy faced his lawyer
coolly. He had said nothing about the
thousand-pounid loan yet; in fact, he
was preparcd for trouble, for an angry
protest agoainst the whole scheme.
Sylvester’s face, turned away from the
light, was like a mask—dry, wrinkled,
and impassive, as he studied the sturdy
youngster and noted the firmneas of his
lips and the dogged attitude of his body.
For some time a thoughtful silence
reigned. Then, to Jimmy's utter sur-
prise, something like approval gleamed
in the lawyer's brooding eyes.

BIFF ! Butit wasn’t the cenire-

forward’s boot meeting the ball ;

it was the centre-forward’s fist
meeting the goalie’s CHIN !

“Well, perhaps you have done
right,” ho said at last, “I am sorry to
sce your family house passing into other
hands, but I suppose it cannot be helped.
Just now you can't afford to keep an
expensive place going. I hope, James,
you will put the money to good use."

Jimmy smiled slightly,

“I shall I am rebuilding my
main stand with it. At once!”

“What?" The lawyer stitfened in his
chair, his voice sharp. “Then—then you
are still dwelling on that mad scheme?”’

“What mad sclhieme?" asked Jimmy
quietly; and his eyes grew watchful
as two ongry red spote showed on the
thin face opposite, *“You mesn—the
Rovers?”

THE ROVERS!

By

g

“You know I do!"' rapped Sylvester.
“Do you honestly mean you have sold the
finest part of your property for £5,000

with the object of huilding & new
stand? Why, il's madness! You, a
mere boy, beggaring yourself for a pro-
fessional foothall club, just as your poor
father did! Wait!"—as Jimmy fired
up hotly, “That is what happened,
And that is what will happen to you.”

Into Jimmy's heart came suddenly a
fierce, wild longing for a row—for open
warfare with this man who, from being
his father’s best friend, had become the
only one in Railton to show hostility
to himself—for what reason he couldn’t
think. Sternly controlling his temper,
however, he answered, in a quiet voicet

“T don't get you. sir. What else can
I do with the money?”’

“What else?” repeated Sylvester
tartly. “Why, follow the advice I gave
vou in the first place. Realise as much
money as you can from the properiy
your father left, get rid of this awful
football ground, and the club that
ruined him, and make yourself safe in
some good profession.”’

With an impatient jork of his hand
he reached up and took o folded letter
from & drawer., Jimmy guessed what
it was immediately. t was the one
from the Something-or-Other Land
Society, offering some darned ridiculous
price for the Rovers' ground.

His face froze. Bub he let Sylvester
carry on.

Leaning forward, the solicitor eyed
him severely.

“When you told me just now you had
sold the house I was glad. 1 began to
think you meant following my advioe.
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Why don't you? You have said the
bouse is too big for you. Well, s0 is
the football club!™

Jimmy sat rigid in his chair, glaring
at him, too furious for words. Seeing
the thundercloud on his face, the other
shrewdly changed his tone, and his voice
was persuasive when he went on again.

“Look here, my boy, I am trying to
ut you right. You have sold your
ouse—a wige step. But why pour the
money into the gutter ?” Before Jimmy
could :rep]g he had unfelded the letter
and spread it ont. “'Why not sell the
ground, too—to these people? 1 admit
their offer 1a low, but that is only busi.
ness, after all, I can get them to raise
it, I'm sure. Considerably. Then, with
that and the five thousand from the
house, you will have a sum large enough
to equip you for anything, Engineer-
ipkg'. !me-:iiciuﬂ, languages—anything you
ike I’

He held up his hand.

“Why not think it over, Jimmy? I'll
handle it for you. And perhaps get
offers from other people, too!”

Jimmy sat for.a long while, staring at
his earnest face. Perhaps the lawyer
meant well, but the voungster could not
forget the way he bad been treated over
the forged cheque. Besides, the Rovers
came before everything !

