“The Boy Who Couldn’t Run Straight!” Grand Greyfriars Yarn Inside
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PICKING POCKETS IS AS EASY

Introducing HARRY
WHARTON & CO., of
GREYFRIARS, and Bad Lad
(11 SKIP."

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Very Peculiar Prank !

{43 ‘L'P !u .
Billy Bunter blinked in sheer
astonishment.

It was enough—more than
enongh—to  astonish  any  fellow.
And  Billy Bunter's eyes almost
popped through his spectacles with
amazement, :

The fat ornament of the Greyiriars Re-
move was sitting on a fence, under the
shade of a tree, beside the Wimford
road in Surrey, near Wharton Lodge,

Tha holidays were near their end,

Harry Wharton, and the fellows stay-
ing with him, had gone for a walk that
afferncon. 5o had Bunter, DBut after
a quarter of a mile, laziness had super-
veped. Dunter zat on the fence while
the other fellows walked on. They wera
going to pick him up again on their
way back. DBunter did not miss them.
He had & bag of toffees to keep him
COMPAany ; a.:ng better company Bunter
did not desire.

Bunter was expecting them slong
soon. He was blinking up the road,
shrough his big spectacles. He had fin-
ished the toffers, so he was thinking of
foa.

He did not see the Greviriars fellows
on the road. But he did sec something
ihat caused him to hlink, and blink, and
Llink again, in great surprise,

From the wood on the other side of
the road, a boy emerged. He stood
looking up the road towards Wimiord.

He did not olizerve Bunter under the
shade of the tree across the road. He
did not even glanee in his direetion. He
stood motionless for several minutes;
and Bunter, without much interest, sup-
posed that he was looking for somebody
coming from the direction of Wimford.

But when the stranger moved at last
itis next procecding amazed the fat Cwl
of Greyvfriars.

By the roadside, where the hoy stood.
was a deep diteh, dry in the hot
weather. Tho bhoy stepped to if, and
jumped in.

That, in itself, was a peculiar proceed-
ing. Billy Bunter stared at a check cap,
which was all he ecould now see of ﬂ?ﬁ-
stranger. Bub the next proceeding was
still mora peculiar. From the deep
Jditch came the stranger's voice, ealling
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for help—or, to be more exact, for 'elp!
The aspirate was conspicuously missing
from tha word.
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Bunter could only blink in amaze-
ment.

Lazy as he was, a ¢ry for belp would
have made Bunter move. Bub he was
certainly not going o move now. The
fellow had deliberately dropped into the
ditch, nnder Bunicr's eyes. He lhad
jumped in, and obviously ecould have
clambered out again, if he had wantel
to do 0. .Had he fallen in hy aceident,
he might, of course, have hurt himself.
and been unable to climb out. Bul that
was not the caso, as Bunfer had scen
with hizs own eyes, and his own
spectaclos.

Why o fellow should jump inte =
ditch, and stay there ond eall for help,
was a deep mystery to Billy Bunter.
But it was not & mystery that he eprved
to exert himself to cluctdate. Hea sab
wheore he was, blinking.

“‘Hlp1* came the zhout from the
deop, dey ditch,

“Potty 1 murmured Bunter. " Auost
ha potty! - Right off his rvocker, I
shonld think 1™

TFE‘F‘]p ].’"

There was a sound of running fect on
the road.

From the direction of Wimford. =six
fellows came at a rapid trot. They
wore the Famoua Five of the Remove,
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and Wun Lung, the Chinese junior of
Greyiviars,

It dawned on Bunter that the bey in
the check cap had seen them coming
in tha distance before he jumped into
the ditch, though they had not then been
visible to the short-sighted Owl of the
Remove.

Clearly, Harrv Wharton & Co. had
heard the ery for lLelp, and put on
speed, to arrive on the spot and sco
what was the mabicer.

Bynter grinned.

The fellow in the check eap was evi-
dently pulling their leg. But why, was
still &8 mystery.

Why a perfect stranger should jump
into a diteh, where there were stinging-
nattles, and make himself dusty and
grnbhby, for the sake of an absolutely
idiotic joke on a party of schoolboys,
wae quite 8 puzzle,

But it rather amused Billy Bunter to
see the juniors taken in.

They were pelting up the road at
great speed, going all out, to arrive on
the seene, and ronder help if required.

