"LEAP-FROG!" said Bob Cherry.
"What——?"

"Follow your leader!"

"But what——?"

_I_,
r

e

BUNTER'S EYES AND SPECTACLES FIXED ON THE
FAMOUS FIVE AND THE MYSTERIOUS PAPER IN
BOB CHERRY'S HAND.

CHAPTER 1

LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP

"Look at Pricey!" grinned Bob. "Isn't he just askin

Bob Cherry nodded towards a bending figure under th
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hur
all glanced in the direction indicated by the nod.

The Famous Five were sauntering in the quad after t

g for it?"
e old Greyfriars elms.
ree Jamset Ram Singh,

ea.



Bob Cherry was in exuberant spirits—his accustomed
was why it occurred to him to play leap-frog over t

of the Fifth.

Really, Price did seem to be asking for it, with a

Bob Cherry of the Remove about.

A little distance ahead of the juniors, on the path

the elms, he was moving along very slowly, bent alm
sharp eyes scanning the ground.

Apparently Price had lost something, and was lookin
deeply engrossed was he in the search, that he did
Remove fellows came along, or notice that they were
"Come on!" said Bob.

Harry caught him by the arm just in time.

"Hold on, you ass——."

"Come on, | tell you, before he spots us."

"Chuck it, fathead! We don't want a row with the Fi
"Rot! It's only Pricey!"

Had it been Blundell, or Hilton, or even Coker, of
have thought twice before leap-frogging over his ba
were not to be leap-frogged over with impunity. But
only Price! A weedy fellow like Price, well known t
was nobody in particular; or rather less than nobod
"Don't be an ass, Bob," advised Frank Nugent.

"Rot!" repeated Bob. "It's only a lark, isn't it?"

"The larkfulness would probably make the esteemed P
infuriated," remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
"Rot!" said Bob, for the third time. "Leggo!"

He jerked his arm away from Harry Wharton. Another
have been speeding down the path towards the bendin
that moment Johnny Bull caught him by the other arm
""Ware beaks, fathead!" said Johnny. "There's old P
"Oh!" said Bob: and he paused.

A plump and ponderous figure appeared in sight on t
of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth. Even the exu
feel like leap-frogging over the Fifth-form man, un
nose of the Fifth-form master.

"Blow!" grunted Bob.

Mr. Prout emerged from the elms, into the path, onl
of Price, whose back was to the juniors. He glanced
senior, and Price straightened up at once, with a f
"Have you lost something, Price?" asked Mr. Prout,
"Oh! Yes, sir," stammered Price.

"Perhaps | can help you find it, Price!"

"Old Pompous" was a kindly man. Certainly, he could
scan the earth as Price was doing. It must have bee
had seen his knees. But he was kindly prepared to g
"Oh!" stammered Price. "Thank you, sir! But——."
"What is it that you have lost, Price?"

"Only a—a—a postage-stamp, sir! I—I dropped it. I—I
blown away, and—and it's not much use looking for i
Mr. Prout nodded, and elephantined on. There was a
the sea that afternoon, and if Price had lost so ve

a postage-stamp, he certainly was not likely to see
He remained standing, watching Mr. Prout furtively
the Remove fellows a glance of disfavour.

Mr. Prout passed the juniors, and went into the qua
Bob Cherry gave a grunt when he was gone.
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"That tears it," he said. "Pricey's seen us now. If
stopped me——."

"Fathead!" said Harry.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo, there he goes again," ejacula
mean to lose that jolly old stamp."

The juniors had heard Price's words to his form-mas
Naturally they supposed, after what he had said, th
search.

But evidently he hadn't, for when Prout was gone, h
resumed scanning the earth with sharp and anxious e
along the path, examining every inch as he moved.
Bob Cherry glanced at his bent back, and his eyes g
was tempted to leap-frog. But Bob was all good-natu
"Look here, let's lend him a hand," he said. Harry
"More sense than leap-frogging over his back, at an
"Let's, if you like."

The Remove fellows cut along the path, and joined P
man straightened up again, and stared at them angri
"What do you want?" he snapped.

"Nothing," answered Harry Wharton. "But if you've |
help you look for it, if you like."

"Mind your own business."

"Wha-a-a-t?"

"And get out," added Price.

Harry Wharton and Co. stared at him. They did not |
Fifth, and he did not like them. But this was rathe
certainly, after this, they were not disposed to re
assistance.

Price of the Fifth, heedless of their expressive lo

on them again, and moved off down the path, scannin
before. Harry Wharton, glancing at his bent back, m
foot.

"I've a jolly good mind——!" he muttered.

"Go it!" grinned Bob. "A kick in the pants would do
"What's the matter with the brute?" said Nugent, in
fellows would have more chance of finding that stam
keen on it."

Johnny Bull uttered a sound resembling a snort.
"More likely it's a cigarette, or a note from a boo
know Price! He jolly well didn't want old Pompous t
it, whatever it is. He was pulling Prout's leg to g

he started looking again."

"Oh, my hat!" said Bob. "If that's it—and old Pompo
whistled.

Stephen Price had passed out of hearing. That he wa
his search was clear: and it was equally clear that
getting any assistance in it. The chums of the Remo
that Johnny Bull's surmise was correct. Price moved
along the path, his back to the juniors, quite heed

"l suppose that's it," said Harry Wharton, with a ¢
business of ours—come on, and leave him to it."
Bob Cherry chuckled.

"Isn't he asking for it again?" he said. "Follow yo
And Bob cut off at a rapid run down the path toward
Price, bent double, his eyes fixed on the ground, w

what happened next. Hands were dropped on his back,
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"Oh!" gasped Price.

He pitched forward, and fell. If the other members
disposed to "follow their leader", there was nothin
Fifth was sprawling with his face buried in the gra
been in a suitable attitude, there was a quite pote
following Bob's example. For hardly had Bob landed
appeared round an elm, and Mr. Quelch's gimlet-eyes
"Cherry!"

"Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Bob. "l—I—I mean, yes, sir
at his form-master. It had not occurred to him that
the offing. It was rather like Bob to leap before h

Mr. Quelch gave him a severe frown. Then he glanced
Fifth, who was staggering up with a face of fury-wh
control at sight of a "beak".

"Are you hurt, Price?" asked Mr. Quelch.

"l—l—yes, sir," gasped Price. "My knees—I crashed o
"l am sorry, Price, that a boy of my form has playe
trick. Cherry, you will take a hundred lines! Go to

and write them out."

"Oh! Yes, sir!"

Quelch stalked on, frowning. Price rubbed his knees
venomous look. Bob rejoined his friends, his exuber
dashed.

"Blow!" he remarked.

"Look before you leap, you know," suggested Johnny
"Oh, blow!"

"The lookfulness before the leapfulness is the crac
longest to a bird in the bush, as the English prove
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of his dusky
Bob Cherry grinned. That English proverb had the ef
cloud from his brow.

He went into the House to write his lines, and his

of Removites punting a footer. Price of the Fifth,
resumed his painful search for the lost article, wh

the elms. But it did not appear that he had much lu
later, tired and exasperated, he slouched away to h
scowling face.

CHAPTER 2

BRAINY BUNTER!

BILLY BUNTER grunted.

He was uncomfortable.

That was a matter of considerable importance. Bunte
and he liked comfort. True, he could have removed t
discomfort by a little exertion—a very little exert

littlest exertion had no appeal for Bunter. He disl
there were worse things, and exertion was one of th
The fat Owl of the Remove was seated in an armchair
the wide open window. He had a book in his fat hand
attentively. Obviously, it could not be a school bo
been known to bestow close attention upon that kind
windy in the quad—very windy. Some of the fellows w
footer outside had their caps blown off. Dead leave
that came in at the open window almost like a gale,
Bunter in the armchair. Hence his grunt of irritati
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Bunter had deposited his ample form in that armchai
the Rag, without noticing specially that the big wi
would not have taken the trouble to close it if he
Neither did he heave his weight out of the armchair
Three or four dead leaves, whistling in on the wind
face, before they fluttered to the floor. He grunte
spectacles from his book, and blinked round the roo
There was only one other fellow in the Rag. Lord Ma
elegantly in another armchair at a little distance.

the big window, watching clouds scurrying across a
what an Italian would have called " dolce far niente
his lordship's long suit. Billy Bunter squeaked acr

"l say, Mauly!"

Lord Mauleverer's eyes shifted from the sky to Bunt
answered.

