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Still Going Strong—Billy Bunter, the Fat Bﬂy nf Greyfriars!
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W of  the

we are again!  Apd every-
thing in the garden is lovely!
Flowers are blooming, and trade is

I IERE we are, Lore we are, here

booming! Good! Most im%mrtunt
of Hll, %mwm'en is the fact that the
Magxer has  been, and  still s,

booming !
That's a sure proof that everyone
is getting

QUALITY AS WELL AS QUANTITY

for their moncy. And who can dis-
pute the fact that for sheer fquality
the Maaxer is unbeatable #

One of my readers asks me what
school -story paper is runner-up to
the Magxet ¥ }lff all questions were as
eagy aa this one to answer, wouldn't
I just smile! The nnswer, chum,
is onr splendid companion paper—the
“Gem.” There is no writer of schoo]
gtories living to beat Mr. Martin
Cliford—unless it is Mr. Frank
Richards !

For twenty-nine wycars now the
Maexer has been called

THE LEADING SCHOOL STORY
PAPER.

What a record, eh? And te think
that Mr. Frenk Richards hins written
the yarns of Harry Wharton & Co.
sinee the wvery first issuc, which was
published Pebruary 15th, 1908, Could
any other author boast of such a
feat? And his yarns lhave been
consistent, too—bright, Lreczy, and
interesting, every one of them!

“How he keeps up the pressurc is a
real masterpiece,” says Mrs. Walters,
who claims to be oue of the oldest
readers of the Magwzr. “Well can I
remember the first stories dealing
with the arrival of Harry Wharton &
Co. at Oreyfriars, and how the
Famous Five first came to he formed.
And what

A WONDERFUL TONIC

the Maawer was in my schoolgirl
days, and still iz now! May the
Old Paper lead the way for years to
come, and may Mr. Frank Richards
continue with the good work®”

Mr. Richards has asked me to
thapk you, Mrs. Walters, through the
medinm of this Chat, for the
splendid tribute you pay him.

“Writing Greyfriars yarna is not
work,” is what our famons schoolhoy
author often says to me, “it’s a real
pleasure I

While we're on the subject of
storiea, here’s an item  that should
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear
i from his readers.
¢ Magnet,"
Press, Ltd:, Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

Write to him :
The

Editor
Amalgamated

interest. all “ Mapgnetites.™

X Biian
‘Cooke and Roy eaton,

both of

Hyde, Cheshire, have sent me o list

of whicll they consider
THE BEST YARNS PUBLISHED
in the last two years.

are in the order given :
1. The *Brazilian ¥ Series.

Here they

2. The " Valentine Compton™
Beries.

3. “Bmithy’s Christmaz Holiday ®
Beries.

4. “Johnny Bull on the Run !”

5. “Billy Bunter's Wateh-chain

Seriea.
. The “Cireus ¥ Series.
« “Eric Wilmot ™ Series.
“The Man with the GQlaring
E E !:’J

I give you full marks for your
selections, chnms. What do wou
other fellows think?

By the way, my two Hyde chums,
and others who ask the same guestion,
our Jong-haired Greyfriars rhymstér
}ia none other than Dick Penfold, the
FPoet of the Remove!

Another ardeut reader sends
what he copsiders the

TEN MOST POPULAR CHARACTERS.

They are:

Lom Hedwing,

Harry Wharton.
YVernon-Smith,

Lord Mauleveror.
Hurree Sinel.

Bob Cherry.

Wiugaﬁtﬂ. 5. 0.1 i
. T 8quiff " (8. O. I. Field).
9, Hﬁﬁtﬂr. G

14, Nugent.

Strange to sav, this partiendar
clhimin has left out Horace Coker, who
fizures so promincntly in this week's
story, and who usually gets a good
mention in the letters—especially
from girl readers, and their number
iz legwon! Still, it woulda't do for
us all to think alike, would-it?

By the way, voun’ll be pleased to
Lhear that Marjorie Hazeldene & Co.,
of Cliff House, will fipure prominently
in our new sories, comwmcheing next
wook with ;

“THE FEUD WITH CLIFF HOUSE!"™

When Mr. Frank Hichards first
discussed tho plot with me I saw the
makings of some real good yarns.
Just you wait until you read ‘em! If
I'm wrong in surmising that the
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forthcoming -series will surpasa all

Mr. Frauk Richards'
successes = well.
Sunday topper!

As you all know, Marjorie Hazel-
dene & Ca,, those charming girls. of
Cliff House, lave always been on the
friendliest torms with Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyfriars, Many have been
the happy hours they have spent
together. Willingly would . Har
Wharton & Co. zo through fire an
water, if need be, for their girl
chums, and sooner than lose their
friendship they would one aad all
talte o dozen lickings rolled into one!
Unfortunately, however, the chiums of
Greyfriars have an énemy in Cocil
Ponsonby, the cad of Highcliffie, who
takes a great delight in venting lis
petty spite on Harry Wharton .& Co,

o cause friction between Marjorie
Hazeldene & Co. and the chuma of
Greyfriars ia Ponsonby's one great
aim. And he sets about it in no un-
certain fashion, with what results I
leave you to find out for yourselves.
That this series will prove a winner
I have not the slightest doubt. Look
out, then, for the copening yarn 1n
next Saturday’s Maexer.

And now to satisfy “ Magnetite,” of
far away Montreal, Canada, who
-wants to know the names of the Grey-
friara Fifth Formers together with
their study numbers. They are as
*nn&er:

previous
I'll eat wy best

Blundell, George (Captain)
Study No.
Bland, Bertram

3k

Coker, Horace James (major

Fitzgerald, Terrence
Groene, William Frederick
Hilton, Cedric

Paotter, George

Price, Steplren P
Smith, Edward William (major)
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Tomlinson. Thomas " -
Wavery, Frank
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For the benefit of Hovace Faulkner,
of Dovon, the schiool colours are as
follows : Greyiriars (blue and white);
st. Jim'z {Eed and white); and High-
cliffe (black and white}.

My postbag contained many nice
letters this week, some of which con-
tatned lielpful suggestions. Spacc
will not allow me to anawer them all
separately in this chat, so I must
content  myself  with a2 brief
acknowledgment ond thanks for the
letters  received from: H, G,
(Pinuer); Roger Reward (Port Elizn-
beth, 8. Africa); Hamilton Wilson
{Ontario); Lorpe Henry (British
Columbia); Douglas Willinms (Liver-
pool); aud many ethers.

By way of conclusion, let me draw
your attention to the amusing yarn
of the early adwventures of ¥
Wharton & Co. which appeara in the
“Gem.” It'a called: “HUNTER
THE HYPNOTIST!” amd it'zs one
long laugh from first line to Iast.
Hypuotism has got Billy Buatcer
under its spell; but when the Owl of
the Remove tries to put the spell on
others, it lands him into trouble with
a capital “T ™!

Tlon't miss this sparkling story!
Ask for the “Gem * ta-day!

YOUR EDITOR.




To be told that he is nobody in particular Is humiliating enough to Horace Coker. Buf to be made
to bend over in the quad and take ** six * is an insult that c¢an only be wiped out with boxing-gloves !

......

Coker, p:mtmg, stared round at the laughlng onlookers.

(OKE i%e (ou

qumon,'

He had ‘ floored ”” Wingate! What was

there to laugh at? Had he not, like Casar of old, come, seen and conquered?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

In Hiding !
TAND in front of me, old chap 1
“Bh? Why
“I want to keep out of

sight !" IEB;‘ipEﬂ Billy Bunter.
“Oh crumbsl”  ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

He gasped.

Wharton was standing on _the plat-
form st Lantham Junction. It was the
first day of term at Greviriara School—
and at Lantham Junction, Greyfriara
fellows met from all quarters of the
kingdom. Wharton was looking along
the crowded platform for his friends
when Billy Bunt@r happened.

The fat Owl of the Remove scemed
in haste: he sesmed anxious. He was
breathless; there were spots of per-
spiration on his fat face; he blinked
uneasily through his big spectaci

Apparently DBunter was pursuﬂd

If somebody waa after Bunter, Harry
Wharton was moro than w.ullmg to do
all he eould, but standing in front of
him to hide him did not seem a lot of
use: Billy Bunter's ample pruﬁ-ﬂrtmna
would have been revealed on either side
of him. Billy Bunter was not, perhaps,
as broad as he was long, but he was
double width—and a little over.

gasped

“Btand there, l::Ed chap !
Bunter anxiously., "Keep still—ust in
front of me. Don'l twrn round, you
fathead I

Harry Wharton chueliled.

o ‘!Eﬂu fat ass, what's the guud when
you're twice as wide as I am?’ he
wnguired.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Wha's after you?” asked Harry.
“Was it you knooked Coker's hat off 1
I saw him chasing it.”

“Eh? Oh, nol Blow Cokerl Keep
still, will you? I don't want to be scen.
I—I say, can you see hep?

“Her ! cjaculated Wharton.

“She's after me!™ gasped DBunter.
“I say, do stand still and keep me out
of mgﬁt! I'll do the same for you any
time.’*

“You might do it for me, old fat
been, but I'm blessed if I sece how I'm
going to do it for you. DBut who on
earth’s after you 7"

“Bho is!  Cat, you know!l EKeep
still 1™

Bunter was evidently in dread.
Seemingly, it was the female of the

species that inspired him with terror.
“Here, Inky!” called out Harry

ESSS SRS SR AR S SRS LS A NS LA AN
HARRY WHARTON & CO., of

Greyiriars, in another LIVELY
SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE.

A A A A A A A A A

Wharton, as Huorree Jamset Ram Singh
came along, “Line up, old man!™

“What is the esteemed game ™ asked
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Bunter wants me to stand in front
of him arnd hide him—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Stand boside me. old black Lean:
we may be able to do it together,” said
Harry, laughmg, “Make yourself as
small az you can, Bunter. If you're not
wider than the two of us you'll be all
right.”

* Beast |
chap! Don’t move !”

I-ﬁu'rtee Jamset Ram Singh, grinning
all pver hiz dusky face, stood shoulder

I—I mean stick there, old

to shovlder with his chum. Behind
them lurked Bunter. e was just about
hidden now, but it was a cluse fit;
edges of the fat junior showed on
;&-\; arton's vight and on Hurree Singh's
BIt.

“Hallo!  There's Nugent!
out Wharton. *“Join up hera, I‘rank}

Frank Nugent was lookin his
chums along tho platform. EI'IL Camo
up at once as Wharion ealled: he
stared a little,

“Can you gce amﬂnng behind us®”
aalmd EHurry.

' galled

[Jl

Yes—a }pm polsc I’
0, reall l"-.ugenf.—-” came a Lat
squeal.
“Line up, old man” =aid Harry.

- Stand on my other sido. That's right.
Now you' re safe, Bunter.”

“But * exclaimed Nugent.

“Somebody’s  after Bunter —some
ferocious fomale,” explained Wharton.

0k, my hat !

Serecned by three fellows standing
cloze iogether, Billy Bunter pasped
with relief. e was quite hidden now;
cven Bunter was not treble width.

“1 sav, vou fellows, can you sce her?®
he squeaked.

“Who ' asked Havry., *1I can’t see
any girls on the p‘]atfmm at all, except
yvour eister Bessie.”

“Oh ecrikey! I say, stand steady !
Don’t let her see mel Oh lor’l I-1
sax, 13 she coming this way ! '5""

“¥ee, coming right along.”

“ Ol crumbs ! I—I sny, don't move I

Evidently it W Bessio Bunter of
whoin Bunter was in dlead. A plump
young lady very like Billy in face and
form was cmmn§ along the p'ﬁatfﬂrm,
blinking to and tro through a big pair
of zpectacles.
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It was the frst dey of lerm at Chn
House School, as well as at Greyfriavs.
Bessic, appearontly, had travelled as far
as Lantham with brother Billy and
brother Sammy. But why William
{icor Bunter waas dodging Miss
Elizabeth Bunfer was quila a mystery
i¢ tha three Remove fellows who were
forming a human screcn.

However, they played up. As Miss
Bunter reached them and tourned ou
them the big spectacles that were so like
Billy's three fellows raised their hats
politely  without moving  otherwise.
Behind them Bunter hardly breathed.

“Beon Billy 7 asked Miss Bunter,

“ Billy 1 repeated Havry Wharton to
Edatn time,

My brother Billv,"” =aid Bessie.
“I'm looking for hnm; 1've been look-
ing for him all over the station. I'm
poing lo smack him.”

“Qh 7 gu‘ﬂﬂqi Wharion.

“I'm sure ho canic along here,” said
Bessie. T saw Bob Cherry and msked
himy, and he said he saw Billy come
this way. Heave yvou zeen him "

“I=1 saw him a few minules ago,™
stammered Harrey,

“"Jo did LY apreed Nugent. ¥1
haven't scen' him  sinece, though.”
Which was an exact statoment of fact—
a8 Frank Nugent had, of course, no eyes
i the back of his head.

“The seefulness at iha present
moment is not terrific, beeutvous miss,”
=aid Huwrrea Jamset Kam Singh.

Miss Bunter gave an angry sniff,

“Tva got bo Bnd hun,” she said.
“He owes me five bob, I'm gﬂiﬂg to
smack liis head und keep on smacking
th HIl he p};&.rﬂ up. Bee? He leit me
to pay st the buffet. Five shillingal I
vwoudered why lio esked me to have
rakes; I knew when he lelt ino to settle
1;';'11';#[:'11 the waiter., Which way did he

Qi

“Oh,
Wharton,

my hat!” murmuored Iarry

“The fat boundeyr—>*"
“The podgy piratel”™ sald TFrank
Nigent.

“The tervific toad!” said 1lurrce
Jamsget Ram Singh.

“Didi’t you notice which
went 7 cmanded  Hessie
“Tan't thet i;.aﬁt. like hoys?
noticing anyt inﬁ. Do you
with ]:,'mn* ayes shobk P

“Ohy, no! But—"

“He's fat cnough to be seewn,’ said
Bessie, “Ile’s fatter than Sapuny, 1'm
the mtl;_s.r ong in the fomily with a slim
bgure.”

rrﬂh !.l'l

ik +\. I.I [F?‘

“Well, T'Il wait here,” caid  Aliss
Bunter, “Ie will have to turn up for
the train. It's only a few minutes now ;
I'll wait.”

Billy DBunter harely
squeak 03 e heard that.  DBessie was
not six feet away; only the human
sereen was befwecn. But when ihe
frain eame in that sereen had lo shift.
Those fellows, of course, ouglt to have
lost their train to see Bunder through,
but he doublted very much whether they
would; he knew only too well that it
was o selfish world,

“Hallo, hallo, halla ! eame 2 cheery
roar, and Hob Cherry came tramping
up with Jobnny DBull.  “Here we apre
again! Did vou see old Coker chasing
his hat? I thought I'd tip it off just
ta let him know that the Bemove were
voming back, Why the dickens are you
fellows standing in & row like that?
Plaving at Siamese triplets—or what ?"?

Bob staved at the three, so did Johnny
Tiall. Really it was rather odd to sce
diree fellows standing in a close row,

Jue Maigxer Lappany.—No, 1,527,

way Lo
Bunter.
Never

go about

repressed o

THE MAGNET

clbows touching, packed like the fromt

rank of 2 Macedonian phalanx.

B“l;ﬂ’hat’s that game ™ asked Jolinny
ull,

“Oh, nothing!” stammered ITarry.
“Is the train signalled #*

“¥es, Come on; we shall have to
rusl for places.”

“Oh, 1)'::-u bag the seats, Bob! We—
we—we'll wait hera for a bit.™

“What for?” asked the mystificd
Bob. “Glued to the platform=—or what ?
Hallo, halle, hallol Here’s old Coker.”

“Oh, here you ara” roared Coker of
the FFifth, comning up at a charge. “ You
knocked my hat off, Cherryt You
kicked it alung the platform, Bulll 10l
jolly well—-"

Coker grasped Bob with one hand,
Jobhnopy with the other.

* Back up. Remove ! roared Bol.

“ Rescua 17 velled Johnny Bull.

The two juniors whirled in the hefiy
Fifth Form man's mighty grasp. Havry
Wharton and Nugent and Inky forgot
Bunter on the spot. The human sereen
broke up, and ithey rushed to the rescue.

There was & augdcn squeal from Miss
Bunier.

“Bally I

TOh crikey 1™ gasped Bunter, thus
siuddenly revealed. .

“You were hiding behind
shrieked Miss Bunter, “Now—

Billy Bunter bolted.

After him flow Bessie,

By the time Harry Wharten & Ce.
had flattened Horace Coker out on the
platform, and pushed his necktie down
the back of his neck, both.-the Bunters
had disappeaved, both going strong.

Leaving Coker of the Fifth for dead,
as it were;, the Famous Five rushed for
the train. They rolled off for Grey-
friars with a crowd of other fellows,
among whom Bunter was nét included.
Brother Billy was still dodging Sister
Bessie, and he had no leisure to hothey
about trains!

them !

rF
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
First Day of Term !
i TW.—*;E a jelly old friar of orders

%FEF
Who founded a =chool when
he came this way;

Angd since that far date, umpteen years

age,
Good old Grevfriare School has con-
tinued to grow.”

Bobh Cherry was singing.

Baly knew that he was singing, becausze
e was doing it. Fis friends knew that
he was zinging, because they had heard
Bob at it before, and he had told them
what it was.

But & strange ear might never have
detected ik, ellows who did not know
Bolb Cherty inight have supposed that
he was bawling, just to sce ﬁow far his
voice would carry.

It cavvied far. Stentor of old, though
said to have the vocal powers of Efgtj"
men, really had nothing on Bob.

When Bol was in high spirits—as was
gotevally the ease—he often liked to ex-
pwess s exuberance in song. On the
whole, the Co. did not object. Bob's
singing hiad one great advantage. When
ha was singing he could not whistla |

On the fivst day of term there was
generally some hurry and bustle and
excitemcnt, and not a little noize. Boxes
bumped, doors banged, innumerable
voices yellad greetings. Bob was only
adding a httle more. Angd if a2 Remove
fellow could not sing »n the Remove
landing, Bob would have liked to know
where a Hemoave fellow could zing.

SBitfing on the banisters—in & rather

precarious position strictly against all
rules—Bob Eﬁed_‘ ia vuic&yin %e:-n , and
came very near lifting the roof alse,
His four specipl chums, in a group on
ihe landing, bore it manfully. ord
Mauleverey, coming up the Remaove
staireaze, had been going to greet the
Famous Five; but he changed his mind
as Bob burst into melody, and hurried
past them with & hasty nod, and disap-
peared up the Remove passage, and a
door was heard to bang in the distance.

Herbert Vernon-8mith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, put his head out of Study
No. 4, spd shouted “BStop that row "
and banged his door.

Bob did not, perhaps, hear him, er
perhaps did not recognise tha deserip-
tion of his voval efforts. Anyhow, he
earried on,

Peter Todd came along to the landing
from Study No. 7.

“House op fire, or what i he asked.

“Fathead I answered Harry Whar-
ton. " Just Bob singing.”

“Whatting 1" asked Peter.

“Tha whatfulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Hezeldene came out of Sl:udygi\'a. 2

“Who the dickens is larking with a
megaphone ¥ he asked.

Wi &, hﬂ-. hﬂ- I'I'l

Beb Cheyry psused & moment Lo give
Hazel a glare. Then on he went, put-
ting his beef into it:

“There may be a sohool somewhere that
13 our match,
But we havdly believe that there
¢ be;
We vather think Greyfriars the best
of the batch
At the top, at the top,
Right up at the top of the tree "

That esong was very popular in the
Creyfriars Remove,  Everybody had
heard it lots of times. Now everybody
heard it again, for it was scarcely pos-
cible to be in the same building without
heaving Bob,

His ifrends wondered whether Mr.

uweleh would hear it in his study on
ihe ground-floor—whether even the
Head wounld hear it, over in his house,
Indeed, they almost wondered whether
there was anybody in the county of Kent
who could not hear it.

F’Ilu‘en fellows cuTﬂ ciut gf ﬂia gifth
ortly passage on to the big landing.
Between that landing and the Hemu'ﬁa
landing there was a short stair, which
was called the Remove staircase. Once
up that staircaze, a Remove man was in
hizs ewn territory, and the Removites
were ready o turn out like a nest of
hornets at any invasion by fellows of
other Forms.

Prefects of the Sixth, of course, could
walk in when they likéd, being great
men, above common moriale. But éven
Sixth Form prefects walked warily in
the Remove pessage. It had been known
for a foothall boot, whizzing frem no-
where in particular, to ca.tcg BOTIE TN~
popular prefeet in the neck. Loder of
the Sixth had known what it wss to
catch a sguirt of ink in that passage.

The three Fifth Form men who came
gut on the landing had been going down
the lower siairs. But one them
stopped, stared round towards the
Remove landing, and called out:

“Bhut up that row there!"

It wez Horace Coker, of the Tifth
Form, who gave that order. It was one
of Coker’s little ways to give orders te
juniors just as if he was a prefect.
Coker had never bgen able to get it into
hiz head that he was nobody in pax-
ticular. Lotz of fellows had told him,
but Horace did not seem to get it, some-



how, And Coker of the Fifth was not
in the best of tempers now. Ho had
been anngyed by the happenings at
Lantham Junction that day.

Bob, having reached the end of tho
versa, paused a moment, ]

ccr, apparently under (ke im.

pression that his orders were being
obeyed, gave him & stern glare.

“That's right, stop it1” he said.
“What the thump were you sittingkthcre
shouting like that for, I'd like to
know "

“You cheeky assl” roared Bob, while
his friends grinned.

“That's cnough I said Coker, frown-
ing. “I don't want any cheek from
fags! Just shut up, see?™

guns
A
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* Seen Billy * "' asked Bessie Bunier, blinking throu

repeated Harry Wharton to gain time.

EVERY SATURDAY

They roared it Toddy, to add
emphasis, stamped time to it on the old
oak plauks. It was terrificl

Coker turned back.

“Will you stop that row ?* he roared.

The row did not stop; it intensified.
It echoed through the Remove studies
and the TFifth Form studies, up and
down passages and staircases.

From the lower steirs a head rose into
view—that of Wingate of the Sixth, the
captain of Greyfriars School.

inging in Hall, on the first night of
term, was traditional, if not wholl
melodious. Singing on stairs and lnnd{
ings was a matter that required the
attention of a prefect, Allowances were
made on the first day of term, but thers

“ My brother Billy ! ** sald Bessie.

-IE‘-cltlier smacking their heads right and
[H

“ MNow, then——" zaid Coker grimly.
as he smacked.

“h crumbe "

"Bag him ™

“Beragp him 1®

Bob Cherry jumped off the banisters,
and was the first to bag Coker. But his
friends were not far behind. Coker had
delivered three or four bLefty smacks
when six or seven pairs of hands were
on him, and be went over.

He hit the Remove landing hard. Hae
rolled, and raged, Potter and Creeno
looked on—froin a distance. They did
not, apparently, want any of the eame.
Coker, probably, did not want what he

EiE il
REW" jl'lr

gh her large spectacles at the three Greyfriars Removites, ** Billy ? »
“I'm going to smack him ! "

Scresned

by the three fellows standing close together, Billy Bunier fairly quaked,

Coker turned to follow Potter and
Greene down the stairs. If Coker
fancied that to hear was to oboy, when
he issued & lofty command, %113 was
auickly undeceived.

“Chorus, you men ! said Bob.
together, and put your beef into it

“What-ho " grinned Johnny Bull.

“Lro 1t 1" said Harry Wharton.

Before Coker happencd, Bob's {riends
had had an idea that there was row
enough going on, with Bolb's unaided
offorts, 1f not a little too much. But
Coker butting in changed all thaf.
Fifth Form fatheads had to be made to
understand where they got off.

Bob Cherry started on the chorus, and
Wharton, Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Hurrce Jamset Kam Singh joined in
with all the force of their %'unp_:a. Peter
Todd snd Hazel added their wvoices.
Two or three other Remove men jolned
in. It was rather hike a burst of
thundor.

“Good old Greyfriars, second to nono!
Past and present, and forty yeurs on !
Wevar in the cart, ever in the van,
For that is the way of & Greyiviars

man "

“All

!J'j

was 8 hmit, and the fact that Wingate
had his ashplant under his arm looked
E‘: if he considered that the limit had

M -

But nobody, for the moment, noticed
Wingate. Coker’s attention was con-
centrated on the Removites, and the
attention of the Removites was concen-
trated on getting Coker’s vag ont.

“I've told you to stop that rowl"”
bawled Coker, vou want me to
come and stop you "

“1 say, come on, old chap!” mwur-
mured Potter. “Don’t start o row with
the fags, old bean 1™

“8Bhut up, Potter!”

“Look hera, Coker—" urged Grecne.

“Don't jaw, Greeno !”

Coker strode fo the Remove staircase.
The “row” was still going on—louder
than e¢ver, in fact—and Coker was
golng to stop it. Coker had a short
way with fags when they were cheeky.

Up the Remove stair cane Coker to
the Remove landing, u:-hm%ging. The
chorus et him with & dealenmuog roar.
Tiut it stopped suddenly as  Coker
arrived like an escaped bull. TFellows
could vot shout & chorus with Elorace

was gotting; but he had asked for it
and ho got it.
“Bit on him ! gasped Bol Uherry.

“Yurrrrggh I came a wild aplutter
from Coker, as he strupgled and heaved.
¥ Ill—gurrgh '—Pll—wurrggh—"

* Shut up that row, Coker I chuckled
Dob.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“8it on hin, and keep him quict!”
said Ilarry Wharton, "These Fifth
Form men kick up too much row 1"

* Bguash humnm ¥

*“Urrrggh 1" gurgled Coker wildly.

He gurgled into silence as his faer
was sat on. Ie disappeared from view
under the Removites. Bitting or stand-
ing on Coker, they kept him guiet.

“Chorus ! grinned DBob Cherry.

"“"Ha, ha, ha 1"

Coker wos not In' & position to inter-
vene again., Sifting and standing on
Lhitn, the merry Removites burst inte
melody once moro ;

“Good old Greyfriars, second to none !
Past and present, and foriy yeara an ™
‘Tig Magner Lispany.—Ne. 1,527,
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“Stop that din af once!” come &
:harp command, az Wingate of the
"Bixth veached the landing.