“No, thanks!” he said decisively.
“Bill Nye's offered me n home in his
cottage, and all the boys are behind
me. I won’t sell the ground, and if the
Rovers go down I'll lose with em "’

Baffled and disappointed, Bylvester
suddenly crumpled the letter in his
hand and flung it on the desk,

“Then you're a hot-headed, reckless
young fool 1” ha rasped forcibly. “ Wast-
ing Heaven-sent opportunities! I—"

He stopped, and looked up sharply.

“I suppose,” he said, with a sus-
picion of irony in his voice, “ you have
made quite sure the missing £3,000 is
not in the house? You have searched
thoroughly, I take it—or will do before
leaving 1"’

For answer Jimmy rose quietly, his
face grim and pale. he row was
coming ; he knew it, He couldn’t keep
himszelf in hand much Ionger.

“Meaning—just what, Mr. Sylvester "
he asked softly. *“I haven’t searched
for the money, because it was never in
ithe house, ad didn't get it, that's
certain, Neither did I. And My, Thur-
good won't fork out £5000 for the
pleasure of finding three. So what arve
you going to do about it7" he finished
earcastically.

Sylvester's lean shoulders rose,

“A lot, I hope, Jimmy. 1 was your
father's oldest friend and—"'

“But no friend of mine!” blazed
Jimmy suddenly, violently, “Since dad
died you've done nothing but hound me.
I mean it! You've managed to throw
suspicion on me rvight and left, both
here and at the police station; and if
my uncle, and cousin, and Mr. Thur-
ghﬂﬂd don’t believe I'm & crook it's
through no fault of yours. You've tried
hard enough.”
| Eteppiﬂg forward, he smashed his fist
down on the desk and bent forward.

“You're sore!” he pgritted. “Mad,
because 1 won't do just what you think
iz right. Beecause I prefer to earry out
dad’s wishes instead of selling the
ground he loved to this precious society
of yours. Don't interrupt, please! T've
got the ball now. I'm going my own
way, sink or swim, assis by my own
friends. And when you've fixed things
up with Mr, Thurgood about the house,
then I shan’t be troubling you again
with business—or friendship, eithey !"

In & white-heat of rage he whirled
round and strode towards the door,

There, with his fingers on the handle,
he was stopped by Sylvester's hard,
strained voice, and the solicitor came
forward quickly to make a final effort.
“Jimmy !'"" he implored. ‘'‘Listen to
me—please. 'T'ake my advice—sell the
ground and stick to your money ! Can’t
ou—don’t you realise it's all you’ve got
eft now? Why, if you spend it and
any further disaster happens {o the
Rovers, you’ll be ecompletely ruined!”

Head lowered, eyes dark with anger,
Jimmy glared at him.

“I know!” he flung back savagely.
“And it's pretty obvious somo people
would like me to be. But I don’t care,
Let's hope there’'ll be no more—
disasters, M> Sylvester!™

He bit off the last words with deadly
emphasis. Next moment the door
slammed behind him.

With a gesture of weary despair the
solicitor turned slowly back to his desk.

Rovers versits Spurs 1

O Railton Town, during the next
I few days, the news that young
Jimmy Brennan had sold the
beautiful house his family had
held so long, came as a shock. Lots of
people, besides Henry Sylvester, tried
to reason with hith, but the young
owner was too much like his dead
father to heed them. Once having made
up his mind, he set his jaw obstinately,
and went through 1(he deal with
characteristic firmness.

The sale of the house was quickly
gettled, Chatles Thurgood taking pos-
session, with old Jeff and Jenny as his
servants. And Jimmy, covering a nasty,
grogegy feeling with a grin, shifted to
Bill Nye's pretty cottage on the bank
of the ﬁniltﬂn Canal, where, in a short
while, he slipped into the cosy home-
life thera as easily as & duck into a
pond.