"Mind closing the window, old chap?"

"Yaas."

"Oh, really, Mauly——."

Mauly's glance was transferred from Bunter to the s
found it a pleasanter view than the fat Owl's plump

"l say, Mauly, the wind's got up!" squeaked Bunter.
a cold in this draught. | mean, you might catch a ¢
you going to sit in this draught because you're too
the window?"

"Yaas!"

"Beast!" said Bunter, peevishly, and he returned to
Lord Mauleverer smiled gently, and continued to wat
Perhaps he saw no reason why Bunter, who was nearer
not close it himself if he wanted it closed. Or per
was too lazy to move. Besides, he liked open window
stir: and William George Bunter continued to receiv
wind.

More dead leaves floated in, and then a crumpled sh
on a gust, and collided with Billy Bunter's little
uttered an angry yelp.

The crumpled paper floated to the floor, and lay th
Bunter. He gave it a morose blink, and rubbed the f
he squeaked across at Mauleverer again.

"l say, Mauly, old chap!"

"Yaas," yawned Lord Mauleverer. "See that paper tha
"Yaas."

"Well, it might be a letter or something that some

the wind's blown it away. Hadn't you better pick it
want it, you know. While you're up you can shut the

Lord Mauleverer smiled gently, but did not answer.
in discussing the subject of windows with Bunter.
"Mauly!" squeaked Bunter. "You silly ass, are you g
a dumb dummy when a fellow's speaking to you?"
"Yaas."

"Beast!"

Once more Billy Bunter's eyes and spectacles return
wind ruffled the hair on his fat head and rustled t
but it could not be helped—unless Bunter got up to
Voices floated in on the wind, as well as occasiona
"Here, look out, Ogilvy."

"Don't barge, Smithy!"

"Rats!"
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"Ow! You landed that on my shin, you goat."

"Keep your silly shin out of the way."

"Look here——."

Snort, from Bunter. How was a fellow to read in pea
blowing on him, and fellows yelling and shouting ju
Once more he concentrated his big spectacles on Lor
"l say, Mauly, old chap! This is a jolly good book!
and all that! It's about Sherlock Holmes."

"Eh? Who's Sherlock Holmes?"

"A wonderful detective, you ass! Chap who finds out
deduction, you know! | mean, suppose you showed him
could tell you at once that the man it belonged to

had a ginger moustache, and a cast in the left eye,
"Oh, gad!"

"Chap a bit like me," said Bunter. "Cool, clear, co
and that kind of thing. What are you grinning at, M
"Just wonderin' where you parked that tremendous in
"Oh, really, Mauly! | fancy | could do it," went on
should make a pretty good detective, Mauly. What it
brains. That's where | come in. Not that a fellow h
what he can do, at Greyfriars! There ain't any myst
"Think you could solve the mystery of a mysterious
Bunter?" asked Lord Mauleverer.

"Bet you | could!" said Bunter, promptly. "Sherlock
good, from the way this man Conan Doyle goes on, bu
it just as well as he could. Have you lost anything
"Yaas."

"Well, give me a few details.” said Bunter, sitting
quite in the manner of Sherlock Holmes in his consu
Street. "And I'll jolly well show you. What have yo

"A bag of doughnuts."

"Eh?"

"It mysteriously disappeared from my study this aft
could track it down, Bunter?"

"Yah!" snorted Bunter.

Actually, whether Billy Bunter was gifted like the

or not, there was little doubt that he could have e

of the disappearance of Mauly's doughnuts! But he d
to take up the case!

"Look here, Mauly, don't be an ass! | say, this rea
interesting book! Sherlock Holmes keeps on penetrat
mysteries, and every time he does it Dr. Watson say
look at it?"

"Oh, all right! Chuck it over?"

"Are you too jolly lazy to come over here and look
"Yaas."

Billy Bunter gave his lordship an almost devastatin
"Look here, will you get up and shut that window or
coming down to brass tacks, as it were.

"Not!"

Billy Bunter breathed hard, and he breathed deep.
Almost he made up his fat mind to heave himself out
laziness supervened, and he resumed reading the ama
Sherlock Holmes, with the wind still fanning his fa

his hair.
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Bob Cherry came tramping into the Rag. He had finis
Quelch, and was looking for his friends. He glanced
Billy Bunter gave him a blink.

"l say, Cherry, old chap, shut that window, will yo

all sorts of rubbish in—dead leaves and bits of pap
makes the room untidy, you know."

"Couldn't you shut it yourself?" asked Bob.

"I'm sitting down!" said Bunter, with dignity.

"That's all right! I'll tip you out of that armchai

"Keep off, you silly ass!" howled Bunter. "Look her
lazy as Mauly? Can't you shut a window?"

Bob Cherry laughed, and shut the window. Then he pi
leaves that had blown in, and pitched them into the
under the table. Then, catching sight of the crumpl
that up also, and was about to throw it into the wa

the leaves, when he noticed that there was writing

it. His glance became a fixed stare of astonishment
written on that paper surprised and perplexed him.
"My hat!" he ejaculated. "What the dickens——."
There was a tramp of feet, and a crowd of Removites
little breathless after the kick-about in the quad.

"Oh, here you are, Bob," said Harry Wharton. Done
Quelch?"

"Oh! Yes!" answered Bob. "Look at this, you chaps!
up—blew in at the window. Can you make head or tail
Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset R
the crumpled paper. Then, like Bob, they stared at
very perplexing document. It was written wholly in
ran:-

BIG OAK. W.II. S.P.

The Famous Five all stared at it together. Sherlock
might have discovered what it meant. But it was a ¢
chums of the Greyfriars Remove.

CHAPTER 3

DETECTIVE BUNTER

"I SAY, you fellows!"

Billy Bunter, still immovable in the armchair, blin
through his big spectacles, and squeaked.

There were a good many fellows in the Rag now. Harr
group by the window, were examining, in considerabl
perplexity, the strange paper Bob had picked up. He
the Bounder of Greyfriars, was talking in low tones
the Rag Smithy and Skinner lowered their voices to
their favourite "gee-gee" in the two-thirty at Waps
Brown, Squiff, and Ogilvy had put on the gloves for
Lord Mauleverer, still gracefully reclining, was wa
was relating, to three or four fellows, how Coker o
him on the landing—just shoved him out of the way,
the adjacent building all belonged to Coker! Six or
discussing whether Wingate of the Sixth, the Greyfr
likely to play Loder in the match against Carcroft:
nothing could be more unlikely, whatever Loder fanc
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In the midst of all which, Billy Bunter's eyes and

the Famous Five, and the mysterious paper in Bob Ch
was not interested in the two-thirty at Wapshot Rac
in the shove Hazeldene had had from Coker of the Fi
prospects for the Greyfriars first eleven. But he w
scrap of paper, as he listened to the remarks of th
wanted to know.

"Queer!" said Frank Nugent.

"The queerfulness is terrific!" remarked Hurree Jam
"Blessed if | make anything out of it," said Johnny
"Doesn't seem to mean anything, so far as | can see
"Bit of a puzzle, and no mistake," said Bob. "It se

at the window, which means that some fellow must ha
the quad. If some fellow's lost it, | suppose he wa
jolly old dickens does it mean?"

"Goodness knows."

"I'd take it to the owner if | knew who it was," sa
dickens? Chap can't have written this out for nothi
"Hardly," said Nugent. "But—."

"l say, you fellows," howled Bunter, as his first s

"l say, what have you got there? Is that the paper
"That's it," answered Bob. "There's something writt
and nobody can make head or tail of it."

"Bet you | could!" said Bunter. "l expect that all

"Your long suit!" said Johnny Bull, sarcastically.

"Just that!" agreed Bunter, deaf to sarcasm. "If yo
brains, you'd be twice as clever as you jolly well

have a squint at it!"

There was a sleepy chuckle from Lord Mauleverer. "G
you men," he said. "Bunter's been absorbing Sherloc
he can beat him at his own game. Bunter will be abl
where that paper came from, whom it belongs to, wha
collars, and what his grandfather said in 1885."

"Ha, ha, ha!"

"Oh, really, Mauly——."

"Must mean something," said Bob, staring at the pap
puzzle, perhaps! I——."

"Do let a fellow have a squint at it," yapped Bunte
Full of his recent absorption of Sherlock Holmes, a
one moment that his powerful intellect was at least
Holmes's, the fat Owl was quite keen to show what h
deducing line.