Thia time it was an order that had
to be obeyed., Coker of the Fifth was

nobody; but Wingate of the Sixth was
Eu::]mbnay, and & very important sonies-
ody | :

“0Oh, my hat] Wingato | exclaimed
Harry \’f'h&rtﬂm “Chuek it, 3ou
chaps [

And there was silence—and never,
perbaps, had silence seemed so golden.

P ——

THE THIRD) CHAFTER.
Taking Care of Coker !

“ INGATE of the Bixth stared at
the crowd of juniors on the
landing. .
His ashplent was under his
arm; but, to the relief of the Removites,
he kept it there. “Old Wingate® was
wok tl?ﬁ man to handla the ash if be
could help it, espeecially on the first day
of term. Dut guve the juniors a
very grim look.
“Do vou know
over the House1”
“JHMemi Think
meekly.
“Mr. Prout was complaining of the
FLIEa
“(h, Prouty's always worrying aebout
something, Wingate 1™
“I'va a jolly gpood mind ® szaid the
Greyfriars captain, * to give you six all
Found | Bubf-‘— What the dickens is
that you're sitting oni™
*“Only Coker ¥
“Wha-a-at 1" ges
voung sweepsl
ondg "

o can be heard all
e demanded,
501" azked Bob

¢ Wingate, “¥on
et hum get up at

THE MAGNET

The numerous party seated on Horace
Coler got off. Wingate staved at Coker.
He lay breathless, gasping, Ifis face
was crimson; he was dusty and rumpled
from head to foot. ith an eftort,
Coker sat up dizzily., He gurgled for
breath.

“Urrrrggh I” ) i

The Removites surrounded him, grin-
ning, Wingate grinned, too. Coker
had, at the moment, rather a comic
aspect.

otter and Greene came ulﬂnF. They
took Coker by the arms and helped him
to his feet. He swayed botween them,
eplutieriog.

“Yurrrrggh 1" gurgled Coker. " You
young roiters! I'll smash the lot eof
you | I'll—gurrggh =1l spiflicate youl
I'— ]

"“Here, hold on, Coker!” cxclaimed
Wingate, as Horace, detaching himself
from bis friends, made a forward
hostile movement towards the grinnng
Removites,

Coker atared round at him,

“What the dickens do you mcan,
Wingate ™ he yapped. |

“Exactly what 1 say !" answered the
Greyfriars captain. “¥You shouldn’t
come up here kicking up a shindy with
the juniors, Coker! Get out of it 1"

“Kicking up s shindy!” repeated
Coker. “Don’t be an ass, Wingatel I
came np here to stop those fags kicking
un & shindv 1 They mobbed me ™

Wingata of the Sixth looked at Coker
of the Iifth. Telling a prefect—
especially the head prefect—not to be
an ass was not a thing that could be
done at Greyfriars Behool. Coker, being
a Jaw unto himself, often did things that
couldn’t be donel _

“(Gat out of 161" said Wingate curtly,

“¥m going to thrash those cheeky
fags Rrst ™

e il o
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¥ ¥ou're poing to get off this Tanding,
and you're poing fo do it at once 1" ex-

lained Wingate patiently. “If you

on’t jump to it, Coker, 1I'm going to
give you six on your bags—hard ¥

“You're what#” ejaculated Coker. *1
think ¥ said don't be an ass, Wingate |
I'l} say it again, if you hke!l Don't ho
anp—"

“"For goodness’ sake, shub up ™ hiszed
Potter, “Come away, Coker |”

“"T'm not comin yet I

“You hear ingate—" Tizsed
Greena.

" Blow Wingate | retorted Coker.

Harry Wharton & Co. ceased to
chuckle. Alatters were getting serious.
Head prefect at Greyfriars was backed
up, in the just exercise of his authovity,
by all the authority of the headmaster,
It was impossible to *blow” the head
prefect., It was still more impossible to
carry on, in epite of his commands.
Coker was going to do both!

A minute or two ago the Removites
had been r gmgb Coker, as la richly
deserved for his obstreperous fathcaded-
ness.  Now they were rather alarmed
for him.

“Chuck it, Coker, old man ! advized
Harry Wharton,

Coker did not chuck it.
with cledched fists and
under his knitted brows.

Potter and Greene grabbed him by
the arms again just in time. They
jerked him back.

"Leggo ¥ roared Ccker, struggling.

“Come away, you howling assi”
glltrt%gﬁ Fﬂttfr. S i

ill you leggo, you cheeky qsa ™

“No, atheag B “ Ny,

He came on,
eyez gleaming

M gaid Greenc.
azs 1 No, idiot 1™

,rBF gum, ril—>

Wingate's brow had Lnitted, and lus
asbplant had slid déwn into his hand.
The order to Coker to “Bend over!”
trembled on his hps. However, a3
Potter and Greene jerked Coker away,
he did not atter it.

Seldom, if ever, was a Thifth Form
genior told to bend over like a junior.
Nevertheless, such a command could bo
given, and, if given, it had to be obeyed.
The penalty for disobediénce was heavy.
It meant an interview wilh the Head,
and a caning, flogging, or expulsion,
aceording to the view taken by the Big
Beak. Coker did not think of that
Coker never thought of anything, Coker
just went ehead, hunting irouble.
Luckily, his friends were there to jerk
him out of it.

“Take him away!” said Wingate
(ﬂmetly. “Coker, if T find you in the

emove guarters again to-day, I shall
cane you !

“You =illy ass ! roared Coker.

““And if yor give me just one more
word of check, I shall cene you here
and now ! roared Wingate, his temper
failing.

“ You—" begar. Coker.

He got no further. Dotter and Greene
anked him over backwards, and the

ack of Coker’s head tapped con the
]it}ndmg. They had stopped him just in
e,

On his back, roaving, Cokor was
pulled away by his anxious friends, and
he travelled on his backbone down thwe
Remove staircase to the big landing.

Bump, buomp, bump] went Coler.
Clatter, clatter, clatier] went his
hoots.

“Will you leggo?” shricked Coker.

“No, ass! Get him away !™ gasped
Potter.

“I'll smash the pair of you!™ raved
Uoker.

“*Hike him along I panted Greene.

They *hiked ® Uoker along, and Jdis-
prpeared up the Fifth Torim passage



with him. Smiling faces walched them
disappear. :

Wingate tucked his ashplant under bis
arm again, He was glad not to have
had to whop Ceker of the Fifth. DBut
Coker lad been awfully near it. '

“No mora row herce!” rapped Win-
cate, :

The captain of Grexfriars went down
the staire, and the crowd on the Kemove
landing Lroke up.

Meanwhile, the three I'ifth Formers
had reached their study. It was nob
casy work 1o get Coker there. He re-
sisted every inch of the way. Ucker
was hefty, and almost & match for the
two of thom—fortunalely, not quite.

They pot him along the passage
somehow, in epite of his strenuous
resistance.

Coker's idea was that ho was fg-r:riug'
io tell Wingate what he thought of him,
and then procced with the thrashing of
the juniors, taking no further notice of
a mere Sixth Form prefect, His friends’
idea was that ho wasn't. And Coker
didn’t ! Coker reached his study, and
cntered the same headlong, with his
loyal pals chnging to hin like cats.

They pitched Coker on to the hearth-
rug, and stood panting for breath.
They had had to cxert themselves,

“Now stay there, you ass!” gasped
Potler. “Do vou think we want all
ihe fags cackling over a Fifth Formn
tan goktting six on the bags?”

CGaker sat up, aplutterin;i.

“You s=illy owlsli” o gasped.
“*Think I'd let Wingate give meo six?
1'd knock his faece through the back of
hiz head firsg!”

“Oh, vour born idiet!” said Greene.
"o you want to begin the ftcrm by
leLIIﬂ]IiH? & prefect? Don't you want
to stay here this term ¥

"Don't be a fool, Greeno [V

{Colker staggered to his feet,

“I'm going back, and—"

“You're staying hera!”
Potter.

“You'll sce ™ rvoared Coker,

Coker had been dragged head-first
et of trouble, Now ho was going back
head-frst into it—if he could.

But ho couldn't. Potter and Greene
barged him together, and he sab dewn
again.  Befors he could rise, Potter
changed the key to the outside of the
sludy doon

“Lotne on, Greeney 1Y he said.

Coker serambled up as the door
bunged and the key turned. EHe
charred at the door, and dragped ab
the handle,

“Qpen tlis  door ™  ho  roared,
“ink yon can lock me in this study ¥

Potter and Greene evidently thought
zo. They walked away down the pas-
soge, leaving the key turped in the
autside of the lock,

For a good ten ininutes Horace Coler
{iumped on that door, and bawled.
Then he gpave it up, and took a rvest,
which be rcally necded.

shricked

THE FOURTH CHAPTEER.
Bunter’s Whack !

£ SAY, vou fellows—"
l “Beat ™ said the

Five, with one volee.

Bill;;r Bunter did not “ scat™

e rolled into Study No, 1, wlere
the famoas Co, wero pathered.

Harry Wharten and IFrank Nugent
were arranging their possessions—Bob
Cherry way unwrapping o cake—and
Johnny DBull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh sat on the study table, swinging
their legs.  None of them sppeared
delighted to sco Bunter.

Famons

EVERY SATURDAY

“1 say, that looks a decent eake,
Cherry, old man,” eaid the fat Owl,
Llurmng hiis oves, m:dnfijmlau!es, on at.
“Jolly nearly as good as the one [
was going to bring back from Bunter
Courl, only it got left unpacked somc-

ftow. T zay, Aro vou proing to eat that
T ¥ 3 goung
Bob stared at hin, .
“0, nol” he saud  sarcastically,

“I'm going to stick it up on the wall in
my study, to tell the time.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry! 1 mean, if you
don't went that calke—"

“If 1 don't want it%" repeated Bob.
Az that lorge and handsome cake had
been specially packed by Mres. Cherry
for her son Robert to take back to
school with him, 1t was rather 1m-
probable that Bob did net want it !

“¥es, old chap! If vou don't want
it, you might let mo have 1t1Y said
Bunter,

The Famouas Five gazed at him.
They were not surprized to see Bunter,
when  there was cake in the study.
They fully expected lhim 1o scolf as
much of that cake as he could contrive
to annex.  But they did not expect oven
Bunter to ask for the whole cake!

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Bunter's improving! e used to be
sutislied with bagging nine-tenths of a
fellow's twuck. MNow he wants the lott”

What I mean is—" began Bunter,

“Never mind what yvou mean, old fat
frog—what I mican is, that you can
have a whack i the cake, and shut
up ' suid Bob.,  “Awnybody got a
knife ?”

“I—I sav, don't cut that cake, old
chap " exclaimed Bunter hastily.

Frank Nugent sorted a bread knifn
out of the study cupbonrd. He handed
it to Dol

"Not cut it7 grinned DBol. “Like
lo belt it whole? Is even your mouth
big ﬂnﬁuf{h for that, Bunty? 1 know
it's double width—*"

“Reast! I mean—what I mean lo
say i, J—I'd like vou to give me that
caks, old chap 1" said Bunter, *I say,
don't be greedy, you kuow [

(e crumbs Y pasped Bols.

“IIa, ba, hat”

“T zay, you follows, do let a fellow
speak. Don't cut the cake for a minute,

Bob ! Just let e explain first”
Bob suspended the knife, in sheer
astonishunent, over the cuke.  Over it

he gpazed at William Georga Bunter.

“You fellowz know why I lest tha
train bt Lantham to-dav,” went on
PBunter. “That cat—I—1 mecan, my
dear sister Bessie—""

“Ha, ha, ha

S0h, don’t cackle ! snapped Dunter.
“Tt's preliy rotlen for me, I can tell
yaul. stood Bessie a feed at the bulfet
at Lamimg'n, I Y Eenerous wal, you
know, quite forgetting that I ladn't
any money——"

“Bet yourr dide't forget that Bessio
had some ! grinwed Jolinny Bull,

“Well, I don't sce what girla want
with & lot of pocket-monev,” said
Bunter. * Besides, 1 never knew she
had five Lolb—I never saw the pater
%’iw it 1o her just before we left howe,

knew absolutely nothing about it
Aund 1 was jolly careful met fo run it
up over five boh, as she had to pay—"~

T0Oh crumbs i

“Then, gquite uncxpectedly, I found
I was out of casi,” went ou Bunter
“8a0, as it Iockily happened that Bessie
had some, she had to sguare. Bhoe got
stulfy about it—I dou't know *wﬁ:,'.
You'd thunk ihat a girl wounld be giad
to do anything for & really affectionato
snd generous brother, wouldu's yout

7

Yustead of that, she actually got bad-
tempered.” :

“Whet's that pot to do with this
cake? inguired o

“I'm coming to that, old chap.
Bessio makes ont that I owe her five
bob. It's no good reasoning with a
girl, as I dere say you fellows have
found. I could talk till I was black in
the face, and she would still make out
that [ owed her five bob! And they
ive 'em wvotes, when that's the sort of
intelligence they've got ! said Bunter.
“1 say, she smaecked my head ak
Liantham—"

“LGood [ said Dob Cherry heactily
“I hopo she sinecked it lard !

“She'd have smocked it again, if T
hadn’'t got away. All over that measly
five bob., That wouldn't matter so
much, but she says she's coming over
to sce me the first half-heliday this
term, for that five bob., Well, look
here, you fellows, & -:ha'.;I:; can't have a
f".gj' coming smacking his head; can
!-Er"

“hlore power to her elbow !”
Harry Wharton.

“Hear, hear "

“Y¥ou fat villain—="

“You terrific toad—"

“Do let a fellow speak!” roared
Bunter.  “Lock herel It will bo all
right if I send her the five bob. Dut I
suppose ,it's no good asking you fellows
to lend me five bob till my postal order
comes ¥

“Right on the wicket! It i=sn't!"

“Well, then, Bu%pﬂsu I sent lier that

said

cake " suggested Bunter,
“Eht" goasped Bob Cherry.
“What 1

“I mean, Bessie's fearfully kecn on
cake " explained Bunter. “She's [at,
and she's preedv—you'd hardly expoct
it, when she's my sister; but ehe 18, you
know. Well, that's a pretty decent
cake, Cherry—vyou'd have to give at
least ten bob for one like that in a
shop.  Bessie would be satisficd with
that."”

“Oh crikey I™

“3he will get extra value, you see, a
cake like that for five heb! I don't
mind if she dees. Nothing mean about
e, I hope”

“0Oh, Jerusalem t*

“One of you fellows can lend me a
bob--that won't hurt yeu—to pay for
thie postage—sce? Ar Bob's letting ma
have his eceke, you can lend me the
shalting, Wharton.”

“Thanks 1

“And Bull or Nugent cun bike down
io Courtficld and post it for ne,” con-
tinued Bunter. * Scel”

“Thae zeefulness s terrifie 1Y chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“8o that's why I want the cake, Bob,
old chap! Youn don't mind letiing me
Lhave it, 1in the circumstances, do you?"™

it T6t's have it quite clear 1 said Bob
“I'm to hand you this cake, Wharton
is Lo spring & bob for the post, and
Johnny or Franky 18 to bike down Lo
Courtficld to post it—to save you from
having vour head smacked for diddiing
Thessie. On the whole, I prefer you Lo
have your head smacked.™

“h, really, Cherry—="

“In fact,” added Bob, “in case Bessie
docsn’t come over, I'll smack it myself 1™

“Ciood egp ¥ exclelmed Johnny Bull,
“Bo will I

Y Bame here !” said Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“]1—I—1I say, wvou fellows!”  Dilly

Bunter jumped to the door. *I—I say,
keep off, you Leasts! herc.
Cherry. If you've too jully mean and

Tue Magyer Lasnany.—No. 1,527.
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stingy 1o Tet me have that cake—
Wow 1 Kcep off, you beastal™

The 1a% Owl dodged out of the stuay,

Bob Cherry hicked the door shut alter
hiln,’ a1 ‘proceeded to garve the:ecake.

The ‘door opened again, cautiously,
and & {at faco and & large pair of apec-
tacles gliminered 1m.

“1 say, you fellew

“'Heat 1 voared the Famous Five,

“But I—1I say, you fellows, if you'ra
too jolly mesn to let me have the vake,
end I suppose you ave, knowing you as
1 do, you night let me have a whack."

“You'd like a whack 1" asked -3oh,

“¥Yes, old chap, just a wh &

“Right-ha!” DBob Therry grabbed
up ‘& cricket stump, “Where will ybu
have i7" y

“You tilly asze,” gasped Bumter, “I
don't meanr ihat sort of wlhack, you
blithering 1dwt—"

“I do!” answered Bob.

“Beast 1" . reared Bunter,
tuined to.depart—quickly.

Quick as ho was, the crickot stump whs
quickey, .

Whack ! :

It landed on_tight trousers with 3
report like & pistolshot.

*¥Yarogop 1"’

“Come back when you want another
whack, Bunter ! roared Bob Cherry,
as & fot fgure did the RHemove passage
at_gbout 60 m.p.h.

Billy Bunter did not come back, One
whack was enongh for Bunter |

and le

——g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Chance of a Liletime ]

{1 ODDY, old chap 1
" What the thump's become
of those bullseyes?”? grunted
Peter Todd, He staved about
Study No. 7 in the Remove, frowning.
B 'I'!He.ﬁar mind timm nuw,}I’etﬂr 1" said

i unter. “I say—'

“But I do mind !” yapped Peter, "I
Iaid the bag on the teble while 1 stepped
out to speak o Russell, and when. I
came back—— Have you scoffed those
bullsoyes, you fat fraud F”

“Oh, really, Peter! I hope I'm not
the fellow to scoff » fellow’s bullseyes,™
said Bunter, with dignity. “The fact
in, I'don't care for bullseycs! Perhaps
you ate thew and farget all about it

“Fathead " .

“Well, look hére, Peter, tliis is rather
jmportant—nore hunportant than your
mouldy bulleayes,” said Buoter im-
patiently. “I've told you about that
misunderstanding with Bessie—?"

* You've told me how you diddled her,
if that's what you meanl” g;unle‘i
Peter, =hifting varieus articles on tho
study table, n quest of those elusive
bullseyes, ;

“That's how you'd put it, I suppose,
like ihose cads 1n Study Neo. 1," sneered
Bunter. “ You've got rather a Iow mind,
Peter, if you don’t mind my mentioning
it. But, look bere, do listdn to a fellow.
I shall be short of money till my postal
order comes, but I'va got to settle with
Bessio somelow, ‘That stingy beast,
Cherry, wouldn’t let me havoe his cake
which would have done nicely. I—I1
suppose you never brought back a cake,
Poter 1%

“Where's those- bullseyes
haven't wolled them 7 )

“T'wa no idea, Peter—not the foggicst.
Eut look here, old chap, Coker of the
Fifth has brought back a lot of stuil.
He elways does, you know: That Et:l:i{
old aunt of his alw loads him with
tuck when he comes back, He's got a
hamper in-his study. And look hcere,
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old man—if & fellow raided a cske out
of Coker’as study to-day, it would be
all, righj:—-ﬂnker couldn’t do & thing.”

“I fancy he would, whethcr he could
ot fot!” grinned Peter.

“Well, at wonld mean six from a pre-
fect if he didl” said Bunter astutely.
" Lots of fellows heard Wingate say that:
if he found Cokér in the Hemove
gqoarters agein to-day, he would give
him six, Seel”

HOh1" said Peter Todd,. He ceased
his guest for. the missing bullseyes for
a wmoment to stave at his fat study-mate.

“So,- vou seco, it's safe aa hounses|”
wrged Bunter., “It would serva Coker
right to bag bis tuck—look. at the wpy
he throws his weight about. It's reslly
up to us, in'a way, to teéach the brute
a lesson, sce? Well, you can’t hit a
chap harder than by snafling his tuck,
what? What ave I':fﬂu. grinning.. at,
Peter ?  Blessed if se¢ anything 1o
crvin at !

* Look in ihe glass 1" suggestea Peter,

“Bewst ! T mean my idva is this, old
chap: ¥You cut along to the Fifth—"

“1 can sco myself doing it !

“A::i bag that hamper, or as much
of it as vou can carry,” pursucd Bunter.
“We pick out something for HBessie, and
have the vest ourselves, Coker can’t do
anything, even if he geis after us,
becanse Wingate's going to whop him if
he butts'into the Remove again. This i3
a chanee that ought not to be lost,
Peter., It won’t happen again, you
kuaw! It's the chance of a lifetime,
reallv,”

“If I don't find these bullseyeos—""

“TFor goodness’ sake, give a fellow a
reet about your measly bullseves, T say,
Peter, I'll coma with you as far as the
corner of the Fifth Form passage. If I
sce. apybody coming, I'l——"

* Bolt 1

“No " roared Bunter. *I'll give.yon
the tip, sce? What about it, Peter?”

* Nothing about it, old: fat fmmE ! If
I cateh you raiding Coler’s fuck, I'll
jolly well boot you! DBut about those
bullseyes——"'

“Blow the bullseyes I howled Bunter,
“Rother ihe bulleeyes ! Anvbody might
think you fancied I'd scoffed them, you
suspicions beasg!” .

“Looks jolly probable, to me,” said
Petar. “If yvou have—"

“I nover even saw them there when
I came into the study. And I dare say
they're still there, only you've over-
looked them. I say, Peter, think what
a chonce it is to rag thak i}['tlltii Coker,
now Wingate's got an eyve on hiin. Why,
if lie saw us walking the hamper off, he
couldn't de e thing, once we got it
across the landing! Think of ithatl”
zaid Bunter temptingly.

Peter Todd, however, instead of think-
ing of that, continued Lo think of hia
nussing bag of bullseyes, Peter scomed
quite concerned about those bullseyes.

“Why, here's the bag !”" he exclanned
suddenly spoiting a erumpled and rather
sticky-paper bag in thoe fiveplace. *You
fat bloater, you've had thoze bullseyes—
hera's the 1h::.g—"’

“I haven't ", yelled Bunter. *'I never
turew that bag therel. And I'd have
theown it out of the window if I'd
known you'd go J.!.i?&jll% into, the grate
after it. I say, about Coker—-""

“Wait il T get hold of a cricket
stump 1" lossed. Poter.

"1Eh?* Buitter blinked &t him.
“You won't' want that, Peterl If
Coker's in his study, you can't lay inlo
him with a cricket.stump, old chap!
He wonld vell, and bring & mob of the
Fifth along,”

“Qh, heve it 331" .

Toddy gripped the iericket stump.

“Well, tﬁut'a rot.i' gpaid unitor

peevishly, “I don’t see what you want
1t for, 3till, come on! You get on fo
Coker's study, and I'll wait at the end
of the passage, and if auybnd{_ CONES
along, I'll=—yoo-hopa<hoopl Yaroohl
Wharrer you hitting me with that
evicket stuimnp for, you beast!” bellowed
Bunter.

Whack, whack, whatk]

Bunter bounded.

“ Yoo hoooli-haoop ° hie rearved. * Gone
mad, or whet? iF you kebp off, you
hﬂh{' beast? Oh crikey 1 Stoppit}

“Where's those bullseyea?? &

“You silly idiot!1" shrieked Bunier,
vealising that Peter’s mind was. still
divelling on the missing bullseves, and
not on raiding Coker at ell.  * You—
vou—vyou - potty frezk! Keep offl .
never had your mouldy bullseyeal Owl
Muking a fuss likd this shout ten bulls-
cres, and two of them small ones—"

Whack, whack

“*¥areooh I

Billy Bunter shot out of Study No, 7.
Ils shot into two juniors whe were geing
up the passage. Vernon-Snith staggercd
m-one direction, Tom Redwing in the
other.

“Oh1" gasped Redwing.

“Oh gadl” stuttered the Bouuder,

They sat down ‘simultencously.

Billy Bunter, gasping, lew on.

Peter Todd emég‘fd froni Study No. 7
flonrishing tho cricket stumn.

“Hold on, Buhter " he shouted. *'1
haven't finished yet|”

Bunter whizzed.

Bolsover. major was coming elong
from the landing, with Skinner and
Snoop. Bunter hit them like s bomb-
shell, 8kimmer and Snoop tottered—
Bolsover major went over backwards, as
if & battering-ram had hit him,

reregh 1" gasped Bunter,

“Why, I—I—D'll—" gplutiered Bol-
sover mejor, staggering to his fect,
“Here, get hold of him—Bkinner—
dnoop—grab hipe— Ow " _

unter flew across the landing.
Behind him, Bolsover major. aud
S8kinner and Snoop came at a rush—
aftor them, the Bounder and Redwing,
and in the rear, Peter Todd, brandish-
img thoe cricket stump. Bunter i(at'ﬂ
one glarmed blink over a fat shoulder,
and shot up the Fifth Form passage.

It was o casze of any port in & storm |

His pursuers turned back from that
passage. They did not want to wake
up & row with a senior Form.

Billy Bunter, breathless, blinked back,
and, seeing no pursuit, leaned on the
deor of a I'ifth Form study to recover
lus breath.

It was the door of Ifilton's study on
which hoe was leaning. Mo could hear
Hilton and Price talking inside,’

The next study was Coker’s. Buuter
could sen that Colier’s door was shut,
and as he blinked at it, he noted that
the key was in the outside of the lock.

. Bunteir's. little round oyes gleamed
belind his big round spectacles.

In his designs on Horace Coker's tuck,
o had ncoded Poter Todd's assistance,
in ease Coker was in his study. Natu-
ally ho did not want to run the visk of
bearding the lion in his den.

But if Coker was not there, it was all
vight. If he was absclutely cevtain that
there was nobody in the study, Buntex
was bold enough to enter it, and corry
on the worle on his own, When
therea was no danger, a hon had nothing
on Bunter for courege.

He blinked :cautiously vp and down
the passage. Not o man was in sight.
Most of tha I'ifth wero nstairs
Hall., Hilton and Price wevre in their
study, but their door was shut. Breath-
Eig srd, Bunter erept along to Coker's

Q0 L,
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Horace Coker went down with a bump, and almest disappeared from view. Next maunt thejmerry Removites burst

EVERY SATURDAY

|

-

Into melody. ** Stop that din af once !’ came a sharp command, as Wingate ol the Sixth reached ibe landing.

