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WANTED ! SNAPPY JOKES AND GREYFRIARS LIMERICKS—TOPPING PRIZES OFFERED !

e

** Magnet,”

E.C4.

for various reasons were unable to

completo their ALBUM showing

EVERY BOY'S WORLD 1N
PICTURES I have decided to include
R0INe

MORE SUPER PICTURE STAMPS
in the MaexET for the
NEXT FOUR WEEKS!

Among the stamps given away with
next week's MAGNET you might possibly
find one or more that will help to 6l out
your album. If you find that you alrcady
have these stamps get your pal Lo exchange
them for some of his. And remember
that, with the exception of copies sent
overseas, there will be another strip of
stamps in next week's MAGNET.

FOR the benefit of those readera who

1 suﬁpou you have all heard of * pidgin
English,” but how many of vou have
heard of '* Beche-de-mer English " ? Tom
Watkins, one of my Hanley readers, has
come acroes the expression, and wants
to know what it means. Literally trans-
lated it means

‘‘SEA-SLUG ENGLISH !"

foe the * beche-de-mer” is a sea-slug,
and one, incidentally, which the Chinese
ecat ! OF course, t Chinese will eat
ulmost anything, as you know. Birds'
nests, sharks’ fins, various insects, and
even rats and mice are considercd great
delicacies in the Celestiul countrics.

* Beghe-de-tner English,” however, has
nothing whatover to do with sea-slugs.
It is & sort of second cousin to * pidgin
Fnglish,"” and is the language which is
spoken in the wvarious islands of the
Pacific. It is & most picturesque language,
and, although it is based on our own,
it is sometimes very difficult to under-
stand. A well-known traveller tells the
ctory of a native who said to him :

* Fellow tummy belong me walk about
all day 1™ That was his way of saying
that he had stomach-ache !

This peculiar language is spoken all
over the South Seas, even in Islands which
nre not under British control, It con.
sidlerably annoyed the Germans when they
tnd coloniea in the South Seas. 'T'he
nadives resolutely rofused to learn German,
and the Germans, therefore, had to issue
their official proclamations in ** Beche-de-
mer English !

OME things that take place in the
§ South Sea Tslands are very funny,

indeed,  On ono island, which
was owned by the Gormuans befuro
the  war, but Js now Drnitish, the
inhabitants measured theic wealth by

stone money. According to the size of
the stones, so they were rich or poor, and
the richest fumilies owned stones that
could not possibly bo moved from where
they were. The Germana decided that it
was timo the natives paid their taxes, and
they sent around tax-collectors to gather

in tho
STONE MONEY TAXES.
Dut the stones were too heavy (o hbe

JowmeInto The
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.

Write to him : Editor of the
The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope will

ensmre a reply.

moved, so the Germans simply painted a
blaeck mark on them, which showed that
the stones belonged to the Government.
Then there was trouble !

Nobody could do any trade, for all the
big stones had been bagged by the
autherities— though goodness only knows
what good they were to them, as they
couldn’t be moved. The result was that
the tax-collectors had to go round again
and clean off the black marks—and
prosperity returned to the island. It's no
good to try to persuade these particular
natives that paper, copper, silver, or even
gold is moncy. Stones have always been
their * money "—und always will be!

Here is a yarn which Bernard Baron,
of 2, Ashtield Road, Rusholme, Manchester,
has sent me, and for which he gets a
topping Sheffield steel penknife :

Teacher (In a rage to dunce) :
Jones, you are
the biggest fool
in the school ! ™
Headmistress
(standing near
by) : ** Come,
b come, Miss Wil-
son, you are
forgetting yourself !’

** Tommy

<

Don’t forget, chums, [ «till have plenty
of penknives for jukes, ad pueket wallets
for Greyfriavs limericks,  So puil up your
gocks, nnd see iV gou can’t win one ol these
top-notch prizes !

S5 usual, there are a numiber of
A RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to varions queries sent in by readers.
Here they are :

What is a ** Billy-Boy ** ? (Jack Janrdan,
of Leeds): This is the nume given 1o oa
Humber, or East Const, boat ol birgse-
river build, or & bluf-bowed north-eountry
teader. Therve is alsa a well-known sea-
shanty called = Billy-boy.™

How much was a Ducal? (K. i, of
Harlesden) : This com, which w '

im the twellth century, was worth abom
e, ddd. Qb it were made of gold, When
made of silver, it was worth s, i,

What were ** Pieces of Eight " ? (Nune
Inquirer) : This was the nume piven to
the old Spanish piastre, or peso. 1L was
called o pieeo of elght " because it was
civided into eight reals. It was a silver
coin worth about four shillings.,

How mueh can an Elephant carry?
(* Regular Leader,” of Willeaden): A
tully-grown elephant ean earry a weight
of from 1,700 1o 2,200 lbs. on a long
journey, maintaining o steady pace of
about four miles per hour.

Have there ever been Earthgquakes in
England ? (Tom Forster, of Newton
Abbott): Yea, several—although not
disnstrous enes.  The last one took place
as recently es the 7th of Juue, 1931, but,
luckily, no one was killed. The preatest

earthquakes in history took place in
Sicily in 1693, and Calabria in 1783, On
hoth these occasions no fewer than 60,000
people were killed !

ERE is an inquiry which nceds a
little longer space to answer,
as it may interest quite & number
of readers. * Amateur Sailor,"”

of Leith, wants to know how he can join

THE ROYAL NAVAL RESERVE.

I am afraid that an ‘‘ amateur " sailor
cannot join thie branch of the Navy.
Only people who are constantly engaged
at sea in the Mercantile Marine are eligible.
But perhaps he is thinking of the Royal
Naval Volunieer Reserve, which admits
landsmen who wish to undergo naval
training ?

He can obtain full particulars by writing
to the R.N.V.R. Committee, 58, Victoria
Street, London, 8.W.l. There are cight
divisions of thia force spread round our
coast, and the conditions of scrvieo
correspond more or less to the conditions
in the Territorial Army. Training is done
on certain ovenings in tho week aboard
training vessels, and members of the
R.N.V.R. can also undergo training with
the Fleet for certain periods. The iden
of the R.N.V.R. is to form a reserve which
shall be composed of landsmen who Lave
a hankering for sea-life, and wha, ol course,
are liable to be called up for active service
in case of war. It is possible for R.N.V.1t.
members to transfer to the Royval Navy
later, keeping whatever promotion they
have gained during their perivd with the
reserves,

I think I have just room for another

rizewinner, Thia time it is Charles

oskins, of 30, Jessie Road, Southsca,
Portsmouth, who sent in the Ilollowing
Greyfriars limerick, He gets a topping
pocket wallet for it :

Bob. Cherry's a likeable youth,
Who never departs [rom the truth,
At his lessons he’s quick !
And at football, his kick
Is like one from a donkey forsooth !

W [ next week's star procnanme,
Frank Wichands,  as usgual,
“hewds the Bl with o peal

 fissteeluss yarn of the chums ol
Greyfriars, 1t is entitled :

“BUNTER, THE FOOTBALLER!"

There ave thrills—amd ehuckles—in it !
Just the vight amount of cach ! Judging
by the nnumber ol Jetters 1 receive ench
week, complunenting Mr.  Richards on
these stonies, they are getting better amld
Letter ' And it tokes some doing to keep
a reader’s interest unflagging for so many
years! But Frank Riehards has stll got
some more surprises up his sleeve for you -
which you will discover in future stories.

“ Nobby, the *‘B8hooting Star,’" too,
seems to have * hit the mark.” and proves
that my readers enjoy a real good ‘tee
and looter story, when it is written by such
an necomplivhed author as Hedley Scott.
There are more thrills for you in next week's
bumper instalinent.

Next week's *“ Herald Supplement "
is the real goods, while ** Linesman's"
contribution will prove of great intorest
to all Socoer fans. Asa usual, I will be
“in the office” to give you any advico
you may need!

All the best, chums !
YOUR EDITOR,



A GRAND LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF THE GREYFRIARS CHUMS !

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught Napping !

NORE |
S “What the dickens—"
Snore |

Coker snored,

Harry Wharton & Co. stared.

They were surprised.

Even Billy DBunte of the Remove,
who eould almost beat Rip Van Winkle
when it cama to sleeping, was never
known to sleep and snore at two in the
afternoon.

w DETECTIVE!

FRANK RICHARDS.

Famous Five had often kicked him
themselves, if it came to that. Still,
Bunter was n Remove man, and if
Coker of the Fifth fancied that he could
kick Remove men at h:s own sweet will,
the Famous Five were prepared to
educate him on the subjoet,  Coker
being in his study, and nearly everybody
else being out of the House till class,
it was an opportunity not to be missed.
They arrived at Coker's study, Bob
Cherry having thoughtfully brought a
fives bat under his arm, But at the

It was a fine and frosty day, and most
of the Greyfriars fellows were out of
the House, enjoying the winlry sun-
shine and fresh air till the bell should
ring for class.

Coker of the Fifth was an open-air
fellow, a strenuous fellow, gencrally
bursting witn energy. o was the very
last feliow at Greyfriars whom anyone
would have expected to find taking an
afternoon nap.

Yet there he was, stretched in the
armchair in his study, his feet on the
table, his eyes shut, and his mouth open
—snoring.

From the doorway the juniors gazed
at him, astonished,

They had noticed that Coker had gone
uﬁ; to his study for dinner. That was
why they were there. They had a little
account to settle with Coker. Coker,
who had a short way with fags, had
kicked Billy Bunter that morning, in
break.

It did not, of course, matter whether
Billy Bunler was kicked or not. The

Coker of the Fifth is several
sorts of an ass, but he appears
at his funniest in this grand
story, which shows him frying
to outshine Sherlock Holmes
in the detective business !

sight of Horace Coker fast asleep, and
snoring like o grampus, they paused—
and starcd.

Snore !

Coker wns going strong,

In the Fifth Form dormitory at night
Coker was accustomed to sleep like a
top. Dut nobody had ever spotted him
asleep in the daytime before. It really
was amazing, “DBeaks” at Greyfriars
sometimes took a nap alter linch—DMr.
Prout, the master of the Fifthy always
did. Now Coker scemed to be following

in the footsteps of his Form master. He
had not merely dozed off before the fire
—he was deep in slumber, buried in it
—too fast asﬁ*op to hear tho footste
and the voices of the juniors at the
door. Anyono looking at Coker might
have supposed that ho had missed his
sleep the night before, Ho looked
like it.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Better wake him up. We can’t bat
him without waking him up.”

“Wake up, Coker!” called out Frank
Nugont,

Coker did not walke.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob

Cherry.
Coker did not wake even then. Bob's
powerful voice hoomed through the

study and the Fifth Form passage. But

Coker did not open his cyes. Ha still
slept and he still snored.
“Well, this takes the eake!” said

Johnny Bull. “Coker can't have had a
night out last night, surely.”

“Looks like it,” said Harry Wharton,
quite perplexed, “Anyhow, he’ll wake
when we tip him out of the chair on
his neck! Cotne on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bob, his eyes

daneing. “If Coker doesn’t want to
wake up, let him have his nap out|”

“Rot! We've come here to bat
him——"

“I'va got a wheezo, old bean! This
is the first lime we've caught Coker
napping! Never mind the batting!
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Wait here while I cut down to the
woodshe d

“What on earth for?” .

“¥or Gosling’s can of ycllow paint”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Good eggl Cut off 1” :

“The goodfulness of the egg is
terrific 1” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Buck up, my esteemed Bob |”

Bob Cherry darted away. The other
four fellows continued to watch Coker
from the dnarwni. There seemed no
danger of his awakening. It was almost
weird to see the most energetic and
obstreperous feilow at Greyfriars School

buried deep in slumber in the middle of
the day like this. He slept as if for
a wager. ious of gri

gazing faces, he snored on. It could
not be doubted that Coker must have
missed a lot of sleep the night before.

How and why, was a mystery. Coker
was not a fellow to go ocut of bounds
after lights out, like Price of the Fifth
or Loder of the Sixth. Anything like
ill health never k&pt him awake at
night—Coker was as healthy and stron
as a horse. It was just a mystery whic
the chums of the Remove could not
solve. They could only wonder while
they waited for Bob to return with the
can of pant.

Bob was not gone long. .

There was a patler of feet in the

assage, and Bob Cherry arrived with
Gosling's paint can in one hand and
Gosling’s paintbrush in the other.

“Still asleep?” he gasped.

“Yes, rather|” .

“The sleepfulness is terrific.”

“Good I” gasped Bob.

Ho entered thoe study, and the other
fellows followed him in. He dipped the
brush in the paint and started. A bi
daub of yellow paint on_either chee
gave Coker quite a startling look.,

The juniors suppressed their merri-
ment. They did not want to wake
Coker now. But re&”ﬁ there was no
danger of waking Coker new: Rip
Van Winkle and the Seven Sleepers of
Ephesus had nothing on Coker just then,

“Oh orikey I” murmured Nugent, as
Bob, with a gentle but rapid touch,
painted Coker’s unconscious counten-
ance.

The brush travelled swiftly over
Coker’s face, his cheeks, his chin, his
nose, his ears, his forchead, but Coker
did not wake. He snored on regardless.

Bob Cherry stepped back at last to
admire his handiwork, The Removites
gurgled. Coker’s aspect was startling,
surprising—almost unnerving. What he
would think when he woke up and
found his face yellow was a problem.
It was quite warm where Coker sat
before the fire—warm ecnough to. dry
the paint if Coker did not wake seon.
And he did not look like waking.

“Think that will do?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal I faney Coker would
think so if he could sce himself in
the glass!” gasped Wharton.

“There's a lot left in the can! What
about tipping it over his napper?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Wharton grasped the too exuberant
Bob and dragged him back.

“Draw it mild 1 That will do! Coker
will make a sensation if he comes out
of the House like that |”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors shricked at the idea.

Como away!” pgasped Nugent,
“ Better not wake him| Give the paint
time to dry!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha”

The chums ot the Remove retired
from the scene. Coker’s snore followed
them down the passage. Whatever was
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the mysterious cause of Coker’s unusualhad fAed from them, and desired nothing

slumber, he went on with it, and the
Famous I'ive left him to it

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Doubt ?

R. QUELCII, the master of the
Remove, opened his window
and looked out into the frosty,
sunny quadrangle, His gimlet

eyes fixed rather suspiciously on a little
crowd of Remove fellows gathered by
the door of-the House. Sounds of
laughtor reached his ears. Apparently
somo joke was on.

The Famous Five were there, and
Vernon-Smith and Redwing and Squiff
and Pecter Todd and Lord Mauleverer
and Iisher 1. [ish, and they were all
laughing. Billy Bunter was squeaking
with merrim:ut. Mr. Quelch eyed kis
hopeful pupils with & suspicious eye.
When a bunch of fellows belonging to
his Forinr-were in such a state of hilarity,
Mr. Queleh did not need telling that
they had been up to something.

“Wharton I” called out Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sart”

The captain of the Remove came over
to his Form master's window, reducing
his face to gravity as he did so.

“What is the cause of all this merri-
ment, Wharton?” asked the Remove
master,

“I—I think the fellows are waiting
to see Coker of the Fifth come out,
sir,” answered Harry demurely.

Mr. Queleh gave him a sharp look.
Howover, he did not pursue the subject.

“Please find Valentine, and send him
to my study, Wharton 1” he said.

“Yes, sirl”?

Mr. Quelch stepped back from the
window and sat down at his table. He
could still hear a sound of sniggering
from the quad. Iividently Coker of the
Tifth, for some mysterious reason, was
causing entcrtainment in the Remove.

But Mr. Quelch gave no ear to those
sounds of mirth, Ilis face was very
grave as he sat at the table—his brow
wrinkled with troubled thought. A
letter was in his hand—a letter which
had been addressed to Jim Valentine,
the new boy in the Remove, Mr.
Quelch had read that letter through
soveral iimes, and now he read it
through again, with darkening brows,
That letter seemed to have caused the
Remove master a great deal of dise
comfort.

Thero was a tap at his door, and Jim
Valentine came in.

Mr. Quelch raised his eves from the
letter in his hand, and fixed them on
ihe handsome face of the mew junior,
His look was hard and penetrating; but
tho handsome hazcl eyes met it without
faltering.

“Wharton told me you wanted me,
sir 1” said Valentine.

“¥Yes. Come in and shut the door,
Valentine.”

Valentine shut the door, and came
over- to the Formn master’s table, and
stood waiting. Ilis face was calm, and
his cyes steady; but a faint expression
of uneasiness was visible, A less keen
fellow than Jim Valentine would have
scented trouble in Mr. Quelch's grave,
almost portentous manner.

“Valentine,” said Mr. Quelch at last,
“I must speak to you seriously, When
I took you under my protection and
brought you to this school, I made
mysclf responsible for you., You had
confessed to me that you had been in
bad hands; that you had been in the
power of certain lawless persons; but I
Lelieved you when you said that you

better than to keep of them.*

Valentine’s lip quivered.

It was his past rising up against him
again; hLe could see that. Nosey Clark
and the gang would never leave him in
pteace at Greyfriars, if they could help
1t

“I told you the truth, sir!” said the
boy quietly, “I hope I've done nothing
to make you doubt that, sir.”

“¥You are aware, Valentine, that a
Form master here exercises supervision
over his Form’s correspondence.”

“Oh, yes, sirP*

“For that reason 1 have folt it my
duty to open thia letter addressed to
you.”

“I've no objection, sir.

“Read the letter!”
Quelch,

Valentine’s hand shook as ho took the
letter. His handsome face whitened a
little.  What was in that letter? If
Nosey Clark had betrayed him—if he
had revealed the boy's miserable secret.

If the Greyfriars master had learned
that Jim Valentine had been “Dick the
Penman ” in the gang of crooks and

rapped Mr.

forgers! His brain seemed to reel at
that dread | The letter swam before his
eyes,

But he pulled himself together!

Nosey Clark dared not betray him.
Thoe master crook was determimed, if
he could, to drive him from the school,
back into the hands of the gang; but
he dared not come to open warfare with
the boy who, in his turn, could have
handed him over to justice. It was not
t

a
“Read the letter!” repeated Mr,
Queleh coldly.
Jim Valentine proceeded to read it.
It was in the hand of Nosey Clark—a
hand he knew well enough.

“Dear Jim,—I believe you get o
half-holiday on Wednesday. Drop me
a line, and I'll pick you up in the car
near the school. All your old pals will
be glad to see you again. We've missed
you. “Nosey.”

Valentine laid the letter on the table
again, Ho raised his eyes fo Mr
Quelch’s, and found them fixed on him
with a grim_ and penetrating look.
Seldom had Jim seen his protector
looking otherwise than kindly on him.
But there was little kindness in Mr,
Quelch’s face now.

“Well?” he rapped. “'This does not
look, Valentine, as if you have.thrown
your old associations behind you—as if
you have kept away from your former
disreputable associates as you engaged
to do. This letter, I conclude, is from
the man named Clark, who, as In-
spector Grint« « Courtfield has told
me, is moro than suspected of being thic
leader of an essociation of rascals and
eriminals.”

“Yes, sir|” answered Jim. .

“You are, them, in communication
with this man®”

Valentine’s lip quivered.

“No, sir! I haven't seen him since
the day you saw him speaking to mo in
Triardale Lane. I've never wanted io
sce hinm—never written to Lim. Good-
ness knows I'd be glad to forget him
if T could.”

“Then what does this mean?” de-
manded Mr. Queleh. “The man eer-
tainly writes as if you are on familiar
terms—friendly terms,”

“That’s his game,” said Jim wearily.
“He knew well enough that that letter
would be seen before it rcached me,
He's going to drive me from Greyfriars
if he can—that’s what he wants.”
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“QOh!” This was rather a new idea
to Mr. Quelch. “You mean that this
man is rascal enough—unserupulous
enough—intentionally to give me a false
impression—to do you harm, in my
opinion ?*

“That is it, sir.”

“Yet I cannot understand, Valentine,
why this man—these men—should be so
anxious for you to rejoin them, if you
have indecc tlrown them over, as I
hope and believe. You are but a boy—
no older than most Remove boys here—
what can your value be to these men, if
they are so eager for you to go back to
them against your own inclination?”

Jim Valentine stood silent.

The thought was in his mind, for a
moment, of making a full confession—of
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telling all to his kind friend and pro-
tector. But it was only for a moment.
To tell the Greyfriars master that he
was Dick the Penman—the boy crook
of whom the police were in search—that
the imitation of hands had been his
work when he was in the power of
Nosey Clark—— How could he tell the
Form master that? He could picture
the horror, the incredulity, in DMr.
Queleh’s face—and ho shivered at the
mental picture. Ho could not tell the
Bemove master that. He stood in
miserable silence,

“1 trust you, Valontine,” said Mr.
Quelch, after a long pause. “But "—ho
paused again—"I am very much per-
plexed to know why these bad men are
so anxious that you should rejoin them,
a}g(lil"l.‘%t your will. You cannot cxplain
that.”

“I—I've nothing to say, sir, except
—oexeept that 1 hope you will trust me,
and I'll never give you cause to be
sorry for it,” said Jim Valentine, in a
low voice. “I can only say that, sir.”

“1 shall trust you, my boy. And if

L L
|

¢ What’s wrong with my tace ? ** roared Coker.

this letter is as you think, a tricik on
the part of that unserupulous man, to
do vou harm here, it will not succeed,”
said Mr. Quelch.

Heo signed to the boy to leave the
study; and Valentine went. Mr.
Quelch sat with Nosey Clark's letter in
his hand, and a thoughtful frown on his
face, for quite a long time. He had
trusted the friendless boy whom he had
befriended and protected; and in every
way since ha had been at Greyfriars,
Jim Valentine had confirmed the high
opinion he had formed of him. Was
his trust shaken now?

He hardly knew. He tossed the
letter into the fire at last, and strove to
dismiss it from his mind.

But that was not easy;

i
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ot his new complexion. PBut Coker had
not huppened

Apparently he was still asleep in his
study, ‘though nobody could understand
what made him sleep so soundly n the
day-time. It was a disappointinent.
Coker walking in the quad with a yellow
complexion would have becn entertain-
ing.

But if the mountain would not come
to Mahomet, Mahomet had to go to the
mountain! A dozen Remove fellows
started for the Fifth Form passage.
Tinluckily, Mr. Quelch, leaving his study
to go to the Remove room, spotted them
on the staiis,

“Where are you going?” inguired the
Remove master. “Have you not heard

—
-~

must have medieal attention ! **

Remove master was still sitting with a
wrinkled brow, thinking over the
strange matter, when the bell rang for
afternoon class.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Sleeping Beauty !

o SAY,
bell !”

“My hat! Is old Coker still
snoring ?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Ie won’t have much time to wash
before class!” grinned Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rotten !”  said Herbert Vernon-
Smith. “Wo wanted to see him!
Let's go and give him a look-in, in his
study 1M

“Let's!”  agreed Harry Wharton,
“(Goodness koows what lie’s snoozing
like that for, but he will have to wake
up for class.”

The juniors had hoped to sce Coker
of ihe Fifth come forth, in all the glory

you fellows, there’s the

“ You’ve got a face yoursell that would stop a clock I ** * He’s mad !
Hopelessly insane ! ** gasped Prout, °*I—I will call Dr. Locke ! A—a—doctor must be sent for |

This unhappy boy

the bell?
once |”

There was no help for it; and tho
Removites went to the Form-room.
Coker had to be left to it. They won-
dered whether he had heard the bell for
class. In that extroordinary sound
slumber, probably he hadn’t. He was
not to ba seen among the Fifth Form
men, heading for the Fifth Form room;
and Potter of the Fifth was heard to
ask Greeno if he knew where old Coker
was, Oreens  shaking his head in
response.  What was going to happen
was a rather entertaining question to
the Removites; but they had to gather
in their own Form-room under Mr.
Queleh’s gimlet eye, and leave Horace
Coker to his own devices,

Coker's devices, for the present, led
liim to continue snoring in the armchair
in his study. His chuns, Potter and
Greene, wondered where on earth he
was. Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
rolled ponderously into the Fifth Form
Room, and immediately noted that Coker

Tue MacNeT Lisrary.—No. 1,302,
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‘was not dprestmt. Mr. Prout grunted as
he noted it. Coker was often late for
class—punctuality not being counted
smong Horace’s many virtues. Mr.
Prout made a mental note to give him a
bundred lines when he did come in.