"0.K." said Bob. "Here you are, old fat man! If you
admit that you're not the fathead you look."

"Yah!" was Bunter's elegant rejoinder to that.

He took the paper in a fat hand, and blinked at it
spectacles. Harry Wharton and Co. and several other
with smiling faces. The Famous Five flattered thems
fairly intelligent fellows: but they had to own up

make head or tail of that mysterious document. If B
undoubtedly was a more brainy fellow than any Greyf
supposed him to be. In fact, they expected Bunter t
hopelessly puzzled as they were themselves, if not
The fat Owl blinked at the paper in astonishment. C

if any, required some elucidating.

"Big Oak! W.1I. S.P." Bunter read it out. "Oh!"
"Construe!" grinned Bob. "We're waiting to say '"Won
Watson."
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"Ha, ha, ha!"

"Let's know what it means, Bunter," said Peter Todd
put round your head?"

"Fat ass!" said Johnny Bull. "If Bunter works it ou
and my football boots after it."

"Go it, Bunter!" chuckled Bob. "Pile in, Sherlock H
Billy Bunter was "going it". His fat brow was wrink
spectacles, as he concentrated on the mysterious pa
for the moment at least, to come as easy to Bunter
Possibly he had over-estimated the extent of his fa
But suddenly a grin diffused Bunter's plump counten
"I've got it!" he announced.

"What?"

"Gammon!"

"Draw it mild!"

Bunter's fat lip curled in a sneer. He had "got it"
was satisfied that he had got it! He gave the Famou
superior disdain.

"I tell you I've got it!" he said. "You fellows cou

well, have you got my brains? | just ask you!"
"Found out whom it belongs to?" chuckled Bob.
Bunter nodded.

"Yes!" he answered, calmly.

"Great pip! Who, then?" yelled Bob.

"Smithy!"

"Smithy!" repeated all the Famous Five together.
They glanced towards Vernon-Smith, still whispering
the two-thirty at Wapshot. Then they stared at Bunt
could see, there was no clue, no shadow of a clue,
that queer paper. It was, to all appearance, a leaf
book, with nothing whatever on it, save that line o
which so far as they could see afforded no clue at
from blinking at that paper, discovered the owner,
that he equalled, if he did not beat, the celebrate
Street.

"Just Smithy!" said Bunter, carelessly. "Elementary
mean, easy enough to me, you fellows. All you need,
mystery, is a cool, clear, powerful intellect—like

"Ye gods!" murmured Lord Mauleverer.

"Is this where we say ‘wonderful'?" asked Johnny Bu
"Oh, really, Bull—."

"How do you know it's Smithy's, Bunter, if it is Sm
Wharton.

"No 'if about it," answered Bunter. "It's Smithy's
what it means, too?"

"Oh, my hat! Can you?"

"Of course!”

"l don't think!" remarked Nugent.

"The don't-thinkfulness is terrific," grinned Hurre
"Oh, run on, Bunter," said Bob. "Construe!"

"All right! Big Oak-that's the name of a racehorse,
be anything else, from the rest of it, you know. W.

two—the two o-clock race at Wapshot—I suppose you f
Wapshot races are on—now. S.P.—that's starting-pric

"Oh, my hat!"

Harry Wharton and Co. stared at Bunter, and at the
And they stared at one another. Whether Bunter was
certainly had read a meaning into that mysterious s
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Billy Bunter grinned complacently.

Next to eating, in Bunter's list of earthly delight

And he was showing off, now, to great effect. His g
Holmes had enabled him to elucidate that mysterious
utterly puzzled every other fellow who had looked a
"My only hat and sunshade!" said Bob Cherry. "It mi
fellows—it must mean something, and it might mean t
explained how you know it's Smithy's, Bunter."
"Easy!" yawned Bunter. "Every man in the Remove kno
horses. | know jolly well that when he writes a not
always puts it in capital letters, in case of accid
"Smithy isn't the only black sheep here, and any ot
same," said Harry.

"But—but it looks——."

"By gum!” said Bob. "Has Bunter really worked it ou
never cease!"

"Oh, really, Cherry——."

"Big Oak-Wapshot two o'clock—Starting Price!" repea
gum it does look like it! If it's Smithy's, and Que
guessed, it would mean the long jump for Smithy. Ph
"S.P. always means Starting Price," said Bunter. "|
gave me the clue. Then the rest was easy."

Bob Cherry chuckled.

"Get ready to eat your hat, Johnny, and your footba
said.

A snort from Johnny Bull.

"We'll have it clear first," he said. "If that pape

say so—he will want it back, if it's anything like

Call him."

"Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy!" roared Bob Cherry. T
discussion with Skinner, on the urgent and importan
thirty at Wapshot, looked round irritably.
"What——"2?" he snapped.

"Come over here, Smithy—something of yours here
"What do you mean?" snapped Vernon-Smith.
"Have you lost something?"

"No, | haven't."

"Well, come here and look at this."

The Bounder, irritably, left Skinner, and came acro
Bunter's armchair. Billy Bunter gave a fat wink.
"All right, Smithy," he grinned. "Nobody's going to
man! We're keeping it dark."

"What are you driving at, you fat fool?" was the Bo
reply.

"Oh, really, Smithy——."

"Look at that, Smithy." Bob took the paper from the
fingers, and held it for Vernon-Smith to see. "Is t

The Bounder stared at it. "No!" he answered.
CHAPTER 4

NOT SO WONDERFUL

"HE, he, he!"

That fat cachinnation came from Billy Bunter. It im

all events, did not place much faith in Smithy's de
was his.

Vernon-Smith gave him a dark look, and then glanced
fellows, unpleasantly.
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"What's this game?" he snapped. "What's that silly
that fat idiot think that it belongs to me?"

"Somebody dropped it about, and it blew in at this
Bob. "It must mean something—chap wouldn't have wri
nothing. If it isn't yours——."

"I've said that it isn't!"

"All right, all right—don't fly off the handle, old
good-humouredly. "The way Bunter's worked it out, i
be. | sort of seem to have heard that you sometimes
a Johnny who knows about horses——."

"In capital letters—he, he, he!" contributed Bunter
that out, have you?" said the Bounder, with another
Owl. "You'll do too much nosing one of these days,
the paper. "Does that rubbish mean anything?"
"Well, you wouldn't know, if it isn't yours," said

made it mean something, or fancies he has——."
"Oh, really, Cherry——."

"Clever lad!" sneered the Bounder. "I can't make he
Bunter, of course, has the brains. What does he mak
"Big Oak, a racehorse—W.lI, the two o'clock at Waps
price," said Bob. "How's that?"

"The fat fool!"

"You don't think it means that, Smithy?" asked Harr
The Bounder laughed contemptuously.

"Does that fat Owl fancy himself a Sherlock Holmes
he yapped. "How could it possibly mean that, when t
race at Wapshot at all. The racing begins at two-th
"Oh!" exclaimed all the juniors together.

They were not so well up in such matters as the Bou
the races were on at Wapshot, but that was all. Smi
the time of every race, and the name of every horse
abstruse knowledge often helped him to get rid of h
money. Certainly, Bunter's interpretation of the my
sounded plausible. But if there was no two o'clock
appeared that Sherlock Holmes the Second had not qu
the head like Sherlock Holmes the First.

"l shan't be eating that hat after all!" remarked J

"Ha, ha, ha!"

"And Big Oak's the name of a racehorse, is it?" wen
been over the Wapshot list pretty thoroughly, and h
I've never heard of a horse named Big Oak, if Bunte
"Oh!" gasped Bunter. He looked quite blank.
Vernon-Smith gave a contemptuous sniff, turned on h
back to the corner where he had been conferring wit
faces looked at the fat Owl in the armchair.

"Try again, old fat man," chuckled Bob.

"lI—l—I say, you fellows," stammered Bunter. "|—I fa
whatever Smithy says. S.P. jolly well means startin

If W.1I. doesn't mean the two o'clock, it means the
might mean that just as well. So it stands to reaso
the name of the horse. Smithy don't know everything
"S.P. might be the initials of the chap who wrote i
"And if that's so, it looks as if the paper's Bunte
"Mine? " howled Bunter.

"Yes, yours, from the initials at the end——."

"You silly ass, the letters are S.P.——."

"That stands far Stout Porker!" said Johnny.

"Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.
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"Why, you—you—you——I!" gasped Bunter.