If that study was locked on the out-
side, the fellows it belonged to could
not be at home—that seemed a cort to
Bunter. And the key outside looked as
if it was. It would ba just like theat
beast Coker, to lock his study  door,
because he had & hamper there—and
just like him again, being such a fat.
pad, to leave the key 1n the x
Anyhow, if that door was locked, it
seerned to Bunter a dead cert that the
stidy was unocoupied.

Softly and atealthily, he turned the
door-handle, and tried it. The door
was locked |

That =scttled it, for Bunter.

Ha %grinned with glee.

Swittly, he unlocked the door, opened
it, and darted into the studv. Under
the window lay a hamper with the lid
open, and Bunter shot etraight towards
it, like an arrow, and bent over it.

nr——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

ORACE COEER stared.
He stared blankly, in amaze.
rnent,
Seldom or never had Colier
of tha Fifth been so surprised.

At intervals, for the last hour or so,
Horace Coker had banged on his study
door, and bawled. Neither banging nar
bawling was heeded. Fifth Form men
who knew where Coker was, considered
him safer there. Coker might faney
that he could carry on, guided- only hy
the wisdom that was in him, regacdless
of such trifles as prefects -
masters. But, in actusl fact, he
couldn’t; and until he calmed down,
there was no doubt that a locked study
door woes a good thing for Coker.

He was not, however, [eeling goad.
Bo far, he showed no signs whatover of
ealming down. He was, in faet, grow-
ing more and more intenscly exasper-

ated. PBut he had given up banging ang
bawling. He realised that those pro-
ceedings would not buy him anyvihing.

Sitting in his armechair, Coker waited,
with intensifying fury, for somebody to
come aleng and let him out.

At last, at long last, there was a sound
at his door. o his great relief, it
opened. To his utter amazement, & fat
figure shob in, and shot ecross the study
to the window. Coker gazed at at,
dumbfounded.

Bunter, in the fixed belief that a study
locked on the outside was, and must be,
unoccupied, did not even blink round.
The hamper was his game, and he went
straight at his pame, utterly unaware
that Coker was there.

Cokar just gazed, lost in amazement.
It was not surprising, perhaps, for a
grub-raiding voung rascal like Bunter

to barge in after that hamper. But it
wasg sitmply astounding for him to do 1t
under Coler's eyes|

For a long moment the astounded
Horace sat and stared, scarcely believ.
ing the evidence of his eyes.

Bunter, bending over the open
hamper, grinned ecstatically. Coker's
celebrated Aunt Judy had packed that
hamper well for her dear Horace. It

was 8 large hamper—and it was iull.
Only two or three things had been taken
out, so far, On top of other attractive
things lay a large cardboard box, open,
containing an immensa jem tart. It was
the biggest tart Bunter had ever seen.
It was thick with jam! Tt was luscious!
It was scrumptious! It was gorgeous!
It made Billy Bunter's mouth water,
merely to blink at it.

Coker rose to hia feet.

He was behind Bunter, sz the fat
junior leaned over the hamper.

A siride, and he was within reach.
He lot out his right foot,

Thud !

A startled howl burst from Billy
Bunter. Up to chat moment he had not

doubted that he was alone in the study.

Under the impetus of that powerful
kick, the Owl of the Remove plunged
headlong forward, head-first into the
hamper.

Thers was & sguashing sound, ss his
fat features were buried in the big jem
tart.

“ Hoooooogh 1" gurgled Bunter, suffo-
cated by jam.

He leaped up, spluttering. The tart
adhered to his face, stuck there by jam.
Masked by a gigantio jam tart, Bunter
spluttered frantically.

“Hurrggh! Wurrggh! Guorrgght®

“You fat scoupdrel 1" roared Coker.
“Ceaught you, have I1"?

“Ooooogh 1" gurgled Bunter.

He clawed et pastry and jam. Ho
blinked at Coker through jammy, sticky
spectacles,

“Ooogh! Beast! Oooohl” gurgled
Bunter, " Oh crikey! I'm all jig-jig-
jammy! Wooooooooch 1

He bounded away as Coker grabbed
at him.

In Coker's present state of temper, he
was about as safe ms with a Bengal tiger
in the jungle. Removites lm?ig ragged
him that afternoon, Now a Removite
was raiding his tuck, under his very
eves,

"Coker saw red. He hurled himself at
Bunter.
Bunter skipped round the fable.
After him bounded Coker.

Only presence of mind saved Bunter
at that awiul moment. His fat brain
did not often wark quickly. Now, with
Coker's clutch almost upon him, it did.
Going round the table with the sctivity
of & kangaroo, Coker at his hesls,
Bunter grabbed a chair as ho passed it,
and pitched it behind him.

It caught Coker's kneas.

Coker pitched over it. nose-diving at
the study carpet

The vell that resounded from Horace
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Coker, as he went over, Tang far and
wide. For 8 moment or two, he dug
into the study earpet with his nose.

That waa enough for Bunter,

He was not thinking of cakes or tarts
now. He was thinking only of escape.

He whirled out of the stu g, and ran.

Coker leaped up. He had ah awful
ache in his kneces, and & fearful pain 1n
hiz nose. He heeded neither. He
charged after Bunter.

By the time he gob out of the door.
Bunter got out of the passage. Coker
gid the passage in record time after

k.

Bunter {ore on,

Once in the Remove, be was safe—or,
at least, should have been. Six from a
prefect’s ash was to be Coker's reward,
if he barged into_the Remove quarters
again that day. Wingate had said so;
ang Wingate was a man of his word.

But that proved, alaz, a frail reed for
Bunter to lean on. Coker did npot even
vernember Wingate, and had he remem-
bered, would not have cared a straw.
I1e charged after Bunter.

In the Remove passage, the fat Owl
st?fped & moment for breath,

As he stopped, Coker hurtled up the
passapre, and got him,

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter, “Oh! Leggo,

vou beast! Yarooooh! Oh erikey!
Help! I say, you fellows! Reseue,
Remove! Yarooop!”

Smack! Thump! Bang!

Coker got busy at once! .

Bmacks, bangs, and thuamps fairly
rang on DBunter, and louder still rang
the frantic yells of the hapless Owl.

But rescue was at hand, Five or six
Remove mean were in the passage—ux
or seven more van oub of the stadies.
And every man hurled himself at Coker.
Even Bolsover major, who had been
after Bunter a quarter of an hour ago,
joined in the rush. So.did the Bounder
and - Redwing,. Bob Cherry and Hurree
Singh came out of Study No. 13—
Johany Bull out of Study No. 14. They
raccd deown the passage to help. From

THE MAGNET

Frank Nugent. From othcr studies came
other fellows.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
roared Bob.

“Borag him [ )

Billy Bunter staggeved against the
wall, panting for breath, and dahhlﬁg
at jam, &= %ﬂkﬂl‘ crumpled up ‘m 1im-
muymnerable hands,

Coker was fighting hard. He dpunched
and thumped wildly. He rolled and he
roared. a struggled and wrenched.
But a dozen or more Removites “had
Coker, and they handled him ener-

e-ticaii;r, The cause of the trouble they

ad no time to inguire. A Fifth Form
man was throwing his weight about in
their passage. That was enough for the
Remove |

The uproar was terrific.

It rang Far and wide.

In the midst of it, an extremely angry
Hixth Form prefect came trampin
across the Remove landing, and stare
into the passage.

“Stop that row!” almost shrieked
Wingata., " By gum, I'll whop the whaole
Form? Will you stop it at onee?

He strode up the passage. He swished
right and left with hizs ash, as he
reached the spot.  Hefty whacks seat-
tered the juntors. Coker was left sitting
in. the passage, gasping for breath, his
collar and tie gone, hia hair rumpled
wildly, his coat split at the tails, his face
CrImson.

“ Coker |” pasped Wingate, He glared
at him.

“Urrggh! I'll—*

Wingate's faco set grimly. Ia had
gone easy with Coker on the previous
oceazion. He had made allowaneces for
Hosace heing the champion ass of Grey-
friars. e had let him off with a
warning,

That warning bLad been unheeded.
Here was Coker again, kicking up a
shindy in tha Removel That did itl
‘There was a limit, and Coker had over-

Coker aguoin ™

stepped it; and he was for it, this
time ! ] .
“Voul” esid Wingate grimly.

Study Ne. 1 come Harry Wharton and
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It was pgoing to
e “six ¥ for Coker.
But he was going
to be sparéd the
awlul  humiliation
of bending wver
and touching lIus
tocz in the presenca
of a crowd of grin-
ning juniors,

Wingate walked
back to the land-
ing.  Coker, gosp-

ing, glared at the

i} ke
hed. Highis jumiors.  Any othor

Evory EE%}GW, . tol g b

! ollow the head pre-
Ashona foct, would have

- Gd. Money ;EnI!:::w::w.l hine, Colker

seenmied wiedeaided
whel her to  recom-

mened  watr on the Remove,  Billy
Bunter had dodged into his study;, and
Coler was powerfully tempted to pursue
him ‘there,. FEven Coker, however, réals
ised that he could not handle half the
Remove at once; and he hiad already
collected so muny ‘aches and paing that
there was no great attraction in adding
to the number.

Having bestowed @&  threatcning
glare on the juniors, he followed Win-
gate down' tho passage to the landing,
turmied the corner, and disappeared,

e e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
No Gol

{4 HE asal” said Potter.
“Tha idict I said Greene,
“He's got to gol™

11 Uh* FE‘E I’J
“But,” said Pelter, “he won't "
Greena of the IMifth did not seem io
kuow tho answer to that ono, Ha
shvugged his shoulders hopelessly.

Coker's two chums were standing
outside the Fifth Form games study.
In that apartment, where the Fifth
Form men most did congregate, was
ITorace Coker, with a dozen othor
fellows of his Form.

They were grinning: Coker was not.
Coker was logking like the young man
in the Alpine poerms. His brow was
seb, his eye beneath flashed like a
falchion from its cheath,

Coker had not gone to Wingate's
study, as bidden., The Greyfriars cap-
tain had been waiting for him there,
in vain.

Coker was not going—not if Coker
knew it. Instead of that he had gone
to his own study to put himself tidy
after his strenuons experiences in the
Remove. ‘Then he had strolled into
the games study—whero he now was.

Potter and Greensa had looked in to
tell him that Wingata wanted hine.
They told him, in_ vain. Now they
were wondering what was going to
happen.

Last term, on one exciting occasion,
Coker had been “up? for s prefect’s
beating. He had declined to twrn wvp
for that unpleasant funcltion. Prefects
bhad marched him off by main foree.

That, little as Coker appreciated it,
was tha very best thing that could
have happened to him. 1t was not,
of course, nice, but it was beiter than
going up to the Head—cspecially on
the frst day of termx when the head-
master, of course, was very busy, and
had no time to waste on obstreperous
fatheads who did not realise Lthat they
had to toe the line.

It would have been a relief to
Potter and Greene to seco two or thice
hefty prefects arrive for Coker. But
no one came. Wingate was still wait-
ing; and they could guess that he was
growing grimmer and grimmer while
he waited. Hec was not going to send
for Coker. Coker had io toe the line,
0r take the conacquences,

The consequences, which were feay-
fully serious, worried Coker's friends,
but did not scem to worry Coker.

They were grinnimg in the games
study. ;

Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,
good-naturedly advised Coker to go
and geb it over. A glare of contempt
was his reward, Blundell let it go at

that. If Coker preforred an ainterview
with Dr, Locke, he could have lias
choee,

Paodior  looked in again,  almost

Leseechingly



leaded.

*“Coker, old man—"'' he _
old c¢hapl®

“Come along, Colker,
urged Greene.
. “Eh? Where?" asked Coker, look-
ing round,
'ngate’u stud
“Don't be a fool, Potter|” .
“It ineans going u& to the Head if
your don't,” pleaded Greene.
I don't mind going “Ii to the
Head,” answered Coker. *I suppose
Dr, Locke's got sense enough to Know
that & senior can't let cheeky fags
check him, and get away with it. I'm
rfectly willing to explain to the
ead.”
“Dh dear!” groaned Potter.
“MNever mind that,” said Coker.
“What I want to know is, whether you
men hers are backing me up. Those
cheeky voung scoundrels in the Re-
move have started the term woree
than ever, My idea is to pgive them
8 jolly good lesson to begin with. If
o dozen of you men will come along
to the Remove with me, and bring
ericket stumps with you, we'll give
them & lesson that will last half the
term. VWhat about it?"
“Ain’t he the jolly old limit?"" asked
Fitzgerald of the Fifth, y
"fm'ﬁrer hear of & maen askin® for
it like that?” inquired Hilton. *'He's
up for six already, and he's askin' for
mors,"" :
“Don't be a silly ass, Hilton! I'd
like to see a Bixth Form swab give
me zix!"” said Coker contemptuously.
“I know I'd jolly well alter his
features for him, if he tried it on!”

L]

“Dao you happen to know,” asked

Price, “that a fellow gets bunked for
punching a prefect?”

“Don't be an idiot, Price! The
Head would think twice about bunk-
ing & fellow hke me," said Coker
scornfully. ;

"Why you specially ¥ asked Hilton.

“Well, said Coker, *“there’'s some
follows in every school that can't be
spared. Fellows who give a tone to
tﬁn place, if you know what I mean.
I oan hardly see the Head bunking

e.

The Fifth Form men could only gaze
at Coker,

“As for going down to Wingate,”
added Coker, *that's rot, and he
knows it, a5 well aa I do! Leave him
to stew in his own juice—see? If he
fancies he can treat me like a fag, he's

ot another guess coming. He's ascted
ike & rather offensive ass; but I shall
overlook it, and say no more about
it, if he lets it drop.”

“Fan me, somebody!™

Blundell.
“Coker here?” Bob Cherry locked
“0Oh, here you are,

in at the door.

Horace, old man! Message from
Wingete—"

“Kick that feg out!" =aid Coker.
“You'ro nearest, Potiter!”

“It's & messege from Wingate—="

hegam Potter,

murmured

I don't want to hear ib™ said
Coker calmly, “I've heard' enough
from Wingate to-day, and a little

over, Get out, Cherry, before I buzz
this euzhion at wvou 1™

Coker picked up & cushion, He was
seated near the window, and was not
going to take the trouble to cqross to
the door to kick a fag out. He lifted
the cnshion and took aim.

“Coker, o¢ld man—"
Grecne,

“Do shut up, Greene "

Bob Cherry eyed the great Horace
warily, ready to dodge the missile. . As
the captain of the ool had sent him
ql.tp with & message, he bhad to deliver
it,

implored
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“I say, Coker, Wingate says vou're
te go down to his study at once—"

“I've told you to get out!"™ said

er,

_ “If you're not there in two minutes,
it _goea fo the Head!” said Bob.
“That's the message, old bean.”

Whiz !

The cushion flew. .

Bob dodged—unnecessarily. Coker's
eim was not good. The cushion, had
it travelled as far as Bob Cherry,
would have miesed him by a yard, But
it did not travel sa far, Potter of the
Fifth being in the way,

Crash !

Fotter of the Fifth, caught on the
ear, sat down in the games study, with
8 bump .and a yell,

“"Yarooh!” yelled Potter.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.
ha, ha ™

Ho departed, roaring.

Potter of the Fifth remained whero
he was, also rc-arinfp

There was & howl of laughter in the
games study.

Potter staggered wup, rubbing his
head with one hand, and clutching up
the cushion with the other.

“You clumsy ass!” he roared.

“Berve  you right ! said Coker
calmly, “Why dide’t you kick that
cheeky ass out, when I told you to1”

Potter gave him a-glare. Then he

ave him the cushion, His aim was

tter than Coker's,

The cushion erashed on  Coker's
features. He went over backwards,
chair and all, with a terrific crash.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Fifth
Formers,

“0Oh, oh! Ow! Oocoogh!" spluttered
GDII.’:ﬁI ‘:;'l."rhy, vou cheeky nas, ‘11

Without further explaining what he
would do, Coller scrambled to his feet
to do it.

Potter hastily quitted the games
study. He was gone by the time
Horace resumed the perpendicular.

ker remained in the games study.
Bob Cherry’'s message was, 80 to apeafc,

“Ha,

the last time of asking. If Coker
did not go, Coker had to take what
wis coming to him. And Horace

Coker did not go—loftily and serenely
regaridless of what was coming to him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Up to Bunter !

€ O0R old Coker!” said Harry
Wharton.
“Poor old ass !” said Johnny
Bull.
“Potter and Greene ought to walk
him off to Wingate ! said Bob Cherry.
‘I‘H I”had & donkey that wouldn't go

"“Ha, ha, ha!®

“1 say, you fellows, perhaps there'll
be a flogging in Hall to-night I sug-
gested Billy Bunter brightly. “Wa've
never had one the first day of term
before.” )

In the Rag, & crowd of juniors were
discussing Coker of the Fifth. There
wera lots of toples, on the first day
of term, but Coker of the Fifth had
washed out =&ll the others, for tha
moment. It was Coker first, and the
reat nowhere.

Moast of the fellows laughed over it.
Coker, though & serious fellow, very
serious and very earnest, added a great
deal to the gaiety of existence at Grey-
friara School. Btill, plenty of fellows
felt sorry for poor old Coker. He was
up . againat irresistible forces, and that
fack, clear to evervbodr else, did not

line he was taking.

H

!u;:erp to penetrate into Colier's solid
PRI,

The prefectoriel system had been in
force at Greyfriars Bchool from time
immemorial. It had its faults and weak-
nesses, but, on the whole, it worked
well.  Bpecially selected members of the
Hixth Form, in whom the headmaster
had confidence, received powers
delegated to them by the headmaster,
o ':vhﬂpﬂmg privs ¥ emong them—other-
wise, the privilege to whop |

Bometimes a fellow like Loder of the
Sixth might take unduc advantage of
v:‘hn[{pmg privileges, Or a hasty fellow
like Walker might whﬁF not wisely, hut
too weil But most, if not all, of the
Bizth Form prefects fully deserved the
confidence reposed in them by the head-
master, and as for the rest, fellows had
to take the rough with the emooth.

FHad Coker been up agdinst Loder,
or Walker, or Carne, thers might have
been some remote spot of excuse for the
i : But he was up
against “old Wingate,” who, as every-
body knew, never whn]ppad unless he
felt that he had sbeolutely no other
resource. If George Wingate, as a pro-
fect, had a fault, 1t was a proneness to
give culprits the benefit of the doubt
and let them off too lightly. Neverthe.
less, he was a whale on authority, and
if he did say jump, the fellows had to
Jump

Execept, apparently, Coker1

“It'll be a flogging |” remarked the
Bounder. *“If the Head didn't back
up the gmf_ecta their game would be up.
il I%Rt- & the sack!”

“We should miss Coker!” sighed
Skinner. “Coker's as good 83 & Punch
and Judy show, any day.”

“The missfulness would be terrific”
eaid Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

* Clean, wholesome fun—that's Coker'a
line " remarked Peter Todd. * Grey-
friars wouldn’t be the same without
him ™

“ Poor old Coker 1#

“Jevver hear of & man asking for it
like that, though?” chuckled Vernon-
Smith.  “Wijingate told him what to
expect if he barged into the Remove
again to-day—and he comes barging
in ™

“ Just like Coker "

“Colker all over |

“Yaas, it's Coker all over I” remarked
Lord Mauleverer. “But what wss he
after you for, Bunter?”

“0Oh, nothing,” answered Bunter.
“Just throwing his weight about—you
know Coker ! never did anvthing.
Nathing at all1”

“He's thrown it about once too
often 1¥ grinned Bkinner.

“ ¥Yaane, but what was the nothing that
vou did, old fat man 1 asked Mauly.

“Oh. really, Mauly—"

“You jam ell over your face
when you came sendding up the pase
sage,” said Meuleverer. “ Had you boen
after Coker’s tuck?”

* I hope I'm not the fellow to go after
e fellow’s tuck, Mauly.” )

“The hopefulness is terrific 1" grinned
Hurrie Jamset Ram Singh. ]

“I never went anywhere near his
study,” said Bunter. “I never know he
had a hamper, even. Toddy knows that
—1 told him.”

“Oh crumbs 1"

“Why, you fat villain!® exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “If you've been grub-
raiding in Coker's study——"

“1 haven't!"” roared Bunter. "1
never stepped into his study. DBesides,
how w_a;g to know he was thers, when
the door was locked on the outside??

“So that was it 1" exclaimed Bob, "1

Tae Maoner Lineary.—No, 1,527
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retember now 1hat fat brigand was
sticly all over. Coker's jam—->"

*I never touched his jam! I never
had anything at atll! 'The besst kicked
me on the tronsers and pitched me head-
first into the hamper!” yapped Bunter
indignantly. My face went right into
g big jam tart—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well, vou can cackle, but it made
mo sticky aod januny all over, and 1
never pgot anything, after all. The
brute jumped at me like a tiger. He
would have had me if I hadn't chucked
a chair at his legsi"

“Qh, my bat ! seid Harry Wharton.
“That was why Coker paid us that call
in the Remove ! If Wingate knew that
hﬂ_"”

“Don't vou loll Wingate!” howled
Bunter in alavm, “Why, he would give
me siz for geoing after that bamper.
Might take me to Quelch. It was sll
Toddy's fnultj e’

“ Ay fault i howled Peter.

“Yes, it was,” said Bunter warmly.
“1 asked vou to go! You jolly well
know T l_liij:‘n You let me down 1 That's
why I went—-~>"

80 vou woent to Coker’s study after
his l.u{-ﬁ " exelaimed the captain of the
Remove.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! 1 never-—

*You've just said you did, you fat

=

Owl.™
“I—1 mean that I—I didn't. That's
what I really meant to sav. I haven't

becn in the Fifth st all since we came
batk, I was—was in Hall when Coker
caught me in his study—"

“Ha, ha, hal” ~

“Blessed if I see anything fo cackle
at. Alaking out that a fellow goes aftor
a fellow’s tuck., The sort of thing you
fellows would do, I dare say!”

“Y fancied it was something like
thet!™ remarked Lord Mauleverer
placidly. “It's Bunter's fault if poor
old Coker is booked for the Big Beak
Wingate thought that the silly ass waa
just kickin' up avother shindy! You'd
ian_:ttu}r go and tell Wingate how it was,
Bunter——"

“Oh, really, Maunly——*

“Don’t you see, if is knew, he would
E-:: oasy with that aza Coker !” aIFlaincd

Taulevercr gently, “Yau don't want
Coker up for a floggin’.”

“Don't 11" said Bunter. " Pitching

a fellow head-first into jain—"

TIt's rongh lack on old Coker!™
chuckled the Bounder.

* Look here, it’s a bit too vough,” said
Harry Whavton. “Coker's a howling
ass, and & silly fathead, but if Wingate
knew he was chasing a fat bloater
who'd been raiding his tuck he would
go easy. If he'd known that at the
time he would have given Bunter six,
instend of dropping on Coker. You'd
better go and tell bhim, Bunter.,”

“I'll watech it!™ gasped Buanter.
“Think I want six, fathead i

“It's up lo you, Bunter!” said
Nugent.

“Yah

“Play the game " said Bob,

“The playivloess of the game iz the
proper caper, my estcemed Bunter.”

“You silly essesl” howled Bunter.
“Don't T keep on telling you that I
never went into Coker’s study at all,
and I wasn't after his hamper, and he
kicked me, and pitched me head-first
into it, and smothered me with jam——"

“You don't want six from Wingate
for grob-raiding ¥ asked Lord Maule-
Terer !imughtflfllj.

don't 1*  said

“No, I jollg well
Bunter, with emphass.
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“Would von rather have siz from an
ash, or double six from & ruleri”

“Eht Bix, of course, fathead ! zaid
Dunter, blinking at him. * Wharrer
you mean ¥

“1 mean tlis,” explained Lord Maule-
verer. “You've got fo go and put
Wingate wize—that’s only fair to Coker.
Fair play's a jewel. If you don't we'll

glve ﬁﬁu' twelve with & ruler, Secei”
" Why, you—you beast—"
“Good egg " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Here's a ruler. Shove him acrosg the
tabla 1"

“J—1 eay, wou fellows—" ryelled
Billy Bunter. “I say, leggo! Kceep
that ruler away, you beast! I say—
yarogoooop M

Whaelk !

“Ow] Stoppitl I say, you fellows, I
wasn't in E!n]i-ar’a sty —="

Whack |

“I~I-—-yarooch! I—I mean I—I'm
going to Wingate! I—I—I want to
go I yelled Bunter. * I'm going to tell
him all sbout it! Y—I meant to all

along, you know. Keep that ruler
away |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“o it, Bunter '™

“I=I=I'm just going!® DBunfer,
gaspmg, statied for the door. “You

fellows siay here, and I—1'1] come back
anc tell you what Wingate says!”

“You might miss the way to
Wingate's study if you go on your own,
old fat man,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Lat's take a walk with Bunter, you
men.”

*Ded-don't trouble, you fellows—"

“No trouble at all, old purpoise!
Pleasure! I'Il Lring a ruler, in caso
you change your mind 1"

“ Beast | mean—— Look here, I'd
rivther alope-—— Yow-ow! Ieep
that ruler, away, vou rotter! Wouw!
T'm going, ain't 1% yelled Bunter,

And he went.

[———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker All Over!
GEDRGE WINGATE, captain of

I'E:.'fl'lﬂl‘.".-, Was TV 1A Er
decply. Sianding in tha door-
way of his study, in the Sixth

Form passage, he Jooked out and
knitted his brows,

He had been waiting for Coker.
Coker had not come. It was unusual
for » prefect—especially the head pre-
foot—to ba kept waiting, when a fellow
was sent for,

Coker, certainly, was the fellow to do
it, just to show how independent he
wag. But there was more tﬁan_that to
it., Coker was not merely latel He
was not coming at alll And Wingato's
ire was deep and strong.

He was a patient fellow—pationt and
good-tempered. He hated ihe idea of
sending « man up to the Head.. But
there was a limit to patience. He was
considering, ot ithe moment, whether to
send Coker up, or to visit the inef-
able Horace in person, teke him by the
seruff of the neck, and whop him out of
hand.