Ha had no time to feel lonely or
downcast—his friends m the Rovers saw
to that. They knew the fight he was
making for the club, and what it was
costing him, and they rallied round
stoutly, anxious to hﬂ-ﬂ{: him in every-
thing. After the hard day's work on
the training ground, scarcely an evening
passed but three or foud dropped into
the cottage for a chat; and in the warm,
lamplit parlour,- with Bill Nye.presid-
ing, they revelled in football jaw, new
tactics, or just plain chaffing until Mre,
Nye kindly but firmly turned them ont
at ten o'clock, and packed Jimmy and
old Bill off to bed.

In addilion, the team was doing well.
Two surprise points were picked up at
Nottingham against the Forest, and
another at home apgsinst Cardiff. The
Rovers were lying second in the League,

A better tonic than all this, however,
was the music of hammers and saws,
and the scurry of workmen busy as hees
on the wrecked stand. In littla more
than & month now, the contractors
guarantead it would be ready for the
public once more, Things were going
smoothly it seemed,

By the time the fourth Saturday of
the season came along, bringing with
it & match against the SBpurs, in London,
Jimmy's broad smile was in full work-
ing order as he trotted behind George
Harvey on to the turf at White Hart
Lane, with thea thunder of the huge
crowd roaring all about him, TE&
resurn to form of the famous Midland
club had drawn a biggﬁr crowd even
than usual to the orth London
enclosure, and they gave the black-and-
white shirts s rousing welcome, A little
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nip in the air and a hardness in the
ground promised a fast game,

It was the Spurs’ kick-off. " Pheeepl”
shrilled the whistle; and straightway
their hard-driving forward line fung
themselves through the Rovers’' halves
and were storming round goal in an
cloctric attack, From man to man the
ball Bickered, beating the Rovers’ inter-
ceptora by split seconds, until, with the
path to the net open, O'Callaghan, the
inside-right, was in shooting position,
steadying himself for the fnal drive.
Then, out of goal, like a charging
elephant, galloped big Reynolds,
blocked the shot at iwo yards range,
gathered, and cleared with a mighty
kick amid a hurricane of cheers,

Thrills had startea early. The crowd
sottled down for more.

They got 'em. Reynolds' kick was
driven back by Messer; the celebrated
white shirts swept downfield again. Bus
this time was different. Dour and
ready, Harvey and his half-backs met
them, tackled them, beat them back., A
Ppass like a rifle bullet flashed through
to Miller, who nodded it to Jimmy,
and Jimmy, leaving two Spurs standing
with an eel-like gwerve, dgew the full-
back, and sent Payton racing for the

corner flag.
There was nothing green about that
young man now, e was becoming a

seasoned winger, with Jimmy’s passes,
timed to a nicety, bringing out the best
of his great sFeed. He caught the ball
a yard {rom the line, turned, and swung
over a sguare centre that curled and
dropped exactly in frant of the Hotspur
goal. And Thomas, well in position, a:
usual, jumped, and got his head to it.

“Goal I"" A startled, incredulous roar
burst from the home crowd, The Rovers
were one up in the first minute. The
spead and simplicity of the attack was
paralysing.

Stung by the reverse, Tottenham got
down to business. Bo did the Rovers.
Up, down, and across the field the
leather MH-PE{!, from touchline to touch-
line, g to goal. First Dimmock tore
through the Rovers® backs and hit the
crosg-bar, then a lunF, delirious dribble
by Jimmy saw Miller's finishing shot
go behind, The cheering in the stands
grew to a continuous bellow, but none
of the players heard it. They were
playing like demons—fast and clean.
but desperately hard. There was no
loafing ; no breathing space. The Spurs’
first-time passing kept Harvey & Clo.
working at full pressure, while at the
other end the Rovers young but terribly
speedy raiders put yeara on the Totten-
ham defenca.