But Coker did not come in. Ten
minutes passed—a quarter of an hour.
Even the unpunctual Coker was never a
quarter of an hour late for class. Mr,
Prout’s ire rose.

Coker was a troublesome pupil, at the
best of times. He was obtuse, he was
backward; he was slow and obstinate;
and ho had an unshakable conviction
that, in most things, he knew better
than his Form master. These shining
qualities did not make l}ém popular with
Prout. Of late, too, Coker had been
even more irritating than usual, as he
had developed a custom of nodding,
even dozing, in class. Prout's drone
often had a soporific effect on the Fifth;
but only Coker had ever ventured to
dozo in the Form-room; and Coker had
only ventured to do so during the last
few days. Mr. Prout was getting fed-
up with Coker.

“Pofter I’ he rapped out suddenly.
“Where is Coker? Why is he not here ¥

“I don’t know, sir!” answered Potter.
"I haven’t scen him since he went to
his study after dinner.”

“ Apparently,” said Prout, “he has
forgotten class. Go and find him at
once, Potter.”

“Very well, sir |?

_Potter of the Fifth left the Form-room.
‘Where Coker was, was a mystery; but
as he had last been seen alive, so to
:ﬁeak, in his study, Potter haaéed for

at apartment. A deep and hefty snore

that greeted him as E
Fifth Form passage apprised him that
Coker was there, and that he was asleep.
Potter had heard that snore often
enough in the Fifth Form dormitory,
though he had never heard it in the
study before.

“Coker, old man—" Potter looked
in at tho doorway. “I say, Coker—why

—what—great jumping = Moses—what
the——>

e came up the p

Potter's jaw fairly dropped &8 he
gazed at Coker.

The great Horace was fast asleep and
snoring. ‘That was surprising enough in
the daytime. DBui the most surprising
thing was_Coker’s complexion. It was
startling—it was unnerving—it leaped to
the eye! DPotter of the Fifth gazed at
it dumbfounded.

“ What—what—what—" stuttered
Potter. “Coker, old man—are you ill
—good lord—Coker—wake up[”

Snore |

Potter, amazed, alarmed, approached
the sleeping beauty and shook him
forcibly by the shoulder. ITe banged his
head on_ the back of {he armchair.
Coker woke up then. IHe woke up quite
suddenly. )

“Yoooop !” howled Coker. “ What the
thump—ow! My napper! Wow! You
silly idiot—wow !

“I've come to wake you up,
chap—""

“No nced to brain a fellow!” roared
Coker, rubbing the back of his head.
“Owl Have | been asleep?”

“You could be heard all over Grey-

friars—"

old

“Don’t talk rot, Potter! Has the
bell gone?”
“Twenty minutes ago! FProut—-~"

“Oh, my hat! What are you goggling
at?”’ demanded Coker. * Staring at a
fellow as if a fellow was a Punch and
Judy show——"

“What have you done that for?”

gasped Potter. On a close view, he could
see that it was yellow paint on Coker’s
face. Why Coker had painted himself
like this was an utter mystery to George
'otter.
“Eh, what? What are you gabbling
about ¥"* asked Coker testily. “If I'm
twenty minutes late for class I'd better
cut off. No time to jaw.”

“You're not going into the Forin-room
like that ¢ shrieked Potter.

“Eh! Like what?"

“ Your—your face—"" gurgled Potter.
“You—you can’t take a face like that
into the Form-reom.”

Follow
through

4 LONG WAY |

the

playing in the Fourth Round.

don't stand a dog's chance, but—well, just read

this grand footer story by popular Hedley Scott,
and lock out for thrills and surprises,
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talents "' before he'd finished with them !

the fortunes of Rashton Rangers
Cupties. This week they're
On paper they

At all
Newsagents

2d.

A —

™ RANGER

THE MAGNET

Coker was striding to the door. A#
this, he turned back towards Potter.

ker’s face, in its natural state, was
not handsome. Even Coker did not
think it was handsome! It was, in
Coker's opinion, one of those strong,
rugged, manly faces, full of character,
infinitely to be preferred to mere namby-
pamby good looks! In the opinion of
many. other fellows, it was a face that
might have been u-ed with success as
a model for a Guy Fawkes mask. But
Coker, though he was not handsome, and
disdained handsomeness, did not like
jokes about his featurcs, He had heard
a good many, and he did not like any
of them. 8o now he turned on Potter
mm wrath. Quite unaware that he had
been decorated while he slumbered.
Coker supposed that Potter was making
one of his usual rotten jokes.

“What's that#’ hooted Coker, “Can't
take my face into the Form-room? You
think that's funny, do you, Geobrge
Potter 17

“It looks funny!”
“Frightfully funny—

“Well, 1f I had a face like yours,”
said Coker, “T’d ask somebody to use it
as a doormat and tread it into a belter
shape. If I wasn’t late for class, I'd
alter some of your features for yon—=>*

“Look here, Coker, I tell you——="

““Oh, shut up!” snapped Coker.

And he marched indignamt']r out of
the study, leaving Potter gurgling. The
Fifth Form passage rang to. his heavy
footsteps. Potter followed him, in a
dazed state, What Coker had done it
for, he could not begin to understand;
and he could hardly imagine that Coker
really intended to go to the Form-room
:il?dsuch a state. But evidently Coker

id.

Trotter, the House page, was coming
up the stairs as Coker tramped down.
'Trotter gave ¢1o look at Coker’s weird
countenance and uttered a startled yell,
He backed away in sudden alarm, missed
his footing, and sat down with a bump
at the botiom of the stairs,

Coker stared at him.

“Clumsy young ass!” said Colker.

“Here, you keep off I’ yelled Trotter,
as Coker followed him down. I eep
off, ‘you blooming maniac, whoever you
nre .!,

“Whoever I am !’ gasped Coker. © Are
you potty? Don't yon know me, you
young idiot? Whati's the matter with
you?’

Trotter certainly didn’'t know Coker
on his looks. Iiven Horace’s affeclion-
ate Aunt Judy would hardly have known
him. But the voice was familiar.

“0Oh jimin? " gasped Trotter, gazing
at him. ‘ What—what—what's  the
matter, Master Coker?”

“Nothing, you young ass!
you mean

“¥Your face—" gasped Trotter.

“My face! My hat! That's what
comes of your rotten jokes, Ceorge
Potter—tho dashed boot-boy is catching
it now! But T'll jolly soon put the
slopper on that!” roared Coker.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Trotter roarcd even louder than Coker
as the exasperated Horace grasped the
back of his neck and banged his head
on the lowest stair.

Leaving Trotter roaring, Coker
tramped away to the Fifth Form Room.
Trotter rubbed his head and gazed after
him. Iotter foliowed him to the Form-
room, still dazed. Me wondered what
was going to happen when Prout saw
Coker.

,,gasped Potler.

What do
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Prout!

ROUT jumped.
P All 'the Fifth jumped.
They gazed at Coker as he

came into the Fifth Form Room.
They stared at Lim. They goggled at
him. The winter sunl_iight shone in at
the windows of the Fifth Form Room.
It lighted up Coker’s yellow face to
great advantage.

Prout would probably have jumped
clear of the floor had he not had so
much weight to lift. He gasped, and his
eyes bulged at Coker. He really won-
dered whether his eyes were deceiving

him.

“Ys—is—is that Coker?’ gurgled
Prout.

Coker looked at him. Why all the
TFifth were staring at him like this,

Goker did not know. Neither could he

uess why Prout was gazing at him as if
Ec were the ghost of a Fifth-Former.
Coker was the only fellow in the room
who could not sco Coker's face!

“Yes, sir—I'm sorry I'm late for
class,” said Coker. “1 fell asleep—*

“How dare you, Coker?’ ghrieked
Prout.

“Eh? T couldn’t help nodding off in
the study, sir—as it happens, I missed
zome slecp last night——"

“ How dare you cnter the Form-room
like that, Coker #” raved Prout.

“Like what, sir?” asked Coker
puzzled. So far as he was aware, he
had entered the Form-room 1n his usual
way—rather like a dray-horse.

“JIs this a prank?” shricked Prout.

“Prank !” repeated Coker, staring.

“Is it what the juniors would call a
rag?”

“A—a—sa rag.

“Is it intl:‘-ngcd, Coker, as an act of
disres‘genh towards your Form master?”
roared Prout.

“I—-I don’t nnderstand, sir,” stuttered
the bewildered Cokor, * Have—have I
done anything, sir?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from

the Fifth. .
“8Bilence !" boomed Prout. “LThis is
not a laughing matter.”

“Jsn't 1t %" murmured Blundell of the
Fifth.

“Coker, come here!
me ! boomed Prout. “Now, sir, ex-
plain yourself at once! How dare you
center the Form-room with a face like
that?”

“Well, my hat!” gasped Coker,
hardly believing his cars,

Jokes, in rotten bad taste, about his
features, he had often heard in the
Fifth, but to hear anything of the kind
froma his Form master was astounding.
He had banged Teotter's head for such
an offence. He could not bang his
Torm master’s head, of course, but he
glared at Prout with deep indignation.

“Answer me!” raved Prout. “How
darc yvou, I say—how dare you enter
my presence with such a face ¥V

“Look here, you let my face alone!”
bawled Coker, indignation carrying him
away. “What about your own, if you
come to that?”

“What—what 7"

“Like a pumpkin that’s been trodden
on, if you ask me!” declared Coker.

“Bless my soul !”

“1la, ha, ha!” yelled the Fifth.

“Qilenee ! If this wretched boy has
taken leave of his scnses, it is not a
matter for unthinking hilarity ! Coker,
ara you mad?”

“1 jolly well think you are!" bawled
Coker. “Making rotten jokes about a

Stand before

follow’s face. 1It’s o better-looking
faco than yours, and chance it! I'd like
to know what the Head would think
if he heard you.”

“Tho boy is mad!” gasped Prout.
“Coker, calm yourself! ‘oker, ox-
plain to me, if you can, why you have
done this¥”

“Done  what?” shricked Colker.
“What have I done, I'd like to know?
What are all thoso silly owls cackling

at? Blessed if I don’t think I've
walked into a lunatic asylum !”

“Your face!” gasped Prout.

“Leave my face alone!” roared
Coker. “You've got a face yourself

that would stop a clock!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”
gasped Prout. “ Hopelessly
I—I will call Dr. Locke! A—
a doctor must be sent for! This un-
happy boy must have medical
attention!”

“Look here!” bawled Coker.

“Coker,” gasped Potter, “for good-
ness’ sake——*

“Coker, old chap—" gasped Greene,

“By gum, I'll jolly well—"

“Calm yourself, Coker!” panted
Prout. “Calm yourself st once! You
shall have medical attention immedi-
ately. But if you become violent you
must be secured.”

“QOh, my hat!” gasped the bewildered
Coker. He gazed at the yelling Fifth,
and then at the flustered orm master.
* What—what—what’s the row? Is—is
—is there a smut or something on my
face, or what¥”

It dawned even on Coker's powerful
intellect  that something was amiss
somewhere.

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Prout.
“Is it possible, Coker, that you do not
know the state your fmce is in? IHave
you done this, and forgotten it—"

Cokor dazedly passed a hand over
his face. The paint was dry, but there
were wet spots here and thero where
DBob Cherry had laid it on rather thick.
A streak of yellow paint came off on

Coker’s fingers, and he staved at it
dumbfounded.

“ Wha-a-at's that?” gasped Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He doesu’t know,” gurg'ed Hillon of
the Fifth. “Mad as a haitér! Ile's

painted his face, and forgotten it!”

“Coker,” purgled Prout, “unfortun-
ate boy, is it possible that you do not
know that your face is painted yellow 3"

“ Pip-pip-pip-painted !" stuttered
Coker.I L3 p“My ful-fuf-face pip-pip-
painted! How can my fuf-fuf-face be
pip-pip-painted ? What rot!”

* Look here!” gaspod Hilton.

Hilton, the dandy of the [iith, was
never without his pocket mirror. He
Lield ik up for Coker to look in.

Coker looked into it. At the sight of
a yellow face in the glass, Coker nearly
f(!ﬁ down.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Oh crikey! Oh,
holy haddocks! Oh!”

“He—he never knew,” babbled Blun-
dell. “He's painted his face like that,
and never knew! Mad as a March
hara !”

“Coker,” gasped Prout—"“Coker!
If—if you are not insane, what docs
this mean? Why have yon done this?
Have you forgoiten deing it? Ilave
you lost your memory? = Coker, why

did—"
“I—II—"_Coker gabbled help-
lessly. “I—I—I—I never did it! I—

—I never knew it was did—I mean
done! I—I—I—I've been asleep. I—I
—I Oh erikey! Somebody must
have done this whilo I was asleep in
my study! Somebody pip-piﬁ-pumtcd
my face while I was aszleep—r-

7
“Bless my soul!” pgasped Prout,
while the Fifth yelled.

Coker passed his hands over his face.
H:: (ingers were streaked with yellow.
Prout gazed at him. It was a relief to
learn that Coker was not mad-—as really
had secmed only too probable. Coker
evidently was not ont of his senses—
such as they were—but had been the
victim of a practical joke, How a fel-
low could sleep so soundly in the day-
time, as to remain unconscious of the
painting of his face, was really mysteri-
ous; but evidently that was it. Coker
was not mad. He was the hapless vic-
tim of some practical joker.

“I=I—I-I'll smash him!” gasped
Coker. “Who was it? Il jolly well
:ipd rqut. who it was, and—and spiflicate
um !

“Coker, leave the Form-room at
once! Go and clean yourself! You
will take a hundred lines! Go!”

Coker went, leaving the Fifth rock-
ing with merriment. d even on
Prout’s majestic face there dawned
something like a grin. Coker march-
ing in to class with such a highly
decorated eountenance, unconscious of
the decoration, was really cnough to
make a garpoyle grin. A howl of
laughter followed Coker as he wenf.
For what rcason Coker did not know.
Coker could see nothing funny in this.
Coker was in a state of towering wrath
anel indignation, and not in the least
amused.

It was half an hour before Coker
came back to the Form-room. That
half-hour Coker spent in a bath-room
with steaming hol water and soap—lots
of hot water, and lots of soap. But
when he reappeared there was still a
considerable armount of paint on Coker’s
countenance, and where the paint had
been serubbed off, the countenance was
crimson from the scrubbing.

Prout looked at him, and uttered a
sound suspiciously resembling a chuckle,
which Coker considered frightfully un-
dignified of Prout. Broad rins
adorned the faces of rll the Fifth.
That afternoon Prout found it quite
difficult to keep his Form serious. In-
decd, whenever he glanced at Coker's
glowing countenance, he found it diffi-
cult to keep himself scrious,

It was not a happy afternoon for
Coker. But to judge by their looks, it
wa[slthc happiest of afternoons to the
Fifth,

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath!

IM VALENTINE chuckled.
Ile could not help it.
The new boy st Grerfriars was
not in a merry mood thut day.
That letter from Nosey Clark—in tho
morning—had had a su%dning cffeet on
his spirits, and he had been thinking
of it with a clouded brow ever siuce.

But the sight of Morace Coker ban-
ished the cloud from his brow. and he
burst into an involuntary chuckle. He
came on Coker of the Iifth suddenly in
the passages after class, and Coker’s
bright and glowing countenance took
him by surprise.

Since class Coker had been rubbin
and serubbing again. He had got ri
of some more of the paint. DBul there
was still some left.  And his rubbed
and scrubbed counlenance was  like
Marian’s in the ballad—red and raw.
His cheeks glowed; his nose fairly
flamed. ‘The most melancholy of mor-
tals might have chuckled at tho sudden
sizht of Coker’s face.

But Coker was fed-up on chuckles

Tuz Maenegr Linnany.—No. 1,302,
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and choriles and giggles and sniggers.
Nobody seemed able to look at Coker
without chuckling or chortling or gig-
gling or sniggering. Coker was_tired
of it. d as Valentine emitted ihat
involuniary chuckle Coker spun round
on him, ﬁumped at him, and grasped
him by the collar.

“Funny, isn't it?” .
“ Well, %’ll give you something to
snigger at! 1 dare say it was you did
i{:. You're checky enough. Take
that !”

“Oh erumbsi” gasped Valentine, as
he took “that.”, That was a bang of

roared Coker.

his head on the passage wall.
“ And that!” roared Coker.
Bang !
“Yaroooh [*

Valentine twisted in Coker’s grasp.
Luckily he hooked his leg in Cokers,
and brought tho great Horace to the
floor with a crash. Coker smote the
floor and roarcd. i .

“You silly usz® gasped \'alegtma.
“Now you take that—and that—

Girasping Coker’s ears, which were
large and gave a old, Valentine
hanged Coker's head on the floor twice.
Then, dodging Coker’s frantic clutches,
he departed rapidly from the spot. It
was not judicions to wait till Coker was
on his feet again.

“ Oooooh ! gasped Coker. Ile sat up
and rubbed his_ head. There was
nothing, perhaps, inside Coker’s head to
be damaged, but the outside felt hurt;
% The—the cheeky tick! I—I—I'll—

Coker scrambled up. Valentine had
vanished round the nearest corner.
Coker charged.round that corner like a
runaway motor-car. It was quite a
surprise for Loder, Carne, and Walker
of the Sixth. The three prefects were
standing in a group, chatting, when
(Coker happened. Coker, of course, did
not know they were there; Coker could
not sce round corncrs—no fellow could.
He discovered that they were there as
they went staggering, right and left,
under his charge.

“What the thump!” roared Loder.

“What the dooce—2 stuilered
Walker.

“Oh e¢rumbs!” yelled Carne, as he
crashed.

Coker staggered from the shock. He
recled, gasping.

“Gerrout of the way! Silly asses,
getting in the way !”” gasped Coker.

Loder & Co. turned on him. Coker of
the Fifth was a hefty man, with whom
even Sixth Form prefects did not hunt
for trouble, as a rule. But Loder & Co.
Were cross Now.

They turned on Coker like tigers,
grasped him on all sides, and bumped
hitmn down on the floor with a heavy
bump. Then they kicked him. Coker,
sprawling and spluttering, hardly knew
what was happening to him. Loder
kicked him, Carne kicked him, Walker
kicked him, and they all kicked him
hard. Then they walked away and left
him to splutter.

Colcer resumed the perpendicular in a
dizzy state.

“My hat!” gasped Coler,

“}la, ha, ha!*

Some fellows along the passage were
laughing. Coker gave them an indig-
nant glare. Indignant glares from a
face that was crimson, with a nose burn-
ing like a house on fire, only scemed to
add to the hilarity of the fellows who
were laughing. 'They yelled.

Coker, breathing wrath, turned and
tramped away. He headed for the
Stlxci].h Form passage and Wingate's
study.

George Wingate, captain of Grey-
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friars and head prefect, was the man
Coker wanted to see. The Greyfriars
captain was at tea in his study, with
Gwynne and Sykes of the Sixih, when
Coker hurled the door open and
tramped in.

The three Sixth-Formers stared at
him and burst into a laugh. Coker's
flaming face was too much for them.

*“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Behold, he blushes I said Gwynne,

“Look here, Wingate I”’ roared Coker.
“You call yourself a prefect—well, look

t ma!”

“I'm looking ! chuckled Wingate.
“You're worth looking at, Coker! Dut
what's the game? Are you joining a
circus, or what”

“I fell asleep in my study after
dinner, and some villain came and
painted my face!” roared Coker.
“Well, I want you to look into it!?

“I'm looking into it! It's rather
dazzling.”

“Ha, ha, ha [”

“] mean, I want you to look into
the matter! What's a prefect for? It's
up to you to find out that younﬁ
scoundrel, and whop him!2 hoote
Coker. “I shan’t get all the paint off
for days—"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Qh, cackle !I"” roared Coker, “Cackle,
you cackling asses! How can a fellow
go about with a face like mine ?”

“T've often wondered!” answered
Wingate blandly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You—you—you silly ass! I mecan
with a face painted like mine! T want
that young scoundrel nailed and

whopped—sce 2" .
“Dash it all, Coker!” said BSykes,

112

“There's such a thing as gratitude!

“Gratitude !” echoed Coker. “What
the thump do you mean?”

“\Vell, somebody secins to have done
you a good turn. You're better looking
with your face out of sight!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

you—you—you——>" gasped
“You silly chump! Yon
cackling idiot! You frabjous dummy!
You piffling, pie-faced owl! You——"

“The speech may be taken as read !”
said Wingate, “Cut it short, Coker.
Shut the door after youlZ

“ Are you gcing—"

“No; you're going I”

“Are you going to take the matier
up?” shrieked Coker. “You gabbling,
grinning, gurgling idiot, is a senior
man to be cheeked like thia?”

“No ! said Wingate, rising from the
table. “A senior man isn't to be
cheeked like this! Hand me that cane,
Sykes! Now bend over, Coker! As
you say, & senior man is not to be
cheeked—and I happen to be a senior
man—!

Slam!
The
departed.
laughing.
Coker, in towering wrath, tramped

away to his own study in the Fifth.

Potter and Greone were there, think-
ing of tea. They were glad to see Coker
come in. Tea in that study depended
on Coker. As they were thinking of tea,
and tea depended on Coker, Potter and
Greens had resolved not to chuckle,
chortle, giggle, or snigger at the sight
of Coker’s flaming face. But they could
not help grinning.

With heroic cfforts they refrained
from chuckling, chortling, giggling, or
sniggering—but it was beyond their
powers to restrain a grin. Coker’s
countenance really was cnough to make
a cat laugh,

study door closed as Coker
Wingate =at down again,

THE MAGNET

“You, too!” said Coker, in the tone
that Cesar might have used when he
said “ Et tu, Bruto!” “You, too! Every
silly idiot in the school eniggers at the
sight of me, and now my own pal

Not at all, old chap!” eaid Potter
hastily. “I—I don’t think you look
funny—not at all funny—ha, ha!—I
mean—-"

“Why, you're sniggering now !l
roared Coker. “If you want something
to snigger at. George Potter, snigger at
that I”

Thump !

“Oh crumbs! Keep off, you lunatie 12
roared Potter, dodging round the table,
“You howling ass—"

, Coker came round the table after him.
The vials of wrath were overflowing.

Lemmo_get hold of youl!” panted
Coker. “I'll give you something ta
snigger at! I'll—2

Potter dodged out of the study.
Greene dodged after him. They gave up
tea in the study as s hopeless propos

tion. Coker, glaring from the door:
way, roared after them,
“Come back, you cheeky ticks!

Come back, you rotters, and I'll joll
well bang your sniggering hea
together I Come on! I'll give you some-
thing to snigger at if you come back I

But Potter and Grecne, apparently,
had enough to snigger at. They did not
come back.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Aflter Lights-Out !

ARRY WHARTON gave a start.

H He was half asleep, in bed,

in the Remove dormitory.

Round him he could hear the

steady breathing of many sleepers and

the resonant snore of Billy Bunter. He

had fancied that he was the only fellow,

awake in the dormitory. But the creak-

ing of a bed told of a fellow getting up,

and a faint, rustling sound told of the
unseen fellow dressing in the dark.

Wharton lay without moving or
speaking; but a dark and bitter look
came over his face.

He had been thinking of Jim
Valentine, the new fellow who shared
Study No. 1 with him and Nugent.
Valentine was much in the thoughts of
the chums of Study No. 1 of late. They
knew something of his past, and, in
spite of what they knew, they had stood
by him; believing that he was in
deep earnest in his desire to keep clear
of Nosey Clark and his gang; that,
whatever he might have done when he
associated with Nosey and Barney
Hayes and Nutty Nixon, he had come
to Greyfriars resolved to keep straight
as a die. Bui—

e had been secreily out of bounds on
the night of an aitempted burglary at
Highehiffe. He had told them that he
had known of Nutty’s intention, and
had gone to defeat him and stop him.
They hoped it was true—they tried to
belicve so. If that had been all

But it was not all. Lord Mauleverer's
notecase had been “pinched ” in the
Remove dormitory at night. The note-
case had been found by Wharton, hidden
in the study cupboard in Study No. 1,
The money had not been found. What
did it look like?