The ohjection to that course was that
Coker was pretty certsin to resist,
blind as wsual to comsequences, and
that moant making & serious matter
much more serious. Exasperating ass
as Coker was, the Greyfriars ecaptain
certainly did not want to sco him
“bunked.” He did not, indeed want to
whop him—but affer Coker's flagrant
disregard of the command to keep out
of the Remove, Lhat waa unavoidable,

In doubt, Wingate was considering
the metior, when o bunch of juniors
came round the corner of the passage.

Eilly Bunter was in advance. Ile Jid
not seem to want to lead the advanece
—reluctance was  written in  every
foature of his fat face. A thudding
sound, as of a boot banging on trouseys,
indicated why Bunter camo first vound
the corner.. Heo had received aszsistance
from astern.

*Wow I reared Bunter,

Wingate starved olong the passago
f‘r:mly. After Bunter appearcd the
‘amous  Five, Lord  Mauleverer,
Vernon-8mith, Toddy, and two av
three other Remove follows.  They all
seamed to be urging Bunter on.

“Qiaick march!”  mprhuned  Boh
flourishing a ruler,

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I"m

afraid Wingate may be rather hosy
now—first day of teym, you know £

“ Where will you have 1t

“Boot him ¥

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s Win-
gate [ exclaimed Bob Cherry suddeuly,
catching sight of the Greyfriars ecap-
tain 1n hia doorway up the paszage.
“'"Ware pre's ™

Promptly the Remove men backed
behind the corner, and vanished froin
Wingate's sight. Only Billy Bunter
remained within view. Gladly would
Bunter also have backed round the
cornel, But there were too many boots
ready for him there—not to mention a
ruler,

Bunter stood where he was, blinking
at Wingate.

The HSixth Form man, {rowning,
stepped along the passage towacds him.

“What's all this about ¥ he rapped.

Remove ragging in the Olvmplan
quarters of the Sixth was & thing {o be
put down with 8 heavy hand,

“Qh, nothing I” gasped Bunter. “I-—
I—1 was just coming to sce you, Win-

gate! I—I mean, I wasn't coming—I
—I've uuthmlg to tell you, you know !
I—1 mean, I—-I—J— crikey 1"

groaned Bunter dismally.

With Wingate frowning in front, and
the Removites behind, just round the
corner, the fat Owl was in o slate of
woe and dismay.

“What do you mean,
ass ¥ rapped Wingate.

“{Go it, Bunter!” came a whisper
ronnd the corner—aundible 10 Wingate
as well as Bunter. “Play the game!
I'va thiz ruler ready——-"

“I=I—I s=ay, Wingate, it—it—il's
about Coker 1¥ Bunter made up his fat
mind to it. Six was betfor than
double-gix? Y I—=I gay, I—I've come
here to own up 12

“What the dickens—-"

*I=I mean, Coker came after ma
hecause I—I was in his study ! mumbled
Bunter. " He—he fancied I was after
hiw tuck. Of course I wasn't; but—
but he thought I was, because he eaw
me &t the hamper. 1 mean, [ wasn't
anywhere near the hamper—"
Wil {%9 tell me what you meant”
inaquired Wingato.

“0Ob, yea! That's why Coker came
up the HRemove passage when you
caught him!'"" gasped Bunter., "He—
he was after me, because I went to his
hamper—I mean, he thought I did,
And—and he was & bit waxy becansze I
chucked the chair at his lags, vou Lnow,
and he fell over it—wallop !

A chuckla was audible round
COFner.

“Ho—s0 that's why—why I—I cume,
Wingate. I—I thought I ought to tell
you, as you're Igmng fo send Coker up
to the Head. ‘v come quite of my
own accord, you know—not becanse that
heast Cherry was piiching into e
with a ruler, or anything!”

Wingato grinned

He began to vnderstand,

you young

the
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“Tet's havy this elear, Bunter,” he
said quietly. “ You were snaffling tuck
in Coker's study, and damage him
when he was E}ing‘ to collar you, and

then ho chassd you into the Remaove.
Is that it 7"

“Oh, ne! I—I mean, ves!” gasped
Bunter.

“And then all the young eweeps
piled on him, I suppose,” said Win-
gate. “So vou're the causze of all the
trouble, Bunter ¥

“0Oh, nol” gasped Dunter.
all, Wingatel

never went
all—"

“That waill

h d i
"Oh o' 17

“But as you've come here and told
me this you cean ¢k, Get out t™

“Dh ™ gasped Bunter., ™All right !

Never had a fellow been so glad to
cut, Billy Bunter fairly flew round the
corner, before Wingate could have time
to change his mind.

The Greyfriars captain stood think-
in with & knitted brow. It was
rather an awkward position. What ho
had just learned did not excuse Coker's
veckless defiance of authority; but it
was, at least, extenuating circumstances,

A senior man who caught a fag
snaffling tuck in his study, and had a

“N-not at

e actusl fact iz that
to Coker's study at

dal You ought to be

chair pitched st his legs when he
essayed to collar that fag, mught
naturally get a little excited. ad

Wingate been aware of those cireum-
stances at the time, he certainly would
not have ordered Coker to come to his
study to take “six.” Had Coker come,
sind explained it, it would have been sl
right. But Coker was too independont
to come, and too fatheaded to explain.
Finally. Wingate went to the stajes
and walked up to ihe Fifth Form games
study., He leoked inla that apariment.

ng, Coker was pulled away by his anxious frlends, and he travelled on his backbone down the Remove
“ Will you leggo ? '* shrisked Coker.

Greena ! **

A doren Filth Formy men wora there

- =—among them Coker.

There was & sudden hush 1n the
room, as Wingate ‘was zeen &t the
daor,

The seniors exchanged glances. As
the mountain would not go to Mahomet,
Mahomet had come to the mountain.

Coker’s  jaw jutted, and his aves
glinted. If Wingate hed come there to
administer the "six,"" Coker was pre-
pared to hik out, to hit hard, and hit
often. The fact that he would be turfed
out of Grevirviars if he did, did not
peneirate Coker's impregnable 1ntellect.

Fortunately for him, Wingate had
nat con: with that intention. He fixed
his eyes on Horace Coker quietly.

“Just a word, Coker,” he said.
"T've been told something. You caught
a8 Remove kid in your study, I undes-
stand, aod went after him—=~»

“Eh? Oh, wyes!” said Coker,
ﬁtarmP‘, “What about it? T don't waut
s prefect to butt in. I can deal with a
cheeky fag myself ™

“Naover mind that,” said Wingate,
“From what I've been told, theve's
gome excuse for voiu, though you ought
to have had more sense. I don't want
& fellow to begin the term with a flog-
ging, if it can be helped. 1 shall lct
vou off this time——*"

“"Thank you for
Coker sarcastically.

*“Wha-a-t "

“Deaf ™ asked Color,

Wingate looked at him long and hard.
Coker, far from realising that he had
had en awfully narrow escape, rvo-
turned his gaze jauntily. The Fifih
Form men stood silent. Ther hardly
cxpected Wingate to take this gquistly.
He had come there to let Coker off, amd
Coker had vesponded by asking for

nathing 1" said

* Mo, ass ! ' gasped Potter.

13

e

“ Get him away,

more. It seemed only ressonable to
giva hiim that for which he-asked.

The Greyiviars captain drew a deop
breath.

“I've said that vou're let off, Coker t*
ho said at last. " That's that! But
take my tip, and don't play the goat
again |

With thet, Wingate turncd and
walked away. Coker latghad.

Wingate, as he went, heard (hat
laugh, end paused. But he went on.

In the %E-mﬂ!i*!h':ﬂﬁ'. Coker grinned
rownd at the other Fifth Formers.

“What did I tell you?” he asked.
“Can you see me taking six from that
ass? Ha, ha,

“You unspeakabla idigt!"  maid
Blundell, in measured tones. "I Win-
E!ata wasn't the best-tempered man at

sreyfriars, you'd be for it—bad 1™

. "Rot1” said Coker. “You fellows
kow-tow to the Sixth, if you like! Not
mel I think precious little of the
Sixth, I can tell yvou! Fet lot I care for
prefects| Look here, Wingate eaid I
was going to take six! I said I
wasn't ! Who was right 1

“Fathead !

“He ordered me to his study.
go? No fear! He comes hers and tells
e I'm let off | Ha, hat”

Coker, evidently, was in high feather,
Heo was quite satished with the state of
affairs.

“0Of course, he had to elimb down
when he found that I wouldn't talke any
of his rot!1” said Coker. " You fellows
can see that, I supposzc?

Nobody could see that except Coker.
Still, Coker could ses it quite plainlr.
Coker, in high feather, went out of the
games study to look for Potter and

(Continued on page 16.)
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(ireene, and tell them how Wingate had
climbed down,

" Coker was feeling that he had started
the terin well. He had put Wingate in
his dpla::c, to begin with.” Ho was ready
to do it agaio, 1f necessary.

"It waa probable that that “six
after all, only deferred.

Wil

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Raising the Wind !

T Y for me? asked DBilly
A Bunter.
I‘FNG [F!

The Owl of the Remove
Blinked up at the letter-rack, in morn-
ing break, anxiously through his big
epectacles.

Bunter, as ustal, was expecting a
postal order; also, as usual, it hadn't
come. Runter looked worried. .

. Passibly his hope had been faint. He
had been dlsﬂﬁlpﬂlﬂtﬂd 50 often about a
stal order that, really, he might have
pen getting wsed to it by this time.
But the need of cash was more urgent
than usual.

It was not merely that Mra. Mimble,
at the school shop, had a mest enticing
and delightful array of sticky comes-
tibles for the new term. Bunter, for
once, was not allowing his fat thoughts
to dwell wholly on tuck. He was think-
.in% of hia sister Elizabeth.

"amily. affection was not, perhaps,
strongly developed -in the Bunter clan.
Billy Bunter of the Remove and Sammy
Bunter of the Second Form often did
not sce one another for a week at a
time, and even then didn't want to.
Neither of thom very often remembered
Sigter Bessic over at Cliff House School.
But cireumstances alter cases. Billy
Bunter simply -had to think of Bessie
now. He owed Iessieo five E‘hillmgﬁ.
They were five good reasons why he
could not forget Bessie. He was worried
about it. ‘

A debt unpaid would not of itzelf have
waorried Bunter very much. How many
shillings and half-crowns he owed up
and down {the Remove he could not have
computed without going inte very high
figures. DBut Bessie had announced her
intention of coming over to Greyfriars
to collect that Lve shillinga, Even if
the did not cqrrﬁ out her dire threat
of ‘smacking his head in the middle of
the quad, it was beastly awkward. And
very ]ﬂ:e}y ghe would. Seldom wurged
by his f{at couscience to “square”
Bunter. felt that that little debt ought
to be paid, if possible. It was worth
five bob of aunybody’s money, except
Bunfer's, to keep Bessie away from
Greviriars.

“T say, you fellows ¥ Bunter hooked
on to the Femous Five as they were
Euing coutk. "I say, my posts] order

gsn't come! It's rather rum, you
chaps, isn't it? 1 say, what about lend-
ing me five bob ¥

“I'wthmﬁ gbout it, old fat man!”
answered Bob Cherry.

Tue Muener Lismany.—No. 1,527.
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“Well, lool here, don't bie cads, you
know 1* weged Bunter. “It's rather
Ertjm:!m-. I told you that my sister

sessie, makes out that I owe her five
bol. It's no good arguing with a girl,
as you fellows know; she's got to hgm-ﬁ
it, or she’ll go on making a fuss. What
sbout & bob each ¥

The Famous Five paused. Holiday
funds had not yot been quite expended ;
they had not reached the stony state
that was likely to come along later. A
shilling each was not a large sum.

Harry Wharton glanced round at lis

friends.

“Let’s 1 he gaid. “The fat Llcater
ought to be bailed 1n oll, but we don't
want & Hemove man to diddle a Cliff
Housze girl. Here jyon are, vou fat
fraud 1

Billy DBunter extended a fat and
grubby paw, and the captain of the
Remove dropped a shilling into it. His
example was followed by the Co. Five
ehillings piled in the grubby paw.
¥ Thanks I said Bunter. * Look here,
if you could make it ten bob——"

“ Kick him 1” said Johnny Bull.

“What I mean is, my postal order will
be . for ten bob,” explained Bunter,
“Make it ten bob, and take the postal
order when it comes—what "

“Beat 17

“Well, if you're going to be stingy
shout—" eaid Bunter scnrn[ull{‘.

The chums of the Remove looked at
him, looked at one another, and
laughed. This was Bunter's way of
exzpressiﬂg_ gratifude for a loan,

‘Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at1" said Bunter crossly. “I never
could  stand meanness! You fellows
reatly are the limit! I simply can't

stapd——"
“Bit down, then!” snggesled Bob
herry.

Bunter, with a helping hand from
Bob, sat down quite suddenly.

The Fainous I'ive walked on, and left
him sitting.

“ Beasta I roared Bunter.

.. He scrambled up, with five shillings
jingling in his pocket. Ie blinked in
the direction of the tuckshop. The
temptation was hard to resist. 'The
thought of cream puffs and jam tarts
made his mouth water.

He made & step, and paused. Ie
made another step, and paused again.
Then another step, and another pause.
Really, it was like the tortures of
Tantalus—only worse !

“Mauly ! I say, Mauly I He spotted
Lord Maulevercr, and bore down on
him. “I say, old chap, hold on a
minute 1"

“0Oh dear 1” said Mauly. He held on.
“Deon’t tell me your postal order hasn't
come, old fat E}euﬂl I've heard that
one ¥

“1 say, Mauly, it's rather particulaz,”
satd Bunter. "I wouldn't ask youw in

any other circumstances—I'm not a
fellow to borrow inoney, as you
know——->"
“Eh ¥

“ But the fact is, T owe a girl at Cliff
I{ouse five bob,” said Bunter. “It's
been worrying me a lot. A fellow
doesn’t like to owe a girl money, you
know, end, being disappointed about a
postal order——*"

* You ought to be jolly well kicked [”
gaid Mauleverer., “Can’t vyou keep
our diddling ingide your ewn school ?

e fellows were booting you last term
for diddling a Higheliffo man! Tuarn
round 1™

“ Look here, don™t be a beast, Manls!
It’s only five bob, and T can got a postal
order affer school, and send it slong.
It's an awful worry owing tnoney to a
gitl, you koow 1 sawd Bunter. “They
never uoderstamnd. You can talk to them

£l you get a eriek in the neck, and they
still want to be paid. They =in't
reasonable, you know. What are vou
grinning a$, Mauly 1"

Without explaining: what Le was grin-
ning at, Lord Mauleverer dived a hand
into a pocket and produced therefrom
two half-crowns.

“Thanks, old chap ' gaid Bunter, his
little round cyes glistening behind his
big round. spectacles, 1 say, if you
could make 1t seven-and-six on't
walk awax while a cnap’s talking to
you, Maunly! Beast!™

Lord Mauleverer walked on,

Billy Bunter jingled five shillings and
two half-crowns in his pocket,

This was something like!

Five shillings for Bessie, and five for
Bunter—a worry off his fat mind, and
a feed that he sorely needed at the
school shop. The fact that he owed that
little debt to ‘a girl semmed.to have
an unloosening effect on cash in the
Remove. Twice successful, Bunter won-
dered whether the sane chicken would
fight a third time. It was worth trying,
at any rate.

He  spotted Bmithy and Redwing
under the eling, and rolled over to them.
The Bounder bad heaps of money. Cer-
tainly, he had also a way of taking care

of it. 8till, if the same chicken would
fight— ;
“1 eay, Smithy, I'm in rather a

gerape 1 said the fat Owl. 1 owe five
bob to & girl at Clif House.”

“You fat rotter I said the Bounder.

“Well, it's all very well to call a
fellow names,” gaid Bunter., *DBut
vou'd feel a bit wqrriag in the same fx.
A chap can't go on nwmgi}g girl monay.
1 say, it's only five b, and IlI
settle to-morrow—when my postal order
comes—" .

“Oh, scat!” grunted Vernon-Smith.

“It's worrying me fearfully I said
Bunter., “I've asked Wharton and his
friends, and asked Mauly—T dare say
you saw me speaking to them, T'd
really ask anybody rather than go on
ewing moncy to a girl. You see, that
sort of thinﬁ' isn't done. Not Greviriars
style, is it? ) ]

Redwing slipped his hand ionto his
pocket. . _

Bunter's eyes glistened. The chicken
was fighting again! Smithy, with
another grunt, produced half-a-crown;
Redwing did the same.

“ Now get out, you fat toad I” snapped
the Bounder. :

Bunter got out, five shillings more to
the good.

It did not occur to Bunter that there
was anything unscrupulous in this. He
had stated only the truth in each case—
it was a fact that he owed five shillings
to a girl at Cliff Honse. That be was
borrowing that sum over and over
again, he did not consider it necessary
to mention. What cccurred to Bunter
was that he was on to_a good thing,
and that wisdom lay in making hay
while the sun was shinmng.

“Toddy | I say, Toddy " On his way
to the tuckshop he spotted Peter Todd.
“I say, old chap, I'm fearfully worried
about that five bob I owe to Bessie! A
chap can't go on owing money to a girl,
can he? %.ﬂ"hat's going to be done,
Peler 1" .

“ Looks to me as if Bessie's going to
be done 1" answered Peter.

“"Tain't a joking matter, Toddyt¥
gaid Bunter reproachfully. “1It's been
worrying me no end! I mean to say,
if it was & Remove man, I'd let it stand
over; but you knew what girls arel
Be a pal, Toddy I¥ :

Peter Todd looked at him.

Bunter waited—eageriy. Was that
{Iﬁhm!—mq gowng to bght a fourth time?

E was!



*Well, I've got come tin left over
from the heols,” =aid Peter. “As you're
m my study, L'd rather vou didn't
diddle Cliff Hous=e givls as well as Grey-
friara [ellows. ere jyou arg, you
bloated brigand !*

Ei]l?- Bunter could zcarcely believe his
good luck as Peter handed over the re-
quired sum. It was guite 8 harvest that
morning. Bunter had a whole pound in
lis pocket now—it was almost too good
to be trual

Leaving Peter, Bunter shot away—in
the direction of the tuckshop.

As he did so, the hell began to ring.

Breal was brief—and hreak was over!

“0Oh crombs ! gpazped Bunter.

_Thera was no help for it With four
timnes five shillings bursing o hole in his
pocket, the fat 0wl had to head for the
Form-roomn and third school. His only
solace was the prospect of a gorgeous
sﬂ”ﬂﬂ as soon as the Remove were dis-
miigsed,

. ——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Whole Hog !
MR QUELCH glanced at Bunter

several times 1n third school.
e frowned ss he glanced,

On the second day of term,

wlhien fellows had not yet settled down
to the collar, a8 certain amount of rest-
lessness was excusable, Holideys were
atill fresh in mind—lessons had to be got
used to. Plenty of fellows in every
Form-room at Greyfviars had an eys on
the time. But there was no doubt that
Billy Bunter over-did it. His blinks at
the Form-room clock were almost ®-
cessant. And as the Form-room clock
was & little dim to the short-sighted Owl
of the Remove, he verified the same by
whispered inguivies (o vight and left,

He was havdly still for a moment.

Bunter was always keen for a lesson
to end. The only thing he found in-
teresting in & leizon &t ell was the fact
thot it came to an end. But on this
gcoasion his eDEerness was unbounded.
Twenty shillings almost bufned his
pocket, Almost unlimited tuck dazzled
fiim, in prospect, as soon as he got away
from Queleh. Four times over had he
borvowed that Bve bob he owed to Bessie
Bunier—which meant tuck to the tune
of fifteen shillings for William George.

It was really awful to stick in class
with such & prospect before him. Nover
had an hour seemed so long {0 Bunter—
never had Queleh =eemed go lonF
winded. Mrs, Mimble had a new supply
of the most scrumplious oream pulfs at
the school shop—and Bunter's fat mind
dwelt on them ecstatically. Agsin and
eggain he blinked at the clock. Again
and again he whispered:

"I say, you fellows, what's the time 7"

“8hut up, vou fat ass!™ grunted Peter
Todd, st the umpteenth inguiry.
“Quelchy’s got an eye on you | :

“0Oh, all vight: but what's the time?
I can't make out that beastly clock. I
think it's slow!l What's the time®

“ Bunter I

The fat Owl jumped. _

“Oh! ¥es, airl I wasn't speakiog to
Todd, sir] I was only sayving—"

“Take fifty lines for talking in class,
Bunter |7

TOh crikey IV

Bunter was silent for ten iminutes.
Twice, in that space, his eves and hia
spectacles turned on the clock. He felt
sura that it was slow—indeed, ha sus-
pected that it had stoppedl

He was hungry, In break he had been
too busy reising the wind to take the
enack he =o urglent.iy needed. Dinner
was an awfully Tong way off. But the
moment he was dizmizzed fium class, a

ph g
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rapid sprint across to the tuckshop, and
a feast of the gods——

“1 say, Skinner—="

“Shurrup, fathead !

“¥es, but what's the time "

" Half-past what it was half an hour
ago!* answered Skinner.

“Beast! I say, Fishy, what's the
time ™

“ Bunter !*

“Oh lor'i#

“You are talking in class again™
rumbled Mr, Quelch. 1 will heep
order in this Form! You will be de-
tained half an hour after this lesson,
Bunter i

FOh-crumbs ! gasped Bunter, in uiter
dismady,

That did it.

Ha sat crushed.

Ho did not whisper again. Quelch
might have made it an hour. It was an
awiul disaster. Instead of cutting across
to the school shop the moment the
Remove was dismizsed, Bunter had to
wait in half an hour—with twenty shil-
lings in his pocket, and as hungry as a
shipwrecked seaman in an open hoat at
sed.

Dismissel came at last!

The Remove marched out—pglad to get
out into the sunshine.

Giad would Bonter have been to
follow, In the faint—the very faint—
hope that Quelch might not notice him,
Bunter rolled doorward with the Form.

" Bunter I*

“(th dear!™ groaned Bunter,

“You are detained for half an hour,
Bunter |  You will sit down at your
desk,” said Mr. Quelch, severely. “In
order that you may not waste your time,
Bunter, you may write out the full con-
jugation of ‘ame’ in both the agiive
and the passive voice,”

Bunter almost collapsed at his desk.

Conjugations, either in the aclive or
the passive, had no appeal whatever for
Billy Bunter.

Still, matters might have been worse.
Quelech might have given him an ir-
regular verb to comjugate. Irregular
verbs, in Bunter's hands, developed an
irregularity that would have mede a
Latin grammarian stare and gasp. Even
regular verba became rather irregular
when Bunter dealt with them. *Amo?*
was really an easy one, if that was any
comfort.

It was not much,

Billy Bunter almost groaned alond
over ""amo, amas, amat.” If Quelch
left him to it, that verh was not likely
to get very far in the way of conjuga-
Eron.

But Quelch did net leave him to it
He sat at his desk correcting papers.
Sometimes he would take them to his
study for this purpose. Now he re-
mained in  the Form-room=—just io
worry . Bunter, apparently.

If the previous hour had seemed lon
to Bunter, the next half-hour ﬁﬁ-l:*ml:g
lopger.  Minutes ecrawled Ly like
wounded snakea,

There were -only thirty, as usual, to
that half-hour; but every one of them
seemed enormously elongated.

Bunter was hardly helf-way through
the active voice of that beastly verb,
when the half-hour, st long last, ended.

The passive voice romained untouched.
He had an awful dread that Queleh
might look at his paper, and tell him

to finish that mouldy eonjugation,

But Quelch was meveiful, He glanced
L.

“You may go, Bunter |”

Bunter was gone mlmost before he
glanced down again.

‘He fairly shot it of the Form-room.
He did the corrider at a pece seldom
put om by sprinters for the school
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hundred yards. He whizzed out of the
House.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo——"

“Can't stop!” gasped Bunter,

MT'm going down'to Friardale on my
bike, fathead—I'll get thet postal order
for you, if you like., I—"

Bunter was gone,

Owing to detention, it was not lonp
iill dinner now. But if dinner had been
only five minutes off, Bunter could nok
have waited for it—he could hardly
have waited five seconds,

He whizzed into the school shop.
_Then came hoppiness.  Bunter felt
like a wenry- storm-tossed mariner, safe
on land at last. He felt like an ancient
Egyptian entering on the fat years after
the lcan years.

He sat at the counter and setarted]
Heo guzzled! He guzzled and guzzled !
Seldom had he been so hungry! Seldom
had his cash resources been so ample.
Fifteen shillings was a large sum to

cxpend at a single go. Bunter went
ahead—recklessly,
Mra., Mimble had en eve on him,

however,

Fullows ¢camo back to school in funds
—and possibly Bunter was in funds. But
she knew Bunter. If Bunter ran up an
account, that account was not casy to
collect.  Bunter hed no credit at the
school shop. His cash was welcome, but
eredit_was off, Like the Persian poet,
Mrs. Mimble was disposed to take the
cash and let the eredit gol

Her cxpression grew move and move
serious a: Bunter bolted and belted, anud
guzzled and guzzled,

“ Master Bunter—"

“ Another lot of jam tevts, please!”

Guzzle, guzzle!

“That will be seventeon-and-six,
Ma.sﬁm Bunter.”
L ‘;lh?u

“ Beventeen-and-six—"

*Wha-a-t 7"

“ Beventeen-and-six t?

“Oh erikey I

Billy Bunter had meant to stop at
fifteen sh:ilm?s. Ha really lad, Tt was
all Queleh’s fault, for keeping him in,
and making him.so fearfully hungry
before he started. |

The fat Owl gﬂused in dismay, with a
tart in his fat hand, suspended midway
like Mahomet's coffin.

¥ Did—did—did you
and-gix ?"' he gasped.
o1 did,” seid Mis, Mimble coldly,

and 1 never allow credit, Master
Bunter.”

“*The—tho fact is, ma’am, I—I'm ex-
pecting & postal-order—>"

Y Beventeen-and-six, please [”

Mrs, Mimble had fleard that one
hefore—a good meany times, in fact |

“0h ctikey |” said Bunter.