Bob Cherry was in ithe lead, running
like a deer. Closo belund him was
Harry Wharton; then came Frank

Nugent and Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,
running neck and neck—hehind them.
Johnny Bull, and after Johnny, Wun
Lung. It was hot, that Seplember after-
noon, and Bunter grinned ot the sight
of six fellows pelting along in & blaze
aof sunshine—for wnothing! Grinning,
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the fat Owl of the Remove sat and
watched.

% Hallo, hallo, hallot” he hcard Bob
Cherry roar. *“ What's up? Where aro

you 1"

“Fre! came the answer from the
ditch. “’'Elp 1"

Bob, panti for breath, came fo a

bLalt at the side of the deep ditch. IHe
gtared dovwn at the boy half-hiddea in
ferns and nettles,

“Here you are, vou fellows!™ shouted
Bob. “Chap fallen in the diteh! Can'y
you get out, kid?” _

“I've "urt my leg, faihn?'
slipped on the edge and {e
wards 1" was the reply.

“Oh erikey ¥ murmurced Billy Bunter.

Every word reachod the fat Owl across
the road. .

Billy Bunter was & fa.‘:rlf .[{;mdl hand
st prevarication; but this tetlow in the
check cap had nothing to learn from
Bunter in that line. ven Bunter was
startled to hear any fellow roll out bare-
faced untruths in that style.

But Bob Cherry, of course, had no
doubts on the subjeet. Ie had not seen
what Buntér had scen. PBob waa only
thinking of helping a fellow who had
had such an awkward accident.

“We'll have you out in a jiffy I he
said. “I hope vou're not much burt!
Come on, you fellows[”

All the juniors arrived on the spot.
They looked down at the boy in the
ditch with sympathetic looks. He was
not a bad-looking fellow, with a rather
chubby face and extremely keen dark
eyes and curly brown hair,  He was well-
dressed, though m rather loud teste—
his check cap could have been seen a
long way off, his waistcout had colourpd
stripes, and he wore 2 tiepin that might
slmost have been s paper-weight.

Those details, however, did not matter
to the Greyfriars fellows. They were
sll ready to help. )

“"Borry yvou're hurt, kid I sald Harry
Wharton. “We'll jolly scon have von
out of thet."

“The soonfulness will be terrific!” de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh; =
ﬁnp‘:zrk that made the boy in the ditch

10K,

H Wharton and Bob, rcgardless
of the knees of their trousers, knelt on
the edge of the ditch, and reached
down, grasping the boy’s hands to pull
him out. Tha boy gave = yelp as he
moved, as if of pain.

"Haold on a minote,” said Bob. *You
take my place, Johnoy—I'll jump down
snd give him o bunk ™

“Right-ho I said Johnny.

Dried mud, and nettles, were not
attractive; 'i}ut Bob ]g.':mgr;d down inta
the ditch without hesitation,

He proceeded to give the stran
“"bunk "—and the boy in the chee
was helped up.

Hurree Singh and Frank Nugent got
hold of him by the shoulders from above,
g3 well as Wharton and Johoany Bull and
little Wun Lung lent & hand. With a
heave from below, and a combined pull
from above, the boy was extracted from
the ditch and landed on the road.

Bob scrambiled out after him., rather
dusty, and rather scratched. Thoe boy
in the check cap stood on his left leg—
the other, apparently, was injured—and
he ewayed—and the juniors nill gathered
round him to give him support.

“Look here, you can't walk like
that 1* said Harry Wharton, * We shall
have to get you a lift of some sort. Do
vou live near hera?”

“If you young gents will "elp me into
that footpath, sir, it will be all right. I
goi s pal coming along scon, and he will
elp me 'ome!” was the apswer. *All

in, sirl 1
H in back-.
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right if T jest sit down in the shade till
he comes along.”

* Right-ho 1"

The juniors helped him along into the
footpath, from which Billy Bunter had
egen him emerge & quarter of an hour

BEO.

.They all disappenared from Bunter's
sight; and the fat Owl, grinning from
ear to ear, got off the fonce and roll
into the road, to meet them when they
emerged from the wood again.

r——r—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Doughnuts for Bunier !

1S E, he, he!”
That  unmusical eackla
grected Harry Wharton & Ca.

: as they camae out of the wood
into the sunny road.

. They had left the boy in the check cap
sitting on & log in the shade of the trees.
Though rather bresthloss and dust
after their exertions, they were ging
that they had arrived on the spot to
render aid.