Yet they tried to believe Valentine’s
passionate assertion that he knew
pothing of the matter; that he had
never touched Mauly's notecase, and
could not imagine how it came to be
hidden in his study. They tried to
believe, but they found it hard.

And now, as Wharton lay wakeful,
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As Vernon-Smith turned from the door, after closing it, shadowy flgures loomed round him in the gloom, and five pillows

smote almost at the same moment.
the merry dickens—whoop!*

listening to the faint sound that told of
some fellow up at night, his face dark-
ened and his heart hardened. If it was
Valentine going out of bounds again,
late at night! Ii it was that, he would
know how much to believe! And if ho
was convinced that the new boy in the
Remove was in truth still a crook,
acting in collusion with the former
associates he pretended to have cast off
and done with—what then?

He had to know, at least!
_He heard a faint sound of the
dormitory door opcning and closing
again. Whoever it was that had got
up, had gone out—there was no doubt
on that point. Whoever it was, had
dressed and left the dormitory at eleven
o'clock at night.

Wharton lay for minutes, silent,
Lhtinkmg; but at last he turned out of

ed.

He stepped to Nugent’s bed and shool:
Frank by the shoulgcr.

Nugont came with a jump out of tho
land of dreams.

“ What—— QOooonh I" he murmured.
“Wharrer marrer?”

“Wako up, Frank !I"" whispered Harry
Wharton.

Nugent rubbed his eyes and blinked
at him in the darkness.

“What the thump—" he began.
. “Wake up!"” repeated Wharton, shak-
ing him.

“I'm awake, fathcad !I”’ Frank Nugent
gat up in bed. “What’s the row?”’

“Bomebody’s just gone out of tho

dorm,”’ answerod Harry quietly. i !
couldn’'t see who it was, of course,
but—"
Nugent started.
“Valentine 1"’ he mutlered. .
3

“Who else? We've g{ot to know !
it's Valentine, that sctt
Loth got to know I

cs it—and we've

Swipe, swipe, swipe !
“ Give him jip! "

** pillow him ! **

“Rasy enough!” said Frank. “TI've
got an electric torch in my jacket
pocket. Wait a tick! If Valentine's
gone, wo shall know what to think—and
we're dono with him.”

“More than that,”” said Wharton in a
low, tense voice, “if he was lying to us
—if he's taken us in—if he's hand-in-
glove with that gang of crooks—he’s got
to got out of Greyfriars(”’

Ho set his lips hard. Hoe had no doubt
in his mind that it was Valentine who
had gone, and a bitler anger was rising
in his breast. If the boy whom he be-
lieved to be Dick the Penman, wanted
by tho police, had deceived him, he
would not spare him! He was resolved
on that.

Nugent slipped from his bed and
fumbled for the torch in his jacket
pocket, Ile found it, and tho two
juniors passed along to Valentine’s bed.

« Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” came a slecpy
voice. “Is that somebody up?"’

“Yes. Don't make a row.”

Bob Cherry sat up blinking.

“What's the game " he asked.

“Quiet, old chap!”

Wharton and Nugent stopped at
Valentine's bed, DBob staring at their
dim figures in the gloom in wonder.
There was & sudden bright beam of light
as Nugent flashed on the torch,

“0Oh!"” ejaculated Wharton,

He stared as tho beam of light played
on a handsome face with the eyes closed
in slumber on Valentine’s pillow.

Jim Valentine was in bed and fast
asleep.

Wharton stared at him blankly. He
was surprised—but he felt a rush of
relief. There had been searcely a doubt
in his mind that it was the “boy with
a past” who had erept silently out of
the Remove dormitory in the darkness,
Evidently, iowever, it was not.

“Oh! Ow!” he gasped.
““Ha, ha, ha!"

““What the thump—my hat ! What
The pillows smote and swiped.

“He's
Nugent.
_Valentine’s eyes opened. The beam of
light playing on his face had awakened
him. He blinked and stared.

“What tho dickens 1"’ he ejaculated.

Wharton coloured. He could not
blame himself for his doubts, yet, find-
ing that they were unfounded, he felt
ashamed of them. Nugent shut off the

ight.
_ “What—" said Valentine wonder-

hero all right!" whispered

serene I”’  muttered Wharton.
“It’s all right! Somebody’s gone out,
and we want to know who it is.”

e heard a deep-drawn breath.

#1 understand,”’ said Jim Valentine
quictly, but with a note of bitterncss in
his voice. “Quitel”

“Sorry I’ muttered Wharton awk-
wardly. *“But—but—"'

“T dou’t blame you. I understand.”

Wharton stepped away from the bed.
Valentine was I.ng—lnc had been aslecp
—and Wharton's reliof was deep. He
could not help his doubt, and the boy
could hardly blame him for it, but
Valentine’s tone told how deeply it hurt
him. The captain of the Remove was
feeling bitterly angry, and his anger
was now turned on the unknown fellow
who had caused him to make that un-
happy mistake.

Some Remove fellow had gone out at
cleven at night, and as it was not
Valentine it was obviously one of the
reckless spirits of the Romove—Vernon-
Ymith, or Skinner, or perhaps Hazel-
dene.  Whoever it was, Wharton made
up his mind to make him sorry for it.

“What are you fellows rooting nbout
after 1"’ asked Bob Cherry.

“Some eilly ass has gone out of

Tne Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,502,
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Lounds !” answered Harry., “Show the
light on Smithy’s bed, Yrank.”

'he torch gleamed again on the bed
belonging to Herbert Vernon-Smith,

Wharton breathed hard. The bed was
empty, It was the Bounder who had

one.

“The rotten sweep !” muttered Whar-
ton savagely. “'The frowsy blackguard!
Only Smithy, after allI? -

*Smilhy gone out on the tiles?’’ came
a s6leepy chuckle from Bkinner's hed.
Several fellows were awakéning now at

iec. murmur of voices. “Good old
Siithy 1”

“I'll give him good old Smithy when
he comes back !’ growled Wharton.

“What the dickens does it matter to
yon?” asked Skinner.

llarry Wharton did not answer that
question. The Bounder's shady proceed-
ings did not, perhaps, matter to him
personally. But on this oceasion
Smithy's blackguardizm had caused him
to make a miserable migtake and wound
the feclings of the hapless boy who, if
he really was striving to keep straight
—as Wharton hoped—had enough to
bear. And on this occasion 8mithy was
going to sulfer for his sins.

“Staying up for Smithy?’ asked
Frank.

“Yes ! answered Wharton eurtly.

“You've pgot a long wait !’ chuckled
Skinner.  “ Smithy’s gone to sce a man
about a horse; he won't bo back for an
hour.” i

“He'll find me ready for him when he
doos come back ! growled the captain
of the Remove. He took his pillow from
his bed.

“Can’t mind your own bizney?”
yawned Skinner.

“T'll make it my bizney to give you
a few with this pillow if you don’t shut
up!”

Skinner decided to shut up.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo "’ ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Hear that? Ts that Smithy
coming back? ¥e can't have seen his
man about a horse vet.”

Thers was a swift patter of fect in
the passage outside.

“Got vour 'Ipmcm" Frank 1"*

“What-ho !'* ehuckled Nugent.

“Me, too I” grinned Boh.

How's the Radio?

Going well—everything all right—
no irouble ? That’s how it should
be. No wasting time twiddling
knobs and investigating connee-
tions; no blaming of batteries
which are doing their jobs and
doing them wcll. Just perfoct
reception without any boller at
all. That means a perfect set, of
course. And why shonldn't yours
be perfect ? No reason at all if
you rcad POPULAR WIRELESS.
“P.W.” is more than a weekly
paper. It’s a dozen experts, and
all at your service—for threepenco
a week, Worth it 7 Well, try it!

PoRRERS

Every Wednesday. Of all Newsagents.

“The ioofulness is terrifie,” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“I've got a few for him!” grinned
Johnny Bull,

And tho TFumous Iive, pillows in
hand, ran to the door and waited for it
to open. There was w surprise in storo
for the Bounder of Greyfriars when he
got back to his dormitory.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Dodged in the Dark !
THE House was dark and silent

when  Herbert Vernon-S8inith
crept quietly sway from the
Remove dormitory.

Thoe Bounder, with rubber shoes on
his fcet, made scarcely a sound as he
crept. Downstairs, lights still burned in
some of the masters’ studics, and one or
two of the Sixth were still up. But the
junjor quarters were deep in silence and
slumber, Some fellows would hardly
have liked creeping about dark and
silent passages late at night, but the
Bounder of Greyfriars had plenty of
nerve. 1t wes not the first time by
many a one that Herbert Vernon-8mith
had broken bounds after lighis-out.

His intention was t& go down the
stairs to the studies and get out of the
bex-room window at the cnd of the
Remove  passage. That was the
Bounder’s usual mode of egress on such
occasions, Lut on this particular occa-
sion there was, so to speak, a lion in the
path.

A faint sound in the gloom ushead
caused Smithy to stop suddenly, his
heart beating rather fast. It was the
sound of ‘o stealthy foolstep—-as stealthy
as his own, but not guite so silent. He
stopped end pressed close to the wall,
listening intently, striving to pierce the
deep gloom with his startled eyes.

ho the dickens could it be ¥ he won-
dered. A master or prefect on the prowl,
suspicious of fellows breaking bounds?
It could hardly be anything else. At a
later hour he might have supposed that
the unseen one was a burglar; but the
most enterprising burglar was scarcely
likely to enter at cleven, while lighis
were siill burning in some of the study
windows.

Who the dickens could it be, he won-
dered ? A master or prefect on the prowl,
long minntes in vain. e wondered
whether the other fellow had stopped
also, and was listening, too.

¥ive long, slow minules erawled by,
and SBmithy boegan lo wonder whether
he had been mistaken. e stirred at
last and crepl on ont of the dormitery
passage Lo the great landing, on which
many passages opened. Necar the head
of the stairs was @ large window, at
which there was a glimmer of the winter
starlight. And as tho Bounder’s eyes
tarned on  that window his  heart
throbbed again and he stopped dead.

Silhovetted against the dim window
was a dark figure.

Vernon-Smith stared at it blankly.

If it was not a man's figure it was
that of a well-.grown vouth, 4nd he had
no doubt that it was a Sixih-Former—a
prefect. 1t was as big as any fellow in
the Greviriars Sixth.

But if it waz a prefect on the watch
for breakers of bounds, why was the
fellow standing there by the window
Jike a wooden image? As he made the
fizure out a little more elearly Vernon-
Smith could sce thal the head was hent
a little 10 an attitude of listening.

It rushed into his mind that the
watcher had heard him, cautious as he
had been, and was listening for further
moxenents.

THE MAGNET

The Bounder’s heart thumped.,

He was a reckless fellow, accustomed
to taking risks. But he was well aware
of the risk he was yunning. Any fellow
who broke bounds after lightsont was
certain of a Mead's flogging, and might
very likely bo expelled fromn the school.
Smithy could not doubt tbat the big
fellow silhopetted against the window
was a Bixth Form prefect—and he
shivered as he realised that the prefect
must have heard him, and that he might
feel the grasp of Wingate or Gwynne or
Walker on his shoulder the next minute,

Smithy was very keen 1o see a certain
man about a certain horse. But he was
still keenmor not to be caught out of
hounds by a prefect and reported to his
Form master in the morning. His heart
beat quite unpleasantly as the burly
figure at the window stirred and came
towards him. Only too plainly he had
been heard.

Ho baecked away as silenily as he
could. He was not thinking now of see-
ing a man about a horse! He was
thinking only of getting back to his
dormitory undiscovered. But as he
hacked away his arm brushed tho wall,
and, faint as the sound was, a sudden
sharply drawn breath told that it had
reached the ears of thoe burly fcllew
approaching him aeross the dark
landing.

Thero was a sudden rush in the dark,
and as Vernon-Bmith jurnped away, two
hands clutched at him and held.

Without stopping to think, the
Bounder hit out.

It was rather a desperaio procceding,
for “ punching a prefect ” was an offence
that was eertuin to be followed by the
“sack ” if the offender was discovered.
But the Bounder was desperate now,
and he was the fcllow to take desperate
chances.

His fist landed on a broad chest with
& heavy thump, He heard a grunt and
a sound of staggering fect, and then a
heavy bump. Whoever it was that had
grasped him in the dark, Vernon-Smith
had knocked him down!

“Urrrrgh I'* came a breathless grunt
from the half-sccn figure sprawling in
the darkness on the landing.

Herbert  Vernon-Smith did not stay
to listen. He dodged away in the gloom,
and ran. But he did not run for the
Remove dormitory. In those excitin
moments the cool-headed, iron-nerve
Bounder _did not lose his presence of
mind. He ran up another passage that
led to the Fourth Form dormitory—and
as he went he heard a sound of breath-
less grunting and pursuing footsteps be-
hind him. Yn the passage was a window
with a rather deep recess. In that recess
the Bounder crouched, silent, gtill—
stilling even his breathing as the foot-
steps came past.

They passed him, and the unseen
pursuer went on up the passage.

Vernon-Smith erept out of the recess
on tiptoe, and tiptoed back to the land-
ing. Having sent his pursuer on a false
scent, ho scudded into the passage ta
the Remove dormitory.

Once there, he ran fast.

The prefect—if his pursner was a pre-
fect, as Smithy had no douht——woul\!‘ ba
rooting about for him, and would pre-
bably switch on a light—Smithy was sur.
prised that he had not switched on a
ight already. The Bounder had no
time to lose. 1Ile ran up the dormitory
passagg almost as if he were on the
cinder-path and reached the door of the
Remove dormitory.  Ile opened it
;ﬁyii’l ly and ran in, closing the door after
11rm.

He supposed the Remove dormitory to
be still deep in slumber, as he had left
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it. His intention was to bundle in-
stantly into bed in case the dormitory
was visited by a searcher. But he did
not carry out that intention. As he
turncd from the door, after closing it,
shadowy figures loomed round him in
the gloom, and five pillows smotec at the
same moment, b )

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Qh! Ow! Oooogh!” gasped Vernon-
Smith. “What the thump—_ My hat!
What the merry dickens— Great pip!
Whooop !”

“(Give him jip!"”

“@Give him toco!”

“Pillow him !” . ;

“That's one for your nob, Smithy !’

“Ha, ha, ha ! ;

The pillows smote and swiped.
Vernon-Smith staggered and sprawled
on the floor. The pillows still smote and
swiped as he sprawled. There was a
cackle of laughter along the row of beds.
Most of the Remove were awake now.
Five of them were up with pillows,
smiting the sprawling, _breathless
Bounder. And a sixth speedily joined
in. Jim Valentine arriving on the spot
with his pillow.

“(sive him beans!”

“I{a, ha, ha!”

“ You—you—you silly idiots!” gasped
Vernon-Smith. “ What are you up to?
Oh, my hat! Keep off, you potty
dummies! There’'s a prefect after

“(iive him some more!”

“The morefulness is terrifie !"”

“Mop him up!” .

Vernon-Smith scrambled to his feet,
his eyes blazing with rage. But the
piilows swiped him on all sides, and he
rolled over again, panting.

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!

The Bounder sprawled helplessly,

anting with fury. As fast as he got on
Eis feet he went over again under the
swiping pillows.

“Will you chuck it?” he shrieked. “I
tell you there’s a prefect after me—
he may butt in any minute—
Yarcooh I*

“Garve you right if he does!” growled
Johnny Bull. “Tnke that! It's time
vou were sacked! And that! And
that 1"

Y ow-ow-woooop I’

“ And that !” added Valentine.
that 1™

“1fa, ha, ha!”

«) think that will do!"” gasped Harry
Wharton, winded by his exertions.
“That's & lesson for you, Smithy!”

“You—you silly idiot—you cheeky
rolter—"'  panted the ‘Bounder,
scrambling up again as the pillows
ceased to emite. 1’1l jolly well—”

“ Hallo, hallo, hullo! He wants some
more! Here you are, Smithy, if you
want some more ? Bob Cherry’s pillow
caught the Bounder under the chin, and
he went over with a crash.

“Ha, ha, ha1” )

Leaving the DBounder panting and
sprawling, the Famous Five and Jim
Valentine went buck to bed. Vernon-
Snith picked himself up again, gurgling
for breath. Ile was in a towering rage;
but it was no time to think of
vengeance. He bolted into bed like a
rabbit into a burrow. He lay listening
fo: a sound of footsteps in the passage,
in dread of seeing the door opened by a
Sixth Form prefect. He was still un-
easily listening when the rest of the
Remove dropped off to sleep again.

But there were no footsteps in the
passage: tho door did not open. If the
Bounder’s pursuer was stili sceking him,
he did not come to the Remove
dormitory. And Smithy fell asleep at
last—glad, at all events, that he had

“ And

escaped his pursuer and escaped detec-
tion, and little dreamning of that
pursuer's identity! He wondered a
great deal who it was—but never for a
moment did the name of Horace Coker
of the Fifth Form cross his mind.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Horace—and Horace !

NORE!
% Mr. Prout gave a convulsive
start,

It was the following day, and
the Greyfriars fellows were in the Form-
rooms. The Fifth were having a rather
easy time of it.

Prout was a chatty gentleman. 8l
fellows in the Fifth sometimes, wit
great cunning, led Prout on to chat;
and Prout, enchanted by the music of
his cwn voice, forgot that he was sup-
poséd to be hammering knowledge into
the heads of the Fifth. Prout’s chats
were not entertaining in themselves;
but _they were, at any rate, better than
Latin irregular verbs, in fhe opinion of
his Form.

On this particular afternoon the Fifth
were doing Horace with Prout. Few of

A POPULAR PASTIME FOR
THE LONG EVENINGS !
Make up a Greyfriars limerick
and win a
USEFUL POCKET WALLET
like ** Devon Reader,” of Braun-
ton, Devon, whose winning effort
appears herewith:

Johnny Bull, as everyone knows,

ta famed for the cornet he blows.
When this instrument blares

I All Qreyfriars declares

I "Tis a soul in torment of woes!

Note.—All efforts to be sent
to** Limericks and Jokes Editor,
c/o MAGNET, 5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Filth

IToratius
Flaccus. Luckily, they came on * Manet

the really liked Q.

sub Jove frigido venator.” It was quite
a windfall.

" Prout, in his vouth, had been, like

Nimrod, a mighty hunter. It was
always easy to got Prout going on that
subject. Prout had, or fancied he had,

shot grizzlies in the Rocky Mountains.
The mere mention of the words
“hunter ' or *“hunting” would make
Prout sit up and take notice, like an old
war-horse snufling the batile from afar.

So that reference in Quintus Horatius
Flaccus to “the hunter staying out
under the frozen sky ”* gave the I'ifth a
¢hance. Like the hunter in llorace’s
odo, Prout had stayed out under frozen
skies—or fancied he had. It started the
tide of reminiscence. Price. who was a
wily fellow, led him on with a question

or two. Once started, Prout needed no
more leading. - .
He barged on. And the Filth settled

down to a comfortable hour of Prout's
gas—as they disrespectfully termed it
among themselves.

It was ever so much better than
Horace. Blundell was able to discuss, in
low tones, feotball prospects with Bland
and Tomlinson. Price was able to reflect
wpen the chances of Bonny Boy in the
Welsher’s Handicap. [ilton cogitated
on the important subject of neckties.
And Horace Coker, perhaps lulled by
the steady drone of Prout's voice,

nodded and nodded and wodded, till at
Jast he fell aslecp.

That would not have mattered, but for
Coker's snore.  Prout, relating how he
had shot grizelies, how he had climbed
the wild passes of the Rockies, was not
likely to notice if a fellow dozed. DBut
when a deep and hefty snore resounded
through the Form-room cven I’rout bad
to heed it. lle gave a convulsive start,
stared round, and fixed his cycs on the
happy Coker.

The Fifth glared at Coker as if they
could have caten him. He had inter-
rupted Prout—brought bim back from
the past to the present with a jump.

Prout was offended.

‘He had not the slightest suspicion that
his chatty talks made fellows fcel slecpy.
It was a disconcerting discovery.

Bnore !

Coker was going strong.

Snorerrrrrr |
. “Upon my word !* said Prout. *“Is—
is—is Coker asleep? Has that boy fallen
asleep in class? %E it possible ¥”

Snore !

Evidently it was possible. Coker was
fast asleep, and snoring as if for a
wager.

“Coker !” boomed Prout.

Grizzly bears and the Rocky Moun-
tains were dismissed at once. Prout was
no longer a mighty hunter relating the
exploits of hig thrilling youth. He was
once move the Form master—und an
offended Form master.

“Coker 1"

Snore !

What was the matter with Coker was
rather a mystery to the Fifth. Hoe
sccmed always slecpy of late. Only the
previous day mischievons juniors had
painted his face while he slept in his
study. Now he was asleep in the Worm
room., True, Prout’s chats had a
soporific effect on fellows—but not to
this extent, as a rule.

It hurt Prout! Ille had supposed that
the FKifth were hanging on his words,
He had believed that he had them
thrilled It was frightfully disconcert-
inz to be interrupted by a snore!

“Coker! TUpon my word! Potter—
Grecne—awaken that stupid boy!™
snorted Prout, .

Potter grabbed Coker by his left ear,
Grecne grabbed him by his right. They
tugged together

Coker woke up quite suddenly.

“Qooh !” he gasped.

“(oker ! boomed Prout. “How dare
vou? 1 repeat, how dare yon fall asleep
in class! How dare voun, Coker!”

“Oogh! Leggo! Oh, my hat!”
Horace Coker rubbed his drowsy eyes.
“Did I—I fall asleep? Sorry, sir! Oh
dear! Qoooh!”

Coker was still half-aslecp. He rubbed
his cyes, yawned, and blinked sleepily.
Prout glarced at him,

“No doubt Horace is a very sleepy
subject !” said Prout sarcastically. Per-
haps he forgot that, for the last half-
hour, his subject had been, not Horace,
but Prout!

Coker blinked at him.

“Eh?” he ejaculated.

Coker's name was Horace. And ho
had forgotten, in the mists and shadows
of sleep, that the Fifth were doing
Q. Horatius Flaccus, who was also called
Horace. for short. .

Coker wondered drowsily why Prout
was calling him by his Christian name!

“Very dull and uninteresting, no
doubt !’ said Prout, savagely sarcastic.
“My TForm will, however, klndig fix
their whole attention upon Horace.”

The Form's whole altention was
already fixed on Horace Coker! Every
man in the Fifth wanted to scalp him.

Coker stared in surprise.

Tre Maoner Lisnary.—No. 1,302,
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“Horace,” went on Mr. Prout, who
sould be fright[ul]y sarcastic when he
was annoyed, “is really worthy of a
little attention from my Form. He is
really worthy of a little admiration, if
my Form could understand it. Coker,
of course, would hardly think so.”

“Well, sir,” gasped Coker, “it's not
for me to say! Tt's very kind of you to
say go, sir—it’s really flattering.”

“Wha-a-at 7

“Im snre I'm very much obliged for
your good opinion, sir,” said Horace
Coker.

Prout gazed at him,

“What—what did you say, Coker?
Are you wandering in your mind? What
do you mean by that remark, Coker 7

Colker blinked at him.

Prout did not understand him—but
he, on the other hand, did not under-
stand Prout. (%:uite plainly he had
heard Prout say that Horace was worthy
of the Form’s attention and admiration,
Horace Coker fully coneurred—under
tha impression that he was the Horace
alluded to. Surely it was up to him to
acknowledge such a fattering state-
ment !

“What do you mean, Coker ?” boomed
Prout. “If you mean anything—if you
are mentally capable of meaning any-
thing—what do you mean?”

“D-d-d-don’t you know what I mean ?”
gasped the astonished Coker. * You
said that I was worthy of the admiration
of the Form——"*

“What ?” shrieked Prout.
Horave—"

“Well, I'm Horace, ain’t 1?7 gasped
the bewildered Coker,

“You—you—you—— Bless my soul!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the Fifth.