He groped in his pocket. A wvaried
a:sovfment of shillings and half-crowns
sppeared in view, Bunter laid down
the whele pound. He had been going
to keep five shillings for Bessie—rcally
he had! But it was no use keeping
half-a-crown?! With  the feminine
pertinacity that Bunter knew only too
well, Bessie would make out that five
shillings was five shillings—not two-and-
six, The fat Owl realized that he
might as well go the whole hog! And
e really did want some more tarts,
They wera delicious—and thers was
still some cubiec space within Buntey
available,

Tha last half-crown went. The whale
n?;md was gathered into Mrs, Mimble's
till.

Billy Bunter cest a longing blink &t
the good things that were now beyoned
his reach—and rolled out of the tuck-

thop.
lie was feeling better—distinetly
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better, But that rotten worry was on
his mind aga#n. g 0w assie five
shillings—and he was stony. He could
only hope that the chicken wounld fight
again—and that some other fellow, who
felt that it was nobt the ﬂ'!ingi' to owe
money to s girl at a girls' school,
would cough up five bob before VWed-
nesday. i
But it was a worry on Bunter’s mind
gs he rolled in to dinner. His fat
brow was clouded with:thought—till he
saw that there wes steak-and-kidoey pie
for . dinner, Then he brightened up
again and enjoyed life once more.

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Begglog for 11!

OKER laughed.
Thers was nothing, so far es

Potter and Greene could see, at
which to lasugh, zo far as Coker
was poncerned.

Walking in the quad after class,
Coker was talking c¢ricket to  hia
friends, so Potter and (Crecne, natul-
ally, were inclined to laugh. Coker on
cricket was enough to make s ecat
laugh., But it was serious cnough to
Coker—very serious indeed-—he had not
the slightest notion that he was funny
when he talked games—almost as funny
as when lie played them. So when
Horace loft ag talking cricket to burst
into that laugh, Potter and Greene
ﬂanmd round, to see what had excited

13 sudden merciment. 3

Except Coker, nothing of a comic
nainre met their eyes. .

Wingate of the Sixth was standing
in conversation  with Gwynne and
Walker of that Form, close at hand.
Nobody else was near. There was
nothing to exeite mirth in a group of
Bixth Form prefeets in the quad.

Yet they could see Coker’s attention
was fixed on Wingste—and he laughed.

Slowing down, s0 as to keep near the
Sixth  Form men, UCoker langhed
again.

Wingate glanced round.

iz cyes fell on Coker.

For a third time, Coker ot the Fifth
laughed—right in the face of the cap-
tain of the school, o

Then he walked on, grinming. :

Potter and Greene walked on with
him, red and uncemfortable, ;

Wingate's face had coloured a little,
and he looked after themm very expres-
sively. To the relief of Potter and
Girecne, however, he tock no further

Coker prinned cheerily,

“That,” ha remsrked complacently,
““will show that ass what a fellow
thinks of him—what®"

Hea chuckled.

M Making out that he was going to
give a Fifth Form man six, snd then
climbing down in front of the whole
srhool 1 chuckled Coker., "“Jevver heav
of such a eilly ass] What? Do him
good to rub it in o bit [

“Oh crumbs !’ murmured Potter.

“0Oh scissoral” groaned Greene,

Coker was rubbing it inl He found
it amusing 40 to do! From Horace
Coker's own peculiar peint of view, he
had scored a triwnph—a tremendous
triumph—over the captain of the school.
Naturally a fellow in such & triumphant
?fnatlc was disposed to spread himself a
ittle.

Every other man in the Tifth, of
courze, knew that Coker had had a
narrow escape. Wingdte had been un-
usnally patient and Lkind to Coker.

Any other préfect at Greyiriars would
Lave carried right on, and Coker, if he
Tueg Magrer LIBRARY.—No. 1,527,
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continued to resist, would have found

himself as powerless as a nut in & nut-
cracker, ut this was quite hidden
from Colker. Wingate had been good-

natured and forbearing, unwilling to
exert his powers if he could hﬂf it,
reluctant to humiliate s Fifth Yorm
senior by meking lim bend over and
take six like a fag; but—to Horace
Coker all this meant only that the Grey-
friars captain had bitten off more than
he could chew, and had ilgnnmmmuﬁhf
climbed down. .

That was the sort of intellect with
which Horaco James Coker was
blessed. And having, as he happily
supposad, triumphed over Wingate of
the Sixth, Coker was the man to spread
himself on the strength of it. He was
not the man to spread himself a little—
but a lot!

“Make him feel a bit small—what
smiled Coker.  “Standing there with
two other jolly old prefects—ha, hatl
Some fellows don’t even dare to walk
by, with three prefects standing there!
Z{a, ha! Well, I don’t give a rap for
the Bixth, and I don’t care whe knows
It.l.h'

“I—T wouldn't rag Wingate, old

man.” 1hurmured Potter. *iHe's jolly
ood-tempered, but there’s a limit, you
now."

*If he pot waxy, old chap——" hinted
(Gireene, _

“Don't talk rot!™ said Cokern
“"Think I care whether he's waxy ov
not? He was waxy enough yesterday,
and threatened to give me six! Ha,
ha! Y've no use for Sixth Form swank,
I can tell you. I fancy I've just let
him sea how much I care for fat-headed
prefects.™

Potter and Greene exchanged a hope-
less look. Tt seemed that Coker would
never learn that Wingate could give six,
until Wingate gave them. He was
going on asking for them {till he got
them. )

“You fellows,” went on Coker loftily,
“eoan kow-tow if you like. Not me.
think I've made it pretty clear that I'm
not standing any swank from the Sixth,
It's about time they were pushed off
their perch, in my opinion. Whopping
fags iz all right—it's good for them.
But when a man makes ont that he can
whop the Fifth, it's time he was told
where he pets off. And I'm the fellow
to tell him, and put it jolly plain, too !”

Coker walked on, happy and
glorious.

*“*Hallo, therc’s that young rotier!™
he exclaimed. “ Hold on, you fellows 1”

Billy Bunter was rolling by. He did
not notice the Fifth Form men—his fat
mind was concentrated on a problem of
finance. But he noticed Coker, as that

uth reached out and nipped him by &
at ear with finger and thamb.

“ Whoooooooooh ! roarved Bunter, sur-
prised and hurt. )

Every fellow in the Greyfriars
heard that roay,
looked round.

Rc'g‘alﬂleéﬂ-. Coker pulled the fat ear

“You young sweep!" said Coker
severely, I caught you snaffling tuck
in my study vesterday. I camo after
vou to whop you—"

“Leggo ! yelled Bunter,

“ And vou got eway,” went on Coler.
I‘Nﬂ“._?f

“Yow-ow-ow 1

“Far the love of Mike, Coker, chuck
it," implored Potter. “Wingate’s look-
ing this wey I

That's wiat I want.”

NEh?”

“Bhow him how muern 1 care for him,
sce?” explained Coker,

“Oh, miy hat!” .

Etidéntly Coler was bent on asking
for it. Ile was “'rubbing it in" not

uad

Dorens of fellows,

wisely, but too well  Thore was »
swarm of fallows-in the quad afier class.
Every individual in that swarm was
going fo see exactly how much Coker
na.r&g for Wingate. Coker was going
to laugh, when the head prefect, in-
stead of intervening, pretended not to
notice anything,

As it turned out, Coker had no occa-
sion to laugh. Wingate of the Sixth
came towards the épot with lon
atrides. His brows werg lknitted,
Coker’s tnocking laugl, in passing him,
had perhaps convinged him that it was
no use going easy with the ineffable
Horace. Anyhow, he was angry now.

“Let Bunter go ab once, énkcr!”
ragirad Wingate,

Y Yow-ow-ow 1Y roared Buntar,

“Do yvou hear me, Coker

Coker, still with finger and thumb
nipping the Owls fat car, starcd ak
W Ir“iga.ta quite coolly,

“XI'm not deaf ! he pointed out,

"I've told you to let DBunter gol?
said Wingate, breathing hard.

“And I tell you to mind your own
business, Wingate ¥ answered Coker
cheerfully. "' That fat tick snaffled tuck
1w my study vesterday, and I'm going
to pull his ear! SBee! I'm pulling it!
And you're not g—oiug to stop me, seo P

* Yow-ow-ow [’

“Will you let go Bunter's
Coker?” asked Wingate,  ver

“No,” said Coker, still
won't 1"

* Yow-ow-ow I” yelled Bunter,

Wingate had his official ash under
his arm. He slipped it into his hand.
There was & sudden crack, like a pistol-
shot, as it swiped on Colker’s trousers,

_ear,
quietly.
cheery,

Coker gave a startled, astonished
roar, He let go Bunter's ear quite
suddenly and glared at Wingsate,
gasping. ‘ N

“Now,"" said Wingate, “bend over,
Coker. It's no good talking te vou.

Bend over; I'm going to give you six.”

“You're oing to whatter ¥ snovted
Coker. “Don't be a fool, Wingato!
I'd like to =see you do it!"

“You're going to! Bend over!” said
Wingate. He swished the ashplant im-
patiently. “I'm waiting, Coker!"

Coker glared.

Half Greyfriars waz gathered round
the scene now in a hreathlem}g excited
throng. Sixth Form and Fitth Form
seniors, Shell and Fourth and Remove,
fags of the Third and the BSecond
gwarmed round, staring and grinuing.
The tug-of-war had come. Coker had
asked for it begged for it—and here it
was. Masters were seen at  study
windows lockiog out. The unusual ex-
citernent in the guad was drawing the
attention of the whole school.

Coker, red with wrath, faced the
captain of Greyfriars undauntedly,

E’msihigr it trickled into hiz solid
brain that his triumph over Wingate
was not 30 complete as he had fancied.
Perhaps he realised that he was, after
all, in & bad box But Coker was not
the man to surrender—not Colker !

“You cheekyv ass '™ he bawled.

“T'm waiting ! caid Wingate.

“Weep that eans away from my
trousers, your cheeky dummy '™ roared
Coker. “I've a jolly good mind lo
knock you spinning for touching me
with 1t !

“ Are vou gaing to bend over?”

“Nol” bellowed Coker. “Got that?
Who ave vou, I'd like to know? Go
and eat coket!  See?  Wash it outl
Climb down, a3 you did before! Bee?
Why, I'd bunig you in the eye as soon
as look at you! I'H—"

“Zilence, Coker ! enid a deep voice.

In the breathless excitement no oua



“ I'm wailing ! " sald Wingate. ** Are you going to bend over 2" ““*No [ bellowed Coker. ** Who are you, 1'd like
to know? Why, I'd bung you in the eye as seon as looklat

EVERY SATURDAY

you! I'll—*"

* Silence, Coker ! **

f‘u"l I
ik af
v !Jru!

e goae

In the breathless

pxcitement, no one had notlced the majesiie figure of the Head approaching the spot.

had noliced & majestic figore approach-

tng tha spot: but at that deep, com-

mamding vorce there was a hush, and

cven Coker's bull-veiee died away.
“The 1lead 1™

P—-—I

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Eend Over !

ki HE Head!™
Tha Greyivars crowd made
respectful wvay for Dr. Locke.

There was & hreathless hash
a3 the I¥ead stood and fixed his stern
oryes on Coker of the Fifth.

Wingate's face was alimost expression-
less, it many  varying  exprossions
chased one anotber cver Uokor’s speak-
ing countenance.

He could zce af half o glanee that
fhe Head was down on han.  Why, he
did not know, but the fact 1kzell was
plain enough.

“Coker 1 sald Dv. Locke in a voice
that was not loud, pue Jdeep.

“Oh, ve-es, siv T stammered Horace.

“1 pather, Color, ilhat you have pe-
fuzed o be eaned by o Bixth IForm
prefect, invested by me with authority
to adminster capinge™

“Oh " stonnuered Coler. That was,
Coker thought, putting it rather rot-
tenly—making ont that Coker was dis-
vegarding 1he ITead’s own antharvity.
e did not realize that that was pre-
cisely what he was doing.

“ 15 that the case. glier ¥

Y ai—you sop, sip——""

“ Answer me—yes or no, Coker ¥

“ Yoo paspod Cobor,

T Very well” zand D Faocke. L |
shall be sovey to <ol a by away from
Cireviviars at the begnnming of the teem,
Coker; Tmd, as you bose wae oo alicma-
tivoe—""

“Wha-noat 27 maznad Culice,

“¥ou may go into the Ilouse and
rack your box, Coker.”

“"Pip-pip-pack  my  bub-bub-boex ¥V
stuttered Coker

“At onee!” said the Head.

Caker blinked at himi.  ITe secmod
quite dizzy. There was a dead silenee
in the crowd. Everybody was zorry for
poor old Coker. Btill, if s fellow
begged and prayed for a thing, he had
to have it. Coker really was not at
Greyfriars to run the cchool, though
sometimes he secined to faney that he
Wil

“You—yvon—yvon dud-didd-don’t mean
F'm bub-bab-bunked, siv!” gasped the
ij:rless Ilorace at last,

What? I mean that sou are ox-
pelled, Coker, certainly i

“Qh crikey I

“I am sorry, Coker. Dut last lermn
there were many complainiz of vour
unruly folly; and a boy with whom the

}}mfecr;s cannot deal 1s out of place
were,’” said the Head.
“Oh jiminy t” gaspoed Coker., “I=1

say, sir, I=I didn’t mean—I wasn't—

I mean, I never meant—— That 15, J-—

I—T mean to say—— Oh crumbs ™
“That will do, Coker. Got*

“I—I—1 mean, I—I— Oh lor’| I—
I—I'd rather Le whopped Lthan sacked,
sir "' gneped Cokoer, 4

Dr. Locke gazed at him thoughtiully,

“Very well, Coker,” ho said at last.
"1 will give youn one more chance, bnt
it will be the last. Any further defiatice
of authority on vour part, and you will
know what to expect. You will now
bend over and take six strokes from thae
vane,” .

“Oh1” pasped Colier. *Yes, sir”

Iwv. Loeke turned and rostled sway.

Coker stood facing Wingate. There
vwas a faint smile on the face of the
captain of Greviriars; be waited.

Blawly, slowly—very slowly indeed—

I.II_ v e

IMorace Coker bent over; with &
;:ﬂmsun face he bent and toucked Dis
OEE,

Over his bent back Potter and Grecns
exchanged a wink,

They were Coker’s pals, and they
liked old Horace; but they quite failed
to see why Horace James should not toe
the line like any other fellow, and they
hum;d charitably that this would do him
pood.

Other fellows were grinning.

There had been an almost tragie huslh
while the Mend was present; now the
Head waz gone and tragedy was res
Maced by comedy.

Fliek 1

The cane hardly touched Coker.

Coker had asked for it, begged for
it, and would not be happy till he got
it. Now that he was getting it, how-
ever, 1t did not amount to much i 1he
way of a v:amn]m Wingate mercly
flicked him. As the Head had said that
Coker was to take six strokes, Wingaid
gave him six—hut they woald hardly
have hurt a fly. Then he tucked the
ashplant onder his arm and walked
away, dismissing the ineident as a trifle.

It was no trifle te Coker.

2o lightly had the flicks fallen that
the great Morace remained bending fov
a fow moments, unecertain whethey the
ordeal was over or nob.

Wingate had walked away, and waa
talking ervicket again with Gwinue and
Walker, when Coker looked up—aond
then got up.

“"Ha, ha. hal

Coker glared round; lus faee was
erimsen.  He had not been hurt, but
that mattered very little to Cokerv: he
was tough, and could have taken o
whopping. It was tha awful lhnnniliae
tion that worriecd Coker.

Ile, Horace James Coker of the Fifth
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Form, lLad bent over in the gquad, in
sight of the whole school. and takep six
from a prefect’s ash |

After all his high words, atter all his
swank, after all his statements at the
top of hiz voice that he did not give a
vap for the Bixth, « had bent over like
s fag and had been whﬂﬁpﬁﬂt _

It seemed to Coker that it was time
for the ekies to fall, for the stars of the
firmament to wobble on their way.

To the other feilows it did not; it
struck them as funny. rathor than any-
thing clse.  They grinmed and they
chuckled. )

“Thus are the mughty fallen ' sighed
Skinuer of the Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Oh, what & fall was there, my
countrymen I chortled Wibley.

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“I say, you fellows. the checky cad
pulled my car!” squeaked Dilly Bunter.
“* He's iuily well had six for it! He,
lie, he!

Coker strodo away; he looked round
for Potter and Greene as ho  went
T'o his surprise, they were grinning like
the rest. Alone, crimsot, with quite a
dazed fealing, Horace Coker walked
away to the %ﬂusﬂ Seldom did Coker
of the Fifth seek shy scelusion; gener-
ally he liked the limelight—and lots pf
it. ‘Now he wanted to get out of the
public eve.

He pot out )

Hea went to his study ; b dropped into
a chair. That “eix " did not prevent
him froin sitbting down with eomfort.

“ Ol erumbs” gasped Coker.

He could bardly believe it vet,

“Oh erikey 1" snid Caker.

Ho had had six. A fellow couldn't
cheelke the Ilead: above all, a fellow
conldn’t lot himself be bunked. Nevar-
theless, he had had six—=zix on the bags!

He was stid dizzily gazing into space,
trying to assimilate thiz awfu] happren-
ing, when Potter and Greene came in.
[t was {ea-time, and they were thinking

of ton. i
“(h., here vou ate., Coker!™ paid
Potter. “ Might have shoved the keltle

on as vou're here !V
“The kettle!” repeated Coker,
“Well, yes. It's past tea-time.'’
“Pog-tite 1 Coker wes not think.

ing of tea-time .
“Well, lend a bhand, Greeney,” said
Potter briskly.  “Anpything 1n the

stove—we've pob to boil that kettle,
if we're going to have any tea—or a
fow sticks in the grate.  Any sticks,
Coker "’

* Bticks 1
of sticks. _

Potter glanced at him.

“ Anything the matter " he asked.

“Wha-a-t?"

* Anvthing up?”’

Coker could only gaze at Potter.
He lhad had six on the bags—he,
Horace James Coker of the Fifth Form
at Ureyfriars.  And Potter asked him
whether there was anything the matter,
atd whether there was anything up.
Specehless, Coker gazed at his uncom-
prehending pal. ]

He roze with dignity from the chair

“I've had eix,” he said.

“Eh? ©Oh, yes! Where's the tea
caddy ¥’

Coker breathed hard.

Coker was not thinking

“You don't think it matfers? he
asked.

“No, Why®"

“Wo. Why?"” ropeated Coker. *(h,

at it, is it? It
more than 1f it

that's how you loo

doesn't matter, any

was a fellow like wou or Greenc, Ia

that 1t?" Coker breathed harder.

*¥on were grinming over it oin thoe
Tue Magxer Lisrarr.—No, 1,527
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guad, T remember, Now yow've come
mt.wl’ll give you something to grin
at !

Coker's cricket bat stood in 8 corner.
He dived for it. At cricket, Coker
was not likely to do much execution
with that bat. But as he whirled
round on Potter and Greene, with the
bat in his grasp, he looked like doing
guite a lot of execution on his study-
N har. itsbnad ¢ N

wy  stepped  oub  quite guickly.
wey did not tea with Coker, after all;
they fea'd with Hilton and Priee in
the next study. And from that study,

during tea, there came continual
sounds of laughter,
Coker, plunged in the decpest,

gloounicst pessimizm, heeded it not.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton is Wanted !
i SAY, you fellows, look out !
Billy PBunter squeaked hur-
riedly in &t the doorwey of
Study No. 1 in the Remove.
Staying only for that one warning
sguealk, he scuttled on,

Harry Whartlon and Frank Nugent
were in the study, It was nearly btimo
for prep, and they were sorting out
their books. They glaneed round to
the door, only in {imo to seo DBunter
vanish.

“YWhat the dickens—"" gaid Harry.

A  heavy tread in  the passuﬁa
answered the unfinished question, The
next moment Coker of the IMifth looked

1.

That was why Dunter had not
lingered. e did not want Coker of
the Fifth at close quarters, The deep,

heavy, gloomy frown on Horace
‘oker’s brow was by no means
roASSUring.

Wharton and Nupgent eyed the Iifth
Forin man warily. In a casual sort of
way, Nugent picked up a cricket
stump, and Wharton dropped his hand
on an inkpot on the table, Keally,
they would have aupf:med that even
Caker hatd hoad encugh trouble to be-
gin the term on. Still, i he had
come there for more, more was ready
for him,

Coker, however, darkly frowning as
he was, did not leok hostile. Ie
tramped into the study, with hia heavy
tread,  Noticing the stump and the
mkpot, he prunted.

“1 haven't come here to whop you,
TOU YoUung asses!”

“] know that,"” astented Wharien
politely. “Dut I thonght you might
funcy that vou had.”

Coker gave him a look. The cap-
tain of the Bemove rewarded him with
o cheerful smile. A large hand, for a
moment, ¢lenched. But Coker un-
clenched it again. They regarded him
curtously. EHla had not, it scemed,
coma there for war; but what other
object he could have in paving s visit
to & Remove study was raither a
mMystery.

Ha zat rather heavily on the corner
of the study table. It was close on
prep, but he did not seem to be think-
ing of prep.  Wharton and Nugent
were thinking of it, but they did not
mind giving Coker a fow minutes of
their valuable time. Bat they won-
dered, more and more, what old
Hovace wanted.

“I want yow bo do something for me,
Wharton,” sain Coker at last.

e secwed 1o have some litlle difli-
culty in gelling it out. CUlearly he

did net Like asking—he preferred gir-

ing orders, in dealing with fags, ut
ho got it out,
“Go it1" enid Harry, more and

move surprised.
old bean?”

Wharﬁun, a3 a mafter of fact, waa
feeling a spot of svmpathy for Coker.
Beldorr were Fifth Form  seniors
whopped; and Coker’s whopping had
been frightfully public, nearly all
Greyfrvigrs looking on at it. The fact
that he had begged for it did not,
of course, made 1t nicer.

But Coker was s diffienlt man with
whom to sympathise. He gave Whay-
ton a grim look.

“Don't eall me old bean,” he eaid
icily. I haven't come here to whnp
vou, a3 I =aid; but don't be ehecky."

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Wall, Eﬂ it, minus old bean!" he
said anuably.

“You needn't fancy that I wanted
to come here,” said Coker gloomily.

“Anylhing 1 ¢an do,

“But I've hrd rather o row wilh
Potter and Greene, and I've asked
Blundell, and he only called e a

fool; and I asked Fitzgerald, and that
silly Irish idiot simply cackled as if
it was funny, and 1 asked two or
three other men in the Fifth, but—"'
Coker paused, with & grunt.
Apcf:amht!_r, Fifth TForm men had
friled to give their support in what
Coker had in mind—whatever it was,
That was why he bad trickled into the
Remove. DBut what was 1£? The chums
of the Remove could only wonder.

“It's that swab Wingate!” Coker
pot it out. I dare say you know
that the silly fool gave me six this
afternoon. Of course, the Head wasa
hacking hun up, or he would never
have got away with it. I'd have
knocked him down fast enough; but
3 man ¢an't knock hiz headmaster
own

"0Oh1"  gasped Wharton, “Nol
N-n-not quite. I—I—I shouldn’t start
knocking headmasters down, if 1 were

vou, Coker,”

“1 mean, I respect the Flead,” ex-
plained Coker, "Ile may be an old
ass, but & fellow moust respect his hicad-

master."”

“Bort of” admiited Wharton.

He pazed at Coker. He was glad
to hear that Coker respected Dr.
Locke too much to knock Lim down,
Dut a fellow whe could even think,
for a spht zecond, of knocking his
headmaster down  was worlh lookiug

""As the matter stands,” said Coker,
“Wingate gets by with 1t. Whopa a
TFifth Form man, and gets by with it,
I don't know what Greyfriars is com-
ing to, but thers it is. Look: to me
az if the old school s peing to the
dogs this term. Well, if the Head is
going to carry on like thiz, a man
can't punch a prefeet—az g prefect.
A man doesn't want to be sacked."

Wharton glanced at the studv clock.
It was not geing; but he glanced st
it, &z a hint that it was thine Coker
was going. Frep had to be cousidercd
by the Rcmove men, if not by Coker.

Coker, regardless, contihued:

“But there's more ways then one of
Lkilling a eat. I've been thinking this
over, you see, end I've thought it out™

Politely ihe captain of the Hemove
refrained from asking Coker what he
Lad done that with.

“Wingate's a prefect, snd it seems
that the Head's going to back up the
prefecds, no matter what silly, chesky
fools they are,” went on Coker. “A
men can't punch Wingate—as a pre
feet,  Bubk he ecan puuch him as a



Bixth Form chap in & sevap. He pan
gend him a -:haileuge,“.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent.

“That’s, what I'm going to do,” ex-
plained Coker. Py ngt going to
punch prefeots, wiih ilie Hend barging
n auﬁ._ta.}king about bunking a chap.
I'm going to challonge Wingate lo
mect me m the g¥m with the. gloves
on—uot o3 & prefect, but suuply as
a Greyfriars man, I dow't, sea how
he can vefuse, unless he chooses to
rhow up a8 & fuok””

Lvidently Coker had been thinking
fo some purpose. This was the eut-
comea of his mental clerts

H e had got round the difliculiy.

At least, he fancied that he had,

Az p prefect, Wingale could net be

imlml}cd. Dut it was opon fo him, if
e hiked; to- bevept & challenge " to
a zcrap. In his eoflicial capacity he

was, 50 to speak, unpunchable; as a
private andividual, - he  conld be
punched, and puuched bard. This was
quite ‘brilliant of Coker,

Ite had, of conrse, overlooked a few
considerations, If a prefect could be
booked for o scrap by any [lellow he
liad -to  whop, whepmng privs would
spon be a tipg of the past.  There
were fellows in the SBhell, one or two
even 1n the Remove, who could have
stood vp to somme of the prefects, and
in the Fifth, of course, lots of them.
There waa still another consideration
that Coker had overlooked. Wingate
was the heltiest man in the Sixth,
and the best bexer ot Greyviriare.
Coker, beefy as he was, had not the
remotest chance . a sCrap with Win-
gate. In such a scrap Coker would
gimply have answered the purpose of
& gqlwhvhair.

lind to all these considerations,
Coker was satisfied and pleased with
his great scheme for seifing matters
right.

“¥Fou see,” he went on, "o fellow
looks rather a fool, saying that he won't
be whopped, and then teking six before
nll the school.”