"You're not the only Sherlock Holmes here, Bunter,"
if this paper's Bunter's——."

"It ain't!" howled Bunter.

"Well, you didn't believe Smithy when he said it wa
expect to be believed when you say it isn't yours!"
head. "Now, if this paper's Bunter's, the' W' may s
That seems to fit Bunter."

"Ha, ha, ha!"

"That 'll' might stand for eleven, just as much as
"Think it reads 'Want Elevenses—Stout—Porker'. Look
case, Bunter."

"Ha, ha, ha!"

"Beast!" hooted Bunter.

"Well, we shan't work it out at this rate," said Ha
"Sherlock Holmes the Second has let us down, and we
ourselves. Better keep it in your pocket. Bob, till
looking for it."

"Right-ho." agreed Bob, and he slipped the crumpled
pocket, where, as the talk turned on football, he s

it.

But a little later, when Bob Cherry was going out o
Mauleverer quietly detached himself from his armcha
into the passage. His lordship had listened to the
the mysterious paper, without making any contributi
with a thoughtful expression on his face. He tapped
passage, and Bob looked round.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

"About that paper, old bean." said Lord Mauleverer,
Bob laughed.

"Like to try your hand at the jolly old mystery, Ma

it is! You couldn't do worse than Bunter."

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

"No! But a chap who writes in that queer style is a

to keep. | imagine." he said. "That sort of jargon
might fall into the wrong hands."

"Not much doubt about that, | suppose," assented Bo
Smithy's—he said so."

"Whoever he is, he must be a bit worried at losing
"The initials at the end might be the clue."

"Starting Price!" grinned Bob.

"No: Stephen Price," answered Mauleverer.

Bob gave quite a jump.

"Oh, suffering crocodiles! Price of the Fifth—why,
something under the elms, about an hour ago, and wa
nobody should find it for him!" he exclaimed. "l wo
"He's a bad hat," said Lord Mauleverer, quietly, "b
paper, he won't be feelin' easy about it. Goodness
but if it's Pricey's, you can bet that it's somethi

for a beak or a prefect to see. They might make it
Bob Cherry nodded, slowly.

"Pricey is a worm," he said, "but | wouldn't like t
treading on him, all the same. If it's his, he's go

had certainly lost something, and was awfully worri
rather a rotter——."

"Might do him a good turn, all the same."

"Oh, quite!" agreed Bob. "Thanks for the tip, Mauly
his study and if it's his, he can have it, and set
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Lord Mauleverer nodded, and ambled back into the Ra
little doubting that Mauly, though no Sherlock Holm
nail on the head, tramped up the stairs, and procee
study in the Fifth: to ascertain whether that myste

to Price, and if so, to hand it over to him and hav

CHAPTER 5

TRIBULATIONS OF A SPORTSMAN

"BRACE up, old man!" yawned Cedric Hilton.

Price of the Fifth did not answer.

He was moving restlessly about his study, his hands
trousers' pockets, his narrow face lined with worry
elegantly on the settee under the study window, reg
expression half-bored and half-amused.

They were both "sportsmen" in that study. Both fanc
somewhat uncertain game of "spotting winners". But
resemblance between them. When Cedric Hilton's sele
away with his money, Hilton would shrug his shoulde
matter from his mind with easy nonchalance. Price w
a knock-out blow. No doubt the reason was partly be
had plenty of money, and could afford to throw it a
very little, and couldn't. Both had lately dropped
Hilton, as usual, shrugged his shoulders, while Ste

if he might be going to execution.

"Dash it all, old man," went on Hilton, as Price di

hits you like that, what's the good of goin' on wit

to be rather a pain in the neck in this study, Pric
Price scowled, still without speaking.

"We've dropped a tenner each," continued Hilton. "I
I'm cleared out, clean as a whistle! Same as you ar
and a dance about it?"

Price came to a halt in his restless pacing, and st
Hilton, staring at him with lowering brow.

"We're not in the same boat," he said, bitterly. "Y
Banks on the nail. | didn't! | couldn't."

"Man shouldn't back gees if he can't meet his losse
sententiously.

"Fat lot of good telling me that now! Besides, | wa
certain—that Bonny Boy would romp home. It was mone
so too—we both thought we should be rolling in it."
Hilton laughed.

"Happy delusion!" he murmured. "Now old Joey's roll
and if he isn't jolly soon rolling in yours, Pricey

him."

"Do you think | haven't heard from him already?" sn
week ago, and I've heard from him more than once. H
plain that there will be a row if he isn't paid."

"Dash it all, you've got to pay him!" said Hilton.

"The man's square, in his own way—he pays up if he
"How often's that?" sneered Price.

"That's not the point. He doesn't pick your gee for

of your own accord, and back your fancy, and he tak
make you bet with him if you don't choose to."

"Well. | can't pay."

Hilton sat upright on the settee, and looked direct
careless face had become very serious.
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"Look here, Pricey, that won't do." he said. "If yo
meet a possible loss, you were a mad ass to lay ten
was two to one, and you'd have bagged twenty if Bon
off. You'd have taken it fast enough. Now you say y
will be some fat in the fire when Joey Banks gets t
"I—I thought I—I might be able to-to borrow it, if
muttered Price.

Hilton's lip curled.

"Thanks!" he said, drily. "Well, there's nothin' in

you are. You'll have to raise it somehow, and you'd
ask him for time. And you'd better brace up, too,"

of scorn. "If you go about with a face as long as a
begin to take notice—Prout's had an eye on you more
Wingate doesn't trust you as far as he can see you.

together."
Price scowled at him.
"That isn't all," he muttered. "I—I—I'm worried abo

lost—it's been on my mind all the afternoon. If any
"Oh, gad! What's the worry now?" asked Hilton, impa
dickens have you lost, then?"

"A note!" muttered Price. "I—I've got to see Banks,
as you've said. Well, | wrote him a note——."

"You ditherin' ass!" exclaimed Hilton, aghast. "You
Banks, and dropped it about the school? Mad?"

"It just happened,” muttered Price. "Just one of th

on a leaf of my pocket-book and tore it out, and wa
envelope, when that fool Coker came into the study—
from the door blew it off the table—the window was
before | could grab at it, it was gone."

"You ass!"

"Could I help it?" snarled Price. "I—I'd have smash
Coker——'

"If he'd have let you!" grinned Hilton. "What did y

tell me that you didn't smash Coker—I can guess tha
"l cut down to the quad at once, to look for it? Bu

it's been all day. | couldn't find it. Goodness kno
blown to. I've been hunting for it ever since. Migh
study window for all | know—or the Head's!" muttere
"I had enough on my mind already—and now this!"
Hilton looked at him, with more than a touch of sco
Price's pal—he was too easy—going to keep the black
arm's length as often he would have liked to do. Bu
"pal" was chiefly a good-natured and tolerant conte

moment he was feeling much more contempt than toler

career as a "sportsman", took risks which better fe
hesitated to take. But he had not the courage of hi
shadow of danger was enough to shake his nerve.
"So your note to Joey Banks is blowing about Greyfr
Hilton.

"Yes!"

But for the love of Mike, you weren't fool enough t
could nail you on!" exclaimed Hilton. "Accidents mi
"Of course not," snapped Price. "It was written in
possibly know the hand. And it was in the code we a
only initials that he understands."

Hilton drew a breath of relief.

"That's all right, then! If nobody could trace it t
matter? What are you ditherin' about?"
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Price gave him an evil look.

"You never know!" he muttered. "Of course, it may b
lost. But—nbut if Prout happened to pick it up—or Wi
some fag who showed it round asking fellows what it
what might happen. Prout actually came on me while
this afternoon, and offered to help me—I told him |
luckily that was good enough for him, and he waddle
"Prout couldn't have got on to it, if he'd seen it—
couldn't have connected it with you——."

"It's not the sort of thing a fellow wants his form

it's all right—nobody could make it out, but—but——.
"But you've got no more nerve than a rabbit!" said
sake, brace up, and——."

Tap!

Hilton broke off, as a tap came at the study door.
face, surmounted by a mop of flaxen hair, looked in
really quite a pleasant face to look upon: but Hilt

and Price a black, bitter, threatening scowl. Howso
pleasant, the face of the Remove junior who had lea
back was not likely to please Stephen Price.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo!" said Bob Cherry, cheerily. P
hands, hard.