. "Cgker-—-}'ou stupid and obtuse boy,

“I said

“Look here, sir! You said quite
plainly——" exclaimed Coker resentfully.
“Bilence, blockhead !’ roared Prout.
“I was speaking of Quinius Ioratius
Flaccus, you ineredibly stupid boy !”
“Oh ! gasped Coker.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Bilence! Coker, yon will take an
impogition—you will write out the first
ode gix times.,, Silence! We shall now
resume,”

Coker had made the Fifth laugh. But
the desire to laugh soon left them, as
they resumed Horace—the Latin gentle-
man of that name!

Prout was fearfully annoyed. He was
no longer chatty. Far from it! He
was like a bear with a sore head. If
fellows fell asleep when be chatted, it
was time for Prout to keep them strictly
to business! And he did!

He fairly hammered Horace into the
Fifth. Almost every man in the Form-
room would have given a term’s pocket-
money to step back a couple of thousand
years and hit Quintus Horatius Flaccus
in the eye. For the rest of that lesson
Prout kept them hard at it, and—per-
haps to make up for lost time, perhaps
because he was in a temper—he kept the
Form a quarter of an hour over time—
still grinding Horace into their unhappy
heads.

By the time they escaped from Prout,
the Fifth Form were fed-up to the back
teeth with Iorace and all his works.

Prout_dismissed them at last—with a
snap! When thoy got out of the Form-
room they gathered round Coker.

“You pernicious idiot I* said Blundell.
“You unspeakable chump! Prout
would have gone on gassing till the
finish, if you'd let him. %@ow ¢'s nearly
made my head split! Take that!”

“And that 1" said Tomlinson.

“And that !” hooted Price.

Tree Maiexer Lisrsry.~No. 1,302,

“And that!” howled Hilton.

How many of the Fifth kicked him
};rzfore he got away Horace Coker never

new.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 1.

ARRY WHARTON and Frauk
Nugent cxchanged a glance,
stepped. up to Jim Valentine,
and slipped an arm through his
on either side.

Valentine was about to go into Hall to
tea, when the chums of the Remove
bagged him, and he glanced at them in
surprise, as he came to a halt.

“What the thump——" he began.

“Tea in the study !” said Harry.

“0Oh! But—"

“Come on, old bean,” said Nugent
amicably.

Jim Valentine hesitated. But the two
juniors walked him away, thus deciding
the point for him. They marched him
up to the Remove passage, with linked
arms, and arrived at the door of Study
No. 1.

“Look here, you fellows—
Valentine, stopping again.

“Trot in1”

“Oh, all right!”

Valentine trotted in, His handsome
face was a little Aushed ; his dark, hazel
eyes searched the faces of the two

Removites.

It was a good many days since Valen-
tine had tea’d in his own study, The
atmosphere there, of doubt and distrust,
was too chilly, and he had hardly en-
tered the study for a long time, except
for prep in the evening. He could
hardly understand this sudden change in
the manner of his study-mates; but there
was no doubt that he found it agreeable.
At the same time, he felt rather dubious.
The “boy with a past ” was not a fellow
to be taken up, and dropped again. and
taken up once more.

“Look here, Valentine!” said Whar-
ton frankly and bluntly. “Last night I
thought—well, you know what I thought.
It turned out a mistake! Only that ass
Smithy playing the giddy ox! I've
made up my mind to wash it all out.
I}Zug?}}t’s done the same—and that’s
that !

“That’s that!” agreed Frank. “If
you've taken us in, Valentine, you've got
a lot to answer for! DBut we've made up
our minds to take you on trust.”

Valentine breathed rather hard.

“I'm glad of that,” he said, “But—
better think it over. The position re-
mains just as it was. J'm still the fellow
who ran away from Nosey Clark and his
gang—and you've only my word for it
that I really want to keep clear of them.
The money Mauleverer lost is still miss-
ing—and you can’t get over the fact that
his empty notecase was found in this
study—wlfero it cortainly was not placed
by either of you. And you've only my
word for it that the night I went out of
bounds I went to put the stopper on
Nutty Nixon—not to help him. Think
it over !”

“We've thought it over,” answered
Ilarry, “and talked it over, too, and
we're going to trust you.”

Valentine was silent for a moment

* gaid

or two.
“Mauleverer’s money has ngver
turned up.” he said at last.

“No.’
“Whoever pinched his notecase in the
dormitory that night last weck kept the
money, and threw the notecase behind

the lumber in the cupboard in this
study.”

“Yes, But—"

“That,” said Valentine quietly,

“means that there is a pincher about.”
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Wharton shifted uncomfortably,
“I—TI suppose it does,” he admitted..
“You've no idea who—"

“Not the foggiest.”

“Y've not been long at Greyfriars,”
said Valentine. “I don’t know half the
fellows. But you—7>

“I can’t think of a single fellow in
the school who would do such a thing,”
said Harry.

And Nugent shook his head.

Valentine smiled faintly.

“But someone did it,” he said. “And
the cmpty notecase was found here.
Mauly’s determined to keep tho whole
thing dark. But if it came ont—"

“It won't come out now,” said

Harry. “Mauly reported that the. note-
case was found, without mentioning that
it was empty, Nobody knows that out-
side this study, and nobody need.”
_ “If it came out,” repeated Valentine,
“you know what it would look like.
You’d better think twico beforo you
make up your minds to trust me.”

“That’s done already.”

“Better have it clear,” said Valentine

quictly. “Whoever pinched Mauly’s
cag.l; !ms got away with it, and nothing
said.”

“What about
uneasily,

“Buppose it happens again?”

“Oh1” The captain of the Remove
started. “You—you think——"

“I think it's quite likely.
shouldn’t it ?7

Wharton and Nugent stared blankly
at Jim Valentine. That thought had
not occurred to either of their minds.

It was a dismaying thought, yet it
was probable enough. If therc was a
thief in the school who had escaped with
impunity, it was only too probable that
there might be another theft,

“0Oh, my hat!” said Frank Nugent.

“ But—but——" stammered Wharton,

“Better look at the thing sensibly,”
said Jim Valentine coolly.  “A thief
who gets away with the loot is very
likely to try again next time he's hard
up. For that reason, I think Maule-
verer was wrong to keep it dark. The
matter ought to have been reported to

uelch.”

“Mauly doesn't believe there’s a
thief—he won't believe it,” said Harry
slowly; “and he won’t have a word said
about it to start such talk.”

“That’s rot, of course,” said Valens
tine. “Whoever pinched Mauly’s note<
case is a thief. Ie’s kept the notes that
were in it, and left the notecase in the
study cupboard here. And it looks to
me as if the pincher is a fellow who
knows something about me.”

“ How do you mean ” asked Wharton,
startled,

“Why was the notecase parked in thig
study " asked Valentine quietly. “The
rotter could have hidden it anywhecre
or chucked it away out of gates. Bub
it was left in this study. If Mauly had
made & fuss about the matter—as any
fellow but Mauly would have done—the
notecase would have been found here,
and then it couldn’t have been put on
you or Nugent. but it would have been
put on me. I ean't help thinking that
that's why this study was picked. I
can’t sce anv other reason.”

“0Oht” said Wharton. * But—but
nobody here knows anything abont—
about your connection with Nosey Clark
excepting us and Quelch and that fat
ass Bunter, though he’s forgotten
alieady.”

“Bunter cackled a good deal about
it, though nobody took much notice of
his cackle. Somebody may have heard.
Anyhow, I believe that was the reason
why Mauly's notecase was hidden in this
study, because I can't imagine any other

it?” asked Wharton

Why
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The mysterious intruder Rashed on his light for a second, hut it was enough to show the watching Coker where he was. In
the darkness, the Fifth-Former stepped swiftly from the banisters in the direction whence the light had come !

rcason. Tho rotter wanted the thing
te be put on me!”

“(Good heavens!” muttered Nugent,
aghast.

“*And if it happens again, the samo
sort of thing may happen again along
with it,” said Valentine quietly, “I'vo
thought that out. Plenty of fcllows here
have a lot of money as well as Mauly.
Smithy has, and Coker of the Iifth,
and Temple of the Fourth, and other
tellows, And I believe that if thore
is another theft, there will be something
to hook it on to me."

“VYalentine I" muttered Wharton.

“You fellows hadn't thought of any-
thing of the kind !” gaid Valentine, with
a touch of bitierness. “You haven't
had your wits sharpened in Nosey
Clark’s company—lucky for you!l But
that's how I look at it, And so I warn
vou, before you make up your minds
to trust mo and be friends, think it
over! To-morrow or the mext day you
way change your minds again,”

I'ho two juniors stood silent,

Valentine waited a moment or two,
but they did not speak. Quictly Lo
turned to the door.

T'hen llarry Wharton made a quick
step forward., He eaught Jim Valentine
Ly the slhioulder and jerked him bLack.

“Flold on!1" he said. “If il's as you
sav—and 1 suppose it’s possible—yon
will want friends to stand by you.
Wa've =aid that we trust you, and we
wcan it—every word [

“Every word!" said Frank Nugent.
“Stay where you are, Valentine!”

The ¢hmms of the Remove were in
curnest.  Vrom the first they had tried
to believe in the fellow whom they
really  liked. The incident of the
jrreviouz night had given the deciding

iouch. Thev were dotermined to banish
doult end suspicion.  Whatever Jim
Valewtine had been in the past—and

they feased that they Lkrew only too

well—they had made up their minds to
believe in him now.

Jim hesitated.

“1've warned you,' ho said.

“That's all right1 I tell you ii’s all
washed out,” said the captain of tho
Remove, “and if there’s some awful
rascal about, as you think, we'll jolly
well nail him sooner or later. Sit down
to tea, old bean! We've got rather a
spread to celcbrato the occasion.”

Valentine drew a deep breath. 1lle
smiled, and gat down {o tea. There was
no doubt that he was glad, from the
bottom of his heart, to be back in the
study on the old friendly terms. Tea
and toast and poached eggs wcere
grateful and comforting, but still moro
was the atmosphere of cheery fricndli-
ness. And if a lingering doubt haunted
cither Wharton’s or Nugent’s mind, they
banished it resolutely, They were deter-
mined to trust Jim Valentine—and that
was Lhat!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Letting Coker Down !

[ AW-AW.AW-AW |

Coker cof tho Fifth yawned

deeply.

Prep was going on, and
Potter and Greene, in the Fifth Form
sludy, were giving their attention to it.
Coker was giving it very little atten-
tion. lle scemed slecpy.

Sleepiness scemed quite a discase of
Coker's lately. That alternoon he had
gone tlie limit, so to speak, by falling
asleep in the Ilorm-room. A ot of
follows wondered what on carth was the
matter with Coker.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw "
“DBother this prep! Blow it1 Rotten
waste of time—prep! What! Look
here, 1'm going to chance it with I'rout
in the morning ! Prep be blowed !

repeated  Coker.

And Coker, disduinfully shoving
school books away, helped himsclf to
a volume from his well-stocked book-
shell. That volume was entitled “The
Cluc of the Crooked Corkscrew.” [t was
one of the detective novels in which
Horaco Coker delighted, His shelves
wero stacked with them, Coker had a
deep disdain—indeed, a ficree hatred—
for such authors as Virgil and Horaco
and Thueydides, Their works, in
Coker’s valuable opinion, were all rotten
bosh, only_suitable for the intellect of
a schoolmaster. Yellow-jucketed detec-
tive novels were more in Coker’s line.

But even “The Clue of thie Crooked
Corkscrew ”  failed to hold Coker'a
ottenfion now. He jawned over it

sleepily. :
Potter and Greenp finished  their
prep. Uhey, at all events, were not dis-

posed to chance it with Prout i the
morning. D’rep over, Potter and Greeno
ros¢ to go, hoping o get out of tho
study before Coker began to talk.

That hope proved a delusion and a
snare. Coker laid the “Creoked Cork-
screw ™ on the table and started.

“Uold on, yon menl If you've
finished that tosh, 1've got somcthing
to say to youl”

Potter and Greene had feared it.

“The fact is, I want your help 1" gaid
Colker, rather loftily, as if he considered
that rather a distinction for Potter and
Greene—as doubtless he did.

“Well, dash it all, Coker, you might
have started sooner if you wanted our
Lelp 1” smid Potler restively.

“I'm oot talking about prep, fat-
head ! Something a bit more important
than prep!” said Coker scornfully,

“Shut up a minute, and listen to a
chap! 1 dare say you've noticed that
I've been a bit drowsy in the doy-time
Tately 2"
(Ceontinucd on page 16.)
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COKER

{Continued yrom page 13.)

“Well, just a few!” agreed Potter,
wilhh a grin. “I faney Prout noticed it
in the Form-room this afternoon.”

And Greeno chuckled.

“Well, it's b inning to tell on a
fellow,” said Coker. A fellow cuan't
miss his sleep every might without it
telling on him in the long run. I
haven't told you fellows about it before.
I was going to let it be a surprise to
¥ou when ¥ oopped him—-"

o B ?‘)

“ What 1

“But I haven't copped him yet,” said
Caker. *I nearly had him last night,
but he got in a jolt in the dark and
nizzled.  Knooked me over, you know.”

“Who did #*

“The pincher {”

“What pincher?” gasped Greens.

“8it down, and I'll tell you about
it," said Coker. “I shouldn’t have told
you tifl T had oleared it up, but, as I've
said, T want your help. I can’t keep
awake every night, night after night,
like this. My idea is that you fellows
should take your turns. I'm letting
¥ou into it, see? Of course, I ghall givo
you instructions exactly what to do, and
vou'll be careful to carry out my instruc-
tions. Don’t try thinking for your-
selves, or anything of that sort. That
would '}’nuck up the whole thing., of
COAITARC,

Poticr and Greene gazed at him

They had wondered, like & good many
othicr follows, what made Coker so
sleepy in the daytime. It was queer
rmongh for a fellow to sleep so soundly
in {he daytime that another fellow
could paint his face undiscovered. It
was queer for a fellow to fall asleep
in elass.

It Liad never oceurred to them, as an
cxplanation, that Coker had been stay-
ing up at night, getting out of bhis
dormitory while all the other fellows
slept; in order to play the piddy ox!
Biut ihat, it seemed, was the explana-
tion.  And apparently Coker was
offering them the chance of playing the
piddy ox likewise. It was an offer at
which Pottcr and Greene were not
Tikely to jurp.

“It's like this,” went on Coker. “You
fellows remcmber what happened lust
weel—-*"

“Ehl Yesl Do you mean ihe &t
Judo's match?”

“Dlow the 8t. Jude’s mateh ! roared
Coker. “No, I don’t mean tho St
Jude's mateh, you fathead! I mean
what Lappened one night, I went to
the Remove dormitory to whop that
cheeks young tick Valentine, and some-
hody was there—barged me over. 1
{liought, it was a burglar at the time.”

“Iia, La, ha!”

“There's nothing to snigger at.” said
Coker darkly. “There was a man in
the dorm, and T naturally thought it
was & hurglar, though mobody believed
we—-""
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DETECTIVE!

“ Burglars don’t burgle junior dormi.
tories, as a rule,” snid Potter.

“Next day,” resumed Uoker unheed-
ingly, “I searched for the window he
had got in by, but there wasn't a sign|
No cut pane, or forced lock; not even
a little cigarette-ash anywhere. Well,
since then—"

“Ta that Blundell calling 1" nsked
Potter. .

*“Never mind Blundell,” said Coker.
“Let him. calll Since then something
clse has happened. Two or three days
later there was a fuss in the Remove
over young Mauleverer's notecaso
being pinched. I got it from Bunter.
As far as I can make out, there's no
doubt that young Mauleverer’s note-
caso really wus pinched.” i

“I fancy Blundell will bo expecting
us in the games study——=

“1 said nover mind Blundell! Now,
you fellows,'” said Coker, *I've read o
Iot of detective stuff, and I've often told
you fellows that I rather fancy I should
have made a pretty good “detective,
There’s nothing whatever to snigger at,
George Potter. Detective work requires
8 kocen, cool intellect, rapid judgment;
in_short, brains| Well, that’s my long
suit 1

“0Oh erikey t” seid Georze Potter.

“My first theory,” said Coker enlmly,
“was that there had been o burglar.
But when T heard of that pinching in
the Remove I modified that theory. A
detective, as I daze say you know,
modifies his theorics as he ‘gocs along
to fit in with the facts. See? Tt was
clear to me—perfectly clear—that the
man who barged me over in the Remove
dormitory that night was a sneaking
pincher; the same who, & few nights
later, bagged young Mauloverer’s note-
case. If you put two and two together,
I suppose you know what it comes to.”

“Well, I should make it four,” said
Greene, “DBut you might make it six
or seven, old chap.”

“Don’t bo a silly ass, William Greene,
if you can belp it! T worked it out.”
said Coker, “that there’s a pincher
about. The cunning rascal doean’t leave
any clne; no finger-prints, or cigarette-
ash, or anything of that kind. There
was only one way of nabbing hLim—
watching for the scoundrel. That's
what I've boen doing. For three
nights,” said Coker impressively, “I've
kept watch! While yoo fellows were
snoring !

“You've really been such 2 howling
idiot—"

“What?" roared Coker.

“I—I—1 tncan, you've really stayed
up at night! Oh, my lLat! You've
really got out of the dorm! Cireat pipl
You'vo really mooched about the House
in the dark! Oh jiminy! Suppose
you'd been spotted?” gasped Potter,

“Better ehinek it, old chap,” advised
Greene. “You see, if the beaks spot
yYou ont of your dorm at night they
won't know you're a detective. Ha, lia't
They'll think you're up to some ray,
a‘nd__'__ll

“Don’t talk so much, Greens! Now,
I've told you how I worked it out,”
said Coker. “And last night I hLad
proof. T was keeping watch om the
landing near the junior dormitories,
and somebody came along in the
dark—" i

“You fancied it, old chap.,” eaid
Potier  soothingly, “Tellow  lLanging
about in the dark fancics things—>

“Don’t be a fool, Potterl It was
about cleven, or a littlo later.  Whaoever
ho was, was creeping about in {Jie
dark, and I heard him, and spotted
him, and got my hands on Lim!* said

GRET,

Potter and Grecne stared.
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“You cauglit somebody?” exclaimed
Greene.

“Yes; only he hit me on the chest and
I fell down—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’s nothing to cackle at!” roared
Colcer. "1 went down wallop, and the
villain seudded off. He ran by the
Fourth Form dormitory, and I followed
him, but he got away in the dark.
was thinking of giving the alarm—turn-
ing on the lights and waking the House,
you know—but I thought I'd better not.’
Billy dummies mightn't have belioved
that there had been anyhody at all, you
know! 8o I thought T’'d better nol
wake the House."”

“Thank goodness for thatl" gasped
Polter, “Pront would havo scalped
vou; the Head would have flogged you.
very likely. You really shouldn't do
thesn things, Coker.”

“Yon chouldn’t, old man
Greene, shaking his head.

“PDou't keep on jawing,” said Coker.
“Now, -what happened last night is
proof of my theory., Tako the facts in
order,” said Coker, ticking thom off on
his fingers. “First there was the man
I ran into in the Remove dormitory:
then there was a pinching of Maule-
verer’s notccase; then the fellow last
night who bunged me in the bread-
basket and bunked. It's plain enougls,
I think. No sign of any sort of the
House having been entered from out-
gide. There's o pincher about: scme
measly rotter who roots about at night
looking for a chance to pinch. Twica
I've iutetrupted him and spoiled his
game. Ones he’s got away with it;
the notecase incident. See?”

Potter and Greeno did not scem ta
see, As a matter of fact, Coker's
masterly reasoning did not convinee
them. I'rebably it would not have con-
vinced Uoker himself had he known that
the fellow last night was Vernon-Smith
of the Remove, who had been going out
to sec a man about & horse when lie raun
into Coker, But Horace, of course, did
not know that,

“Now, it comes to this,” resumed
Cloleer, while his comrades stoed duml.,
“I'm on 1o this. I'm going to clear up
the mystery, you know, like Bandog
Chummond, ‘or Sexton Blake, or
Sherlock Holmes. But the trouble is, o
fellow gots frightfully sleepy sticking
u%) of a night.” I've had three mizli~
of it; now it's your turn. That's where
you come in,”’

“Is it1” asked Potter and Creeno
together. They doubted it.

“That's it] You take your turns at
Leeping watch while T get & bit of
sleep,” explained Coker. “You begin
tonight, Potter. T shall give you full
instructions what to do, so that evcn
a fool like you won’t bungle it——"

“You ecan save your breath, o'l
bean,” said Potter. “I'm not breaking
dorin bounds {o play th? giddy ox. Noi

"

agreed

this little infant] No!”
“If you funk it, DPotter, {hen
CGreene——"

“Give me a miss in baulk, old chap.”
said Greene.  “The first time you catch
me out of the dorm at night, (rla}'ing
the goat, You can use my hea

for a
foothall. 1 can’t say fairer than that,”

Horaco Coker rose. His wrath rose
also. Coker was in deadly earnest in
this matter. There was a mystery.
Coker was sure there was a mystery,
though DPotter and Greene were too
denso to realise it. He was going to
solve that mystery if he had to stay
up cvery night that term, and go to
sloep every day under Prout’s eye in
the Form-room. That was scttled and
fixed; as immutable as the laws of tho
Medes and Persians. Ilo expocted help
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from his friends, but evidently they
were not going to help. Naturally he
was wrathy. ‘E!is eyes gleamed under
knitted brows.

“ Let’s have this plain,” he said curtly.
“Ive asked your help—such as it is.
I’'m not asking you to do any of the
brainwork; I'm not an unreasonable
chap, asking for impossibilitics. No
need for you to do any thinking. All
you've got to do is to carry out instruc-
tions, obey orders, and all that. I
expect you to play up. Seel”

“Time we got along to the pames
study, Greene—*

“Are you going to let me down?”
roared Coker.

“Bow-wow |” answered Potter,

IIe opened the study door.

J“Bo that’s it, is it?”" said Coker
bitterly. “You're letting me down.
I’'ve done a lot of things for you two

THE CARE OF THE CUP!

EWCASTLE UNITED, as winners
of the English Cup last season.
are, of course, frequently referred
to as'the Cup-holders. This has
been true for several months past, but
Neweastle are no longer Cup-holders in the
literal sense.  There is a ruIIe on the boolks
of the Football Associntion which eays
that the holders of the Cup must return it
to its 01-i%inu.l owners—that is the F.A.—
on or before the first of February cach
year,

There are several other interesting and
little-known facts about the Cup which
may be mentioned here, and about which
I have from time to time received letters
of inquiry from MacNET readers. For
instance, if the English Cup should he
damaged or destroyed while in the
possession of the club which has the right
to hold it for a spell, the club is responsible
for repairing such damage. In the old
days, so it i3 said, there was a case in
which o olub had to pay a certdin amount
of damages. In the year 1889, when
Preston North End won the trophy, the
excitement of the supporters of the club
was something wonderul to behold.

As the trophy was being carricd
round the town on o charabane, the
cxcitcment of the people over-ran
their discretion. The Cup was
hustled out of the hands of the
holders, and—so the story goes—
was for a little time et any wale
Licked about the streets of Preston
by the people in their rather fearful
glee.

Of course, we are much more calm and
eollected in our enthusiasm in these days.

Here is another little point about Cup
football which is not gonerally known.
When two clubs have been drawn to ment
in a Cuptie it is a rule that the oilicials
of those eclubs must, at least five duys
before the day appointed for the mateh,
exchange lists of the players from whomn
they propose to choose their side. Such a
list must be sent by registered post.

This does not mean, of ecourse, that the
manager of a eclub must definitely make
up his mind eoneerning the eleven men
who will play for the side in the Cuptie
five days before the game is dus to be
played. What it does mean is that heo
must send a list of players from whom
his Cup side will eventually be chosen.
I can assure you that there are aflicials
of several clubs who do not earry ot this
rule in these days, nor is it very necessary,
really, that it should be carried out.

A SERIES OF PROTESTS !