* Ho does—a Int,™ agreed Whartop, aa
gravely #s he could, while Franle
mugent turned his head and smiled at
the bookease,

“I'm not the fellow to take it Iying
down,”™ said Coker.

“But you weren't lying down,” said
Wharton mmnacently, " vou weve stand-
fmF up and bepding over.”

‘Don’t ba a foel, Wharton! I mean
I'in not the fellow to stand it,” sailc
Coker irvitably. “I'm geoing to chal-
lenpe Wingate, I need a second-—sea?
Not 2 man_in the Fifth will act for ma!
You'd havdly believe it, but there it is.”

The Removites could quite believe it!

“Mhat's why I'm here,” explained
Coker. “You necedn’t tell me 1t's rather
undiguified for a senior man, especiaily
one In ny positien, to ask & fag to act
g3 lis secoud | I know that. “ But if the
remtors ot a man down he must do the
Liest o can—eod & grubby fsg's betier
than nothing.* -

“You put it g0 pcely I murmored
Wharton.

“You'te to go lo Wingate and take
him oy challenge,” said Coker, *Any
titne or place he ploases, with or without
gloves I'm preparved to agree lo any-
thing, so long as he comes up to the
eeralch, and takes what's coming to him.
B0 long as I thrash himy I shall be
satisfod.”

“I—=I—I'm to go to the captain of the
school, wnd—and--and cleck him in
his own study—="

“You'ra to do exactly as I tell you,”
soid Coker testtly, * Vell him you're my

{Coniintwecd on nexd page.)
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THE UPPER TEN

By
The Creyfriars Rhymester
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Rich or poor, our clever Grayfriars Rhymester takes 'em all

in his stride.
in verse of CECIL REGINALD

This week he gives

you a brief description
EMPLE, one of the idle rich

from Grosvenor Square—known to his schoolfellows as the
aristocratic captain of the Upper Fourth,

{1}
Oh, search the world from east fo west
ﬁuﬂ ssarch Irom sonth to morth,
And nope you'll find is befier dressed
Than Tempie ¢f the Fourth.
Yes, he's the pick of the aristocrais
From hiz # ile €0 his spotless spats,
piD “Eé'*ﬁ‘ %f-mt-f.l § that's
#'s alwayz drbppin’ his g's, an
The style of Vers do Vara.

(3}
Sir Reginald Temple*s termibly rich :
Ha ﬂmhﬁﬂw wih;‘tnh'-‘: got ! .
witoa enny—whic
% I am writing this rot,
But millionaires, or 50 we are told,
Are all and

{5}

They 5t in their Posho-de-Pullman twelves
And bitferly think the while

0f people who walk and enjoy themaelves

. By plodding the weary mils,

Yes, pity the rich in ther luxury oars,

Who drink champagnoes and smoke dollar cigars
Until they 2all down on the foor !

T'o think of their [ate makes us thank all our
stars

That we were born Iucky and poor |

{7}

In winter Bir Reaginald's huntin®, of courss,
Aed Cecil hunts, foo, when he can.

Top-haited he sitsa on & champion horse
And looks every Iathom a man !

Then fifty-two hpolsmen colleot tor the least,

With foxhounds—a couple of dozen at least—
And mova without Binching to slay

That faerrible roaring, lerowions wild beast—
The mao-eating fox | {Hip-hoorsy 1)

(2)
Hi w h in Orosvenor 8
Iss_p:#!:nﬂr et SN

Ths b man marvello ight,
-m“ :n & h?n;lhg nicht
It ever you 5 Irown.

He messures as much brom left to right
As he measures from uvp to down,

4}
8¢ pity our poor eld Bir Reginald then,
g B S LS
Ty r or Ten—

Bever have Tan | .
For whils they are e thelz caviar
Or Ae-what=vot-may-sall-it-gras,

h. givex them the tommy ache,
Thaw how lucky éhe poor folk are
Who eannot afford & rump steak |

(8)

I their lot is espacially bard ,

ey can't spetd & Doriaight's $Ac.

At Margats to walk down the nlitl Promenade,
And them, afier thal, o walk back !

No 'E:r' they must hurry in yachis off fo
waa,
Then tear op to Bcotland to slaughter the

nse

wfh'f;:, m;:allfu promounce ' growse ' flo

b the rich who, the millionaire vows,
are such a terrible tme,

{8)
The monster’s unearthed and sway they all

EQ.
Unill the big bruta goss to ground
Onr Cecll won™t take many fences, you Imurg..,
Ha finds i leas round.

Next Week: A HOME IN THE HILLS.
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second, cmpowered to make all arrange-
wents. See !

“0Oh erikey | And suppbse he gives
e six for my cheek ! gasped Harry.

“Well, he might,” admitted Coker.
“The follow seeins to be an utter fool,
all round, and there’s ne telling what
he might do. Never mind that——"

“1 do mind—a little,” Harey pointed
onut.

“I said never mind that,” repeated
Coker, raising Iz wvoice. "1 haven't
come here to argue. Don't jaw ! Just
do as you're told.”

“Is that tlme lot 3" asked Harry.

“Yes, that's all” _

“Good! We're enjoying your con-
versation no end, old man, bubt -we'voe
got to get to prep! Leder's on duty
this eveping, and he way look in!”
explained Wharton, “We're not fear-
fully keen on trouble with the prefects
—vou seo, we can't ask Leoder to have
the gloves on afterwards, if he whops
m_._.lb

“Ha, ha, ha ! yvelled Nugent. :

“Ho wouldn't, you know " explained
Wharton blandly, “More likely to
give us a little extra ash, if we men-
tioned it. Good-bye, Coker!”

“Arc you going to do as I've told
you?”

“"Not quilel”

Coker slid off the study table. He
pushed back his cuffs.  He had been

atient—very patient, for Coker of the
‘ifth. His patience was exhausted now.
Let down in the Fifth, he was turned
down in the Remova. Clearly, he had
to look farther than Study No. 1 for a
second to carry his challenge to Win-
gate War was the next item on the
Progranmme. _

Cricket stump and inkpot came to
the fore again, But just then there was
a tread in the passage, and Loder of the
Sixth looked in. Probably he had hae_lrd
(‘oker's voice. which had great carrylng
powers,

He stared at Coker. ]

“What the dickens are you doing
here ¥ ho snapped. “It's prep | What
are vou deing out of your study I

Coker looked at him. :
~ No fellow was allowed out of his study
i prep.  Iifth Form men, 1t was true.
were seldom or never called o order
As seniars, they were supposed to know
how te behave themselves. Neverthe-
less, they could be celled to order, just
like juniors, if occasion aroso—as Coker
hod [mmed, only too unpleasantly, that
very day. ‘

“Find out 1" trembled on Coker's l:ﬁa.
But he did not utter the words, o
Lreathed hard, and did not speak.

“(iot out of this!™ snapped Loder.

Colker Lreathod so hard that he nearly
choked.

“ Do vou hear me, Coker? o back to
your study at ouce!” snapped Loder

Ile pointed to the door with his ash.

Wharlon and Nugent hardly breathed.
Coker's face, getting redder and reddeor,
showed that he was on the very edge of
an explosion.  After onc awfully narrow
escape, was he going to ask for it
apaip {

[.oder, who was a good deal of a
bully, made His manner as unpleasant
as he could. Gerald Loder, as a rule,
avoided trouble with hefty men, prefect
a3 he was. But the happenings of that
day encouraged Loder to throw his
weight about in dealing with Coker.

For a moment. perhaps, he regretied
it as he ssae the look on Coker’s face.
He sicﬁpud back rather gquickly, to
give Coker plenty of roomn to pass. Tho
gack far Coker would not have replaced
Loder's nose, had Coker knocked it
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through the back of his head, as he was
obviously tempted to do !l

Put the hapless Horaco had learned
his- lessan. Loder was o awab, whom he
despised from the bottom of his heart;
but behind Loder loomed the awful
vision of the Head. That, now, was
:m;l.'rmssc!f.] on Coker,

Choking, Ceker walked out of the
sfudy 1n silence.  In silence, though on
the verge of suffocation, he went back
to the ifth. :

Locler left the study after him,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
exchanged a grin, aod sat down to prep.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng !

ICHARD NUGENT, of
Second Form, tapped at the
door of Wingaie's study in thoe
Sixth, and put ks cheeky

countenance into that study.

Two Bixth Form men were therg—
Wingato and his chum, Gwynne. They
gave Nugent minor an inquiring glance.

“Note for you, Wingate [

Dicky Nugent laid an cnvelope on
the study table. Wingate, in surprise,
picked 1t up.

“From Coker!”
minor, with & grin.
an answer.”

Coker's recent experiences were talked
of far and wide, and chortled over in
the Sccond as much as in the other
Forms. One touch of Coker made tho
whole =school grin |

M What the dickens—"
Wingate. .

Why Coker of the Fifth sent him =
note by s fag rather puzzled the captain
of Greyiriars. However, he opened the
cnvelope and took out the folded missive
within.

He stared at that missive.

“The howling ass | ha cjaculated.

“Is that the answer 1" inguired Dicky
Mugent, griuning more widely then
shut upl

before.
Look at that,
Gwynne ™

“* No;

Gwynue of the Bixth took Coker's note
and locked at it. Then he rocked with
prerritnent. . .

It waz B scrious nofe, on A& Serions
subject. Coker had not by any means
intended to boe fuony. Coker was no
huwmorist; but he often produced comic
cffcets inadverlently. Theat noto ran:

“Decr  Wingate,—As n-::hodd{ is
willing to akt as my sekkond, am
putting this to you pursonally.

“Yeou wopped me. I dore say you
tliink yoreself fritefully clevver, with
the Beek to see you threw.  Perhaps
you're net so clevver as you phancy.

“I'm ghallenging you to a fite. I
suggest dropping the prefekt and stand-
ing up like a mann. Name your own
time and plaice, with gluvys or without.
1 should prefler it in the jim, with all
frues Ecimﬂl{ lockivg on, but plecze yore-
self.

“1 worn you plancly that if ‘wu stand
on yore dignutty as a prefekt, and
refewse to fite ke a mann, I shall look
on vou a3 a snecking phunk, and hold
you up to riddyeule all over Greoyiriars |

“Yores kontemptuounsly
“ Homrace J. COKER.
“P5—Bee a mann”
11

“IIa, hLa, ha!” roared OGawynne.
“Prout would like to see this]l Is that
how they =pell in Prout’s Form ™

“The cheeky was3i” said Wingate,
laughing. *“1f he wasn't the blither.

cxplained Nugent
“"I'm to wait for

grunted

the

ingest idiot ever I'd
gix for his impudence.

“That the anzwer, Wingale ™ asued
Nugent minor.

“Wait & mipute.”

Wingate took a pencil, wrole a fow
words on the back of the note, and
enclogsed it in an euvelope, )

“Take that to Coker, kid!” he said.

Nugent minor left the study, leaving
the two Sixth Form men laughing, and
made his way to the Iifth.

He grinmed in at ihe door of ibe
games study, where a noumber of the
Fifth were gathered after prep. Uoker
was ameng thern, his face tho only
seripus one in ihe room. Every ofler
fellow in the games stndy was grinning.

“Here vou are, Uoker!" said Dicky
Nuogent, **Catch [

e tossed the envelopn seross 1o
Joker.  But ho did uot depart. o
lingered to Lear more, to he able to
take back a full report to the Second,
and set that Formn in o roar,

lﬁ] ve him anLollior

“By pun!” said Blundell. *Ias
Wingate auswered 1%
“Hardly thought he'd take the

trouble,” remarked Hiltow.

“Let's hear what he zavs, Coker, old
mau ! grinned Dilzgerald,

“I dou't seo anvtling to snigger at,”
said Coker coldly, *“I've challenged
Wingate to a fight. Ii he's got the

luck to stand up like a man, and not
iide himself behind being o prefect, I'm
going to thrash him, Nothing funny in
that that 1 can sec.™

“Lots of things vou can't sue, old
man !’ remarked otter.

“You think you could thrash himn, if
he toolt it ont” asked Price, with o
wink at the ether Fifth Formerz

“I don't think—=T know " answercd
Coker calmly. “¥ou {fecllows know
whether I'm the best boxer at CGrey-
friars or not.”

“Oh crumbs 1V

“Modesty, thy nane is Colier [V
mured Hilton.

“Facta are facts, whether vou like e
see them or not,” zaid Coker. ““I've no
doubt Wingate could put up a scrap if
he hhs the pluck. I enly hopa he will
If he refuses, I shall have to make him,
somehow. After all, & fellow won't like
being denoutced as a sucaking funk.”

He opened tho letter.

“Tha silly azs! He's sont my nota
back 1" he exclaimned, in surprizc.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wingate wrote the avswer on ihe
back, Coker!” sand Dicky Nugent.

“Oh 1" Coker torped the note over.
“T secel Why—what—what ithe thamp !
The rotten funk! The sncaliing wortn !
Lock at ilal! What do you fellows
think of thati"

Coker held up Wingale's reply. Ik
was brief:

niur-

“Declined with thauks—G, Wiscae”

“Ha, ha, ha!" There was a roar in
the games study. *Ha, ha, hai®

*The mouldy funk!” gasped Coker.
“Hiding bebhind his dashed dignity as
a prefect! By hat! Fancy a chap
who's captain of the school bemg afraid
to put his hapds up ! Think of "

“You foothng, frabjous azs!" said
Blundell. “If you stood up to Wingate.
he would kn you into a cocked hat
in the firsk round ! I couldn’t sland up
to Wingate myseclf, vou fathead t*

“1 know wou couldn'tl You're net
much uvso—precions little, in a scrap,
Blundell ! conld knock him out asll
right "

“Oh ! gasped Blandell,

“ ANy more messages, Uoker®" asked
Dicky Nugent, grinning,  Richard
Nugent was not, as a role, an industricus



Almost exhausied; Wingafe held on to Bessie Buonfer.
plump girl’s halr., Bessie let out a series of plercing

fag. DBut he was wmore than willing to
]I]:l.."..'ﬁ. & hand in tlias, Ile was enjoyiug
tAHER
*Yes1"” enorted Coker. “Wait a
minnte ! Give mo that pen, Potler ™
“Look herve, Cokcr—r"" )
“Give me that peiy, sod don’t jaw
Taking pen and paper, Coker wrote,
with all the fellows in the games stwdy
watching and grimming. What Colier
wrote was worth reading. 1t ran:

“1f vou're gowing o hyde Lehind
voulr rotten dignutty as a prefekt 1
shall make 1t a poynt to let all Groy-
friars kne that yon'ro afradae to pus
up your hands %ikﬂ o maunn.  Ywhy
not bea a manni Do you veely wang
the gfhm cr of skorn {o be poyuted at
you ?—11, J. Coger.”

“Take that to Wingale, and bring me
his_answer !’ sajd Coker,

Nugent nnor went off agam,

There wes a continuous sound of
chuckling in the games study whila he
WikaE gone,

Uoker, puzzled and anneved, glared
at the Fifth Form men. e was still
unable to sce auything comic in his
ve{_}; gertous matter,

Nugent minor came back at last. e
handed Coker his own note, this time
not enelosed In an cnvelope.

“The answer's on the back, Coker t”
chortled Dicky.

Every eve in the games study read
the answers

“Any more of this, and you get
another six.—G. Wivears.”

1orace Coler Dbreathed hard and
deep. : :

“Any answer, Coker #” grinned Dicky
Nugent,

Coker paused.

Lie did not want anolliey si=x,
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shrieks,
shall both be drowned ¥ you don't 1 ™

“ Nao " he said at lask, ;

Mugent mmor departed, with enters
taining news for the Sccond.

Coker sat staring ot Wingate's note.
1t scemed that the Greyiriars captain
waus going te hide behind his dignity
as & prefect, and refuse to have the
gloves on with Coker. That that was
rather aatroke of luck for Horace,” only
Jlorace was unaware. Grimmer and
grimmer grew his corrugated brow.

“I°'ll make him ! he said, at lask.

“How " inquired Hilton blandly.

“T den’t know yet ] But I'll jolly well
make him i*?

Coker tramped out of the games study
thoughtful aud grim. He hearvd, with-
out heeding, ihe roar of laughter that
followed him, SBomchow or other he was
coing to make Wingate of the Bixth
“drop the prefect,” and put up his
haudas liko & manl His friends could
ouly hope, for his own sake, that ho
would not succecd.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunfer !

EHBERT VERNON - SMITII
tapped DBilly Buuter on a fab

shoulder in the Rag. 2
Buuter Lhinked round irrit-

ally at him.

Ile was worried, .
TFonr times over, DBonter had rarsed
ilie necezsary sum to sctile thet debb
with Beszie, DBut i1t booted not, TFour
times five shillings reposed in Mrs
Alimble’s till, gone from his gaze like
a beautiful dveamn. A faint hopo that
his long-expected postal order might
furn up had proved delusive; that
poelal order was still delayved in the
post. Bt the fat Owl had to raise the
wind, or face the dire wrath ef LEliza-

“ Now give her to me ! ** gasped Coker, fixing & firm grip on the
* For goodness* sake, let go ! ** panted Wingate,

it wﬂ

beth Buier on Wednesday aftarnoc.
Deep iu thought, he was condidecing
whether that chicken would fight again !

No fewer than nine fellows had .con-
tributed alveady. Bub.there were 2 lot
of fellows in the Bemove atill untouched.
The fact that he owed the cash to o
“girl at Chff House " had had a re-
markable cffect in unloosening purse-
strings. long es the various lenders
did uot compare notes, it scemed & good
prospect to Bunter,

With this problem to think out, hao
had no use for the Bounder. Snnthy
had already contributed, and could not
ba touched mgain. So he gave Herbery
Vernon-Smith an irritated blink,

“Don't bother, Smithy 1" he grunted.

“ Must 1" said the Bounder. “I want
to know whethor you've settled with
that givl at Chif Houze you told me
B nter faitl a.

uuter faivly gaspe

The whole thing depended on the
variows lenders remsining in ignorance
of one another’s lending, and on fellows
who had not yet lent remaining uun.
aware that anybody had, And hore was
ihat beast Swmthy bringing the whole
thing out before the whole Form |

“I want {o know,"™ continmed the
Bounder coolly. "I sprung half-s-erown,
and Hedwing did the same, to stop you
diddling 2 givl at a ‘garia' school. Have
you paid up or not??

“Oh, really, Bmithy—" goasped the
wretched Owl,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ reared Bob
Cherry. “What's that? Mean to sav
your lent Bunter five bob te squave ot
Cliff Houze, Bmithy ¥

“Redwing and I stood half-a-crown
each,” answerad the Bounder, *and 1'in
jolly well going to sce that Dunter
squares, too 1!
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“Bot we lent him the five bobl”
roured Jobnny Bell. Y*The fat bounder
touched us for a bob each!"

“I—1 gay, you follows—"" gasped
Bunter, in dismay.

“He-touched me, too!” yelied Peler
Todd., 1 lent him the whole five bob.™

" Great i;.r 1

" On gac? i gasped Lord BMauleverern
“Buuter, you fat villain, how many
fellows diri' you touch as well as me?”

“You, (oo, Mauly 1" exclaimed Ilacey
Wharton, o . ‘

“Yaas! He said it wos 2 gir] at CLI{T
House, so—"

“You fat spoofer!™

“You permicious porpoise!™

“My only hat!” exclaimed the
Bounder. 8o he raised it four times
over ! Rolling in it ™

“The rollfulness most be terrific !
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

¥3230 he's raised & gquid on 1t 1Y said
Feter Todd. * You spoofing octopus—""

“Oh, really Toddy—"

“Bhell out " said Peter. “ If vou had
three five bobs hefore you touched e,
vou can do without my lot '

“And mine ! said Smithy.

“ And mino ! growled Johnny Bull.

“I—=I say, you fellows, it—it's all
right i¥ gazped Bunler. “I'in going o
settle with sll of you to-norrow. [
exg&&tmg a postal order——"

" SBhell out [ roared Bob Clierry.

“I—I—T Lik-kilc-can't ! Tt—it's gone!
I—I—1I gave it to & pi-pip-poor old
blind man [” gasped Bunter. "Ie wus
o pip-pip-poor, and so bub-bub-blind,
thet I==I gave him tho lot! I never
spent any of it in tho tuckshop! De-
sides, I was going to keep five bob for
Bessie, only 1t went ("

“8Bo we've stood Bunter a feed, and
Le still owes Bva beb to that girl at
Cliff THouse,” snid Redwing laughivg.

“ Boot lLim 1”

]I sav, you follows——" Dunlecr
dodged round the table. “Kecp off,
vou beasts! It's only my sister Bessie,
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tvou know! I'm going fo gettle on
Wednesday, too—I'm  expecting a
postal order from one of my titled
relations, you koow!  It—it—it's ell
right1™

* Boot him "

Billy Bunter dodged for the door.
Two or threo hoots reached him—befarg
he reached tho door. A yell flosated
back a3 hLe deparled )

The fat Owl was not seen apgain till
ho went up to their dormitory.

e was more worried than ever.

Obviously wow that all thse Remove
knew that he had borrowed that five
shillings four times over, he could not
borrow it again.

And Bessie was coming over for it on
Wednezdey afternoon. ]

Unless his postal order turned up in
time, it was quite an unpleasant
PROS for Bunter,

The following morning ho blinked at
the letter-rack with unusual cagorness.
Buat once more his titled relations—if
any—had let him down. There was no
postal order for Buntor. Not for the
first time, William George Dunter
realised that the way of the transgressou
was hard!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit!l

1 BAY, vou fellows!™”
Harrvy Wharton & Co. grinned.
On Wednesday afterncon, Billy
Bunter did vot look bright. Un
a sunny sutwwmer’s afternoon, which was
also a  half-boliday, most Greyfriars
follows looked az if they were enjoying
life. Not so Bunfer!

After dinner he rolled out into the
quad with a fat, dismal face. Heo
Llinked gorrowfully at the Famous Five,
whose grinning faces indicated a total
absence of sympathy.

“1 say, you might stand by a pal, you
know I'" urged Bunter. " It's only five
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you may learn how every
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work 12 conducted : you are given
a real-life glimpse into the duties
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tence of the country their career.
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jects as the mechanization of
cavalry ; the Indian army, the
Territorials and a short his-
tory of every regiment. There are
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bals ! A Lob cach wouldn't hurb you 1™

“Onee  lotten, twice shy, old fst
Lbean I zoid ol Cherry.

*I—I =ny, Bessie will be coming over!
You know what girls are—no good talk-
ing sense lo them, as 've said. Just
because sho had to pay for that feed
at Lantham, she makes out that I owo
her five bob! I—I say, EUpPOsD sho
coines over ting afternoon——*

“Always pleased to sce Miss Dunter,”
satd Nugent, grinniag.

“1I mean, suppose she
liead—"

“More power to her elbow |

“Bhoe said she would!™ mumbled
Bunter *I say, T shall have to go out,
and stay out of gates a!l the sfterncon,
if you fellows dow't lend me five bob.™

“You won't!” said Johnny Buall
“You're jolly well going to stay in and
square Bessic when she comes 1™

“"How can I, rou silly ass, when I
haven't got any moeney!” howled
Bunter

“That's your look-out!” said Jolinny
primly. " You diddled us out of it,
know that! I'm not losing sight of you
till Bessio comes I

“Same here!” grinned Bob.

:‘ %}}ﬂ samefulness is tﬁb.'l:lﬁ{: IF’: ;

‘Why, rou—you—you beasts !’ spet
Bunter, ilrz elarm, “I can ju!]:anqll
tell vou U'm going out now—so yvah 1"

Ilo rolled off to the gates,

After him walked the Famous Five.
Thoy b'ocked the gateway. Johnny Bull
lifted a boot.

“Teasts I roared Bunter. “Will you
lernmo go out or not?”

smacks my

“Not!” answered Harry Wharton
cheerfully. *'T'his is where you get a
lesson, You're wait-

! E;m fat spoofer!
ing for Bessiol”

“I—I—I szay, now I—I come to think
of if, I—1 promised to go and mect
Bessio at Chifl Iouse—"

“ Bow-wow " :

“I—=I mean, I'm going over lo sce
that chap Courtensy at Highcliffe—"

“Not quite [ ;

Billy Dunter blinked at the grinning
Five with devastating blink. ingatu
of the Bixth came down to the gates
and glanced at the juniors in passing.

“I—1 say, Wingate—" gasped
Bunter.

I‘TIm Greyiriars captain glanced st
Hm.

“T—1 sny, sro—ars vou going for a
walk, Wingate ¥"

"I'm gomg over to Pegg if you'ro
fearfully interested, Bunter,” answercd
Wingate, wilh a starve,

“Wew-would you like me to come 7V

Wingato lovked at him. TFor a
Hemove junior to offer to walk with «
Sisth Form man, and that Sixth FPorm
man thie captain of the school, was abso-
lutely  witheard-of.  Wingate could
hardly Lelieve his ears.

“Do you want six, Bunter?” ho -
quived at lengtl.

“Eht Oh nol”

“Then don't ask for it again.™

And Wingeto wenb on iz waoay, and
disappeared dewn Friardale Lane,
whers he turned into the footpatly in
the wood, to take the short cut lo
Tege.

Billy Dunter breathed hard through
Lis fat little nose. )

“1 say, you fellows, Beasic may bo
coming over any ninute! I say,
1 d-d-don’t went to sco her—"

“Ladies first!” said Bob.
wants to see you !

“Tf you'll lend me——"

“1°Il lend you my boot i you lry to
et ont 1Y

** Loernst 1™

“Nallo, halle, hallo!
old Coleri” said Bob.

ey ] —=

" Bho

Here's  jolly
“Whux about



knocking off hiz hat? Alask do =ome-
thing while we're waitiig for Bessie!”

M0h, give him a rest[” ssid Harry
Wharton, laughing.

Horace Coker gave the Removites a
sinve as he arrived at the gates,

“ Wingate gone ont?™ he azked.

“Eh? Yes. Ten minutes ago ™

“Which way did he go?”

“He said he was going to Pegp. But
what—"

“Oh, good!™ said Coker. “That
means that he will take the short cut
theough the wood. All right!”

Coker, with a glinting eye, marched
on. The Famous Five locked at one
anpther, It dawned on them why
Coker had made those mquiries.