"You cheeky young scoundrel!" he said, between his
come to this study for?"

"Not because it bucks a fellow to see your chivvy,
"How're your poor knees? You shouldn't have taken t
You should have tucked in your tuppenny——."
Price made a stride towards him, with clenched fist
He was in a mood to punch somebody. He would have |
Coker, for having been the inadvertent cause of tha
But smashing the hefty Horace was far beyond Price’
Remove junior was a much easier proposition.
Hilton, however, pushed him back.

"Hold on," he said. "Perhaps the kid's come here wi
something. What do you want here, Cherry?"
"Nothing," answered Bob.

"Take it and go, then!" snapped Hilton.

"Wrap it up for me!" suggested Bob.

"Look here, get out of the way, Cedric," snarled Pr
"That cheeky young cad played leap-frog over my bac
looking for—for something, under the elms, and | ba
going to—."

"You never found what you were looking for, Pricey?
this it?"

He held out a crumpled paper.

Price jumped, almost clear of the floor. He could h
as he stared at that paper, and read thereon: BIG O
the lost paper that had blown out of his study wind
"Oh!" he gasped.

"Oh!" repeated Hilton. He too stared at the paper,
Cherry. "Do you know what that means, kid?"
"Haven't the foggiest unless the initials at the en
answered Bob. "If it's yours, Price, here it is."

He held it out, and Price, almost convulsively, sna
hand. Bob grinned. There was no doubt that Mauly ha
on the head, though no rival of Sherlock Holmes lik
mysterious document certainly belonged to Price of
Price crumpled it in his hand.
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"Where did you find it?" he muttered.

"It blew into the Rag—things are blowing about like
answered Bob.

"Have you been showing it about?"

"Yes! Shouldn't know it was yours if | hadn't. Bunt
stood for starting price: but another chap thought
another sort of Price!" grinned Bob. "So | trotted
"lt—it's a sort of puzzle—a—a cryptogram | was maki
carelessly as he could. Then he scowled again. "Wha
you young rotter?" Bob Cherry chuckled.

"l can just see you rooting all over the shop looki
puzzle you'd been making up!" he said. "Sounds sort
know what it means, and don't want to: but you can'
Cheerio!"

And Bob, closing the door after him with a cheery b
stood with the crumpled paper clutched in his hand,
but none the less in a ratty temper. Hilton yawned.
"Well, you've got it back," he said. "Storm in a te
thanked the kid for bringing it to you."

"I'd rather smack his head!"

"Yes, | suppose you would!" said Hilton. "You're ra
old man."

"Look here——!"

"Oh, nuts!"

And Hilton, in his turn, walked out of the study, a
after him. Price was left with his precious paper,
spot of trouble, at least, was off his mind: and he
concentrate on his difficulties with Mr. Joseph Ban
though to judge by his looks, he derived no comfort

CHAPTER 6

FALSE ALARM!

"COVER!"

"What——?"

"Ware beaks!" murmured Bob Cherry. "Likewise pre.'
Iloh!ll

It was in break on Wednesday morning, Five members

Remove were where, at the moment, no members of the

been—to wit, in the spinney by the river. They came
whispered, under the wide-spreading branches of a h
over the lesser trees that surrounded it. Footsteps
rustling, gave warning that someone was coming, fro
school.

Which was a little alarming to the Famous Five. Not
harm in their presence in the spinney. In the after
half-holiday, they would have been free to spend al
had the spirit moved them so to do. But it was in "
break, juniors were not permitted to wander out of
Greyfriars. They were breaking a rule. There was ab
roaming in the shady spinney, so far as that went.
made, from the schoolmaster's point of view, to be
schoolboys did not always see eye to eye with schoo
subject. Bob Cherry had suggested a "little run", a
old Cloister wall without waiting for his comrades
and they had followed: and there they were, Break w
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minutes: but it was easy enough to take a "little r

and get back before the bell went—if nothing happen
however, as if something might happen!

Under the thick oak branches, they stared back the
was a mere track, hardly a path, through the spinne
among trees and thickets, was not good. They could
but could not see who it was. If it happened to be

and he came upon them, the inevitable result was li
"Extra", which would have been a real disaster on a
"Cover!" whispered Bob, again.

"The coverfulness is the proper caper!" agreed Hurr
"To be out of sight is to be out of one's mind, as
remarks."

That English proverb very nearly elicited a chuckle
fellows, which might have betrayed them. Fortunatel
"This way!" breathed Bob.

He jumped at a branch of the oak, and swung himself
In a moment, four other fellows had followed his ex
were out of bounds, and liable to be spotted by mas
resultant lines, had to be quick on the uptake. The
quick enough. They vanished one after another into
the oak, leaving the track below vacant, for the ne
was, to pass. They were in ample time: it was a ful
were footsteps under the spreading branches of the
Unseen in the foliage, five juniors, perched on bra
those footsteps to die away in the direction of the
The footsteps died away: but not in the direction o
away altogether, for the newcomer had come to a hal
Harry Wharton and Co. stared downward. But the thic
view. Someone was standing under the old oak: but w
not the faintest idea. They could not get the meres
Five fellows exchanged expressive glances.

They could only conclude that they had been either
that the person below guessed that they had gone in
Otherwise, why was he stopping there?

If it was Quelch——!"

"Oh, crumbs!" murmured Bob, inaudibly. He rather wi
not led the way on that little ramble in break. Rul
rules! Like most of Bob's reflections, this occurre

be of any use.

Johnny Bull gave him a very, very expressive look.

to speak, with ears so near at hand. But his look s
revealed what Johnny thought of Bob's ideas about t
break, leaving Robert Cherry in no doubt on that su
"Must be a beak." Frank Nugent barely whispered the
Quelchy, he's got us."

They listened. Every moment they expected to hear a
on it, calling to them from below. Still, there was

they were not going to ask for it. They remained as
the cat at hand, listening almost painfully.

But no call came. A whole minute elapsed—then anoth
was Quelch, and he knew they were there, he would ¢
down. So it couldn't be Quelch: or alternatively, a
couldn't know that they were there.

Five faces brightened considerably. Why some person
there under the oak tree, they did not know, and co
dreaded possibility of "Extra" that afternoon faded

the present, at least: and had only to wait and hop
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y, and the visibility,
hear somebody coming,
a master or a prefect,
nes—it might even be
half-holiday.

ee Jamset Ram Singh.
the English proverb

from the other
y, they suppressed it.

up from the ground.
ample. Fellows who
ter or prefect, with
Famous Five were
the thick foliage of
wcomer, whoever he
| minute before there
big oak.

nches, waited for
Sark.
f the river. They died
t, under the tree.

k foliage shut off the
ho it was, they had
t glimpse of him.

seen or heard, and
to cover in the oak.

shed now that he had
es, after all, were
d to him too late to

He could not venture
poke whole volumes. It
aking a little run in
bject.

words. "If it's

voice, with an edge
a chance yet: and
silent as mice with

erl Obviously, if it
all to them to come
s the lawyers say, he

unknown had halted
uld not guess. But the
. They were safe for
e that the unseen



person would pass on his way, in time to allow them
school before the bell went for third lesson.

But that hope grew fainter, as more minutes passed.
Third school bell rang at eleven: and it was gettin
eleven now. They began to wonder whether, after all
belonged to Greyfriars. Masters as well as boys had
room when the bell went. It was a most exasperating
might be taking cover from some complete stranger w
uninterested in them.

Again and again they tried to peer through the thic

to glimpse the figure under the oak. But they could
him. Once or twice they heard a movement, as if he
restlessly. He was still there! But who or what he
idea. If it was some stranger, all they had to do w
oak, and walk away regardless—but if it was some Gr
"Oh, my hat!" breathed Bob Cherry, almost inaudibly
came. "Oh, scissors! Somebody else coming!"
Clearly came the sounds of someone approaching the
spinney. They heard a grunt, which reminded them of
Remove. Someone was out of breath.

"Oh! Here you are, Joey!" exclaimed a voice. And as
Wharton and Co. started, and gave one another eloqu
They knew that voice! It was the sharp, almost shri
the Fifth! It was Stephen Price, of the Fifth Form,

that tree: it was on account of Price of the Fifth

cover in the oak, and were risking being late for t

the Fifth-who did not matter a bean! They did not ¢
dozen Prices, saw them out of bounds in morning bre
that moment, were almost too deep for words.