OU may be interested to know,
however, how it came about that
there is such a rule on the books
of the Football Association. Many

years ago—forty-one to be exact—Dorby

fellows—told yon a lot of things about
football, peinted out to you, lots of
times, what silly fools you were, and all
that. This is how you thank a fellow!
Well, you can go and eat coke; bui
before you go I'll jolly well bang your
silly heads together! I'vo often told
you 1 would, and now I jolly well will !"

And Coker jumped at Potter and
Greene and grasped them with either
hand. Fellows who let down a great
leader like Horace Coker deserved to
have their heads Lnocked together, if
ever any fellows did. Coker was going
to give themn what they richly deserved.

Perhaps Potter and Greene were un-
conscious that they deserved it. Or
perhaps they did not want to get their
deserts.

Anyhow, instead of having their
heads lknocked together they grasped
Coker in theiv turn, and, exerting their
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strength simultaneously,  up-ended
Coker.

Bump!

Coker hit the floor of the study.

He hit it hard !

He roared.

“ Now, you silly ass!” gasped Potter.

“Now, you frabjous dummy !” gasped
Greene,

“Wait till I gerrup!”’ gurgled Coker:

Potter and Greene, instead of wait-
ing for Coker to get up, grasped him
again. Potter grabbed his shoulders,
Greene  grabbed his legs, and they
swept him off the floor. Cuoker, like
Mahomet’s coffin, was suspended
between the heavens and the carth,

“Now, you howling ass,” said Potter.
“Make it pax, or we'll bump you!”

“Leggo !” roared Coker, struggling,

(Continued on next page.)
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If in doubt over any SBoccer problem, chum, write to ' Lineaman **,

c¢/o tha MAGNET, The Flesetway MHouse,

Farringdon Street,

London, E.C.4. He'll be only too pleased to help you out.

County and Sheffield Wednesday were
drawn together in the third round of the
Cup competition. Sheffield Wednesday
won  the mateh, but Derby County
officials immediately entered a protest
on the grounds that certain players of
the Wednesday wore not really eligible to
play in the match. This protest was
upheld, and the match was ordered to be
ro-played.

The re-play duly took place, and on this
occasion Derby County won the game.
Thereupon there was o protest from
Sheffield Wednesday that at least one
player of Derby was ineligible to play.

¥You may have heard the name of
that player against whom the
Wed day protested ; il was none
other than Steve Bloomer, wcho still
holds the record for the number of
goals scored in first-class football
by one player.

Again the protest was upheld, and
again the tie was re-played, with the
Wednesday victorious. There was still
another protest from Derby, but probably
heeause the F.A, had become eompletely
gick and tired of the whole affair by that
time the protest was dismissed and the
vesult allowed to stand. It was because
of this eeries of protests that the I".A.
mads the rule ordering the clubs to
exchange a list of players irom whom they
proposed to seleet their Cup sides five
days before the match. Being in posseasion
of such a list, the manager of a club has
time, even before the game is played, to
make dus inguiries as to whether all tho
players from whom the opposing club
propose to choose their players are
clizible,

in short, the wleca of the rule is
that any protest against the
cligibility of a player ean now
be made before the mateh is played
rother than aflerwards.

DUPLICATES BARRED !

= HE actual Cup for which the elubs
are now striving is the third
Football Assoeciation Cup. The
first one, which did duty for many
yoars, was stolen [rom a shop-window in
Birmingham after it had been won by
Aston Villa, and was being displayed by
the shopkeeper. Only the people con-
eerned in the theft know what happened
to that Cup, for it was never traced, g0 o
new one had to be provided.

The second one did duty until 1909,
when it was decided to have yet a third
Cup. The reason for thia deecision is
interesting. In the season of 1908-9 the
Cup was won by Monchester United, end
in order, as they thought, to colebrate the
oeccasion in & fitting manner, the officialy
of the club had made an cxact duplicate of
the Cup—exact in size, design and every-
thing, even down to the name of the
winners on the plinth. Thus when
Manchester United duly returned the
criginal of the Oug they still had one
exactly like it in their possession, and X
beliove it remains in their possession until
this day.

The authorities did not think this was
quite right. So they handed the Cup to
the then President of the TFootball
Association, and orderod & new one, ta
cost the * prodigious™ vprice of fifty
pounds.

A point about the present Cup is
that no ether eiub can carvy out the
same ideas ns Manchester United
had of having a duplicate made.
The design of the present Cup is
copyright.

Just one other mteresting Cup points
This present Cup will hold eight querts
of champagne. You will probably be
abie to Jecide for yourselves, on the
strength of that information, exactly how
much water the Cup will hold,

* LINESMAN,™
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“1'll smash youl I'll teach you to let
me down! I'll jolly well-~—~ Yarooh!

Two to one was long odds, but Coker
was a hefty fellow: “Fle struggled
fiercely, and i’otler and Greene lev go,
and Ilorace, left without any visible
means of support, descended to ﬁl}u
floor. IHe was let down—with a terrific
bumap! He sprawled and reared, end
Potie: and Greene departed hastily.

“Oh!” gasped Coker. “Ow! ‘Wow!
Oooooogh !”

Hce had said that he would teach
Potter and Greene to let him down.
Willwout any teaching, however, they
Lad let him down—wallop! And for
quite & long time Coker understudied
the voung. man of Hythe, who was
shaved with a scythe, and did nothing
but wriggle and writhe!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dark!

IIE man with the vulture's beak
stood under the leafless old elms,
looking towurds the dark and
silent house. By Nosey Clark's

side, the pasty face of Nutty Nixon,

the cracksman, glimmered in tho pale
light of the winter stars,

Midnight had long since chimed out
from the eclock-tower, and Greyfriars
was sleeping. Only the faint moan of
the wind from the sca broke the silence.

“Cet on with it, Nutty!"’ muttered
Clark, at last, “and be careful, this
time. 1t's a risky business, and we
can’t afford to make mistakes,”

Nuity grunted,

“I nevor make any mistake, Thero
waz romebody up the first time, but 1'd
had time to gick up all T wanted to
know about the place before I had to
cut. And the second time it worked
like a charm.”

“With what result?” snarled Nosey.
* Nothing’s come of it. Jim would not
be still at the sehool if it had worked.”

“I don’t catch on to that,” admitted
Nutty Nixon. “But 1 will tell you it all
went smooth. I took a notecase full of
niotes out of some boy's pocket in the
room where they sleep, and left the
pocket turnéd inside out. I parked the
notecase in Jim’s study, in a cupboard,
where he wouldn’t be likely to spot it
himself. And—-"

“If you picked the wrong room—""

“I didn't. It was Jim's dormitory
I took the notecaso from. I'd seen him
sleeping there, by a fashlight. It was
his study I parked it in. I'd found
books there. with his name written
in them.”

“Well, I don’t understand it!”
growled Nosey Clark. “When the
robbery was discovered there must have
been a search—and they’d be certain to
scarch very carefully in the study of
a2 boy with Jim’s past. If they found
the notecase there it would clinch it.
But—nothing’s come of it.”

“One swallow don’t make a summer,”
said  Nutty  Nixon. “It's failed—
})loss(:g] if I know how. But this timo

“This time there must be no mis-
take ! muttered Nosey Clark. “Wo're
in danger here, The school is watched.
I'm certain of that now: and I've found
out who is watching it—Inspector
Grimes: of Courtfield. He must suns-
poct Jim of something—goodness knows
what—and he’s keeping an eye open
for him. DBut that makes it too danger-
ous for us. Make no mistake this time,
Nutty.”

“1 tell you I never——*
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“That's enough! Get on with it!™

Nutty Nixon grunted, and slipped
away.in the shaduws towards the sleep-
ing house.

Nosey Clark remained under the elms,
waiting. His hard facc was uncasy,
his black eyes glinted with watchful-
ness, his ears were strainéd to listen,

like those of a hunted animal, There
was, as he had said, danger for_the
crooks ait Greyfriars, in the silent

watches of the night, now that there
was no doubt that Inspector Grimes
was Leeping the school under observa-
tion. In those very moments the keen-
eyed polico officer might be at hand.

Discovery meant not only the peril
of arrest, but the failure of Nosey's
cunning scheme for driving Jim Valen-
tine from tho school, What was to
happen that night must be supposed to
have happened within the House.

While the man with the vulture’s
beak waited, troubled and uncasy,
Nuttv Nixon swiftly approached the
House in the dark shadows,

He stopped under the window of Mr,
Quelel’s study,

On hiz previous visits, unknown to
anyonce in the school, the ecracksman
had explored the Ilouse and learncd all
he oeeded to know about the interior.
Nutty’s plans were cut and dried now.

Kneeling on the broad sill of the
window, he was at work hardly a
minute before the sash moved under
his hand. It was easy work to Nutty,
and he was too skilled to leave a sign
of his handiwork.

He pushed up the sash.

Silently, in his rubber shoes, he
stepped in, and, standing in the dark-
ness, closed down the sash after him
and carefully fastened it on the inside.
He intended to leave by someo other
way.

Then he turned on a glimmer of
light from an electric toreh and moved
across the room,

He stopped at Mr. Quelch's desk,

Every drawer in the desk was locked,
but the locks would have presented no
difficulties to Nutty, had he chosen to
pick them. But it was not his game
to let it be supposed that a skilful
cracksman had been at work.

He forced open a drawer roughly
with a jemmy, the lock cracking open
under the strain.

He flashed the light into the drawer.
It containcd nothing but a number of
letters, and Nutty grunted, and urned
to the next.

There waz another
drawer came open,

Nutiy's cyves gleamed.

In that drawer were a pumber of
business papers. and two litile rolls of
currency notes—pound notes and ten-
shilling notes.

Nutty picked them out with his
gloved fingers, Nutty was far too polite
a gentleman to make a eall without his
gloves on! Nutty's finger-prints were
registered by his natural enemies, the
police; and Nutty was not running any
risks in that line.

He grinned and closed the drawer.

He bhad felt fairiy certain that some-
thing of value could be found some-
where in the Remove master's study.
It only nceded looking for, Now he
had looked for it—and found it.

There were ten pound notes and
twenty ten-shilling notes. Nutty was
tempted to extract a few for his own
behoof. DBut le resisted that tempta-
tion, Ile was not there, for once, to
steal; he was there to carry out a
dastardly scheme that was even worse
than stealing—a scheme to drive a boy

crack as the
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back into the mire of crime, from which
he had escaped.

The first treacherous blow from the
hand of the crook had, somchow, failed.
The sccond blow was surer., Somehow,
nothing had come of the theft in the
Remove dormitory—the crooks could
not comprehend how. But something
must come of this! A theft in the Form
master’s own study could not possibly
be overlooked, or hushed up. or dis-
regarded.

On the morrow the school would be
ringing with it. Thero would be no
sign—no trace of a sign—that the

ouse had been entered from outside,

It would look like what Nutty, in
his own dialect, called an *inside job.”
Upon whom would suspicion fall? It
was Mr. Quelch who had taken up and
befriended the friendless boy, knowing
that his past was dubious. Mr. Quelch,
whose study had been robbed, was the
man who knew that Jim Valentine had
once associated with crooks. Could his
suspicions fail to fall on Valentine?
And Nutty's work was not done yet.

With the currency notes in one hand,
his flashlight in the other, the cracks-
man crept out of the study into the
passage.

He listened there for a few minutes
in the darkness, aprrchensive of no
danger, but habitually watchful and
wary as a wild cat,

There was no sound in the sleeping
House.

Silent in his soft shocs, the cracks-
man glided to the staircase and crept
up, stair by stair,

He was heading for
dormitory.

Ilo knew which was Jim Valentine's
bed—with his box standing at the foot
of it. In that box, under the carcfully
folded clothes, the stolen currcnecy-notes
were to be placed—certain not to be
discovered there by the unsuspicious boy
himself, absolutely certain to be dis-
covered there when a search was made!
Five minutes would be enough for
Nutty, and the thing would be done!
And on the morrow—

It seemed that there could be no hitch
this time—no possible failure of the
dastardly scheme. The first blow had
missed the mark—the second could not

ssibly miss. On the morrow Mr.
%?zelch would belicve that his trust in
the “boy witk a past” had been mis.
laced—Jim Valentine would be driven
rom his only refuge, back into the
hands of the gang! Dick the Penman
would once more be at the orders of
Nosey Clark!

Silently, swiftly, the cracksman trod
up the dark stairs. He reached the
dormitory landing and flashed on his
light for a moment, to pick out the
passage he wanted.

the Remove

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Luck at Last!

ORACE COKER drew a decp
H breath.
His heart beat a little faster.
Standing leaning back
against the landing banisters, Coker of
the Fifth was very near falling aslecp.

Ho had indeed nodded off once or
twice, only to awaken again with a
determined vigilance.

Coker was a sticker.

He knew that he was right! Coker
always knew that he was right, howso-
ever doubiful other fellows might bhe
about that.

More than a week ago, going to the
Remove dorm to whop that cheeky tick




£VERY SATURDAY

Suddenly something hard

Valentine, he had been foored by a
mysterious somebody who was in the
dormitory rooting ahout.

Coker had tahen him for a burglar.
The House had been roused. - Nobody
believed in Coker’s burglarl  FProut
had given him a whole book of the
Aneid to write gut as a penalty, But
Coker, at lcast, knew that there had
been a mysterious somebody on the spot
if nobady else did. For days afterwards
Coker had scanned and examincd
windows, scarching for proof that some-
body had entered the House at night-—
just to show Prout and the fellows that

e was in the right. Bup he had not
found any proof—not sn atom!

Then came the affair of Lord Maul-
evercr’s notecase. Coker had heard of
that becauso the fat and fatuous Bunter
had suspected him of “ pinching ¥ it.
Coker, of course, knew that he hadn’t |
But somebody had.

Coker's powerful brain had worked
hard on this subjeet, He was driven
to the concivsion that i1t was not a
burglar but a sncaking pincher of some
gort that he had to deal with.

As the only fellow who knew what was
going on, Coker felt it his duty to take
the matter in h: nd. Moreover, he was
very keen to prove that there had been
somebody about that night when he had
raised an alarm, and to prove that he
was necl, a: all Greyfriars supposed,
merely a doddering idiot

Hence his nocturnal vigils, which had
had no result so far but to make him
deadly sleepy in the daytimo, placing
him at the merey of a young raseal with
a can of paint, and getting him into
rows with Prout!

But last night he had had convine-
ing proof. Happily unaware that it waa
Smithy who had thumped bim over cn

and heavy descen

tho landing, Coker had no doubt that
ho had had his hands actually on the
lurking, sneaking, marauding pincher
who rooted about the House at night.

Now he was on the watch again.

lle was f{frightfnlly sleepy, and he
reflceted bitterly that had Dotter and
Greene been the pals that sich a fellow
as he deserved to have, one of them
would have relieved hun on tho watch.

But they had let bim down. They
were fast asleep in the Fifth Form
dormitory, while Coker was struggling
against drowsiness on the dark landing.,
Never had Coker found Morphens so
hard to keep at bay. His eyelids seemed
like lead. The heroes of his favourite
yellow-backed novels suoozed by day
when they watched by night. Dut Coker,
watching by night, was unable to snooze
by day, except with very uncomfortable
results, It was hard lines, Lut Coker,
as aforesaid, was a sticker—and hé
stuck to it. Cokor was going to prove
that ha was right, f he stayed up every
night that term and snored like a
grampus in the Form-room.

He was glad now of his sticking
powers! Bleepiness vanished on the spot
s ho gaw a sudden gleam of light in
the dense darkness on the great landing.

Hea heard nothing, but he saw the
gleam of the flashlight as it was turnecd
on, and that was enoungh for Coker.

Somebody was there!

Whero that somebody had come from
Coker did not knew—he had heard no
sound. But whoever it was, and
wheraver ho had coma from, he was
crecping about in the dark at one in the
morning—and ho flashed on his light
for a sccond as he stepped  silently
across the wide landing.

Coker breathed hard and deep.

The light gleamed only for a second,

ded on Mr. Grimes’ head, and he rolled heiplessly from his prisoner.
hands fastened in the ** darbies,” Nuity Nixon was helped over the wall by his confederate !
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With his

but it was encugh, It showed him where
the unseen, mysterious lurker was,

Coker, invisible m the darkness,
stepped. swiftly away {romn the ban-
isters, in the dircction of the unseen
one.

The previgus might Colker had secized
an unscen figure—that of the Bounder,
if he had only known it—and bad been
rewarded with a thump in the region
which he described as the * bread
Lasket,” which had domped him down
and left him guessing.

That wus not going to happen again.

This time Coker was goiug to take
first knock !

With that grun intention fixed in his
mind, and with his leg-of-mutton fist
clenched hard, Horace Coker stepped
across the pata of the unsecn individual
who nad tlashed a light.

tle heard a swift breath in the dark-
nesi—tho unseen one had heard him, e
had a glimpse of a shadowy form, of
a startled, pasty face that glimmered
rouid at him.  Then Coker's leg-of-
niutton fist crashed—before Nutly Nixon
kuew what was happening.

Crashl

Nutty Nixon was a wary bird,
seldom taken by surprise. But he was
taken utterly by surprise this time, The
warlest eracksm:en could hardly have
snspectad that there was a fellow hang-
ing about a landing in the darvk at
one in the morning. Nutty bad never
dreamed of such a possibility,

Wlhat scemed 1o &illty jike the hind
hoof of a mule landed in his face as if
driven thero by a mwle of great
strength and encroy.

Nutty went over backwards, as if he
bl been shot,

Bump !
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He landed on his Liack, with a bump
that rang through the silent House.

He sprawled, dazed and dizzy.

His {lashlight dropped from one hand,
the {wo little rolls of currency-notes
shot from the other. Nutty sprawled on
his back and stuttered.

“Got you!” gasped Coker.

And he hurled himself on the sprawl-
ing Nutly, planted a knee on his chest,
and grasped him with both sinewy
hands,

For a moment or two Nutty lay dazed
and at his merey. N

Coker’s heavy knce ground into his
stomacl;, Coker’s hands grasped his
collar!  Coker had him1

“Got you, you pinching rotier
panted Coker. “You won't get away
this time| Who are you—what? Own
up—I've got youl”

Nutty Nizon panted. .

There was a sound of an opening
door. A voice called from somwhare.
Nutty’s crash on the landing had
awakened & good many sleepers.

“What is that noise 7" called the voice
of Mr. Quelch. * What—"

“Upon my word !” came the boom of
Mr. Prout. “Upon my word! What
is_this disturbance? What—7"

Nutty gathered his half-seattered
senses. A few moments more and therc
would be a crowd on the spot.

He twisted like an eel in Coker’s
grasp, and, with a strength that Coker
hardly expected in his prisoner, hurled
him over sideways.

Coker rolled off, but he still grasped
Nutty and shouted :

“This way! I've got him!
way 1”

Nutty Nixon tore away like a wild
cat. Coker pave a howl as a fist jolted
on his jaw. The next moment Nutty
was free, and he was leaping for tho
stairz, Ile descended the staircase in
a series of desperate bounds, and was
gone, In a few seconds his fleeing foot-
steps died away. Coker was left sittin
on the landing, holding his jaw with
both hands. ﬁt felt damaged.

Lights flashed on.

Mr. Quelch was the first to reach the
spot and switch on the landing light.
He saw nothing of Nutty—Nutty had

1
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vanished. Ilc saw Coker! He glared

at Coker! Mr. Prout, in a flowing
dressing-gown, came puffing on the
ECCIIE.

Mr. Capper and Mr, Twigg wers
coming, and the yoice of Monsicur
Charpentier was heard in a startled
squealk :

“Vat zen? Je demande, vat is all
zat? Mon Dieu! Vat—vat—vat—""

“Coker I’ gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Coker 1" gurgled Mr, Prout.

“Coker {” exclaimed Messrs. Capper
and Twigg together.

“ Cokair |” ejaculated
Charpentier. “Zat Cokair!”

Horace staggered up. He was still
holding his jaw. He blinked dizzily in
the light, and gasped for breath.

“I—I had him, sir—he’s gone, but—
I had him—*

“Coker!" roared Prout. “You—you
have ventured to break dormitory
bounds again—you have once more
alarmed the House in the middle of the

Monsieur

night—you—you young raseall Yeu
—you young scoundrei! Upon my
word [*

Mr. Prout, in towering wrath,

%raaped that hopeful member of his
form by the collar and shook him.
Coker spluttered.
“I—I—I say, sit—"" he gasped.
“Oogh! I say— Wooogh—"'
Shake, ghake, shake!
“Ow! Leggo! 1 say—7"
8hake, shake, shakel
Half-dressed fellows, crowding along
on all sides, arrived on the scene and
stared at the sight of Coker of the Fifth,
wriggling and squirming in the grasp
of his Form master, the enraged Prout
shaking him till he shook like & jelly

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Thief in the Night !

" BAY, yon fellows! Lock the
door!” howled Billy Bunter.
Every fellow in the Remove
dormitory was awake, Most of
them were jumping out of bed.

That alarm in the night had reached
most ears at Greyfriars. What it
meant the juniors did not know; but
they wante(f to know. Harry Wharton
& Co. were the first out of bed, and
the captain of the Remove dragged the
dormitory door wide open.

Billy Bunter squealed; but nobody
heeded Bunter If there were burglars
in the House Bunter preferred the door
locked; but most of the fellows pre-
ferred to see what was up.

“Sounds like Coker!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“The Cokerfulness is terrific!l”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram S8ingh.

“That silly fathead up to something

again |” growled Johnny Bull. “Let's
go and see, anyhow.”

“Come on!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

The TFamous TFive ran down the
passage to the landing et the end, with
a dozen other fellows after them,

Other dormitories were turning out.
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth,
were coming. Hobson and his friends
of the Bhell were speeding up. A dozen
of the Fifth were on the scene—and the
voices of some of the 8ixth could be
heard—a lot of them wers coming,

Coker, whatever he had been up to,
was going to get a good audience.

What Coker was up to at the present
moment was a wriggling act, in the
grasp of Prout,

He wriggled' and squirmed and
gasped and gurgled, as the exasperated
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master of the Fifth shook and shook
end shook.

“Imbecile I’ hooted Prout, red with
wrath. “This is the second time Jou
have alarmed the House in the dead of
night—"*

“Urrrrrgh | Leggol L spay—
Wurrggh——*"
“Bcandalons!”  said  Mr.  Quelch

bitterly. “I fear that this boy in your
Form, Prout, is scarcely in his right

gensea.”
“Beandalous, indeed!” said Mr,
Capper,  “At this hour of the
night—"

Shocking 1” said Mr, Twigg.
“C’est affreux,” declared Monsieur
Charpentier. “Jo dorme—I sleep vis
myself—zen of a sudden I am avake—
I zink it is le feu—=za+ ze house is on a
fire—and it is seulement zat Cokair1”

“What on earth’s happened?”
exclaimed Wingate of the Sixth, coming
breathlessly up the stairs from the
Sixth Fotm passage below. ™ Somebody
was running in the dark downstairs~—"

"' Nothing has happened, Wingate,”
said Mr. Quelch acidly. “Only this
unruly boy, Coker, has again created
a disturbance——"

“Y think I heard somecbody down-
stairs, sir,” said Wingate. “There was
a crash, and it woke me up, and I
opened my study door—and I heard
somebody running in the dark—I think
from the staircase—-"

“Is it ssible that
ejaculated Mr. Capper,

“Groo-hooch! Leggo!
speak | gurgled Coker.

He jerked his neck away from Prout
at last. Prout eyed him almost wolf-
ishly, and Coker dodged round
Wingate,

“Lemme speak |” he gasped. ‘‘There
was somebody here——"’

“Nonsense ' boomed Prout.

“I collared him—

“Rubbish 1

“I—I tell you, sir—"

“What were you doing out of your
dormitory at this hour of the night, you
unruly, obstreperous boy?” thundered
Prout.

“Owl

someone—"

Let a fellow

I was keeping walch—
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“Keeping watch | Goodness gracious:
The boy is mad I”

“I’ve been keepin,
and nights[* howle C
believed there was a man rooting in the
Remove dormitory that night 1
copped him there, and I was jolly well
going to prove it, see?” %

“‘fhis %oy is mentally deficient 1"
said Prout, *Mentally deficient '’

“I jolly nearly had him last night[*
yelled Coker. “I got him, but he
thumped me over on this landing—"

“ Ogegad 1" gasped Herbert Vernon-
Bmith,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelied the Removites.