“Get young Brennan. Bottle that
kid Lcllp!’ The eorders had become
Second Division watchwords already.
Two half-backs and Cook at inside-left
wera doing their best, but Jimmy's red
head seemed all over the place, back on
the half-line, bobbing in midfield, loom-
g ominously near goal, His dazzling
in-and-ont swerving, lightning tricki-
ness, and, above all, superb position
play and passing, tore the Spurs wide
open time and again, and only brilliant
goalkeeping prevented a score.

Ten minutes {rom half-titme, 2 lovely
run by Dimmock, followed by a centre,
saw Tottenham equalise beautifully.
The hball Bashed acresa, (FCallaghan
pulled it down, snapped it to Harper.
who, with a first-time swerver, bheai
Reynolds hopelessly and nearly burst
the net!

One all!

“(C'ome on, Rovers!
half-time 1

Under cover of the cheering, Har-
vev's words spurred his men sturdily,

Tue Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,187,

Another before
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Thoe kick-off came to Jimmy. He ankle-
tapped it back to Thomas, ran cleay,
recelved the ball again, and put 1o
across to Millsr. ‘Tho inside-left was
vobbed; the ball hissed downfield, A
second later, Reynolds, at full length,
veas called upon to save from Cook at
the expense of a corner, Fast football
all the way!

No whit disheartened, the Rovers

came opgain, Ames, the right-back,
cleared from the corner kick, putting
the ball into touch; and from the
throw-in Millor. and Atkins went away
in & pretty passing run that Hashed the
ball almost to the SBpurs’ goal-line,
. And there it stopped. Like a solid
avalanche, the Rovers poured in for an
everwhelming attack, Backing wup
grimly, Harvey, Blake, and Riley, tho
halves, DLlocked all the Tottenlam
clearance-kicks, and drove the ball back
to where Jimmy and Miller writhed
and wriggled like weasels through the
packed and gasping defenders, wilth
Chomas hovering near goal on the alert
for a shot.

Backwards and forwards before the
home net the ball swung, creeping ever
nearer. The crowd were on their toes,
foverish with wanxiety, begging (o
Spurs to beat back tho lithe, clever
voungsiers threatening them, and thus
hold out till half-time.

The pressure increased. In whirlwind
stvle, Jimmy slammed through a gap;
a full-back tackled him just in time.
Noxt Miller hit an upright; then a
rising crogs-volley from Payton was just
tipped over the bar,

Corper! The teams lined up, Totten-
ham desperately packing their goal, the

Rovers grim. Harvey’s voice snapped
out eurtly:

“WNow for it, Railton!”

To & despairing howl from the
crowd, young Payton's corner-kick
dropped gloriously into the goal-mouth,
The players bunched swiftly; frantic
heads rose in the amir to meeot 16, A
Tottenham back won, but the ball
glanced off Miller's head, and somehow
came to Jimmy, who lobbed it past &
headlong defender, straight to the head
of Thomas, standing in a bare foot of
clear ground. And the centre-forwerd,
rising stiffly, swung his muscular neck
and ﬂipfped the leather into the fur
corner of the net, like a shot from a gun.

The Rovers were leading again b

A moment later, and the whistle
sounded for half-time,

Trouble at Tottenham |

URING the interval, in their
D dressing - room, the famous
London team held a sharp,

short confab, very much to the
point.  Their skipper held the Aoor,
and his words wero blunt,

“Now, listen, chaps! We're not
licked yet. “We're good for another
goal or two this half, even against old
'ung like Harvey and Reynolds. YWhat
we've got to do is sit on their bally
forwvard line!”

“Huh!" snorted someone.
markin' voung Brennan!
ling red-head!l "

“You try
Darn wrigg-
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“That's it!” snapped the leader.
“ Shadow Drennan wherever he goes.
And mark Thomas,

near goal. He's no

leader, but he can

ghoot, and every
roid they make
inishes wup with

him. But if we can
hold Lim tight he'll
ot rattled. Then
e gets cold feet.
The other kids are
good, but still raw
gnd if we bottle up
Breonan and tako
the starch out of
Thomas the whole
line’ll go phut.
Bavvy 1"
“Right 1"

The Spurs ran on
to the field for the
second half with
the set faces of men
who knew whal to
do and meant doing
it. League battles
are wen that way.