"Ere | am, Mister Price," came a surly voice. "l g
come, and if you've got the tenner——."

"Quiet, Banks," came a hurried mutter.

"Cor'l There ain't nobody about, and ain't we met'
more times that a covey can remember? Look 'ere, Mi
note all right this morning, and 'ere | am, and you

| 'ope that it's all right now."

"Come behind the tree—somebody might pass."

"Oh, all right!"

"I—I want to talk to you, Joey." Price's voice had

want to explain—-."

Price was suddenly interrupted.

Had the juniors in the branches of the oak shared t
George Bunter, of their form, they might have been
conversation not intended for their ears. But Harry
not the slightest desire to hear any of the dingy s
sportsman of the Fifth: indeed, they would have str
They knew now that there was no danger in showing u
bean for Price of the Fifth, and not the ghost of a
disreputable racing man he had met under the big oa
on the downward path, swinging from one branch to a
interrupted Price's remarks to Mr. Banks was the si
legs suddenly swinging out of the branches above hi
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PRICE STARED AT THOSE LEGS, HIS EYES ALMOST STARTING

FROM HIS FACE.

Price stared at those legs, his eyes almost startin
Banks stared at them, his eyes popping too.

"Cor'!" ejaculated Mr. Banks.

Price did not stop to ejaculate! Neither did he sto

rest of Bob! The legs were enough for him! He knew
the tree, and coming down. Who it was he did not kn
to surmise. He knew that the next second somebody,
see him in company with the disreputable bookmaker,
about in the school, might land him in the biggest

his career as a sportsman! That was enough for Pric
an arrow from a bow, leaving Joey Banks gaping, and
top speed through the spinney when Bob Cherry, swin
dropped to the ground, followed in a few moments by
juniors.

"Cor'l" repeated Mr. Banks, staring at them. "Come
Bob.

Five fellows streaked away. They had no more than t
to get back to the school before the bell rang. Pri
vanished: Harry Wharton and Co. vanished after him:
who had arrived there in the hope of collecting a "
Fifth-form sportsman, was left staring—the sole inh
spinney.

CHAPTER 7

DROPPING IN ON COKER

"SHUT up. Potter——."

"But—." said Potter.
"l said shut up!" remarked Horace Coker.
"But——!" said Greene.

"Cheese it. Greene." said Coker.

"Look here, the bell's going!" exclaimed Potter.

"I know that!" answered Coker, calmly. "If you thin
Potter, and can't hear the bell, you're mistaken, s
right. Now shut up, and let a fellow speak!"

g from his face. Mr.

p to get a view of the
that someone was in
ow, and did not stop
whoever it was, would
which, if talked

spot of trouble of all
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Potter of the Fifth looked at Greene, of that form.
Greene looked at Potter. Both of them breathed rath
The bell was going for third school. Most fellows h
rooms at its clang. That was what Potter and Greene
other fellows. They did not want to be late for Pro
Only that morning, Coker had failed to find his boo
delayed them five minutes for second lesson: and Pr
He had rapped at them, all three: in fact he had, a
afterwards with deep indignation, talked to Fifth-f
have talked to fags in the Second form.

That, for Horace Coker, was a matter for indignatio
reprisals! For Potter and Greene it was a tip not t

Still, they shut up, and waited impatiently for Cok
They had to be tactful with Coker, for two excellen

It was not because Horace Coker was, as he seemed t
having authority, saying "Do this!" and he doeth it
they were interested in what Coker had to say: inde
been more uninterested. Nevertheless, there were tw
exercising tact towards the rugged Horace.

The first was, that Coker was standing a feed that
Arcade in Courtfield: one of those lavish spreads w
friends feel that with all his faults they loved hi

reason was, that Coker was hourly expecting a hands
Judy, who seldom left her dear Horace short of that
cash. Tips from Aunt Judy meant that Coker's study,
was like unto a land flowing with milk and honey: a
came in for a generous share of the crumbs that fel
table.

Two such reasons were sufficient to cause Potter an
as bidden, and to linger, in momentary dread of the
landing them in another jaw from Prout. But they br
Coker of the Fifth was sitting on the old stone sea
wall—a rather secluded spot. Why he had chosen that
wander to in break Potter and Greene did not know—y
sitting on the old stone, his long legs stretched o
trousers pockets, a dogged expression on his rugged
fixture, passing by the bell for school as the idle
regarded not.

That old stone seat was sometimes used as a steppin
fellows who clambered over the wall at that out-of-
that was not why Coker was there. He had no idea of
in break. He was there, apparently, to sit on the s
frown, and lay down the law to his long-suffering p
Having reduced them to silence, Coker did not immed
was he had to say. He frowned thoughtfully. Potter
supposed that he was thinking something out, if the
to do any thinking. They waited with growing impati
ventured to speak at last.

"The bell will be stopping in a tick, Coker."

"Let it!" said Coker, briefly.

"Prout will be shirty again!" ventured Greene.

"Let him!" said Coker, with the same brevity as bef
looked at each other, and at Coker.

Coker seemed a fixture. What the idea was, if there
Potter and Greene could not guess. It seemed improb
any ideas in Coker's head. But clearly he was up to
"Don't squirm about like cats on hot bricks," said

not going in yet. At least, I'm not."
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"But the bell—!"

"And Prout——!"

"Never mind the bell and Prout," said Coker, with t
can hear the bell, and | don't care a boiled bean f
minutes late in second school. What did Prout do?"
"Jawed us," said Potter. "We don't want any more."
"Might be lines, or Extra," urged Greene. "Old Pomp
he's got his rag out."

"He can't scare me!" said Coker, disdainfully.

"Eh? Oh! No! But—let's cut in, old chap—."

"I'm not going to cut in! I'm staying here till ten

said Coker. "Prout jawed us for being five minutes
parcel of fags in Twigg's form, or a bunch of inky
Remove. Let's see how he likes it when we're ten mi
five."

"Oh!" gasped Potter. "Oh!" echoed Greene.

"That's the idea!" said Coker. "Prout's getting a b
size in collars. He can't talk to men in the Fifth

fags in the Third! He can't jaw me like Quelch jawi
here for the next ten minutes, and chance it."

"You ass!" gasped Potter.

"What? What did you say, George Potter?"
"lI—I—I." Potter remembered the spread at the Arcade
from Aunt Judy. "I—I—I mean, look here, old fellow,
like that——!"

"Can't I?" said Coker, grimly.

"We can't, anyhow!" hooted Greene. He too, remember
Aunt Judy's tip! But there was a limit! If Horace C
could erect the standard of rebellion at Greyfriars
that fancy. Spread or no spread, tip from Aunt Judy
Greene was not going to be landed in a row with Pro
Coker gave a contemptuous snort.

"If you funk sticking to a pal, you can cut off!" h
here, as | said. Old Pompous can't scare me."

"But, my dear chap——!" pleaded Potter.

"No good arguing!" said Coker. "I've thought it out
it's time somebody stood up to Prout! It's fixed an
laws of the Swedes and Nasturtiums. See?"

"But | say——!" moaned Potter.

"Shut up, old chap."

"The bell's stopping!" said Greene. "Let it stop!"

Potter and Greene paused one more moment. To abando

alone in his glory, as it were, meant risking that

and subsequent spreads in the study when Aunt Judy'
But it was only for one more moment that they pause
really couldn't defy their form-master, though Hora

to fancy that they could. If it was, as Coker said,
stood up to Prout, Potter and Greene had no desire
any intention of doing it. Just one more moment the

if moved by the same spring, they bolted together o
and raced for the House.

A snort of scorn from Coker followed them. He did n
Prout had jawed him, like a fag, before all the Fif
minutes late that morning! Well, Coker was jolly we
Deliberately, he was going to sit for ten minutes a
there being his method of standing up to Prout.
Perhaps, after his friends were gone, Coker felt a
uneasiness. So long as he had to encounter and over
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thought of nothing but encountering and overcoming
opposition, other aspects of the matter presented t
into which a little doubt crept.

Still, he did not stir! What he had said, he had sa

If he raced after Potter and Greene now, what would
off his mouth, and then cutting in and kow-towing t
fellow! Wouldn't they just grin?

Coker frowned and sat tight. He was jolly well goin
He was going to sit it out for ten minutes.

No doubt he would have done so, had not the unexpec
had thought of all the occurrences that could possi
secluded spot, the very last he would have thought
of some fellow suddenly clambering over the wall ag
swinging down on his head! That really was not the
fellow would have expected to occur.