They knew now that it was not a pre-
fect that Smithy had run into the night
before.

“And T kept watch again, and got
him this time !” gasped Coker. “I hit
him in the dial—I mean, in the chivvy
—that is, the face! Got him fair and
square, and he w:mt down wallop! But

watch for nights
Coker. “Nobody

E)

he got away——

“He would !” murmured Potter of the
Fifth.

“They always get away from Coker !”
gighed Greene, )

“Does the potty ass really believe
there was somebody?”’ asked Blundell
of the Fifth, in wonder.

“He had a torch!” gasped Coker.
“I believe he dropped it! Look for it
—you’ll jolly soon see—"

% Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's this?”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

He picked up a small electric torch,
which he had nearly trodden on.

He held it up for inspeetion.

“That's it1” exelaimed Coker
trinmphantly. *That must be it! And
Wingate says he heard somebody ! The
pincher’s run downstairs—"

“ Nonsense ¥ boomed Prout.

" Look here ! shouted Jimn Valentine.

He pointed to a small object on the
floor. Every eye was turned on it. It
was a roll of currcney notes, fastened in
an elastic band.

“Bless my soul!” said Mre. Queleh.

Valentine picked up the notes and
handed them to the . Remove master.
Mr., Quelch stared at them blankly.

“Do these currency notes helong to
you, Coker?'” he asked.

“Ih? No—not mine!”

“ Bomeone must have dropped them
here,” said Mr. Quelch, “TIs—is it
possibloe that—that there was some-
on&__!’

““Nonsenge | boomed Prout.

“Hallo! Look herel” yelled Ogilvy
of the Remove,

All the fellows were looking about
them now, and the Scottish junior
spotted another little bundle of notes.
He handed them to his Form master.

“This is eoxtraordinary |” said Mr.
Queleh.  “ Tt certainly loocks—" He
counted the notes in the two little
bundles. “It is very odd—I have two
such rolls of notes locked in the desk
in my study—ten pound notes and
twenty ten-shilling notes—precisely this
number | Is it possible—"

“Coker I” boomed Prout. “Have you
been playing pranks in Mr. Quelch’s
study 1’

Coker jumped,

“I?’ he gasped.

“¥es, youl” roared Prout. “Nobody
has been out of bed, but you, Coker, and
if these notes have been taken from
Mr. Quelch’s study——>

“Oh crikeyl I hoven't been down-
stairs at all|” shrieked Coker. “I've
been keeping watch oo this landing all
the time—"

“1 am sure that I heard
downstairs, sir,® aad
“Hadn’t we better look 7"

someone
Wingate.

“Certainly,” gaid Mr. Quelch.

Lights had been turned on below,
AJl the Sixth wers up now as well as
most of the other Forms. The House
was in a buzz, The discovery of the
notes on the landing gavs a very dif-
ferent turn to the affair Obviously,
someone had droppea them there—and
that someone must have had them in his
hand. He could scarcely have dropped
them otherwise. It was hardly possible
to doubt that a “pinche - " of some sort
had beer on the scene.

uite an army marched down alter
Mr. Quelch, Even Prout was a litile
impressed now, and wondered whether
he had been a little too previous, so
to speak, in shaking that hopeful
member of his Form.

Mr. Quelch entered his study and
flashed on the light. Wingate and
Gwynne, Sykes and Loder and Walker,
and some more of the Sixth, proce_edeti
in other dircctions, turning on the lights
as they went. Wingate was assured that
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like E. Riederer, of 145, Gilmore
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has sent in the following winning [}
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Customer : * Waiter, there's a
hair in my honey."’

Waiter : “ Sorry, sir.
it must have come off the comb | ¥

Er—er—

he Liad heard someone running from the
stairs in the dark, and the prefects were
hunting {or that someone. Mr. Quelch
uttered a sharp, startled ¢xclamatien as
his eyes fell on his desk.

Two of ihe drawers were open, which
he had left locked, DBoth of them had
been roughly foreed. One, which had
conlained meney, contained no money
now. There was no doubt that the
currency notes picked up on ihe landing
had been taken from Mr. Quelch’s siudy,

“Good  heavens!”  breathed M.
Queleh aghast.
A—a—u  thelt!” babbled Poout,

“(roodnesy gracious!  Your desk has
leen foreed, Quelch—there has heen a
rebbery—Dbless my soul !

“Mon Dieu! Un voleur——
claimed BMonsieur Charpentier.

“A thicf hes been here!” exeluimned
3r. Capper.

Mr., Quelch collected himself.

“A thief has been lhers,” he said.
“These notes were undonbtedly taken
from my desk, which has been foreed.
Someone has enfered——"

He looked at the window.

By

It was

2

fastened on the inside. Search wag
going on all over the House now; but,
so far, no 31%111 of an intruder had been
discovered. r Quelch’s face set hard.
A sudden silence fell on the crowd in
the study and the doorway. Whoever
had taken those notes from Mr. Quelch’s
desk had gone upstairs with the loot in
his hand—in the direction of the junior
dormitories. That did not lock as if
anyone had entered from outside. I
locked—

Everyone knew what it looked like,
Mr, Quelch’s eyes turned on the crowd
of Remove fellows in the passage—and
hn[irered on the handsome face of Jim
Valentine. It was only for a second;
but Valentine caught his look; and his
face paled, and a chill came to his
heart,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Grip of the Law !

ENRY GRIMES, police-inspec
tor of Courtfield, shut his teeth
hard, and his eyes glinted
under his bushy brows.

He stared towards a window in the
dark mass of the buildings of Grey-
friars, which had suddenly burst into
light.

It was the big windew of an upstairs
landing.

It was past one in the morning; and
the school had been dark and silent,
buried in slumber, But the sudden
illumination of that big window showed
that the school wus awake now; thas
there was an alarm in the night.

Mr. Grimes drew a quick breath.

Noser Clark, waiting wnder the dark
elrs for his companion in crime to re-
join him, had thought it likely enough
that the keen officer from Courtficld was
at hand! Tt was a week or more since
he had discovered that Mr. Grimes was
keeping Greyfriars under observation.
But he did nol suspect how neay at hand
Mr, Grimes actually was,

Inspector Grimes, ot that moment,
was not more than a score of yards from
the man with tho vulture’s beak, whe
waited in the davkness under the elma.

Not that Mr. Grimes was thinking of
Moty Ulark or his gang. It was Jim
Yalentine that was 1 his thonghis,

Ever since hie had seen Jim at Greye-
friars, the inspeetor’s suspicions had
been concentraled on the boy who had
once been the associate of crooks, He
was convinced that WValentine, if he
liked, could have given him the clue to
the gang of thieves and forgers, of which
ile mysterious 1ick the Penman was
a member—though assuredly it had mot
crossed his mnind, as yet, that Valentine
himself was tho unknown and elusive
“* Penman.”

Beveral “eoribs ® had been “cracked ”
in the vicinity of Greyfriars School since
Valentine had been there. In the at-
terapted burglury at Higheliffe a boy
had been concerned; a boy who had
very nearly becn cuptured by the porter.
Alr, Grimes drew his own conclusions
from that.

Mr. Grimes was now in possession of
a key to master’s gate at Greylriars.
In view of the recent robberies im the
vieinity, Dr. Locke had been very glad
to acecds to the inepector’s request, that
fie should have fucilities for keeping an
eve on the schoal,  1Te did not gucss that
it was a boy in ihe school on whom Mr.
Grimes desired to keep his ove! That
little  circumstanee  Mr, Grimes was
keeping  carefully {o himself for the
prezent

Mr. Grimes was a solid, stolid, patient
mun. lle was prepared to devote a
great deal of time and paticnee to the
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task he had set himsclf. .
had no luck; if the boy Valentine was
in communication with his old associates,
by day or by night, Mr. €irimes had not
yet spotted him. WNeither had thera
been—so Mr, Grimes more than hali-
expected—any robbery at Greyfriars it-
self. But his patience looked like being
rewarded at last. An alarm in the
sleeping House in the middle of the
night was more than enough to put the
inspector on the alert.

Mr. Grimes bad been leaning medi-
tatively on a stone buttress, chewing an
unlighted cigar, his eyes on the dark
building, when the landing window sud-
denly flashed into light. In & moment
the piump police-inspector fAashed into
activity.

Quictly, burly man as he was, Mr.
Grimes ran for the House, There was
a glimmer of wintry starlight in the
quadrangle; and from the cover of the
dark elms Nosey Clark spotted tho burly
figure as it ran, and he stared after it
in_surprise and terror.

Nosey’s feelings were unenviable at
that moment,

Bomething, evidently, had gone
wrong. Nutty Nixon should bhave
carried out his task in silenco and left
the sleeping House without leaving a
eign that he had entered or left. In-
stead of which, lights were flashing in
the windows, and even at the distance
8 hum of excited voices was audible.
The whole place was in alarm—window
after window flashed into light. Nutty
had bungled again, it seemed; and the
vulture-nosed crook ground hLis teeth
with rage, The watching police officer
was on the spot—right on the spot—and
where was Nutty ?

Where Nutty was Mr. Grimes dis-
covered sooner than Nosey Clark did.
Mr. Grimes was Lalf-way to the House
when a dark figure came running from
the shadows, heading for the elmns where
Clark waited.

Nutty bhad lost no time. He had
escaped by a downstairs door, locking it
after him with a skeloton-key, He tan
ewiltly to rejoin his confederate; leav-
ing danger behind him, and never
dreaming that there was another danger
in front of him,

But therte was—in the shape of In-
spector Henry Grimes of Courtfield.

As he spotted the running figure Mr.
Grimes changed his direction and headed
for it. Obviously, it was Mr. Grimes’
business to collar that fugitive—whao was
running from a house alarmed in the
dead of night.

Nutty saw_him as he eame—a glimpse
in dim starlight. He did not attempt
to dodge—he came straight on. Nutty
supposed that it was his confederate
coming to meet him, and he did not
discover his mistake in time.

“Nosey,” lie panted. “We—— Oh I
He broke off with a startled gasp, as the
inspector closed in on him and grasped
him.

The next moment the cracksman was

struggling madly.
. He went down with a crash in the
nspector’s grasp. Mr. Grimes was over
.}mrt], with o knee on him, grasping him
ast,

Had Nutty been alone that night, he
would have passed the remainder of it
in a_cell in Courtfield Police Station.
But Nosey Clark's eyes were on the in-
spector, and he was already running to
the aid of his comrade.

Click !

Nutty gave a panting, savage cry as
the handeuffs clicked fast on his wrists,
dragged together by the iron grasp of
the police-inspector.

The next moment, something hard and
heavy descended on Mr. Grimes’ head,
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So far ko had

and he rolled Lelplessly Irom this
prisoner,

Clark dragged Nutty to his feet.
“Quick 1" hie panted.

“The darbies ** hissed Nutty, hold-

ing ap his handcuffed hands. “He got
the darbies on me—"
“Quick, you fool—there may be

2

others——’

Nosey Clark dragged the cracksman
away by the arm.

Inspector Grimes lay where he had
fallen under that stunming blow. TFor
full. five minutes he lay, stunned and
sonseless. ‘Those minutes were more
than enough for the alarmed crooks.
With his  hands fastened in the
“darbies,” Nutty Nixon was helped
over the wall by his companion; and they
fled into the night. Not a word was
spoken till they reached the darkened
car that waited for them in a shadow
lane at a distance from the school, wit}z
Barney at the wheel; and the car was
racing away by the time Inspector
Grimes sat up and put his hand dizzily
to his aching head.

Mr. Grimes staggered to hiz feet,

His prisoner was gone—and the man
who had helped him was gone. There
had been two of them, and Mr. Grimes
had had the worst of it. But his dizzy
brain retained the memory of the name
the crook had uttered, “ Nosey.” Nosey
Clark had been there—Nosey Clark, the
crook from whom Jim Valentine had
fled—or pretended that he had fled!
It was the suspected boy's old associates
who had been at the school that night !

Mr. Grimes caressed his aching lLiead
ruefully. He moved dizzily towards the
House. His head ached terribly, and a
streak of red ran down under his
grizziod hair. Dut duty came frst, with
Mr. Grimes; what he wantod now was
a telephone to put the police on the
track of a raan who wus flecing in the
night with handeuffed hands.

Knock! Knock! Knock!
er. Grimes banged loudly at the
rer,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Puzzling Problem !

ALLO, halle, hallo!”
lated Bob Cherry.
“ What the thump—>
Knock! Knockl Knoclk!
came ringing through the House.

It startled the crowd of Greyfriars
fellows, gathered in Masters' Passage
and on the stairs.  All the school was up
now; even the fags of the Third and
Second had turned out in an excited

ejacu-

crowd. Hardly a fellow remained in
hed—except Billy Bunter, who had
ducked under hLis bedelothes in the

Remove donmitory, and was palpitating
there in a state of shivering funk.
Knock! Knock!
“What—who—"
Quelch.
“Somcone i3 knocking at the door |”
cjaculated Mr., Prout—a remark that
was really superfluous. “Someone—"

exclaimed  Mr.

Knock! Bang!
Mr. Quelch hurried out of his study.
That sudden summons at the door

astonnded him, but he hurried to sce
who it was. A crowd followed him, in
wonder. The door was opened, and
there was a buzz of surprise at tho aighl.
of Inspector Grimes of Courtfield, with
a face like chalk, and a streak of
crimson on it.

“Grimey " gasped Bob Cherry,

“The Grimcfulness it terrifie!” ejacu-
lated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What the thump——"

“It’s old Grimes—"'

¥ Hao looks damaged—2

THE MAGNET

" SBilence !” boomed Prout. * Silence 1*

“Mr. Grimes 1” exclaimed the Removs
master, as the burly officer strode in.
“ What—-="

“There has been s burglary here?”
rapped Mr. Grimes curtly.

“Thero has been a theft, certainly—
but what " stuttered the amazed Mr,
uelch. “Have you been hurt, sir?”
“Has anyone been seen—or caught ??

rapped Mr. Grimes.

“No! It does not appear that anyons
has entered——"

“Certainly someone has entered, sir,
as I caught hiin in the act of escaping 1”
rapped Mr. Grimes. “He had a con-
federate at hand who struck me down 1™

“Bless my soul |”

“ Then—then—then it was a burglar 1”7
gasped Coker of the Fifth., “ It—it—it
was & burglar, after all—"

“Y had the man handecuffed, sir, and
he has escaped with Lis accomplice, with
the handeuffs on,” said Mr. Grimes.
“Please let me use your telephone at
onoe.™

“Come this way, sirl”

With a splitting head, but a steady
voice. Mr. Grimes rang up Courtfield
police station, and talked over the
phone.

Meanwhile, the crowd of startled
fellows fairly buzzed. Mr. Grimes’ state-
ment had pur the id on, so to speak.

“There was a jolly old burglar,
then!” gasped Bob Cherry. “It wasn’t
a pincher—it was a jolly old burglar!
Faney Coker scrapping with a burglar!”

“Must _have been if Grimey collared
Lim !’ said IHarry Wharton. “ Wingate
was right—he did hear somebody——*

“But what was Grimey doing here?”
asked Vernon-Smith. “ How did Grimey
come {o be on the spot?”

“(oodness knows 1”7 said Bob.

Wharton and Nugent could have
answered the Bounder's question—and
Jim Valentine could have answered it.
They were well aware that the Courtfield
inspector was keeping an cye on the
bey with a past,

Valentine had a rather grim smile on
his face.

It was on his account that Mr. Cirimes
had been there—he had no doubt of
that. But nothing could have heen
more fortunate. To all appearance, the
theft in the Remove master’s study had
bren committed by somecone inside the
IIouse, and there was one lead upon
which suspicion was certain to fall, in
that_case. Now it was proved, beyond
possible doubt that there had been an
intruder from outside the House,

Valentine had never supposed that he

would have reason to bg glad that the

siispicious inspeetor was keeping an eye
on him! But he was glad now |

“They'll get the man ! said Nugent.
“Grimey says he had the handeuffs on
him-—they’ll get him all right!”

“Boys ™ boomed Prout. “Go back
to your dormitories—go back at oncel
You juniors should not have left your
beds.”

It was not easy to shepherd the ex-
cited erowd of fellows buack to their
dormitories.

But masters and prefects drove them
away, while Mr. Grimes was busy with
tlie Remove master’s telephone.

Only Coker of the Fifth was allowed
to remain up. Coker of the TFifth, as
the man who had handled the burglar,
was wanted. Coker of the TFifth was
swelling with importance to such an
extent that he really seemed in danger
of sharing the fate of the frog in the
fable, and hursting with it. Coker
could not help thinking that he was the
goods. Like the gentﬁ::mnn in Horace,
Coker felt like striking the stars with
his sublime Lead !
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¢ I think Coker’s mad——'" Billy Bunter broke off suddently, as a grasp of iron was laid on the back of his fat neck. Spinning
round, the fat junior blinked at Coker’s wrathy face through his big spectacles in horror. *‘Ow ! Leggo !’ he gasped.
“1—I don’t really think you’re cracked ! Besides, you can’t help being cracked, old chap—yaroooop ! ”

“T1 fancy,’”” he said to Potter and
Greene, “that the fellows will own up
now that I was right! What?”

“ Beats me hollow!” said Potter. He
seemed quite overcome by the idea that
Coker could have been right! It didn’t
seem in the nature of things, somehow !

“Thoe fcllows laughed,” said Coker
sternly, “when I toﬁi them about that
burglar last week! Did they, or didn’t
they **

“They did!”’ agreed Potter.

“ Laughed 1” said Coker. “ Well, there
was a burglar! I knew it! And Fve
kept wateh for him! Kept watch and
grabbed him in the act! If you fellows
had backed me up instead of letting me
down, we should have got him! I hope
you’re jolly well ashamed of yourselves.”

“Wci!, 1t ain’'t our business to sit up
for burglars, old bean,” said Potter.
“Can’t go to sleep in the Form-room
like you do.”

“I kept watch!” said Coker. *Like
joily old Hamlet, alone I did it!”

“Was it Hamlet 7"’ asked Greene, “I
thought it was jolly old Coriolanus.”

“You don't know much about Shake-
spcare, Greene, Tt was Hamlet—or else
Julius Cmesar—I forget which!” said
Coker calmly. “Well, alone I did it—
like Hamlet—or—or—Julius Casar ™

“Make it Coriolanus!” urged Potter.

Coker of the Fifth refused to make
it Coriolanus !

“Like Hamlet, alone I did it!” he
persisted.  “ You fellows ought to have
backed me up! I told you 1 knew there
was a burglar—it was simply a maiter
of watching for him, and nabbing him!”

“You said a pincher,” hinted Greene.
“Last week 1t was a burglar, but this
week it was just a pincher! Don’t you
remember 7"’

“Don’t talk utter rot, Greene! Ii's
like you to belittle a fellow who's done

a rather big thing, while you were
snoring ! said Coker bitterly.

“QOh, my hat !” said Potier and Greene
together, and they went off to their
dormitory, leaving Horace Coker
snorting with scorn.

It was true that Coker had modified
his theory, as he termed it; and on
second thoughts had changed his burglar
into a prowling pincher. But now that
it had turned out to be a burglar after
all, Coker preferred to forget that little
circumstance.

He dismissed the pincher, and jumped
back, as it were, to his burglar—his
original theory. The chief thing to be
proved was that Coker had been right
all along! Nothing clse mattered, in
comparison with that; and that Coker
had accomplished, to his own satis-
faction at lcast. :

Coker felt as if he was walking on
air when he wag called into Mr. Queleh’s
study to sce the inspector. Having
finished telephoning, Mr. Grimes had
examined the broken desk, and heard
what Mr. Queleh had to tell him of the
night’s startling happenings. Inspector
Grimes made few comments, but he was
a much puzzled man. Ho fixed a keen
eye on Coker when that yvouth presented
himself, and emitted a elight grunt,
which perhaps expressed his opinion of
the amount of intelligence he read in
Horace's rugged countenance.

“Yau wili; tell Inzpectar  Grimes
exactly what occurred, Coker,” said Mr.
Qualch.

“(Certainly, sir,” said Coker breezily.
“1 had formied a theory-—"

“Keep lo the point!’ snapped Mr.
Queleh, wha had no use whalever for
the “Cluc of the Crocked Corkscrew ?
at second-hand.

“Eh? That is the point, sir!” ex-
plained Coker, *“Last week, s=ir, I

copped a burglar in the Remove dorm-
itory. The fellows lavghed! Just
sniggered! Well, I formed a theory that
the villain would be at it againl I
kept watch! I bagged him! If he
hadn't jerked me a jolt to the jaw I
should have had him

‘“You have been keeping watch ab
night¥”" asked Mr, Grimes, opening hia
eyes rather wide.

“Night after night!” said Coker.
“It’s wade me jolly sleepy in the day-
time, but I stuck it, sir! And to-night
I got him! Having formed the theory,

I—

Mr. Grimes did not seem to want to
hecar about Coker’s theorics. He rapped
out a serics of sharp questions, and rath-
lessly kept Coker to the point. Having
disentangled the facts—which was not
an casy task in dealing with Coker,
who was discursive—Mr. Grimes ab-
ruptly dismissed him. He was left with
the impression that Coker of the Fifth
was a fool! Coker went away with the
same impression of Mr., Grimes.

It was a much perplexed police-
imspector who left Greyfriars School at
last. Everything that had happencd in
the llouse pointed to the existence of
a “pincher * in the school itself; and if
it had been left at that, Mr. Grimes
would have had no doubt of the
pincher's identity. But Mr. Grimes him-
self had furnished indubitable evidence
that it was not a pincher in the school,
but a thief from outside who had done
the triek! Yet, why a cracksinan should
take the trouble to break open a
master’s desk for o few pounds instead
of making for the Head’s safe where
there was ample plunder, was a mystery
—and why he should take his loot up-
stuirs in his hand, in the direction of
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the junior dormitories,
deeper mystery.

It looked like the work of a thief in
the school—in a word, like the work of
the boy whom Mr. Grimes suspected.
Yet Mr. Grimes’ own hands had fallen
on the thief as he escaped from the
House !

What did Valentine know of it? Did
he know anything of it? The thieves
who had been at Greyfriars that night
were his old associates. That was
certain.
it; and, if so, how? Mr, Grimes was
quite ot a loss, and that puzzling
mystery scemed likely to give him more
headaches than the blow he had received
from Nosey Clark.

was a still

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER !
No Backers !

HAT wild mght's happenings
were, of course, the oune topic at
Greyfriars next day. At tea-
time the Famous Five gathered

in Study No. 1, and they were discussing
the strange affair when a [at face anc
a large pair of spectacles glimmered in
at the door

“I say, you fellows——"

“How did Bunter know we had a
coke?” asked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, really, Nugent! I never knew
you had a ecake! If you think I saw
Wharton unwrapping it, it only shows
that you've got a rotten, suspicious
mind {” said Billy Bunter warmly. “T
didn’t come here for the cake. Still 1’1l
samplo it, if you don't mind.”

Bunter sampled it. He tock quile o
large sample!

“1 say, you fellows,” went on Dunter,
with his mouth full, “thev're having a
fearful row in Coker’s study.”

“Poor old Coker 1" chuckled Bob.

*1 wasn't listening at the door, you
know,” explained Bunter. T happened
to stop to tie my shoelace, and I, heard

Coker say—— This is a jolly good
gake! T'll have a bit more.”

“¥You heard Coker say that?” asked
Harry Wharton.

“Eh? Nunno! 1 said that. I heard
Coker say——  You might give a fellow
a cup of tea along with his cake.”

. *Did he say that to IL'otter or
Greene #”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“YI'm saying that to you, you ass!
Coker said he wanted them to back
him up to-night, and they called him a

gilly nss and he chucked a dic at
thern, and they had to hold him
down—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled tho juniors,
“He's going 1t again to-night!”
chortled Bunter. “Some fcllows are
never sabisfied. I hear that Prout's

threatened to whop him if he leaves his
dorm again at night for any reason
whatever. Prout don’t want any
burglar-hunters in his Form !”