“Xs that silly fathesd going after
Wingate to hunt for trouvble ' asked

Bob. " Jevver sce a man ask foy it like
that 1
“"Hardly ever " sighed Nugent.

[13

say, vyou fellows, I—I think
I'd better cut after Coker, and—and
warn hun to come back ™ said Billy
Bunter. ' I—1I don’t like to see a chap
asking for treuble iike this! I—I'll go
after him——"

“Guesy again ¥ chuckled Bob.,
“Look here, you beast, I'm jolly
well going out [ roared Bunter. " I'll

jolly welt punch your cheeky head if
youn don’t let me pass]™

“"Healp 1" gasped Bob.,

“Ha. ha, ha "

“0Oh, you beasts!” pasped Bunter.
L | say, Bessie may come up the

road an&v minuate 1"
i G‘}U I"

The fat Owl turned sway from the
%utem In dire peril of Miss Ehzaheth

unter blowing in any niinele, he did
not want to remain there—and there
was no escape for Buntar. He rolled
away to the House. Affer him, grin-
mng, walked the Famous Five.

They did not intend, as a matfer of

fact, 1o waste that afterncon on
Bunter. Cricket was beginning at
CGireyfriara, and they were going to be

busy on Little Side.

Bob Cherey winked at hLis chums as
they followed the fat Owl of the
Remove inte the House.

“ Don't giw himt & chance to cab up

to his study and lock himself in!” he
whispercd—a  stage  whisper  that
reached Bunter's fat ears,
Bunter scuttled up the stairs, '
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's poing
vpl Afler him [

Bunter flew!

There was a tramp of feet on the
staircase behind him. The TFamous
Five were in pursuit,

Billy Bunter tore scross il Remove
landing, and pelted up the passage.

“Btop 1" roared Johnny Bull, from
the landing.

“Beast 1 gasped Bunter.

He dived mnto Study No. 7. The deor
slammmed, and the key turned in the
lock. Bunter was =afe in cover.

The Famous Five chuckled.

“Now, what about cricket ™ prinned
Bob. " Bunter secms to have parked
himself safe, Bessie ean talk te him
through the kevhole when she blows in.”

“Ha, ha, Lal"

And the Famous TFive, chuckling,
went down to change for cricket, leav-
ing Billy Bunter safely parked.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Wet
ESSIE BUNTER stopped, and
B wrinkled her plump brows over
his spectacles.

_ Bessie was annoyed,
Leaving. Clif House School to walk
pver fo Greyfriars that afterncon, Miss
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Bunter bad naturally picked the
shortest cut. She liked walking no
more than Brother Billy. The shortest
ent lay by way of the plank bridge
aver the stream in the woos, a tributary
of the Sark. It was at the plank bridge
that Beszsie halted, frowning.

Last term there had bheen a good,
thick strong plank across that stream,
firmly planted on stones at the ends, It
would heve stood the weight of sny
member of the Bunter ¢lan, or two
Bunteras together, DBut that plank had
been shifted and waoshed away, and 1t
had been replaced by a temporary
makeshift plank—1little more than a
bonrd, Dlost foob passengers could have
passed it in safety, but Bessie had
donbts. Bessie Bunter was conscious of
having a figure—no shkinniness abount
Bessie. Marjorie or Clara could have
skipped along that plank with ease,
Bessie eyed 1t uncertainly.

“Brute ! murmured Bessio.

She was thinking of Billy, who owed
hey five shillings. Only too well Bessie
knew that that five shillings -would
nevar be collected, unless collected in
}mmﬂn. was golng over to Grey-
riars to collect it. And herc was an
unlooked-for obstacle in the path., Teo
go back and go the other way meant
more than a mile extra. On a warm
day it was really impossible. But she
hesitated to trust her weight to that
flimsy-looking plank. _

A school cap, with the Greyirviers
colours, showed up on the opposite side
of the stream. A Greyfriars man was
comning along.

Bessie fixed her eyes and her spec-
tacles on him as lbe approached the
woodland stream.

As he came nearer she recognised
Wingate of the Sixth Form.

Catching sight of her, the Greyfriars
captain raized his cap politely.

esgie favoured him with a smile.

Ta Greyfriars juniors, George Win-
gate of the Sixth was a mighty and tre-
mendons Ee:rmnaga-—captam ihe
school, head of the games, head prefect
—tremendons big gun generally, To
the CHff House gir]l he was a boy—
rather a big boy, certeinly—still, simpl
n bov, sometling hardly ornamental,
but more or less useful at times.

Bessie waved a fat hand, and
squeaked ¢ :

“Hold that plank for me, will you?”

"Eh=—what?"” ejaculated Wingate.
Hao stared acerosa the stream.

“I'm coming across,” explained
Bessie. "It doesn't look safe. Kneel
dovn and hold it with both hands.”

Wingate looked at her. Az he was
wearinF white flannel bags, he was not
fearfully keen on kneeling down in the
mud  beside the woodland stream.
Spring rains had filled that stream to
overflowing, and it was deep and
rapid, and washed over the banks. Wet
mud was not attractive.

“Look here, you'd hetter
Alise Bunter I Wingate ealle

“Are you geing round i

“Eh? No! I'm coming across*

YWell, if it will stand yvou, it will
stand me, I suppose,” said Bessie, "I
don’t weigh much.™

(1) Iﬂh ?-1? ) .

“I'm =l11|'|-u:|t fat, like Billy.”

&

o round,
ACI08S.

“You hold it for meZ continued
Beozzie. i

“Look here, it doesn’t really look
safe for yowu,"” urged the Greyfriava cap-
tain, “and the water's prefty deep, you
LEnow.”

“Are you going to hold it?7 X can’t
go rennd or I shall be back late for
tea. I'm eoming.™
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Bessie put 8 foot on the plank. It
wobbled o [ittle,

Wingate of the Bixth, breathing havd,
bent down to hold it in position. It
wobbled again, and he grasped harder,
That F._iﬂ;tﬁﬂd it.

“Quick " he eglled cat.

¥ [ c‘lmu hurry me. I shall fall1®
snapped Bassie.

She tred, gingerly along the plank. Tt
wobblea more and more, and sank in
the middle, yielding under her weight.
A wash of water came over it where it
touched the stream. There was a
startled squeal from DBessia.

“Oh! Ow! Okl

“Come onl” %nslped Wingate,

“"I—I think I'll go back!” gasped
ERREIC,

“For goodness’ sake, come on!" ex-

claimed Wingate, in alarm. “You'll
all=—— Oth, my hat!*
Turning un the narrow, slippery,

swaying plank was & good deal more
dangerous than advancing.  Bessie
:ihgpei

Splash 1

A loud shrick shrilled over Friardale
Wood, Bessie made a frentie ecluteh
at the plank, missed, snd swept away
down the water. '

“Oh1” gasped Wingate.

He gquite forgot flannel bagl-a and
blazer then. With & awift leap, ho was
in the water, catching Bessie Bunter as
sha went,

H(ooooooooogh 1 spluttered Bessie
frantically. Two plump arms clutched

round Wingate's neck., * oagh
The Greyfriars caplain swam—
strongly, ut with that dead weight

hanﬁmg on his neck, it was not easy
work. And the current was swift and
hard. He swept down the siream,
striving in vain to reach the bank.
Tackily he grasped at s low branch
that hung over the water, and caught

old.

Hea hung there, panting.

Bessie, clinging like E Limpet {0 &
rock, emitted seream after scream.

Glaapinﬁ the hnugh with one hand,
Wingate held Besste with the other,
For the moment the danger was past.
The running water dragged at his legs,
striving to drag him awdy out into the
deep waters of the Sark. But ke held
o,

“Help ! shouted Wingete,

To get out, cumbered by Bessie
Bunter, was impossible. To hang on,
supporting her weight, was a malter of
minutes. Then—— He did not like to
think of “then”

He shouted for help, in the hope that
somebody might hear on the footpafh.
His deep shouts were accompaniced by a
serios ofp piercing shrieks from the terri-
fied Bessie,

“Help I”

S Mioie | Help

ad 8 -i e‘ =

Eh:ieEI g

There was a shout in the distance up
the stream. Btaring back towards the
plank bridge from which he had been
swept, Wingate sighted a figure cvossin
that bridge. He rvecognized Coker o

the Fifth.
ha bawled. “Coker!

Y Coker I
Help 7 )

Coker shouted back. Having crossed
the bridge, he came aleng the bank,
staring about him. Trees and bushes
were thick along the bank, and it was
impossible to follow the stream close ig
the waler. , "

Coker dizappesred from sight in the
thickets. .

“Help1” chouted Wingats desper-
ntﬂfi “Hurry! Help”

“I'm co:iﬁng 1" roared bacl Coker.
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Horace Coker had followed Wingate
that afterncon in a war-like mood. Bui
war, for the moment, wasz banished
from  hLis mind,. He plonged and
scrambled and Istumhlecr along tho
rugged bank, disappesring and re-
appearing among the thickets, till at
lazt he reached the tree, to the swaymg
branch of which the Greyiriars captain
Lhung.

“Oh crumba ! gasped Coker, staring
ab him.

“ Help !™ gas;iyed Wingate. “I can't
+0ld on much longer!  For goodness’
sake get hold of this kid!” )

Shriek, ehriek, shriek, from Bessie
Her plump face was white with terror,
hey eves almost poppiug through her

lasses. She <clung convulsively to
f\’ingnte. i

Almost exhausted, the Greyfriars cap-
tain held on. They were nine or ten
feet out from the banl, and the water
was deep. the current strong.

Coker did not hesitate, He tramped
in, with the water up to his neck, man-
fully breasting the current,

It would Eave toppled Coker over,
bt ke got & grip on the slanting branch
with lus left hand. His right he ex-
tended  towards Wingate, FHe was
barelvy able to reach him.

“ Now give her to me " gasped Coker,

Wingato swung Bessie into his reach.
Coker fixed a firm grip on her hair.

“MNow let gotl” he spluttered. “1've
god vou " ;

Shiriek from Bessie.

“For goodness’ sake, let go!™ panted
Wingate. “We shall both be drowned,
if xou don'g?"

Shriek ! ]

Coler pulled. Bessic held on. Per-
haps it was lucky that Coker had
gripped her by the hairl He had a
Geflty pull, and resisting that ]iml!. wWas
E.}Hinfl.li). Bessie, involuntarily, let go.

Coker swept her to the bank. Win-
gate waz left hanging on the drooping
Granch in the middle of the stream.
Coker jammed the spluttering DBessie
inte the rushes, scrambled out, and
dvagged her up the bank. 3he sat in a
pool of water, still shrieking.

“Yowre all right now!" pasped
Coker. " Look here, you'd better run
back to Clif House as fast as you can,
and get dry——"

“You pulled my hair ¥

“I—I—1 couldn't help it!" gasped
Coker. "I—I d

“ Brute !

“0Oh erumhbs ! .

Bessie serambled to her feet, shaking
water on all sides. She set her glasses
siraight, and gave Coker a glare.

“What did vou pull my hiair for? ghe
exclaimed wrathfully.

“I—I—I—" stuttered Coker. “I—1
sav, vou've all wet—hadn't vou better
cut oft—-"

* Brute !

Dessie Bunter cut off.

Billy and the five shillings had to be
left over now, Miss Elizabeth Bunter
ran for it, lesving a walery trail as she
Wolt,

Coker was glad to see her disappear.

— — —

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Knows How !
T ODGGGDDDH I* gasped Wingate.

Relieved of Beasie Bunter's

weight, the Groyfriars captain

) was able to pet a grip on the
ircoping branch and struggle along it
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to the bank. He dropped there, and
lay in the grass, utterly spent.

Coker, drenched to the skin, stood
looking down on him, ;

Wingate panted and panted, in a pool
of water. ¢

He sat up st last, le&nin%ha«t& against
a trectrunk. His strength was return-
ing, but he could not get on hiz legs
yet. He blinked up_at Coker.

“Thanks ! he saud.

"Eh? What for?” asked Coker.

Wingate grinned, a watery grin.

“Goodness knows what would have
happened, if you hadn't come in for
Beasie,” he said. “I couldn't have held
on much longer.”

“Why didn't vou swim oui?” asked
Coker.

“1 ecouldn't.”

“N-no, I suppose notf!
much of a swimmer! I
swum out with her!"™

Wingate made no reply to that. He
had been in danger, but not such danger
as Coker. Had Horare lost his footing
in the rapid stream, he would have been
swept away into the Sark like o log.
Coker, if asked how he swam, would
have answered, "like & cork!” Any
ather fellow would have answered that
Coker swam like a stone.  Wingate,
cven cumbered with Bessie, would have
had a r:im:-rhng chanece.
have had none.

Coker regavded him thoughtiully.

"You look all crumpled up!” he re-
marked.

“That's how T feel™

“You  would!™ assented  Coker.
“Yq;u"re pretty soft, in the Sizth, sin'k
von * EE

Again George Wingate refrained from
replyiug.

"Do vou know why I came after you
this afternoon?” asked Coker.

“Did you?" azked Wingate.
I'm jolly glad you did.”

“Yes, T did!” said Coker. “I1 was
going to vound you up in this wood.
see, wherg beaks couldn’t butt in. Mind,
I wasn't going to punch you, as a
prefect—I'm not having the Head down
on me, talking about bunking a chap.
I was going to ask vou, as man to man,
to drop the prefect, and pub up your
hands.”

“Fathead !

“If you refused,” went on Coker,
calmly, “I was going to make you!™

“0Oh, my hat! How?" asked Wingate.
Ha was guite interested to hear.

" FResy encugh, I think,” said Coker.
“1 was going to pull your nose——-—"

“Eh?”

“And keep on pulling it till wou
agreed! Sec?” explained Coker. *I
faney you'd have got tired in the long
run of having your nose pulled. What
do vou think yourself?”

Wingato gazed at him.

“You think I should have let you?®™
he inquired.

“I don't sce how you'd have pre-
vented me. MNobody here to butt 1n—
na beaks to jump on a fellow,” said
“1 was going on pulling your
nose till you promised, honour bright,
to drop the prefeet, and fight like &
man. Looks to me like a winner.”

“ Oh crumbs 1™ gasped Wingate. * You
don’t fancy I could havo stopped you?®

“ Hardly 1™

Wingate gurgﬂed.

"Youn can cackla 1¥ said Coker. " Take
qour time!  I'tn not the fellow o
wndle a man when he's on his beram-
ends. Lots of time vet.”

Coker leaned back against a tree and

You're not
should have

“ Well,

Coker would ti

shoved his hands into his pockets—to
wait,

Wingate got on his feet at last, He
was tired to the bone, and certeinly not
in a state for war. Also, he was anxious
lo get buck to the school and change his
clothes, Above all, he did not want any
tronble with Coker, epregious and in.
cffable ass as Coker was. Coker made
light of what he had done—but the
Creyfriars captain was only too keenly
aware of what it was—and that, but for
Cloker, he might have been, at that very
tnoment, under the waters of the Sark.
He had to be very pakient with Coker.

"Well, I think I'll be getting back,"”
ha said. “Thanks apain, Coker.”

“*Btand where vou are!” gaid Coler
calmly. He stepped away from the tree
and stood in Wingate's path.

Wingate stopped

“Let me pass, old man!” he said
goently.

“I've told you what I fellowed you
for!” answered Coker. “This chance
inay not happen again,  Take your
time—rest all you like! But you're not
gomg.”

“ Look here—"

“No need for me to fell you all over
again, i1z there? asked Coker. “ Don’s
be afraid—I'm not going te punch &
prefect! I'm going to pull your nose

“You blithering idiot 1*

“Jaw, 1if you like ! said Coker. * You
Sixth Form men are pretty good at
jawing, though you don’t seem able to
tse your hands much. All 1 want is
vour promise to drop the prefest, and
stand up with the gloves on. Take a
rest, if you think you can stop me, after
it. I’ll wait”

Wingate eyed him.

He needed a rest. But after o rest,
he could have handled Coker, as easily
as Coker could have handled Billy
Bunter.

That was quite hidden from Coker.
Had the great Horace got on with the
rose-pulling stunt, he would have had
the surprise of his life. What was left
of Coker would have had to crawl home
on its hands and knees. Unfortunately,
Coker did not know that.

“ Now. look here, old chap,” said
Wingate, amicably, I can't handle you,
after what you've done. You kunow
that,”

“You can wash that right out!” said
Caker. “That doesn't matter.”

“But it does!” said Wingate. " But

for that, I'd walk you straight back to
the school now, snd give you six for
your cheek!”

Cloker laughed,

“Well, if you could do that, you can
stop me from pulling your nose,” ho
said banteringly. * Lot's hope vou could
—for the sake of your nose! 1'm going
on pulling it till you promise, word of
honour——"~

*Let me pass, you idiot! I shall be
catching a cold 1

“So might I, if T were as soft as the
Sixth ¥ jeered Coker. “I'm ps wet as
vou aral Never mind that! Don't take
o step, Wingate. I'm willing to wait
while you have a rest, but the minute
you start, I grab yvour boke !

Wingale stood, breathing hard, He
was still feeling tired and secdy, but he
had recovered sufficiently to handle
Coker, if need be. The difliculty was,
that in the cireumsbances, he was very
unwilling to handle Coker.

He made 8 forward step. Up went
Coker’s hand. . i

_Wingate popped his head back just in
timoe to save his mose,
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“You »illy fathead ! he roared. “ Do
vail want e to knack vou into the
mididle of next week ¥

“Just what I want, if you can do 1t6!”
asseniced Loker. “Why not be.a man?
Giive me your ward to stand wpowith the
gloves on——* )

“Oh, you  blethering ass!? gasped
Wingate. “Don’t you really know that
I could lick you with my arms in a
elmg 1

“Tey it on, then!” grinned Coker.
“I keep on telling you that that's all 1
want,  Anyhow, . you're not gelling
away from here till you promise. Il
hold yau by your nese till calling-over,
1f necessary. I faney you'll get tired
before I do™

Wingaterglared at him.

Coker primed cheerily. He was, a3z
he had =zaid, backing a winner, in this
great stunt—at least, he was assured
tiat he was. Nothing was goiog fo
mova Coker—exeept a  hefty  right-
hander from Wingate, which the Grey-
friars captain was extremely unwilling
{o hand aver.

"For tha last Coker——
breathed Wingate,

“ Shut up ¥ said Coker,

Lime,

“You howling asg—->"
"I don’t mind waiting !” yawned
Coker. “You can try to shove by, if

[EH
.

you like, of course! Ifa, ha

Wingate lavghed, too. He could not
help it, exasperated a3 he was. Caoker
could no more have stopped him than
Iie could have stopped a tank. Coker's
sublimo ignorance of that fact waos
funny,

“Well, I'm not going to handle you,
Coker, affer whit vou've done,” said
Wingate at lost. “1F nothing else will
zatisfy you, I'll have the gloves on with
you in_the gym after tee! Now shut
up, and let me pass1®

“ Done ™ said Coker. “You might as
well have given in fivst as last!  After
all, T dont really think you a funk.
You whopped me. Well, I'm going to
lick you in a fair fight! 'That will sct
it righe ™

T Fathead 1™

Cokeor stepped aside, and Wingate got
awey at last, Ile tramped hac}E to the
school, chicfly anxious for a towel and
& change. Uosker sauntered after Lim.
with a trivmphant grin on his rupged
features.

It was all right at last, Having
thrashed Wingate in’ a fair fight,
Coker's impaired dignity would Le

repaired—as good as vew, in fact. As
for the outcome of the serap in the
gym, Coker had no doubts about that.
Like Cmszar of old, he would came, and
see, amdl  conguer—" Veni, vidi, vier,”
over agam. With that happy prospect
before him, Coker of the g:f{h walked
back to Greyfriars like o fellow walking
oL 4ir.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Congueror !

i I SAY, you fellows!™ yelled Billy
Dunter,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bessie
come i
“Ha, ha, hat”
“Ek? Oh, no! ¥ soy, vou fellows,
Coker—" gazped Bunter,

“Oh, Coker ! What about Coker

There was a crowd of fellows in the
Rag after tea when Billy Bunter burst
in, his little vound eyes almost bulgin
through his big round spectacles wit
vxeitement.

Earry Wharten & Co., having been
busy with cricket, had rather forgeotten
both Billy and Bessie Bunter. DBut, as
the fat Owl carecred into the Rag, they
stipposed that Miss Bunter had arrived,
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and that Williaom Ceorge was in flight.

But it was not that. Tt was news
of Coker, and evervbody was intorested
ab onee,

“I=I say, it's a ficht!” pasped
Bunter. * Colier—and Wingate—in the
gym! I've just Heard—"

“Goammon I sald the Bounder. “As
if Wingate would——"

Y Coker =aid he was going lo make
him 1” grinned Bob Cherry, “It's all
over the schoel | Has he made him

“1 say, you fellows, it’s so " roaved
Buntor. "I say, Coker’s just gone dewn
to the gym with Potter and . Creenc!
Potter and Greene were laughing like
anytamng "

“1Ta, ha, ha !

“But Wingate weuldw' t—"
cloimed Harry Wharton.

“He jJolly well has!” squeaked
Bunter. “All the Fifth and the Bixth
are going to the gvm! 1 say, Coker
will get an awful hiding I

“Just what he wants!”
Nuogent,

“ I faney somellung happened oul of
gates this afternoon,” sn.i!! DPoter Tocid,
“Wingate and Coker both came in wel
te the skin. I saw {hem.”

“What happened, Dunter?”
Bob Charry,

“Eh—how should I know ¥
“Pron’'t you know everyihing, awd a
little over ¥

“Oh, really, Cherry, I never saw them
caofe ! I owaz oy suudy gl
iea-time.”

“Ha, ha, hat!”

“If this jolly old nmews is true, I'm
oing to sce Coker prepared for tho
wsmtal M zaid Vernen-Smith, * Como
on i

“¥ea, rather! Poor old Coker!”

There was a rush from the Rag. It
was guito execiting news.

All Creyfriars knew that Coker had
declared his intention of “making*
Wingate drop the prefect, and put up
his hands. Nobody hiad supposed that
Coker would succeed, though everybody
was preparcd to feel sorry for him if
ha did. Coker had plenty of brawn
and tons of pluck, but all Greyiriars
koew that Wingate could have made
hay of him with one hand. It was quite
pamful to think of Coker's fate if he
stood up to old Wingate's smashing
right and left as he was so keen to do.

“Hallo, halle, halle! There they
go " exelaimed Bob Cherry.

i
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The news had spraacd. ?uita an army
of fellows was heading for the gvin.
Fellows of all Forms were in the
throng, most of them grinning, Evi-
dently, a scrap betwoon Q1.‘|.Tir|.g*»:|.te af the
Sixth and Caleer of the Fifth was not
locked wpon az_ an awiully serioue
affair—ecxcept by Toker. To the rost of
Greyfriars, it scemed something in the
nature of a eomic entertainment.

The gym was crowded, The Famous
IFive pushed for front places, and had
a view of Coker—already with his
jocket off and gloves on. Potter and
Greene were giving him their loyal
support, though with smiling Ffaces.
Old Horace tricd their patience severely
ot times, bub they felt bound te stand
by him now, and carry lhome what
Wingate left of him,

Cokeov's face was serions—tihe only
serious faco in the throng., Wingato
was not vet 1o be scen, ond Coker
looked rather nunpationt.

“He said he would come uwp to the
seralelh,” said Coker. " He ean hardly
Lback out of it naw—1 mean, he gave hiz
word—sce ?  Naturally, he's not keen on
being  licked before all the school,
but—— What avre you grinoing at,
Potter 1™

“(h, noihing 1" pasped Potter.

“Bure you'll lick hima? murmured
Cireenoe.

Mot immuch deubt abeut that, old
chap! I'm going all outt Of course,
I expect himr to put up a fight. I
shouldn't care to lick him if he didno't.
What are yvow sniggering at, Greens "

“Oh, nothing ¥*

“ Here, Wharton, vou cut off and tell
Wingate to zot a move on " called out
Coker. I ean’t wait all the evening
for him !

“Here ha comes i

Wingate entered the gy with his
clivm, Gwinne.

There was 2 buze as e camae up to
the ving wheve Coker stood, impaticnily
walting.

Gwynne was grianing, DBut Wingate
had vather o worried expression on hia
face. He did ned seem to like the task
before hiin

“Qh, here yop are I snorted Coker.

“Yeu, hero I oamg Coker ! zaid the
Gireyiviers captain. " Now, look here,
old -::hap, what about -:n!hmg it off ¥

"Don't be an ass 1" said Coker.

“1 dan'"t want te punich you after what
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{;:lu did for me this afternoon,” said
ingate "1’1:! really rather not,
Coker.”

“You can chuck I,hat!” said Coker
“1 lent you a in the water, as

any fellow would have done. That's got  didd

nothiog to do with it.”
"It , rather;” said Wingate. 1
ml ht have been drowned, wilh  that

on amy neck, if: you
ad after that, Coker,
Let'e

Lkid elingi
h:. 't helped. nﬁ

I don’t want to punch you—seel
call it off ™

“I'm ready when you are!” said
Coke

r.

“0Oh, all rightt” sighed Wingate.

Hea threw off his coat and sccopted
the gloves from Gwynnbe,

There was a buz of excitement in the
gyvm, Wingate's” words " had rather
cnlightened the Greyfnars fellows as to
why he had conzented to that sorap, and
as to his obvious unwillingness to get
on with it.

But it had to be got on with. Coker
was adamant. There was no deoying
Coker. Coker had been w 'xglaped His
dignity hid to be renovated equal to
new, and was unii,' one way—lick-

Wingate in 'a fight

wynne took his watch to keep time.
Nobody expected the fght to last lnnp:er
th.!:;]e ong h;uugti-cmept:;;? k.
Coker tho Wingate might
for three“nﬂr:' fnurﬂfnunda h:mmﬂlfE for
three or four dozen, if needed.

“Time t*

Coker came on wilk a terrvifie on-
slaught. He heeded not the chuckle
that ryan round ths erowded i
Coker's tactics were those of a ball
dealing with a gate. He left hlII’tEElf
open to ae many knocks as lis adver-
sary chosa to put in. Even a poor boxer
could bave dodged Coker's fail-liko
swipes, and put i the ko. And Win-
gate was the bost boxer in the school.
Coker was asking for ir.