Before the period
had lasted five
minutoes Jimmy
realised what was
happening. He was
up against it
Lverywhere he
moved, two meon
stuck to him like
pld friends, regard-
lese of where the
ball was. And every
time the Hotspur
goal was in danger
Thomas  suddenly
found himself sur-
rounded by white
shirta and blptted
out completely.

weighing

n base gives

6’9

MODELS
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The scheme worked, The Railton
centre, with two goals to his credit, had
come out for the second bhall like a
roaring lion. After fifteen minutes
futile struggling with the heavy-
charging, clean-tackling net that was
drawn round bim, he begaon to bite
lis lips and scowl.

Dezpite the two men sticking to him,
Jimmy wa3s still a thorn in the Hot-
spur side, out-guessing and out-thinking
his warders time and egain. Yet no
matter how daintily he dribbled, or
how fast Payton and Atkins ran, the
result was the same. Thomas couldn’t
get clear of Messer anyhow, attack
after atback petered out—and the
centre-forward crumpled up.

Meanwhile, the Spurs' [orwards were
seizing every chance. Their attacks
grew furious and incisive. Twico in
succession only Reynolds stood between
them and a score, and the third time,
Dimmock missed by inches, with the
giant kecper beaten to the wide,

Jimmy set his jaw hard.

“("ome on, old son,” he whispered to
Thomas, during a lull, “One wmore for
your hat-trick,” .

Thomas only grunted. The ball came
to Payton, who drew his man and
passed to Jimmy. Jimmy carried on
the raid, was challenged, and drilled
a clean, fast pass to his centre. Im-
mediately, on both sides, two Spurs
secemed to spring from nowhere, to
block the runner's path. ‘Thomas
glared st them wildly, took his eyes off
the ball, and stabbed at it with & hasty,
half-hearted boot.

He miskicked. The leather curled
foebly eway; Lyon slipped through and
trapped ir, and, with a mighty, low
drive, sent Dimmock whirling down the
touchline. .

Thomas' face grew dark with anger
and sulkiness once more. Jimmy
watched the ﬂj’iﬂi Spurs with & sinking
heart. Beating Ames with a lightning
sidestep, Dimmock swung the ball first
time into the middle, where Cook came
up, took it _in his stride, and passed
through to Harper. I'rom Harper it
wont to (’'Callaghan; the inside-right
dribbled neatly, and semt it brek., In
a perfect line the Tottenham mnttack
swarmed over the Railton full-backs,
and, taking & last pass two yards from
the goal-line, Cook scored with a shot
no 'keeper on earth could have saved.

White Hart Lane exploded in a long,
jovous shout. ‘The scores were level.
But better than that, the Spurs were on

top now, and the ciungarmm black-an.
white forwards were dangerous no
longer.

And, within thirty seconds of the
kick-off again, Dimmock had slashed
his way through on his own, and the
Spurs were leading 3—2,

There was @ hard glint in Harvey's
blus eyes as he rallied his team thia
time.

“Come on, boys! [Plenty of timel
Thomas, snap into it, man |*

Thomas' scowling face went red.
Straight from the kick-off lLe made o
last desperata effort to conguer him-
gclf, and force his way through.
Messer robbed him, but, before the
Tottenham half ecould clear, the burl
centre had knocked him off the bali,
and whipped it ahead of Jimmy.

The youngster's heart leapt with glee,
Thomas was waking up again. With a
bewildering feint and sidestep the boy

(Continued on ncxt page.)
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drew clear of his tacklers and raced up-
field, Payton in attendance. He
snapped hia fingers, made as though to
swerve inwards, and instead changed
feet prettily, and swung out towards
the touchline at top pace. As he did
so Payton, running like a deer, cut in
behind him from the wing.