Bunter gobbled cake, Tlere was a
heavy footstep in the Remove passage—
too heavy for a Removite. Dunter,
gobbling cake, did not notice it.

“I say, you fellows, that silly ass
Coker ought to be muzzled, or some-
thing,” said Bunter. “They ought to
chain him up at might, or eamething.
Mooching about the House, you know,
startling fellows in the middle of the
night. And from what he said to Potter
and Greene, he's keeping it up. Likes
it, you know. Jevver hear or dream of
such a silly idiot as Coker?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors as
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Put was the boy concerned in

a burly figure appeared in the doorway
of Study No. 1. That beavy footstep
had been Coker’s.

Coker glared at the back of Bunter’s
head. Bunter, having no eyes in the
back of his head, did not see 601501‘. He
rattled on cheerily.

“The fact is, I believe Coker’s rather
mad. A chap couldn't really be such
a fool as Coleer without being a bit
eracked, in my opinion. What do you
fellows think 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fellows,
much entertained by the expression on
Horuce Coker's speaking countenance
and by Bunter's happy unconsciousness
ll:;f the fact that Horace was just behind

im.

“Coker’s relations ought to look after
him, you know,” said Bunter. “ A school
like this ain't really the place for a
chap like Coker. A home for idiots—
Yurooooooh [

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly as a
grasp of iron was laid on the back of
his fat neck.

Spinning round in that iron grasp,
Billy Bunter blinked at Coker’s wrathy
face through his big spectacles in horror.

“Ow (” he gasped. “Ow! Ow-wow!
Leggo! I—I say, Cokor, I—I wasn't
saying you were cracked, vou know., ]
—I don’t really think you're eracked.
Desides, you can't help being cracked,
old chap—— Yaroooooop [

Bump !

Coker's powerful arm swung Bunter
through the doorway. He landed in the
passage outside, with a concussion that
almost rocked the passage.

“Whooop !” roared Bunter.

Coker sfammed the door after him.
Buunter roared in the passage, unltf::_-dgd.
The Famous Five and Jim Valeutine
eyed Coker warily. TIf Coker had
arrived to ask for trouble, the chums
of the Remove were ready to give him
all the trouble he wanted, and a little
over,

But Coker, it appeared, had not come
for trouble. He was wrathy; but his

wrath was not directed against tho
heroes of the Remove,
“Want anything, Coker?” asked

TI'rank Nugent politely.

“I've come here—" said Coker.

“We'd noticed that 1" assented Harry
Wharton mildly,

Coker breathed hard.

Obviously, he was tempted to rush on
these cheeky juniors and smite them hip
and thigh. With wonderful self-restraint

he refrained from doing so. Nobly re-
sisting that temptation, Coker pro-
ceeded :

“I've come here to talk about my
plans! I've been let down in my own
study! FEven after what happened last
night—proving that I was right all
along--Potter and Greene refuse to back
me up. They're prepared to snore in
the dorm while the school 1s robbed
right and left. I'm net!”

‘“You're prepared to snore in your
study while some persen or persons iin-
known paint your chivvy?" asked Lob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

Again Coker was tempted to smile.
Again he resisted t.h‘o temptation,

“Shut up and listen to me!” said
Coker. “I've got to be backed up! I'm
lat down in my own study and my own
Form! Dut a fellow can't stay awake
night after night—I was half asleep last
night when the burglar came. Might
have missed him altogether, you know,
if I'd nodded right off. Well, I'm kcep-
ing watch again to-night-

“Not fed-up yet?” grinned Bob.

“It's a matter of duty!” said Colker
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loftily. *¥You kids naturally don't
understand—with your rather limited
intelligence, I can't really blame you—
fellows in my own Form are as silly
and fatheaded as you are.”

_“There's one fellow in your Form, as
silly and fatheaded as they make ’em {”
reinarked Bob Cherry. And his com-
rades chortled.

*“More than one,” said Coker, blind
to jesting. *‘Well, this is how 1t stands.
Several times I've baflled that burglar—
three times at least.”

“You've boflled fimt”

* Daffle, you young ass, not boffle!
Baflle ! said Coker. “Now, you can
see, or, at least, you can see when I
point it out that a burglar who comes
threc times in spite of being baffled
every time is a sticker !”

“The stickfulness is preposterous.”’

“Well, having butted in three times,
and been baffled every time, it's a cert
that he will try it on again,” said Coker.
“Whatever he's after, he will try it on
again! Next time I'm going to cop
him I’

“ 0L crumbs ¥

The juniors chuckled. They did not
“sce,” even now Coker pointed it out
to them. They did not quite believe
in his first burglar; and his second
burglar, they knew, was Smithy going
out of bounds to see n man about a
horse. Ilis third burglar seemed to be
the genuine article; they admitted that.

“Kvery night,” said Coker impres-
sively, “I"tn going to keep watch, But
if I fall asleep what will happen?”

“You will snore!” said Bob Cherry
golemnly,

“You young idiot!” roared Coker,
“I'll jolly well—" Again Cokor nobly
resisted his natural impulse to mop up
Study No. 1. **What will happen 1s
this—if L fall asleep the burglar won't
be baflled. That's where you kids come
in. 8See? You'ne going to take it in
turns to keep watch with me! It's
absolutely nccessary for sowmebody -to
kelp. My pals have let me down. You
ncedn't point out that it's pretty rotten
for & sonior, a man like me, to have to
come to sueaking little fags for helpl
I know that—and I feel it! But what's
u fellow to do? I must use what
malerials I've got !”

“If the materials will let you!” sug-
gested Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, that's it,” said Coker. “That's
what I want |”

“What a lot of difference there is be-
tween what o chap wants and what he’s
likely to get!” remarked Bob Cherry
thoughtfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Well, what about it?” said Coker.
“I'm not saying you'll be much good—
you won't! But better than nothing!
That’s how I look at itl One of you
stays up and keeps watch with me. And
if I nod off, you see—""

Evidently Coker had it all cut and
dried.

“And suppose Queleh catches us out
of our dorm?*” asked DBob.

“ Never mind Quelch !

‘“‘Suppose Prout catches you at it?’

“Never mind Prout!”

“ And suppose g

“Don't jaw,” said Coker, “I've had
cnongh silly jaw in my own study | It's
settled, then.”

“Not quite!” said IIarry Wharton,
laughing, “Yon see, we do mind Quelch
a little—we rather have to! Take my
tip, Coker, and go to bed to-night—and
slay t|1t;3‘0! Prout will have an eye on
FOU-——

“I've told you,” said Coker, breathing

1
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hard, “that I'm willing to let, you back
me up, measly fags as you arel Are
you backing me up or not1”

“ Not 1"’ said six voices in unison. And
the Nabob of Bhanipur added that the
notfulness was terrific.

Coker glared! Let down in the Fifth,
he was turned down in the Remove!
Again he was tempted to rush at- these
cheeky juniors and hand out to them
what they richly deserved.. This time
he fell to the temptation. He rushed !

The next moment Horace Coker was
mixed up with six Removites, and they
were all rolling on the floor together.

What happened after that was hardly
‘clear to Coker! Tt felt like earthquakes
and air raids mixed.

It was a dizzy, breathless, and dis-
hevelled Coker that emerged from Study
No. I, and he emerged flying, with six
feet planted behind him, helping him
in his onward career.

In the passage he crashed!

‘He erashed, and roared.

_“Roll him down the stairs!” yelled
Bob Cherry.

Coker did not wait to be rolled !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Capture !
IDNIGHT!
M Coker yawned.
He yawned long and he
yawne dea%!

‘T'here was this, at the very least, to be
suid for Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form at Greyiriars—he was a sticker.
Let down all round, backed up by
nobody, Coker was sticking to his guns.

But he was sleepy! Ho was fright-
fully sleepy! Night after night Coker
had lost his beauty sleep.! But he was
sticking! Undoubtedly, if Coker was
keeping this up he needed help. Potter
or Greene, watching with him, would
have given him the chance of getting a
cat-nap now and then. One of the
Remove fags would have served the
same unseful purpose. But nobody was
backing up Coker | If he did it at all,
it had to be on the same lines as
€oriolanus of old—alone, unaided, he
did it! Alone, unaided, Coker was
determined to do it.

But he was fearfully sleepy! Like
another gentleman in Shakespeare, he
heard the chimes at midnight! And he
yawned enormously. He yawned and
yawned.

Flesh and blood, really, could nof
stand it! Coker yawned and yawned
and yawned—leaning on the landing
banisters. Presently he slid down to a
sitting position, feeling that he might
as well take it easy Then it occurred
to his powerful brain that he might as
well listen with his tired eyes shut. He
could see nothing in the dark—his job
was listcmn;f——and a fellow could listen
just as well, indeed, better, with his

eyes shut| So Coker of the Fifth pro-
ceeded to listen with his eyes shut!

The eyes continued shut! But the
listening did not continue! Uncon-
sciously, unintentionally, Coker, with
his eyes shut, slid into slumber.

Snore |

When Coker slumbered, he snored.
ITe had a fairly hefty snore! Not quite
s0 hefty as Billy Bunter's—but heity!
It woke many echoes. Had an enter-
prising burglar come a-burgling that
night, there was no doubt that he would
bave been put on his guard by that decp
rumble in the darkness.

Fast asleep, Coker did not hear the
sound of an opening door in a passage
at a little distance.

He did not hear a footstep,

Morpbeus had elaimed Coker for his
own! 'Fhe drowsy pod had beaten him
to itt Rip Van Winkle, old

Epemenides, or the Seven Slecpers of

Ephesys, had ' nothing on Coker it:’st
then| He slept as if for a wager. d
his decp and steady snore rumbled
through the silent spaces.

And Mr. Prout’s eyes glittered.

Prout: was suspicious,

In spite of his commands, in spite of
his threats' of dire punishment if he
dared to break dormitory bounds again,
Prout had a suspicion that the ineffabie
Coker might carry on in his own wilful
way, regardless, If he. did, Prout in-
iended to give him cause to be sorry
thercforo.

At midnight’'s witching hour, Mr.
Prout turned out of bed, donned his
sipperas and his flowing dressing-gown
opened his door, and listened. If there
was a4 sound—

There was & sound |

As soon as Prout’s door was open, he
heard the sound—like the distant growl
of a thunderstorm. It was Coker's
snore.

Prout breathed hard and deep.

That day Coker had twice fallen
asleep in the Form-room, and given
Prout the trouble of waking him up
with the peinter! It was not surprising
that the Fifth Form master was fed-up
with Coker’s nocturnal stunts. And
that deep snore from the darkness told
its own tale! Coker was “at it again ”
—though this time evidently he had
fallen asleep on his wateh.

“Upen my word }” breathed Prout.

IIe was intensely angry. Coker’s
matives, uo doubt, were good; and his
cxtracrdinary stunt had eome in useful
once. But there was a limit. Prout
stepped out of his room with the inten-
tion of awakening Coker, and leading
him baek to his dormitory with a firm
grip on his ear, and a reward of a
thousand lines t

e switched on the light, and came
across the landing.

“Upon my word [* repeated Prout.

He gazed at Coker.

Huddled against the banisters, his
chin sunk on his manly chest, Horace

Coker slept and snored. He was
dreaming—but not of Prout! He was
dreaming of creeping burglars, and

collaring the same.

“Boy ! hooted Prout.

Deep in sleep, Coker did not hear.

Pront stooped, grasped him by the
shoulder, and shook him violently.

Coker woke!

From a dream of struggling burglars,
he came back to sudden wakefulness, to
find himself grasped, and that was
enough'' for Coker! Obviously, to
Coker, it was a burglar’s grasp, Coker
bounded up, grasped in his turn, threw
lits weight on Prout, and brought him
down with a crash,

“(Qooooooogh ! purgled Prout, as hu
crathed.

“Yon villain!” panted Coker. “Got
vou, by gum! Help, helpl Burglars!
Pve got him! Help!”

“Trerrrrergh 1™ came
tones from Prout.

“Yva pot him!?

agonised

shricked Coker.

in

“Help! I've got him! Keep still, you
scoundrel ! I've got you I
“Wurrrrreggh 17
Prout, eprawling on the landing,
struggled and  squirmed in Coker’s
wnsenlar  grip. He gurgled and

guggled as he squirmed. He could not
speak. Coker had him round the neck;
and his face was under Coker’s arm.
Ceker was not giving the burglar o
chance to get away this time! Not if
Coker knew it! With his sinewy arm
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like 2 band of steel round Prout’s
suffocated neck, Coker held on o him,
and roared to wake all Greyfriars.

“Coker I Mr. Quelch arrived at a
run. “Coker ! You —you again!
What—what—are you mad? Release
Mr. Prout at oncel”

“ What }* stuttered Coker.

He could not, of course, sec the face
under his arm. Neither could Mr.
Quelch; but the Remove master recog-
nised the dressing-gown.

Ho grasped Coker by the collar, and
dragged him eoff Prout by main foree.

M¢. Prout sat up gurgling.

Coker gtared at him with eyes bulging
fron:} his head.

“Prout!” he gasped. * Pip-pip-pin-
Prout! Oh crikey I” PEPR

“Urrrgh! Yurrﬁh[ Wurrggh! Hold
that boy, Quele —gurmgﬁl I will
cane hlm-u_rrr’ghl I will thrash him—
gerrrooogh——

“Oh jiminy! I—I—I thought you
were the—the—the burglar, sirl” stut-
{.e_rsz;i Coker. “I—I—I thought— Oh
or* |’

"Urrrrrcrrgh 1

“You ridiculous boy !" thundered Mr.
Quelch. “ Go back to your dormitory at
once! ¥You have awakened the House!
Mr. Prout, let me assist you to your
room. No doubt you will prefer to
deal with this ridiculous boy in the
morning.”

“Urrrrrrgh 1”

Mr. Prout accepted the Remove
master’s. arm back to his room. He
gave Uoker a deadly look before he. tot-
tered away. Heo gurgled and guggled
as he went. Coker stared after him.

“Oh, holy haddockse!” gasped Coker.

And Coker went to his dermitory.
Even Coker felt that he had befter not
stay up any longer—in the circum-
stances ! Startled fellows, who had
turnad out of bed at Coker’s yelling,

went back chuckling! Té was only
Coker |
Prout dealt with Coker the next
morning.

Ho dealt hard.

He camo very near “whopping ”
Coker. Unfortunately, he stopped short
of that awful extreme, Instead, he gave
him a thousand lines, and gated him
for three half-holidays, and added that,
at any repetition of Coker’s conduct, he
would be reported to the Head for a
flogging., It was, as Coker told Potter
and Greene afterwards, sickening,
8till more sickening was the way the
whole scheol roared when ‘they learned
that Coker had kept watch again, and
collared his Form master in mistake
for a burglar. It was, so far as Coker
could see, quite a natural and excusable
mistake—in the circumstances! Ile
could see nothing to laugh at in that!

“I can tell you this,” said Coker to
Potter and Grecne. “Ii’s sickening—
just sickening | I'm fed-up! If it had
been a burglar, I should have had him!
It happened to be Prout—"

“Ha, ha, bal” yelled Potter and
Greene,

“(Oh, shut up!® roared Coker, “I
can tell you this. I'm fed-up! I'm
chucking it, see? If all the dashed
burglars in the dashed country cowe
here, night after night, I’ll let them
rip!] See? If they come by dozens, I
won’'t ever cop a single one of them”

And Coker never did !

THE END.

{The next yarn in this stirring scries
is entitled: “BUNTER, THE FOOT-
BALLER!? and it’s one long scream
from beginning to end. Make sure of
reading it, chums, by erdering your
M4GHET in good timel”)



HEDLEY SCOTT’S STIRRING STORY OF SOCCER AND DETECTIVE ADVENTURE

NOBBY 7 Shooling Star

L

Rl

4 i . ;
' SopC |+
S
- A
gt
- ___|'_'_‘l
e -
ih ____r
(g |
]
— S ——

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
NOBBY, a red-headed youngster of sixteen,
who has worked in a foothall hooth
helonging to
DON CARLOS' eircus, runs away to London.
Through

FERRERS LOCKE, the detective, and Jack
Drake, his boy assistant, he f§s intro.
duced to

LORD DOUGLAS WEATHERSTONE, chair.
man of the Perriton Rovers F.G., who
gives him a “Job " as a ground-hoy.
Within a few days Nobby becomes a
professional. Later he sees Lord Dougias’

'’

DAMIEL WILLOUGHBY THUNDERSLEY,
disg ‘'sed in a beard and tho worse for
drink, outside a shady club. Anxious not
to be reco| Thundersiey los
into a taxi, leaving his beard behind on
the pavement. Picking up the beard,
Mobby jumps Into another taxi and
follows, arriving at an ill-lighted arch

around which This quarry is just
disappearing.
(Now read on.)
Arrested !
OBBY tore up to the archway,

moved into the gloom of it un-

certainly, and then stood still.

Some sense of impending
danger made him wheel. Too late !

Out of the darkness crashed o bunched
fist which took him behind the ear, fell-
ing him to the cobble-stones as if he had
been shot at point-blank ronge. Ho
collapsed with hatdly & sound; just the
dull thud of his falling body as it met
the cobbles—that was all.

A pale, vengeful face peered down at
him, an elegant-shod foot spurned his

rostrate figure, and a thick, drink-be-

uddled voice gloated ovor him.

“Meddling cub! That will teach you
to spy on me! For two pins I'd—"

Tho voice broke off; tho creaking,
swinging light, caught up by & sudden,
fitful gust of wind, swept its rays ovor
the man’s face.

And without the beard that face was
easily recognisable as that of Daniel
Willoughby Thundersley., Thundersley,
the famous amateur forward of the
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Rovers—the man who was off colour on
account of excessive swotting.

He looked what he was at that
moment—a dissolute waster who had
come precious nigh being bowled out by
Eha red-headed youngster who lay at his
eet.

Nobby began to stir. His eyes opened.
His head ached from the treacherous,
cowardly blow on that vital nerve
centre, He got to his knees, from there
staggered upright and propped himself
against the wall, striving to bring his
senses under control. >

Of his assailant there was no sign.
The beard was gone.

Through the darkness he began to
stumble, hardly knowing where he was

ing. He paused by the side of a
Egrkencd doorway in order to get his
bearings, blinked uncertainly into the
gloom about him, and involuntarily
leaned against the door. Unknown to
him it had opened slowly, notselessl{.

Another moment and two arled,
dusky hands reached out, and closed
over his mouth stifling the cry that rose
to his lips, almost choking him. Then
something descended on his head and
consciousness for the second time in_ the
space of five minutes, deserted him in a
maze of shooting lights before the cur-
tain of oblivion blotted them out in
utter darknoess.

- - . . L 3 L]

'Allo! Wot's this?”

Unconsciously the stalwart duty
policeman spoke his thoughts aloud the
while the steady beam from his lantern
focused on the sprawling heap of human-
ity in the gutter half a dozen feet ahead
of him. moment later the man in
blue was bending over the huddled
figure, his big red face a picture of
alarm. A large sizoe in hands felt for
hoartbeats, and, satisfied that life re-
mained in that inanimate figure, the
constable’s face began to register dis-
gust: for from the subject of his
scrutiny came a pungent odour of alco-
holic spirit. _

“Drunk!” he ejaculated laconically.
“Only a kid, too!™*

-

g -

The worthy policeman had feared
worse. Crimes, wherein razors and
broken bottles played a deadly part,
were not infrequent in the negro quarter,
quict and respectable as 1t appeare:i
at that hour of the evening.

“Come om, you young fooll” com-
manded the officer, shaking the young-
ste;i in a attempt te revivs him, *Wake
up 2

But it took yosung Nobby quite five
minutes to blink open his eyes and
inquire where he was.

“Where you are  echoed the con-
stable. “In the negro quarter. Where
you are going to be in a few moments—
the police station! Fellow your age
ought to be ashamed of himself! Come
on—>"

Nobby started to protest, but the con-
stable was in no mood to listen, and
after & while the youngster gave it up.
Supported by the stalwart man in blue,
he was marched into the police station.
His head ached abominably ; his nostrils,
so far, had failed to react to the stron
odour of spirit which apparently ha
been swamped over him. Who his
assailant had been Nobby hadn't the
faintest idea.

“Found him lyin’ in the roadway—
out to the wide !"”” grunted the constable
to the sergeant in charge.

The sergeant eyed l'gobby sternly.

“Name ?” he asked laconically, fidget-
ing with a pen and turning over a new
sheet in the charge-book.

“Nobby,” was the quiet reply.

*“ Nobby what?”

“Just Nobby,” replied the youngster,
colouring uncomfortably. * You see—"

The sergeant wagged the pen at him
severely.

“Look here, me lad, this isn't the
place to be funny. Perhaps you'll
realise that when you've cooled off in
the cells for a night.

Nobby jumped.

“In the cells? What do you mean?
What have I donet”

“You don’t have to say what you've
done,” said the sergeant, without
attempting to hide his disgust. “ You
simply reck of it1 DMust have barfed in



it —his nose serewed into manifold
wrinkles. “But you can tell your story,
if you've got one, to the magistrates in
the morning. Your name—quick |”

Nobby’s head wis in a worse whirl
now. For the first time he became
aware that his jacket simply reeked of
spirit.

“I haven't any other name,” he said
quietly, “Jusi Nobby.”

The sergeant’s face softened a trifle.

“No parents ?” he asked, a little more
kindly now.

“Not so far as I am aware.”

[ Um 13,

The sergeant looked at the constable,
the constable looked at the sergeant.
There was a lengthy silence,

“Anyone know you in London? Any-
one, that is, you'd like to communicate
with I’ said the former at length.

“Yes, sergeant,” said Nobby. “If
vou'll be so kind as 1o speak to Mr.
Ferrers Locke I am sure he will come
aloug and straighten out this awful
muddle, You think I'm the worse for
drink, but 1 tell you—"

The youngster did not pgeb any
farther. At the mero mention of
Yerrers Locke's name both sergeant and
ennstable started violently.

“Ferrers Locke!” cxeclaimed the
former incredulously. *“You pulling
my leg?  Mr. Locke, the detective of
Baker Streel®™

“*Yes !

“8Bwop me hob!” exclaimed the con-
stable. “I1's coming to somethin’ when
a drunk and disorderly can call upon a
detective like Ferrers Locke to stand for
I ! 1f vou arsks me, sergeant——"

But the sergeant was reaching for the
felephone and  asking for a number
almnst in the on2 moyemaent

“Hallo, siv! SBorry o irouble you,
Mre. Locke. but T've got a young fellow
here who iz asking to sce you. Name?
Uh, of course. Nobby, he says he is!
What's that?”  The sergeant lurned
mnbelieving  eyes on the red-headed
voungster before him. " You'll come
along straight away, Well—"

Down slammed the reeciver on the
Linoks, awl the scrgeant’s 1unermost
thouglts were never voiced aloud.

“8it down, young man!" he said fo
Nobby. “Mr, Locke says he'll be along
whortly, You, Serivvens, had betler get
back to your beat, Yes, I've got all the
evidence,  Dead to the wide in the
gulter—time, cight o'clock. Right-lo "

And, mwuch o his  disgnst, P.-c
Serivvens departed from the stalion to
resunte his heat withont learning ai fivst
B just how muoeh elaim the  red-
headed voungster he had taken in chargn
had upon so famouns a man as Ferrers
Locke,

And three minutes afler bis departure
the grean detective was sividing into the
charge-room.

“Nobby 1"  Locke’s face expressed
nolhing clse but pleasure at the mceting,
strange as was the setting.  *“Now who
has been making a futheaded mistake,
eh 1™

Nobby's leart warmed {o the tall,
immaculale figure of his benefactor,

“1've been run in here, sir, on a
charge of being the worse for drink. My
coat secms to reek of spirits

Locke's mosirils twitched as Le bent
his head over the youngsier.

“You appear to have been hathing in
it,” he smid shortly,  “Where did it
happen?  'Tell the story in your own
way.” .