But that was what occurred.

Suddenly, there was a brushing sound on the wall, a
surprise, looked up, a hurried and breathless clamb
over, right above his head. That clamberer could no
expected the stone seat under the wall to be occupi
minutes past eleven, and every man at Greyfriars wa
rooms at eleven o'clock. Naturally, he expected to
seat. In the unexpected circumstances, he landed on
Crash!

Coker uttered a startled roar, which the Bull of Ba
beaten, as a foot clumped on his head, and another
was roiling off the stone seat, with a surprised cl

him.

"Oh!" gasped the newcomer.

He sat up, dizzily, on Coker's waistcoat. But he sa
breathless moment. Then he jumped up and tore away.
him with dizzy eyes, recognised Price of the Fifth
"Wurrrrrgggh!" gurgled Coker.

Price vanished. Coker staggered to his feet. He rub
hand, his ear with the other, and spluttered for br
Price descending on his head, followed by the crash
flags, had quite knocked Coker out, for the moment.
He tottered to the stone seat under the wall, and s
his head spinning. Price, apparently, had been out
and had returned in a terrific hurry, late for thir

occur to Coker that other fellows might also have b
break, and might also be returning in a hurry. He s
breath, and rubbed his damages, in happy unconsciou
coming.

It came suddenly. Again there was a brushing sound
him, and before Coker could think of dodging, or ev
largest pair of feet in Greyfriars Remove swung ove
The rest of Bob Cherry, followed at once.

"Wha-a-at—oh—ooh—goooogh—!" stuttered Coker, as Bob

on the stone seat, landed on him instead, just as P
sprawled headlong over him.

"Oh, crumbs!" gasped Bob, as he sprawled. "What the
the dickens—Ilook out, you men——!"

But the "men" who were following Bob over the wall
out. Johnny Bull was already swinging over, and aft
Wharton, followed by Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
old stone seat been unoccupied as naturally they ex
that time, they would have landed on it and jumped

it. Left without
hemselves to his mind,
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it look like? Blowing
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was, it was occupied by Bob sprawling over Horace C
added themselves to the mix-up. It was a matter of
knew what was happening till it happened.

"Look out—oh, my hat—!"

"Who——what—oh, crumbs!"

"Ooooh!"

"Oh, crikey!"

Coker, dizzier than ever, rolled on the stone flags
rolled over him and one another. They rolled, and s

in a state of great surprise. "Coker!" gasped Harry
"That fathead Coker! What are you sticking there in
ass?"

"That terrific fathead Coker!"

"That blithering idiot Coker——."

"Come on!" exclaimed Bob, first on his feet. "We're
He rushed away and his breathless chums rushed afte
stop to ask Coker whether he was hurt. But no doubt
was.

They disappeared at top speed.

"Woooooooogh!" moaned Coker. "You young villains! |
I'll—oooooh!-spiflicate you! Oh, gum; oooooogh."

A rumpled, crumpled, untidy, indeed dilapidated Cok
breath, and rubbed places, too numerous to enumerat
and pains. He was busy for quite a long time—too bu
with Mr. Prout. When at length he tottered away, he
winded, still rubbing aches and pains, and not mere
half an hour late for form with the Fifth.

CHAPTER 8

BUNTER IS OBLIGING!

BILLY BUNTER blinked up at the letter-rack, with a
blink. Only one letter, as it happened, was stickin

that one was not addressed to W. G. Bunter. It was
Coker. Nevertheless, the Owl of the Remove was deep
The Remove were out after third school: with five e
Wharton and Co. had been six or seven minutes late.
eleven when they cut out of the spinney: and droppi
caused further delay. They were kept in for a quart
class as a reward. Luckily, it did not occur to Mr.

been out of bounds, or he might have made it "Extra
were late: and Quelch was a whale on punctuality. S

it out in the form-room for fifteen minutes: while
streamed out into the fresh air. Excepting Billy Bu

open spaces had no special appeal, and who was more
letter-rack.

Fellows generally took their letters from the rack
usual, had turned up in break, in the hope that a p
had long been expecting, might have materialised at
hope springs eternal in the human breast. It was po
that a letter might have been overlooked, and stuck
the fat Owl gave the letter-rack a hopeful blink, b
blink was enough to cause that faint hope to fade a
letter for Bunter. But he did not roll on his way.

eyes and spectacles fixed on the letter for Horace

oker, and four fellows
seconds, and nobody
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prawled, and yelled,
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the way for, you
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It had been there in break, and Bunter had noticed
taken it. Coker of the Fifth, his mind fully occupi
against Prout, and his determination to show Old Po
off, had not thought of looking for letters. So the

its lonely own: with Billy Bunter's eyes and specta
A fat hand was reaching up to it, when a Fifth-form
rack. Billy Bunter was tall sideways: and the lette
his reach. He was standing on his toes, stretching
Price of the Fifth came up. Price had been too busi
that morning to look for letters, so he had come al
stared at Bunter.

"Leave that letter alone, you young tick!" snapped
you."

Bunter blinked round at him.

"l say. Price, hand it down to me, will you?" he as

"I tell you it's not for you! Are you as blind as a
impatiently.

"l know it ain't for me—I'm going to take it to Cok
"He must have forgotten to look for letters this mo
well know that he will be jolly glad to get that on
"Mind your own business," suggested Price.

"Well, a fellow likes to be obliging," said Bunter.

in that letter, he ought to have it, you know. | he
yesterday that his Aunt Judy was tipping him a tenn
addressed in the old sketch's fist. I'm going to ta
where Coker is? "

"No: and you'd better leave Coker's letters alone,
answered Price. After glancing at the rack, he walk
scowl on his face as he went. That blockhead Coker,
getting a "tenner" as a tip: while he, Stephen Pric
end to raise that very sum to keep Joey Banks from
was very irritating to Price.

"Beast!" murmured Bunter, as Price departed. He bli
again.

As likely as not, Aunt Judy's tenner was in that le
The old sketch, as Bunter respectfully described he
registering a letter. If the tenner was there, Coke
very glad to have it. He had forgotten, apparently,
letters that morning, and even Coker would feel obl
took him his letter—if there was indeed a tenner in
and being in such ample funds, might he not possibl
loan of half a crown, by a fellow who had been disa
postal order? There was a sporting chance of it, at
Owl was going to try it on.

He stretched himself to his fullest extent, and suc
the letter. With it clutched in a fat hand, be roll

to look for Coker of the Fifth.

Coker, in fact, was in the quad, with Potter and Gr
away. But the visibility was never good to Bunter,
his big spectacles, and he blinked round in vain. T
thumb into the ribs of Hobson of the Shell.

"Here, | say, Hobson, know where Coker is?" he aske
"Over there by the elms, you fat ass. You'd better
added Hobson. "He's in a frightful wax—in a row wit
Heedless of that warning, Billy Bunter rolled off i
indicated. Even if a fellow was in a frightful wax,

get a letter with a tip of a tenner in it. If Bunte

it then. Coker had not
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much smaller tip than a tenner would have caused hi

butter in the sunshine.

Three Fifth-form men were standing in a group under
talking to Potter and Greene, who were bearing it w
Coker's voice was not pitched low: a dozen other fe
he was saying, and some of them glanced at him and
was seldom low, and in a state of indignation it wa
"Three hundred lines!" Coker was saying. "You heard
gave me three hundred lines! That's Prout!"

"You were jolly near half an hour late in form!" mu
"Are you standing up for Prout, George Potter?"

"Eh? Oh! No! But—."

"l hope not!" said Coker, darkly. "If you've got an
Prout, you'd better not say it to me. Three hundred

"l say, Coker!" squeaked Billy Bunter.

Coker glanced, or rather glared, round at him. Coke
at the best of times. And certainly he was not in h
"Get out of it, you fat freak!" he snapped. "Oh, re
"Cut!" snapped Coker: he made a motion with his foo
Bunter backed away: but at the same time held out t

stared at it.

"I—I say, Coker, you forgot to look for letters, an
rack, so I've brought it to you!" squeaked Bunter.
might like to have it if that tenner's in it, you k

"What do you know about my tenner?" yapped Coker.
"Oh! Nothing! | never heard you tell Potter——," sta
"Better open it, Coker," said Potter. Both he and G

in that letter. They were finding Coker, at present
Aunt Judy's munificent tip had arrived, it would be
Coker nodded, grabbed the letter from a fat hand, a
envelope. He unfolded the missive within, and two c
paper glimmered in the sunshine. Billy Bunter's lit
bulged through his big round spectacles at the sigh
Potter and Greene, who had been wondering how on ea
away from Coker and his tale of woe, felt that, aft

a pal, and that it was up to them, as pals, to bear

he had his good points—he had, in fact, two of them

very moment!