The manceuvre came off. At the
crucial moment, just as Hodgkinson ran
wide to tackle Jimmy, the Jad overran
the ball and backheeled it in o flash,
straight to Payton’s toes.

Puzzled by the lightning change tho
Spurs' defence balted for one precious
second. itheut a moment's delay
Payton slammed the ball insido, right
in front of Thomas. The Railton
centre, free of the Spurs’ net af last,
went ilea.dlong for goal.

His path was clear. On either side
the backs closed in, but, spreadcagled
by Jimmy and Payton, they were too
late. The posts loomed Uﬂ fore him,
wit]l: the * ll:eeper posing himself for a
rusmn.

Searcely daring to breathe Jimmy

stood on his toes, dancing in suspense.
He saw Thomas push the ball sideways,
pivoting on his left leg for o rousing
corkscrew drive. Then the goalkeeper
ran out, arms wide, and left gm ground
in a terrific headlong dive,

Crump! There was a thud, a gasp,
o strangled cheer. Full in the chest
the shot hit the goalie, und the hall
skidded to Lyon, who promptly and
gratefully ballooned it out of play. A
roar of relief went up, dying away next
instant. For, mad with rage and dis-
appointment, Thomas had jumped for-
ward and lifted the goalkeeper clean
off };ls feet with a terrific punch to the
jaw

Amid dcad silence the refaree gave
Thomas “marching orders.”

The-rest of the game went like a long,
bad dream after that. With Thomas in
the dressing-room Jimmy went into the
centre himself, and, hard-eyed and hag-
p,ilrd of face, ﬂung himself desperately

rough the white shirts before him,
dribbling, passing and fighting in a dull

k]

mist of despair until, in & solid body,
White Hart Lane rose to the plucky
youngster every time ho got the Eall

Everything that skill eud bitter grit
could do he did then; but though at
times the Rovers’ front line secmed to
riddle the Bpurs to shreds, they could
not score, ith only four young for.
wards against a weighty end expericnced
dofence, the case was hopeless.

The whistle went at lasi for " Time "
with Jimmy still battling dagged!y in
front of the Tottenham ﬁ It was
only when Messer's kind n-d dropped
on his shoulder, and pulled him round
that he realised the gamo was over.
Lost] And with it, for a momth at
lcast, his only decent centre.

In silence he folléwed the downcast
Rovers off the field.

(Young Jimmy's luck seems dead out,
daean’t ¢, chums? But he's determined
to keep the flag flinng as gou'llidiscover
when you read next week’s instalment of
this powerful Soccer story.)
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Ko[ster-Brandes’
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)

Masterpiece

THE WORLDS
FINEST 2-VALVE

SET-BRITISH MABE

The entire production of the

K.B. *Masterpiece’ Set has

been secured by Godfrey
Phillips, Ltd.

s .
A REVELATION IN 2-VALVE RADIO

The most compact 2-valve set in the
world. Overall dimensions 73 in. by

71 in. by 74 in.
Tested to Kolster-Brandes’ standards.

Highly sensitive regenerative receiver
bringing in principal stations with amazing
clearness and volume.

Pure-toned loud-speaker of novel and
artistic design, built into the lid,

Polished dark figured mahogany finished
case In beautiful Bakelite. It can be
closed when not in use.

Complete with two Fotos valves and full
instructions.

* FREE WITH BDV/

Poys | get this hne set—free for 500 coupons
with B.D.V. Cigarettes—or 286 coupons from
B.D.V, Tobacco. Ask your father—hig brothers
—friends to change to B.D.V. and give you their
coupons. Begin saving to-day—and you'll soon
have this magnificent 2-valve set—FREE.

WRITE TO-DAY FOR LIST OF B.D.V.

; GIFTS AND 5 FREE COUPONS to

! Godfrey Phillips, Ltd. (Dept. M. ), 112,
- Commercial Street, London, E.l.

15-11-30