Nobhy explained, leaving out {lie one

THE

fact that he lLiad been hastening after
Daniel Willoughby Thundersley; that
was a secret he preferred to keep to
himself for ithe moment,

“And while T was trying to get my
bearings, sir,”” he wound up, “I leaned
wainst a door which suddenly opened.
Next thing I knew was that something
heavy biffed down on the back of my
head, and a big, dirty hand closed over
my mouth.”

Ferrérs Locke looked grim.

“We will not go into the question of
your running after a man to give him
back a beard he had dropped,” said
Locke quietly. “That doesn’t concern
this charge a bit. It looks to me as if
vou were the victim of a robbery. Some
of our dusky friends in the negro
quarter make quite a living out of prey-
ing .on unsuspecting visitors to their
neighbourhood.”

Nobby started, and his hand flew to
his inside pocket.

“ Just see if you have been robbed,”

s
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added. Locke, and knew hy the blank
lgok that caine over the youngster's face
that the answer was in the affirmativa.

“Good heavens|®  gasped Nobby.
“My wallet’s gone! My wages—*'

The sergeant sat back ia his chair,
much more interested ir the clevér fade
of London’s greatest detective than in
the strange story Nobby was telling,
"It’s on old trick of the negro to lay
out a victim with & rubber cosh, rclieve
him of his cash and valuables, and then
sprinkle spirit over Lim. Dumping you
in the gutter was a clumsy trick to dis-
poso of you for a few hours. The
policeman on duty was bound to find
You sooner or later, and run you in as an
‘ incapable.’ ”

Locke turned to ihe sergeant.

“You can take my word for it. ser-
%e?n@’: that this youngster hasn't been
drinking.”

The sergeant leaned forward.

“I've always respected your judg-
ment, sir,” he said, “but this story
sounds a bit wild to me,”

Locke laughed.

“It’s thie result of a wild distriet,
You want a fow more lamps alight, and
a few more police patrolling the negro
auarter. It’s a [atal place for the un-
wiary, Look at the kid now. Does he
lnok like a fellow who would fall for
alcohal—="

“Never tasted--a drop in my life,
2ir!” avowed Nobby earncstly,

The sergeant looked at hiin shrowdly,
* Well, he don’t look too incapable at
f]u:_mnmcm,"_ he said warily, *“ But
Seriveens'  evidence However, I'll
gt on to the commissionaires at the
club,  They'll be able to verify the man
with a beard story, if it's true.”

But true it was; the ehicf commission-
aire who had assisted in the throwing
out of the man with the sandy beard wa-
fquite ready to testify, Owce again the
receiver was slammed down on  the
Liooks, The sergeant turned to Nobby.

“Heems as if we've made a mistake,
yvoung fellow,” he conflessed.

Nobby's face lit up with relicf.

“Then I shan’t have to go to the
cells, or appear before the magistrates
to-morrow 7"’

The sergeant scratelied his lhead.

“Mister Locke vouches for you; the
colnssionaire at the elub savs that
there was a man with a sandy beard
whom he had to chuck out. Pity
Serivvens didn't ron bimn in if he was
so bad., But you take o tip [rom me.
Don't go nosing about the negro quarier
again. 'Tain’t exactly healthy.”

“T won't!” exclaiined Nobby earnestly,
and saw fo hLis great satisfaction the
big “charge book * closed and pushed
aside.

The sergeant leaned forward.

“What do you think about this man
in the beard, Mistor Locke? Bit of a
mystery, what? Men with false beards
usually have a criminal reason for wish-
ing to hide their fuces. And he don’t
seem a ;Yr:ntoful sort, does he? Slosh-
ing a fellow who was only trying to
return him his property.”

Locke shrugged his shoulders.

“There are plenty such in town,” he
said simply. “ Come along, Nobby, and
let's get that beastly jacket off yon.
It recks. Must have cost your negro

friend o eouple of bob or so. DBid he
gek much out of your wallet

Nobhy smiled ruefully.

YA week’s wages, sir. Sandy paid

me my money the moment the forms
camne back from 1l T.A. conflirming
my registration as a Rover.”

The sergeant scratehed his head,
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“A Rover—Sundy? Are wvou talking
about Ui Pecriton Rovers and Sandy
Macfarland?™’

Locke put an arm round Nobly's
shoulders.

“ (lorrect, sorgeant. Do hold in Nobby
a badding International.’

A ncw respect shone in the heavy
features of the sergeant, Truith to tell
L was an arvdent follower of Perriton
Hovers, and Saturday afternoon—on olf
days—always found him in the shilling
enc]csurc aulong tllo fans,

“Ririke me——" he began. * Now if
vou'd said you was a Rover in the first
place T should have known, No Rover
looks on the wine when it's red—what?”

And with the one cxeception of the
amatcur, Daniel Willouglllj)\' Thunder-
sley, he was correct; the Rovers to a
man were fotnl abstainers |

“‘.n:m ain’t playing to-morrow, I sup-
posei” said the scrgeant. “’Cause I'm
off for the afternoon, and—"

Nobby shook his head

“What a pity,” continued  the
sergeant.  Bit young; but you look a
likely fellow now I run my eye over
you.”

“Coms on, Nobby,” said Locke.
“The scrgeant will talk football \\'1“1
you for hours if you give hiim a chance.”

“Good mind to lock him-up in the
cells, after all,” grinned:the -scrgeant.
“Then 1 could talk football to him.
Good-night, sir! Good- mght. cr—er—
Nobby! Sorry—sorry about—="

But Nobby and Ferrets Lockc were
gone.

Hush-Money !

D vou think the chap you
followed—the fellow who
knocked you out the first

t i m e—was Thundersley?”
ferwrs Locke put the question with
raised brows.

“Hure of it,” said Nobby. “I didn’s
want _ to say s0 at the police station,
l'l'nymlh

“T realised lhat

‘break the old chap.

my lad,” smi]ed .

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Locke; “ihat was why I talked the
sorgeant past the point.”’
Forrers Locke ‘relapsed into silence.
He and Noblby were scated in the
latter's  bed-sitting-room at Derham
Btreet, for the detvetive had insisted on
dlnmg the yeungster back to his home.
“Did yeu catell a sight of his face—

wilhout the beard?” asked Locke at
length.

Nobby shook his head,

“Honestly, no! It was hizs voice

which gave him away, and his hurry
to get out of my 51ght that comm(.cd
me. He was in a terlble state.”

“Must -have been,” agreed Locke,
“for the commissionaires of that club
to throw him out.

amateur who plays for the Rovérs
to-morrow, eh 7"’ ¥
“He's down to play, anyway,” said

Nobby. “Isn’t it a shame?” i
The detective agreed that it was.
“He's Lord Weatherstone's nephew,

isn't he? Supposed to be trmnmg for

a barrister, if my memory isn’t at fault.

Bo that's how he trains?

goes in for a beard. Reckon his lord:

ship would oloar him out on the spot

il he knew.”

Nobby locked concerned. .

“Rut he mustn’t know, sir. Tt would
1 I hohe\e he thinks
the world of Thundersley.’

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking of telling
him!” smiled Locke, amused at the
youngster’s seriousncss. “ And neither,
apparently, are you?” :

“ Not likely,” declared Nobhy, “1
owe him too much for that. But I'd
like to punch that cad Thundersley good
and hard !”

A fow momenis later the detective
took his leave, and, fecling fatigued
after the strenuous chnts og the even-
ing, Nobby turned in. But it was' a
long time before sleep closed his eyes.
Before his imagination appeared. con-
stant’ pictures of the Don=and Daniel
Thundersley, and, in his distorted view,
they appeared to be shaking hands and

And he's the star .

No wonder he

Ieering evilly at him, Did it mean iz}

the two had formed a  partnership
against  him? The thought was
prophetice, for such an alliance hadl

indeed been ordained by Fate, and it
was only a matter of time before it
was to operate against him.

The while Nobby's restless fancy
pictured these things Thundersley was
hcl‘pmg Limself from a crystal decanter,
well sfocked with liguor, in the privacy
of his chambers. His face was pale; his
eyes shone out like burning pin-points
s0 ungovernable was his ra

“The meddling cub!” %{f‘ literally
hissed the words. “He's dangerous!
Feel sure he spotted me—but I wonder

Thundelsl{,y s own guilt tortured him.
For’ yéars now he had bamboozled the
big-hearted uncle who had brought him
iip from childhood. For the past two
yedrs .in particnlar he had been travel-
Ilmg down hill at an alarming rate—se
alarming, in fact, that he had not the
strength of mind to pull himself up.

lhundz.rsl(‘}' s acquaintances w ere not
the hpe to let so valuable a pigeon
loose “once they ha.d him in their net.
Already certain “bits of paper,”” which
Dore the rascal’s signature, were held
‘above “his head in shameful bla(.kmail.
_Thunderslev paid—he had to pay! It
was that or expasure. And, while he

-paid, these acquaintances were content

to let him go on living. his life of
deception.

While he pondered his unhappy plight
Thundersley arfived at the conclusion
that ‘every man had his price. . In other
words, if he could hold off more power-
ful individuals who had it in their power

to disgrace him with varions payments

in cash, surely i: would be a simple
matter to bribe Nubbv into silence with
something—say, five- pound note?
‘Bome of the rage faded -out of his hard
eyes as he thus eased his mind, and a

'chmng smile transformed his face. .

(Don't miss neirt we.c.i: 3 exciting chap-
ters of this powerful footer and. delective
story, chums, whatever g _;ou do! }
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T0 CICARETTE MANUFACTURERS,
FPleaso stop sending me samples. It's useless

5 an " awfal fag" i—
Lord Mauleverer, The Abodo of Rest, Romove

OWN YOUR OWN STUDY)
Ko legal charges, Small dopesit, DBalance
Mention which study you
want and our advanco ogonts sccure it for
you at the beginning of each term.—Write,
The Own-Your-Study Racket, Study No. 14,
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A donkey that strayed out
of & Friardalo field ons day
last weck caused great excito.
ment in the guad,

Goeling discovered it aatin
the rhododendrons
m,un__lumnm__ ordered it out.
ho moke responded kick-
him in the chost, therchy

causing Gossy to ceass to
joterest himself in the matter.

A orowd of SBceond-Formers
tried to *“gho* it off tho
premises. It palloped to-

wards them and
them far and wido.

While Mr. Prout dashed
off excitedly for a Winchester
repeater, Mr. Quealch waved a
walking-stick at the intruder.
His signal was ignored com-
pletely,

Vemon-Smith  tried  to
head it off and pot bowled over
for his trouble. Dolarcy and
Wharton and several othcrs
tried their luck, with no better
reaulta.

Then Coker came on the
BCEne.

What Coker doesn’t know
about horseflesh isn’t worth
knowing, He often savs so
himsgolf, so0 it must boe irue,
h..u_”..-u.”qw.u: ho must know an
awtul lot about donkeys, if
the number of timea he’s mado

AS OTHERS S

statiorod

EE THEM

BRONCHO-BUSTING IN
QUAD

Coker’s Wild West Show

an asa of himeclf is anything; Coker walked over to the
to go on. donkey and calmly mounted
Coker took in the situation |it, The animal stood still.
at a glance, and emiled, [ Coker patted its head. It
Obvioualy they were waiting | made no moveraent,
for o MAN Lo take chargoe o Wo should like to be able
55%.. How lucky that he
should have atrolled up at that
particular moment |

to add that Coker directed it
to the gaica, trolted it back to
ita field, dismounted, and
returned to Greyfriars. But
truth compels us to state that
the donkey suddenly reared up
on its hind legs, bucked and
kicked and bolted.

[t would be pleasant to
relute that Coker camo through
with filying colours, mastercd
tho animal, end returned it to
ita owner.  DBut truth again
3 leompels ud4 to admit that
M0 | Cokeer uttered o wild howl,
~. | whirled through the air, and
fell on hia neak.

A farm lebonrer appeared
soon after and led the animal
awny quito peacclully.

Truth is a sod E.:w- painful

thing at times, sn'6 1t !

u#ums% goes, studying Greck and Latin alter
his doy's work, you will realiso that his

What I Think of Mark Linley

By HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

Most of my esteemnod and ridieulous
acquaintances at Groyfriars earnfully dessrvo
one s respect,  With the exevptiulnoss of the
meakfu] and disgusting Skinner, the go
and elephantine DBunter, and othera o

eame  kidneyfulness, the

egregioua Friars commaond admiration from
everybody. Thero is one, howover, for whom
my respect 18 specially held resorvefully, ba.
caueo ho does not enjoy possessfully tho sumg
e The namae of thiy
and ridiculous person 8 Mk

advant
wsteam
Linley.

Labour, as your English

eg ng the reat,

ship and chanpgefull
from a factory la
absurd Greyfriara scholar,

If you picturesquoly contemnplate how
he burned the mooulight oil, as your

roverb romaorj
congquerfully overcomes all Em: 8, i
ﬂuﬂﬁw_ﬁnw this prepostorously b
te manner in which ho won 8 scholar.
transformod hinmeelf
to an cstoormod and

Eu.”..wﬁ_ wag torrific !

a all know tha osloroes trals and
troubles ho went __wwn_.mm: on first coming
to Greylriars, Many fcilows would have
chucked iy up despaicfully. But advorsity is
tho mother of distinction, as vour English
proverb romarks, and Mork Linley plucfully
stuck to his task till terrific and proposterous

oue | Buccess crowned his efforts.
csteomed %MM To-day, nono of my estcemned and ridiculoua

colieaguca in the Hemovo 15 maore popular
than Mark Linloy. Though his swotfulnoss
is terrific, ho docs not neglectiully disdain the
sbsurd and praiseworthy playing.fislls, whore
he plays with an enthusiusin and skilfulpesa
thot are ridiculous and magnificent,

What I think of Mark Linley is now, I
trust, my csteemed chums, brightfully clear
to all of you!

Linley
tha

@ﬂ@ @Sﬁf&ﬁm&ﬁ __

EDITED By dr WHARTON.

CAN YOU SOLVE ™IS
wnwwuﬁmbm Ew» Game

!!

Thia is an i inary mystory, invented .
by our MFHB? _m.._.._d_.w for your
amusement, Don't thank ws, much aa we .

doscrve ity it'e all in our day's work1

If no address im given below, ocom-
municate with the Chief Constable,
Courtficld Pelice-station, or with the.
Mwaam.nmmﬁnﬁmu of Tolice ut Now Ecéotland

HIrila i

Now gat on with the mystery, e budding
slenths | Dy tho way, no epecial meaning .
pliaches to words printed in capital
latters ; it mimply mcans we're short of
tha othor kind,

HMore are the clucs:

1. On Tuesday, Bquill was scen crawling
FURTIVELY over the roof of Qosling’s
ladge. There was nothing unusual about '
him excopt that he was dressod a8 a Spanigh
torcador.

2. On Wednegday, two men with EVIL,
SARDONIC GRINS wero seen econ- = uwes2't
versing in Courtlield High Strect. They e i @

]
i

w =ulk and a jam tart.

o

, Sl -

# Ve killed Cock Robin ?
g Wil iz bo fine for Pancake Doy

. zmm -ga to know beiter mext time.

©.mgr 5 mpe= ower tho
‘a4 & salute of twenty-ome guns.

MYSTERY?

¢ e tuckshop, where be ordered a
fw guessions you have to emswer are

Ml == 4was the mysiery, if any 1

T Ems prizo 8 One Year's Sub-
c e zo the * Greyiriars Horald,”

wem wl ¢ . If you happen to be a
bl i G g g

% we-ung of the first correet solution

"w w srmouneed by the haunling of the
ool House and the

rm.ﬂMP vou'll Lmow that
ng

O

TO A
HUNDRED

We give below the cluce that will enable e wdde
you to SOLVE THE MYSTERY, or not, lrmersr Mr, Hacker's Method
us the cuso may be, sir. Al you have to meesdeed Mr. Haoker. th
o e AT T Ll qally: Backer, tho oxastar of the
think Aqw.ﬁ..._:;..@ arrived at the BOLUTION. | Twm daya later, Loder dived off the |, . ° o oo HE...#M: his E.m”
You then write out your BOLUTION on xgn e towar on & flaming bicyole, .o 0 & rather lengthy lifo
Musk wnote %H. brya papes, using onc. wmr s MOUKING SNEER %0 his 1609 | attributes  his  amazing ¥ good
side only, and post to the address given sherwards asked w id it, o
T o . ToRED BRUTALLY wnd went | Doalth to the ecientitio caro be hs

taken of himself.

His rules for keoping fil are the
resglt of years of oxperiment.
By nm..m._m_mum thoso rulea any man,
he believea, can enjoy nnimpoired
bhealth to a ripe old ago.

His micals are gimpls and eonsist
of one type of food at each sitLling,
He eata lumpa of coal for breal:.
fast, sawdust for luncheon, and
baked mothbalis for dinner.

Mr. Hacker pbstaing from all
alecholic drinks with the excop-
tion of beer, wines, and apirits.

Ho belisves in riging early.
Every morning he gots up at
four and docs rartwhoels round
tho quad. Fcfore lunclicon he
hangs {rom his study window by
the [cot for five minuica, Alter

?

If

+ | dinnor, he tics hunsolf up 10 knots.

WHAT LCLSE CAN
MEAN ?

DLUNDELL'SE CRITICS
BLUNDERED.
Before tho etart of tho
Senior Ten-Mile Muarathon,
cxpresscd that Blandell was =
not much good et long-
distanco running ovor roug

ground.

 Dut when Blundoll loat
his way and returned to
Creyiriars two houra Jatoe,
nobody +was left in any
doubt about his being o
“oross " gountry runmer,

Ioom, Yyou O 2
rest to me,”

“* REST,” noise " of the Filth?

WEBENEW ITESEADY .
A  paycholosm wie :
contly visitod Geglimcs
conduct oxpommms 1

at Greyiriars,

Qm —..—.—m mgr A Mr. Banks of Conrtiiold

L was recently heard pecusing
the opinion was gonorallyjgand wagh-up arddir = <58 Hilton of ** turning yellor,™
. Can it bo m_ﬂlEm that
: Hilton @ thinking of taking
With the acag sm ike|Coker's placo as the * big

STARTLING DISCOVERY

We bad no idea that thero
was & negro ruilway worker

T Now you know.

SCHOOL PORTER’S
COLLAPSE

William Gosling, School
portor, was fouond m o somi-
conacioud condition outlside his
lodgo last night. On examina-
tion, ho wos found to Lo sullor-
ing from eevers mentol shock.

_.mw ia wundorstood that im-

juvenile thoo Yot Peter Todd haas | mediately prior to his collapso,

HEARD NIGHTLY IN|considered thot S waswritten to tell wa that o] Opilvy of the Remove, wiwo baila

STUDY No. 7. extremely " " certain Sixth-Former is]|froon SBceotland, had onox-

“I say, you fallows, so| Ha nmqﬂm,m Wﬂ.. e o nnthing less than a ** black- | pectedly  presonted  him with
long as you clear the table]" blade,” anywar guard.” sixponce ! .

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

Qur Form master’s always erakking on

bocawao the moro ho wacks us
goom to lern.

Stop wacking us and mee if
the oracle, old beon !

Horecs Coker

wrong cane that yeclds no lerning 1

wonld

January 28th, 1933.

HOW TO LIVE|

i

GREYFRIARS CIRCUS and MENAGERIE.

BUNTER—THE HUMAN OSTRICH,
THE BEAK—A BARE OLD BIRD.
QUELCHY—THE RAGING TIGER WiTII
THE GIMLET EYES.

COEKER, THE HUMAN AUTOMATON—
ACTS WITHOUT A BRAIN.

THE PAINTED PIGMIES—INK-STAINED
BARBARIANS OF THE PAG 3
Fecding-time at Ope O'clock Daily.

No Extra Chazrgel

THRILLS FOR TRAY-

SLIDING FANS
Big Crowd Cheers Finalists

Beouts from the Remove )|moendous force and shot off et
Tray-8liding Club hawing re-|a tangent, but Bob miracu-
ported that Mr. Quelch had gone | loualy righted it in mid air and
out, the final heats of the|alighted quite smoothly four
Championship were run off on |slairs lower, t0 win with com-

Tucsday ovoning. parative ease,
. " Thoe Underworld turnod up

in an at ¢ to win the firab
minm by foul wmeans, hab
ortunately the judgo inepected

Skinner's tray and disqualified
him for greaging it, this bei
contrary to tho regulations
the Tray-Sliding Association.
Tho finalista wore Tom Brown
and Dick Rusasll, who were
preeted with loud cheors ea they
lined up for their duel,
Unlortunately, belors they
eould get geing, Mr. Quoleh put
i an APPEALance ol
tho lower landing, and thére was
a wild rush for the Rag and the
studies, Tom DBrown dropping
his tray in tho excitement and

POV PRl e ol
o ﬂ-r_.J._.u. i i _-.._nﬂ—..r ...q_.-u.—

L A

Tho t (wriles our Tray-| catching Mr, h fair and
Sliding Correspondent) was ex. | squore in the with it1
cellont, conkidering tho The Final s postponed
neglactod condition of the stairs. | indefinitely !

Owing to restrictions on
gpaco, not more thon two tray-
gliders can race at the same time
down the IRemove staircaso,
novertholess, thero was plenty
of exeiloment and the big crowd
of fans hnd lota to clweer about.

Tho first hoat betweon Dol-
sover major and Tom Brown
provided the spectators with o
really  theilling eight. - After
rocing neck snd nock tho entiroe
length of tho course, Brown
won right on tho post with a
terrific burst ol spced that
earricd him hallaway down the
next {light !

Congiderine  their  laek  of
proctice, the contcatunts all
showeod most commmending shill.
In ono of the hoeats, ﬁwaﬂu__f
tray struclh a staic with  tre-

—

'Lonzy's Little Letters

Doar Editor,—That impetu.
ogity ia oo inevitablo concami-
tant of juvenescence is, I admit,
incantrovertible, hut to me the
hypothesis that juvencacenco ig
neceszarily accompanicd by Gsti.
col truculonce 13 flagitiously
chimerical,. Why, door Editor,
in & presumably enlighienoed age,
should the echolaatic youth of
this seat.of kearning have rocourao
to what is inelegantly designated
o “ serap ™ for tho settloment of
thoir disputations ?

Those tormiuoclogical cxpres.
aione indicative of pugnacity
which are constantly heard at
Greyfrinrs would appous, 1 ton-
cede, 1o point to another concla-
wtom. * Bump him 1 * * 1'l dot youroyo ! ™
“ Hock him ono!™ “ TN biff you on the

h - bas tsken up Dick Rossall W. 0. Bupler’s short sigh Seoxy to Geeyiriars, Napoleon TDupont =cgaolred &
tio: foes wo goll, -un.E.: E..,Inu taken becoms an arohitecl and dreams EEEHE--H:! - ata _—.,."._ﬁn._.ﬂ-wﬂﬂlu got- .hﬂau Eanﬁlﬂiuuﬁﬁﬁ
that. wuiks pumerous *' divots ** out of the of creating ibo skyscrapers of the where Farmer Brown keeps » marmec s compsetima, rich-quick schemesa, all o! which Freoch Alps, and bas been caned
R bor it Courtleld Clud’s greens | tatase,: ldﬁrﬁéunﬂl!«i[-!ﬂ&illu have gp in gmoke | He s for aftempliog to scale the
omombor 168 8 enly by deiog & record sprivt | Wy thedbmms. ‘“Inky " ipthe e, howeves. Bhoulder at Pezg single-banded 1

boke | "—such oxprossions, alas, oft aasail
onp autal appendages ! Yet may nob these
infulivitong  derchietiona  fromy  civilised
standards be meroly external manifoss
tations of n Mishionable modo of verbal
waige rother than the result of ecormest
muotital doliberation or premeditation ?
| recammond theso fow ospophitlicgms on
a subject of major importance to youwr
carnest  coneideration.
Yours For paocification,
Avarwzo Topop,
(We'vo spotted lour tamiinr phrazes in
Lonzy'a fatest, and no prizes are offerad
for zucsaing what thoy are  Dut what
does nll the peat mean ! Ed.)
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