Bump | - _
Coker was sitting down.

-He sat down In 'a state of great
astonishment. He had received a rather
severe jolt. Ho’ l'hM«.‘li{l knew where it
had como from. But-he kpew that he

had received it, for there he was, ntth:ug
down, blinking,
“Oh 1" gasped Coker.
“II&, h& ha 1"
i!tms "this one out, Coker?” yelled

131:'.3 ha, ha 1*

Cokor staggered up. His face was
red, his eyes eblaze. His jaw was sch
like & vice.  The fighting blood ‘of the
Cokers was up, and ou the boil. Coker
come on like a tiger,

Tho chuckling died away. Everybody
could sce that Wingate did not want
to hurt old Horace. But that berserker
attack left him no chance, unless he was
tn o down under it. He had to kil

hit hard, or take his gruel, Cukm
1:1!5 not memlr asking for it; he was

demanding it, and yeaving his opponcat
no choice but to kand it out, or—
Bump !

Wingate was dovwn !

There was & roar of surprise. It was
followed by & roar of lau%ihtsr Coker,
panting, stared round. He could seo
10 mmmn for laughter. He had fully
expected Wingate to go down before
that onslaught, Wingate had gone
down. What was there to Jaugh at?
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LT Tl.l'ﬂﬂ 1”

Cloker amn!ed as he sat. in his corner,

1 fancy I've got him beat—what?”
he remarked.

Potter and Greene sniggered, Coker
il not know why,
“Timot”

The second round bepan. In .that
round, Coker drove Win all wound
the ring. It finished with Wingate sit.

ting down again,
kor's: face glowed with exeriion
EH&T ]li;uunph ) i h
cver ¥ uaa owling wit
laughter, Gier could not guess. He
could not sco what evorybo BAW,

that ngnha could hm-:a knocked hum

out, at any moment he chose; and that
he had, indeed, considerable difficulty
in mmdmg knocking him out.

The Gre:.frmm captain was excriing
his “skill, not to lick Coker, but to pre-
vonl er from rushing on destriotion.
It was mnot eviactly lus Intemtion to
“guy " Coker, but he was detcrmincd
not to punch hnm and that was that]

But to all the onlookers, it secmed
amazing that old Hm.'ace coild nbt sce
that Wingate was pl gmg -with” him
like 8 baby. But al OrAECC Baw
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nothing—except trimnph and glery, amd
the kudos of & conquerorl -

Third tound, and fourth, and &fth,
and the yells of laughter from the gym
woke all the echoes of Greyiriars,

Once or twice Wingate gave Coker o
tap, just to keep up sppearances, as zt-

wore, DOtherwise, ker had 1t all his
oW WLy,

ngalﬂ, it was true, did not show
much sign of dam Heo did not

carry hiz forbearance 60 far as to let
Cokey's héfty drives land on him. But
he gave ground all the Iuma, and Ba-'b
down at frequent intorvals. . In-
fifth round he sat tight—and Gwyon
counted, though he was laughing a mmt-
ton much fo count,
. "Oag, tnn, three, Eﬂur.
goven, eight, ning—"
Coker ?umd, and waited.,
“ouTt
"Ha, ha, hal”
“Good old Coker 1”
“Ha, ha-]. ha 1™

five, @ix,

{.uns:dermg ﬂmt-hﬂ had been counted M

. out,

prep that mmnm

Wingate. rost o -his feet vory
©asl a poplad off the gloves,

Cokor m‘a him s :breathless grin.
Colier's efforts had rather deprived him
of wind, He threw off hn:ﬂg!mﬁs. and
cxtonded. the ntht hand fellowship
to Wingate. ser could be ponerous
to n“hﬂﬂten fos

“'Jﬂﬂ,]. %uc-d ﬁ ht, old man!” Bmd
Coker. :¥ You couldn't expeef to pull &
off, but I'll say this, you Tqut- up & good
scrap.  No malice—w

*None st all i assm:ed Wingate.

"I like & man whe can take a ljck-

P o A Yo 1 ped Wingat
ea I gas ingate,

T HB, ilﬂ-.. ha Iu

Gukcr starod round.

“ Look here, shuh up that cackling 1™

he exclaim 'w:rlﬁﬂt-!ﬂ put up a

::r!hr good m:rap and there's nothing to
tll.u-

%ga; ha, ha ¥ :.elleu:'l‘ the ﬂmﬂ;-frmrs
fellows. Even. yet it had not
on 'Cuknr that Ee was the object of the
ierriment,

Ceker walked out of thq gym b-uhmbn
Potter and - reene laq winkdd at
one  anothér imhn} {}‘Q_ko r's fat head
The erowd was-Teft yelling.

* & L] [ ]

“ Look hcre, you mer{” £hid Coker, at

oker

thuughtiul

Potter- and Greene, were suppresting
siniles.

“Look -here," went ‘on - Coker, °
I'va licked Wingate—"

Potter and Grecne gurgled.

"‘Hu“ I've Licksd h:m -tha troubless
over,” said Coker. "Ho whopped me,
gnd I've licked hismr, man fo man, and
that squares the asccount. He's not a
bad chap—ao bit of a faol, perhaps, and
Jio"can’t box: bt not & b ahap at all.
Wo can't all be brainy, and we can't
all .be frst-cliss boxers. It wa2 rotlen
bad iorm if you ask me, for the fellows
to eackle as they dldf} when ho took his

%Bﬂ' ‘!Hg serious !:I'l;:,l

‘ now

licking. He did his best] No man can
do more
. {L"ﬂkﬂr nused.

“Now I've licked him,"” bhe wont on,
“I'my eatisfied, and I hc;gn ho is! It
clears the-air| I'm m:-t. ¢ man {o rub
it in. .No-citowing sbout me, I hope.

to make it n point to ba
to Wingate, seo—now I've

What the dickens aro you

fellows purgling about?”

:Potter and Greéne did not ex Eam
what, l;he,{edwera gurgliog about.
just gurg

.When Coker went down after prep, a
grinning crowd met hm: in Mall

“Rep - the nnnqunnng hero comes |*
mal:ed Bob Cherr

Hs, ha, hs l”

“Goﬁar the Congueror 1" 'chortled the

Bounder,

I'in, goin,
_Eu]ly civi
icked hirm I

“"Hea, ha, hat"
Coker nmtlad cheerily.
THE END,

(There's an éxtra efal treat. in store
for ;.rw next week, chume—the firsl of a
% inetw | serics of parne featuring

[

Wharton & Co. and Marjorie
Hazeldene & Co., of Clff House, entitled
“THE FEUDWITH CLIFF HOUSE ™

Take mg.r tip and order your copy of the
&ﬂﬂﬂ in good timel—ED.)

HAHI]BHHE MEHN

ARE BLIGHTLY ﬂﬂ.lﬂ'l“

+ TRIANGULAR - PKT. FREE,

.Hmmhi un Ttla'.ng:u:lar Alr,

“ar: De Luze 10700 10000 Feotinoniie. "’Lgo'ﬂ}:m" grér 60" different, 'LUXEMROURO, Jubi nﬁ‘.?:“a':.fﬁﬁ SRONMLIRE,
‘nﬁmm : utm-iu [(Dapt. n.i o Bay, M f; o et iﬁr’mm- —ROBINS I}Iull (A.), Moreton, Wirral.
Gift' packet to roval ap Hmﬂf Inclides our Hsight Erﬂ- 12 daze gE fio un

FRE 3- Aﬂ!tl‘ﬂlll’ﬂ. gﬁad& Cr Sﬂlﬂ:h Aﬁ'iﬂ. TALL Eun‘::dim”'r u!a E;-Ili‘g"lui.l mu}zm hlvi.h I tdtr
Chinese,Perak, Malay, and Pnrtugu&aﬂulun‘l’t‘l I E NoRTETY, 17,0heapsige, London, B.0. 2

Write 8. J» HONE, 81, Second Avenue, LONDON, E:12,

i
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THE HERO OF THE FAIR!

By DICKY NUGENT

“It con't be dons 1"
“But look here, Bur-
lﬂiﬁ ¥

It &cnﬁ’& 4 hah dnt:_na !.h.:
repeste urlai of t

Eﬁ, the l:nitia\l:.;'E I{Hﬂn of
St. S8am’s,in tones of fnality.
* It would be more than my
life’s worth to give you a
pass.out to go to the fair 1 ™

Jack Joliy & Co. frowned.
They bad been looking for-
ward to the M eton

Whitsun Fair with boyish
enthewsipam. It seemed a
bit thick now to find their
hosps vanishing into thin
air, It would have been
different if they had been
memberas of the St. Sam’a
circle of bladea. But Jack
Jolly & Co. were by no
means  bladesg—so  they
looked daggeva at Burleigh.

“ Doctor Birchemall has
always let us go in preevious
vears, Burleigh,” said Jolly.
“Why not this year T "

“Ask me another!™
grinned the kaptin of St
Sam’a, ' The fakt romaine
that the Head has laid down
the law——pnd the Head's
laws arc like the lawsa of the
Swedes and Persians !

“ Well, if you ean’t give
us a pessz, you can't | ' eaid
Jolly, with a sigh. * Come
on, yvou fellows ! ™

The kaptin of the Fourth

uwitted Buarleigh’s study,
ollowed by erty and
Bright and Fearlesa. Out-
side, the jumiors looked ab

each other with very
doleful eggspressions on
their faces.

“Are wo going to
take this l%{ng down i I
demanded Fearless.

“No fear!” said
Bright. * Let's stand'
up tor our righta 1 **

REE
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Jack Jolly rubbed
hiz chin thoughtfully.

“That'as what I think
myself,"” he said. *' Of corae,
it'a risky. You know what
a terribul tirant tho Head ia.
If he finds out we've been
to the fair in defiance of his
orders, he'll birch us black
and blpa ! *

“It won't ba the first
time ! " said Fearless, with
a larf, “ I vote we go to the
fair, a.n;,fway-haud low the
Head ! #

* Hear, hear

““All zereen, then—we'll
go! " grinned Jack Jolly.

The chuma of the Fourth,
their minds made up, trotted
off, chattoring cheerily at
the prospect of a visit to &
B2ITs

They mite not have been
80 ¢heery abount it, however,
hod they notissed that
Toadey minor of the Fourth
had been skulking in the
background and had heard
every word they said.

Toadey wminor's shilty
eyes were gleaming, as he
watched them wvanish down
the stairs.

“My hat!

t“

Here's 4

chance for me to go and tell
the Head a tale,”! he mut-
tered to himself, with a
snigger. “He won't half
be pleaced with me 1l

And Toadey minor [ol-
lowed Jack Jolly & Co.
down the stairs and sneaked
along to Doctor Birchemali’s
study.

Mp. Lickham, the maater
of the Fourth, was in the
Head’s study, when Toadey
entered. He and the Head
wers diskussing the wvery
topic of the fair.

“ With all dew respect,
pir,” Mr. Lickbam was
gaying, ‘' I think it’s a bit
thick for you to stop the
hoys from going to the fnir.
Really, sir, you ought to be
so pleased over winning that
fiver in the crossword
contest that it should be a
plezzure to give out passea
all round.—like what you've
done in preevicus years.”

“Ratta ! " said the Head,
with an angry snort. * If
you'd like to know, Lickham,
my winning that fiver is the

I KILLED THIRD FORMER’S
THIRST FOR THRILLS!

Boasts LORD MAULEVERER

Young Tubb'a thirst for
thrills has always disturbed
TILEY,

A chappie expects Third
Form kids to got into mis.
chief, begad : but Tubb was
enongh to make a men's
hair stand up on end.

On the frst day of the
terma ho got up on to the
roof of the School House,
and climbed to the top of the
flagpost. Strong men turned
white at the sight—honour
bright !

He celebrated the opening
of the swimming scason by
doing o dive under a bost
in the river and petting
tancled up with some weeds.
Wharton and I had the job
of disentanphng him—and
it was no joke, dear incn,
believe me !

Later, he achicved further
notoriety by  borrowing
Coker’s notor-bike with.
out Coker’s permission, and
knocking Bunter down in the
quad, Everybody wants
Bunter got out of the way,
of course ; but nobody wants
him got out of the way n
ihat moanner !

Young Tubb went from
bad to worse. 1 conld seo

him meoting a horrid fate
if something wasn't done.
)

who iakea
fatherly interesat in
faga, I felt it was up
tc me to do some-
thing.

Solaent for him and
asked the voung beg-.
gar if he'd like & real
thrill—a thrill he could
look back on all hia
lifa ¥

Tubb said he would.

“ Then, dear mnn,
vou ghall have jt," 1
said, ' Trot along to
Hilton of the Fifth
and ask him if ho'll
kindly let me have
the fiver he borrowed
from me last iterm.”

Tubb grinuned de.
risively,. He said some-
thing about calling that a
thrill ¥ Yah't

But I gently insisled, and
in the ond the yvouug
blightee went off to iuter-
view Ililton.

Though I felt hadly in
need of oosnooze just then,
I followed DLim ond swaiieal

As  one

at tha emd of the IFih

' Fonmm L BTN

I saw him go into Hilton's
study and heard half a dozen
words spoken.

Then the door openad
with frghtful suddenness,
and an assertmont of armas,
3ﬂfgﬂ. ears, and other parts
of the human body fell all
over the passage. Eventually
they sorted themselves out,
and atogd up in the shape

of Tubb.

“Glad I'va run into you,
deor man,” I grinned. I
followed you up because it
struclt me that if this wasn't
thrilling enough for you 1
can  sogmest several more
that—-:"

But thera wns no need
for me to tinish.

Tubh  had  fled—having
apparently had all the thrills
i he wanied For some thne !

very reason I've stopped
them { "'

“ Bless my sola 1 "

Doctor Birchemall sank
his wvoice to a confidential
wisper.

*The falt is, Lickham, T
feel like spending some of my
winnings on the swings and
roundabouts—and I don't
want any of the boys to see
me | Well, Toadey miner !
he bellowed, aa he suddenly
apotted the sneak of the

owrth. " Why are you
standing there with your
mouth open like o codfish ?

What do you thinlk you're
doing of ¥ °
“ Oh Bf.'ll‘l"_'."'. gir 1

ges Toadey. "1 only
called as & matter of dewty,

sir, to report a serious
matter that has just reached
m}, E-ﬂl'ﬁ I T3

Then Toadey hurriedly
roseeded to relate what he
iad heard in the Sixth
passidge.

Doctor Dirchomall’'s egg-
gpression became simply

tercifving, as he lissened.

“ Blow me tight!" he
cried, as the eneak of the
Fourth conclooded. * They
have actuslly had the dis-
pertinence to go to the fair
despite Burleigh's ordera ?
Why, I'll slawter ‘em !
I'M spiflicate "em ! I'l}l—"'

* Please, sir, you'd better
hurry up " wined Toadey.
“ Jolly and his pals are haot
atuff at walking. They’ll
leave on old fogey like vou
stone cold | ™

“Take a thowsand lines
for ecalling me an old fogey !
And in future coll me * old
jentleman * or * old buffer "1™’
wrapped out the Head.
' Bee you later, Lickham | "

With theso words, Doctor
Birchemall jammed on his
mortar-board and bowneed
out of the astudy—{fairly
bristling with rage, as he
brushed past the trembling
sneak of the Fourth !

Meanwhile, Jack Jolly &
Co. were on their way to the
fair at the dubble.

They arrived thers saveral
minnita before Dostor Birch-
ommall and at once plunged
into the giddy round of
merth and plezzure provided
for the patrons of the fair-
ground. They had & go on
the Lelter.-shkelter and a
gamne of hoop-la and tried
their skill at a shooting
gallery.  Then Jack Jolly
and Merry went up in a
swing, while their pals stood
watching below.

Jolly and Merry pulled the
ropes with all theiv mito and
swung higher and higher till

it really
that they didn't gi -“ght

over the top.

And then, soddenly,
Merry uttered a cry.

“The Head! Loski!™

Jolly eraned hii neek
round. A low wisal of sar.
prize escaped him, at ho saw
what was happeniry ia the
field at the back ¢ .. fair-
ground. -

Standing in*the middle of
the field, which was - short
cuf to St. Sam's, wl: Joctor
Birehemall. Faciag him
wan a scowling gipay, holding
a merderous-looking mie in
hig grimy hand 1

It was o hold-up !

The swing whizzor. down-
wards again and for a
moment Jock Joly saw
nothing,.

But glyeady he had seen
enuff.  Already, b~ mind
wng made up ! |

It was common ~uullidge
at St
Birchomall bad -1 five
pounds in & crosswi.d con-
test and Jolly felt sime that
the munny would be re.
posing in the Head"s trowsia
pocket.  Unleas sonothing
was done immejotily, the
fiver would be changing
hands and it would be teo
lata !

It was o time fu swilk
action—and Joily a:ted |

Az the ewing w¢ 1w up

ain, he let go of v» rope,
wheeled round, and then
nelt on the seat.

The next mome me the
swing reached tho .op, he
calmly allowed hins to
be harled into the aun !

Many times befor:, Jack
Jolly had been desmibed as
square. Now, he deseribed
a sermi-circle |

TPlonk 1

Heoe landed right on the
back of the would-le thoaf.

It was & bewtifully-timed
dive. He fleww thr: h the
air with the gratet. ecase
and brought down'v: .cook,
with & howl, to his neaza |

“Yarooocoo!"

“ Take that, yo.:scoun-
drell 1 1) panted Jacl: Jolly.
",ﬂl;{ Would o t’ he
a » Eripping the gipsy’s
wrist, as he roade a gﬂprit
hmﬁﬂ at his hart witl: a1 "fe.

The weppon droppyd fiam
the man's nerveles: hand,
harmleasly peercing the
Head's shoo and cutiing his
pet eorn for him.

“ Ooteher 12 e 1 the
Head, as he tr.' ‘antly
seazed the nife and forished
it in the face of the footpad.
“* Now you'll just elay still
till the perlice arrive—unless

Sam's that Troctor |

seemed o marvel | you want to be prepevly

carved up | ¥
Tho perlice soon turned up
—brought to the scen by

Merry, who had quickly
jumped down frem the
gwing aller his leader's

flight,

n the meantime, Bright
and Fearlesa had had their
% t-tm;]t-i{:-n taken off t.e'i;ilm W ing

y the unepps arrival
of Mr. Lglggﬂi?:fn Tha
masater of the Fourth was
puﬂ"inﬁ and blowing as
though he had been running,

the Head. * There's nothing
like a fair, if vou feel like
having o bit of fun! It's a
real Eles'::mm, running into
you boya!'

“ But I thought you said
you weren't goung to allow
the boys anywhere near the
fair, sict?" yelled Mr.
Liclkkham, in amazement.

Doctor Birchemall coffed,

* Ahem 1 I mny have gaid
something like that, Lick-
ham ; but you can take it
from me, it was only said
on the spur of the moment,”

® Quicle—T"ve

coma o
warn vou bova " he gasped.

™ Where
Mercy 1™

i 'I.I|1: in the swing, sir—
woll, 'm jiggered ! They've
both gone!™ eggsclaimod
Frank Fearless, a3 ho
glanced at the swing—now
empty.

* Find them at once, then
—and take oy tip and go 1 "
said Mr. Lickham. ** Toadey
minor hes split on you, boya.
And hevven help you if the
Head finds you here ! ™

“Oh, erums= 1"

Fearless and Bright looked
dismayed. Brave as they
were, their cheeks hlarnched
for a moment at the prospect
of being enught by the Head
defying hia ban on the
Muggleton Fair |

A moment laler, they [alt
still more dismayed. Walk.
ing towards them, they saw
Jolty and Merry—with the
Head marching between
them !

“That's dous  it1"
groaned Fearless aud Bright
together.

ub & serprize was in
store for the two Fourth
Formers, When the Head
stopped, he was not looking
A bit anngved., On the con-
trary, he was grinning.

“YWhat cheer, Lickham ¥
he cried. * How-do, boys i

Lk El]- r i ]

* W.w.-what did you say,
zir 111
" It's vipping, ue all meet-
ing like this here | & beamed

are  Jolly and

he said, giving My, Lickham
a8 dig in the ribs. *“As a
matter of fakt, Jolly, here,
has just saved mo from o
feroghus footpnd who was
after that fiver I won in the
crossword contest.’”

“Oh ! grinned Mr. Liclk.

ham and -Fearlesa and
Bright.
“I woulds't dreemn of

placing the fairground out
aof hownds to a lad like

direct-i:f concern me. But I den't mind
my opinion.

Jolly—nor his friendat™
beamed the Head. * Let's
forget it, chaps, and have o
rattling good tima on the
swinga and roundabonrts—
at my egrapense ! Hay, ha,
come to the fair "

With these words, Doctor
Birchemall led the way to
the amowsements.

And Mr. Lickham and
Jack Jolly & Co., feeling
that it waes the jolliest
poasibul end to the bizzineas,
winked at each other and
followed him !

BE A FILM STAR!

Willinm  Wibley, Film
Producer, requires actor to
take leading part in im-
portant new film. Aectin
experience unnecesaary i
applicant possesses  mMovie
camera and 1,000 foat of
unused film.—Apply, Study
XNo, 6, Beraove Passaga,

SWOTTER'S OUTFIT

For =ale, mn perfect
condition. Books, midnight
oil ond burner, wet towels,
ete. First offer of 4d. secures.
—Write * HAD ENOUGH,"”
Box No. 13, GREYFRIARS
HERATLI.

FAGS IN REVOLT!

Wae learn that tho Secondd
ara very indignant about
the Head’s new order that
they mustn't ecarry matches
in their pockets.

They're thinking of going
on ‘' strike " about it !

SHOULD WE FINISH WITH

FAGGING?

H. VERNON-SMITH says “YES!”

We in the Remove neither fag nor are faoped.
Wo're beyond the atape when 1§a do wa.shit%ru
and tea-brewing
reached the stage when we have it done for us by
our juniors.

For that reason, the f

for our elders, and we Linven't

egEing  question ﬂﬂ:;i!‘t-
ving re

It iz that fagging is uttﬂg; runfl o
Why the dickons should kids who come
here to learn schoolwork and games, spend
half their time meking toast and eleaning
up studies ¥ The traditional answer is that
it teaches them all kinds of moral lessons,
Theat's just humbug !

Fa%ing started, in the first place, becansge
schools were too poor to E-ﬂ%l"d sorvants.
Greylriara is not poor, and thers are guite
enough servants to do all the work, ri-‘ag*
ging at Groylfriars is, thersfore, sn idiotic
survival dovoid of all sense and meaning.

HARRY WHARTON SAYS “NO !

If tho case apainst fagging were as over~
whelming as Smithy makes it out to be,
I'd be the firat to vote for its abolition.

But there’s more in it than Smithy anya,

It may, ns he suggests, have originated in
mouey shortage. That's beside the point.
It survives because it has justified itself ou
other grounds.

I adroit that I was one of those who went
on prtrike against fagging and got the
Eemowve excused fromm at. But 1 con see
now that it"s not a bad thing for a youngster.

Maost kida come to Greyfriars from n
prep. schoal, full of self-importance. Fag-
ging knocks that out of them, and it's a
good job it does !

Another good thing about it is that it
astablishea a link between juniors end
seniors that wouldn't othorwise exist.
Fagging is not hall such a one-sided arrange-
mment as some people think, Nearly all
fagmasters help their fage with their prep.,
gnd most are only too anzious to hﬂ.ﬁp
whenever the kid needs an older fellow'a
help or edvice.

part [rom all this, fageing is one of thope
unigue things which, silly as they may
seenm: in themselves, Fﬂ- to make public
schools the first-rato places for the treining
of characier which most peonle admic they

ArO.
30 long live fagping—{or wll Fonnps
Lelow the Remove, of course !

CARDSHARPER’S PLEA
FLAT!

Judge’s Stern Words.

Swilt juslice was meted owt to
n cavdsharper at the Woodshed

HSessions on AMonday last,

Harold Skinner, described as a
wastrel, was charged with ob-
taining 3s. 4}d. from Mr. William [P
George Bunter, by -means of a
came of ha'penny nap, played
with cards which Skinver had

previously marked.

Opening the case for the police,
Mr. Petor Todd, K.C., stated Lthat
un the meming of the alleged
offence, Mr. Bouter hod “torched ™
Lord Mauleverver for five shillings.

He then went on to velate how
Mp. Bunter, on Jus way to the
tuck-shop, had fallen in with two
shady characters nemed Sooop
Snoop and Stott, who

andd Btoil.

loying ha'penny na
: Ewntuallpgz Mr.

quiet

Br.

FALLS

were associates of Skinner, told
Mr. Bunter that Skinner was in
funds and that Mr, Bunter conld
easily turn his five shillings into
ten shillings or even a pound by
‘with him,
unter was
beguiled into taking a trip

ot behind the chapel,
where Bkinner was woiting. A
gune of ha'penny nap was then
begun, and would probably have
ended in Mr. Bunter's losing every
penny of his remittance, had not a

playing with marked earda.
Justice Drown
examined the pack): *
proper  twister, prisoner !

anything to eny befors I pass
sentence

Prisoner {warmly}: * 1 should
jolly well think 1 have | The fact

14, I only did it for Bunter's own
good.*

Mr. Justice Brown: *“ Wh.a-
ﬂt -I ¥

Prisoner : * Fact ! I knew that
if he dida’t lose the money he'd
rorge himself till he burst,. So
% tried to make him loee the
money—Ifor his own sake !

Mr, Justice Brown: * Chuck
it, Bkinner—for goodness’ sake !
The truth about it is, you're just
a cardsharpor—and 8o far as I'm
concerned, your plea falls com-
pletely flat1 You ought to be
jolly well ashomed of yourself,
But juat in cass you're mot, I'm
going to sentence you to be boiled
in oil, keelhauled, and hung,
drawn and guartered ! ™

10 A

timely raicd by police-officers| The scntence was afterwards
saved the situation, It was then | commuted to a severe scragging
discovered that Skinner was|and a fine of 38, 6d. The smn

of 38. 4bd. was awarded to M,
Bunter, who left the Court at
the double, and made a bee-line
for the tuck-shop,.

(having
You'ra a
Got