Fivers, however, were not so much to Coker of the F
Billy Bunter, or to his devoted pals Potter and Gre
them, and shoved them carelessly into the pocket of
proceeded to look at Aunt Judy's letter. Coker was
nephew: and he really was fond of the kind old lady
described as a "sketch". Bunter could never have un
could be more interested in the letter than in the

"l say, Coker——!" he squeaked. "Shut up!"

"Oh! Yes! But | say. | brought you that letter just
know, and there's your tenner in it. and if you cou
crown till his postal order comes——."

Coker looked at him.

"You fat tick!" he said. "What do you mean by messi
letter? If you'd lost it, with that tenner in it—.

"l—I say——!"

"You keep your fat paws off Fifth-form letters," sa
about with my letters again, and I'll smack your si

"Oh, really, Coker."

"I'll smack it now," added Coker, apparently thinki
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ith great fortitude.
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Smack!

"Yaroooooh!" roared Bunter.
"Now if you want another——"'
"Beast!" yelled Bunter.

He did not want another! He faded promptly out of t
fat head: and wishing from the bottom of his plump
been quite so obliging.

CHAPTER 9

TROUBLE IN THE FIFTH

"Looks sort of jolly!" remarked Bob Cherry.

His comrades smiled.

Price of the Fifth, at that moment, looked anything
the worries and troubles of a weary world had desce
heap, on the shoulders of Stephen Price, he could h
"jolly".

Harry Wharton and Co., strolling in the quad after
leaning on a buttress, his hands driven deep into h
his eyes on the ground, his brow puckered and lined
thought. So deep was he in his gloomy meditations,
lost to his surroundings, and did not look up as th
little distance.

They glanced at him rather curiously. They had not
in break that morning, when their sudden descent fr
big oak in the spinney had interrupted his intervie
had vanished from the spot too promptly to have see
was not aware that five Remove juniors knew anythin
surreptitious meeting with the racing man in the sp
wondering who had been in that oak tree, and whethe
anything, as in fact they had! Not that the Co. int
about it. Price's dingy affairs were no business of
"Who wouldn't be a sportsman?" murmured Bob, with a
sort of bracing—judging by Pricey!"

"Silly ass to show a chivvy like that about the sch
Bull. "If old Pompous saw it, he might want to know
Harry Wharton's lip curled.

"Looks like a bundle of nerves," he said. "That bla
saying something about a tenner—looks as if Price o
if | see anything in it—he would be sacked, if it ¢
certainly doesn't look as if he was enjoying it!"

"The enjoyfulness does not appear to be terrific,"
Ram Singh, with a dusky grin.

"No doubt now what that jolly old note meant," rema
Holmes Bunter deduced that Big Oak was a racehorse,
at two, and that S.P. stood for 'starting price'. B
meeting old Banks on Wednesday morning at eleven o'
leaps to the eye that W stood for Wednesday, and 'l
Oak' was that jolly old big tree in the spinney, wh
horses. What?"

"Wonderful!" grinned Nugent.

"Elementary, my dear Watson!" chuckled Bob.

"Ha, ha, ha!"

Price looked up, at the sound of laughter, and star
fellows. He gave them a black scowl. Not that he ha
that they had been in the big oak that morning. But

he picture, rubbing a
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feeling. The sight of five cheery, laughing boyish
afford him any pleasure whatever.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob, as Price scowled
man?"

Price's scowl grew blacker.

"Come on," said Harry Wharton, laughing. "We don't
fathead. Time we got changed for footer, too."

The Famous Five were passing on, when Price, his ex
called out.

"Here, stop a minute, Wharton."

The captain of the Remove turned back. He did not w
to say to Price of the Fifth, or anything to do wit

to hear what he had to say.

Price detached himself from the buttress against wh
leaning and came towards the juniors. His look was
bitter evil temper who was trying to be civil. That
precisely the state of affairs.

"Hold on a minute," he said. "Do you know whether y
thought | saw him——."

"Quelch?" said Harry, in astonishment. Why Price wa
movements of the Remove master that afternoon was g
Remove juniors.

But apparently he was. "Yes, he's gone out."

"Know if he's likely to be long?" asked Price, whil
stared at him.

"Hour or two, | expect," answered Harry. "Quelch is
least when he goes on a grind. What the dickens——?"
"Oh! Nothing," said Price, and he turned his back o
walked away to the House.

"Well, my hat!" said Bob Cherry. "What is Pricey wo
for? | suppose he isn't going to put gum in his ink

like that fat ass Bunter."

"Hardly," grinned Frank Nugent, "but he's up to som
mystery for Sherlock Holmes Bunter, what?"

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

"Plain enough, | think," he said. "Pricey was inter

his pow-wow with that worm Banks. Bet you what he w
He can't borrow his own beak's—old Pompous is stick
saw him at his window."

"Oh!" said Harry. "l shouldn't wonder. Must be a ma
Banks from the school, if that's the Idea. Br-r-r-r

one with a nasty taste in the mouth! Let's get down
"Let's!" said Bob. And the Famous Five, dismissing
affairs from mind, headed for the changing-room. In
three Fifth-form men: Coker, Potter and Greene. Pot
looking worried: Coker wrathy and disdainful. Coker
state. His loud voice could be heard at quite a dis

"l said no, and | mean no! When | say a thing, | us

said that I'm not sticking in to do those lines for

hear me?"

"Yes, but——!" said Potter, "but—but Prout said this
"Oh! Yes! But——!" mumbled Greene. "Prout will expec
"I'm going down to the Arcade," said Coker. "If old
muck up my arrangements for a half-holiday, he's go
coming. See?"
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"But, old chap," pleaded Potter. "You've simply got
Prout's shirty already. Look here, we'll help, and
Arcade afterwards."

"Yes, come on, and we'll all pile in," said Greene.
anxious pals a freezing look.

"I've said that I'm going down to Courtfield now!"
fellows don't seem to understand plain English! I'm
not just as you please——."

"But look here, old fellow——."

"Rot!"

Having shot out that emphatic monosyllable like a b
from his friends and stalked away—and almost stalke
Five. He paused, and gave them a glare.

"Oh! You!" he exclaimed. "You jumped down on my hea
cheeky young ticks."

"Nothing in it to damage, was there?" asked Bob. Th
soothe Coker!

"Well, I'm going to smack your heads all round," he
well show you whether you cap jump on a Fifth-form
that—and yaroooooh!"

Coker landed one smack, of which Bob Cherry was the
no time to land another. The Famous Five collared h
Coker, with a roar of indignant wrath, rolled over
puddle left by recent rain was at hand, and Horace
shoulders landed in it, sending up a muddy splash.
Leaving him to bellow, the Remove fellows cut away
Coker sat up—in the puddle.

"Oh!" he gasped. He staggered to his feet, splutter
"Oh!" He gave Potter and Greene an almost deadly lo
grinning at?"

Potter and Greene instantly ceased to grin. They re
just occurred was not comic from Coker's point of v
"Funny, ain't it?" hooted Coker. "A mob of fags up-
and all you can do is to stand and grin. Look at me
Potter and Greene very nearly grinned again, as the
certainly was rather muddy. Muddy water streamed do
trousers were in a shocking state.

"Well, you can stick here and grin, if you like!" h
going down to the Arcade——."

"Hadn't you better change first?" asked Potter. "Yo
man."

"Oh! Yes! | suppose so! By gum, I'll spiflicate tho

cut in and change. | suppose.”

"What about those lines, old chap—?"

"Shut UP!" roared Coker. Evidently, he had heard en
lines. He stalked away to the House, muddy water dr
of his blazer as he stalked.

Harry Wharton and Co. dismissed Coker from mind as
dismissed Price. There was a Form match on that aft
which was quite enough to occupy the thoughts of th
Remove. In the Fifth Form there was trouble: Coker
rebellion against his beak, Price in a state of tor

Joey Banks and his dread of the outcome. Happily, r
in the Fifth, Harry Wharton and Co. played Soccer a
enjoyabl