Why Billy Bunter greeted them with
a coackle, grinning all over his fat face,
tlte{}' did not know.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. “I
gay, you fellows, you're rather duffers!
ﬂnf:}mdy could take you inl Fe, he,

8

pe S e —— ]

Some lighi-fingered person
has relieved Harry Wharton
& Co. of their cash and other
possessions., Suspieion falls
upon Wun Lung, the practical
joker of the Greyfriars Re-
mov#, until Billy Bunter puts
bis schoolfellows wise !

B =S e

“What does that mean, if it mcans
anvthing, fathead " asked Bob,

“He, he, he!” chuckled Buntcr.
“You see, I saw it all '™

“You saw us help that chap ocut of
the ditch! Anything funny in that,
vou cackling image

“He, he, hal Yes, rather! VYou sce,
£ I?Im'.' him _1!1]1!1‘111 in [* thrtélndh?unmh

o was pulling your leg all the timel
He, he, hE I £y &

The Famous Iive stared at Bunter
blankly.

“¥ou saw him jump in?” rcpeated
Harry.

“"He, he, hel Yes®

“You potty as! He fell in!®
grunted Johnny Bull, “He told us so.
Besides, his leg was hurt-—"

“He, he, he!” howled Bunter. “I
gay, you fellows, you take the cake! A
lot of Simple Simons | He, he, hel
That chap was watching you come up
the roand, and I suppose he saw the
green In yvour eyes! He, he, he®

“¥You gurgling pargoyle!” said Boh.
“Are you trying to pull our leg, or
what #”

_ “That chap was—and he got by with
it1” roared DBunter. “He, hoe, he!
Mever saw fellows so easy to etulff

He, he, ha! He never fell in—he
jumped in—and he could have got out

if he'd liked |

: Hsa, he, he [
“YWhat utter rot!” said Frank
Nugent. “Why should any fellow play

such a fatheaded trick as that?”
“Thé rotlulness i3 terrific|”
“0b, I dare say he noticed you

ed “That chae

looked & silly lot, and thought it would
be rather funny to pull your leg!”
rinned Bunter. “I can tell you, ?:'m
een enjoying it. FHe, he, :ilet As
ﬁmﬂ as & play to watch you! He, he,
hel TI'll bet ﬁm that chap is laugh-
ing no end| e, he, hel’

“You blithering, h,!e.thuring*, bloated
bandersnatch 1  said Bob  Cheery.
13 sitting in the wood,
hardly a8 dozen yards away, with a
game leg1”

:ﬁﬂglar chuckled.

‘Bet you he isn’t1” ho said. “Why
should he stay there, when hawcl:;n
walk all right if he likes? Bet you ho
walked off the minute your backs were
turned ! Ha, he, he!”

“He couldnt walk,” szid Harry.

“He, he, hel”

" Fattee ole Buntee velly silly ass!”
said Wun Lung.

like I” grinned

“Bet you, 1f you
Bunter. “I've got & packet of butter-
Il bet you that

scotch in my pocket

packet of butterscotch to a dozen dough-
nuts the day we go back to school ﬁu
that chap's gone already.”

Tho ]jluninra glatad at Bunter. 'That
any fellow, an utter stranger to them,
could or would have plaved such a
pilly trick, for no imaginablo object,
they did not believe for a moment.
Billy Bunter’s statement that they had
been taken in, and been made focls of,

was_distinetly irritating. .
“Done I* said Bob Cherry grimls.
“"We'll pin you down to that, Bunterl

Bhow up the butterscotch, though !*

Bunter, grinning, extracted s large
packet of butterscotech from his jacket

ocket and held it up to view. The
act that it was still uneaten was due
te the other fact, that the toffecs had
lasted Bunter till the episoda of the boy
in the check cap had drawn his atten-
tion.

“Right!” said Boh. " You're talking
silly rot, and you know itl You can't
help being a fool—"

“0h, really, Cherry—-="

“But you can belp being & cheeky
fooll If you're right, I'll stand you
@ dozen doughnats on the first doy of
term. If you're wrong, I'll put you to
the torture.”

“Eh? Wharrer you meani®

“1 mean, I'll teke that butterscotch
off vou. Teking grub swey from you
15 putting you to the torture, isn't 117"

“Ha, ha, bhal”

“Boast! Mind, I shall jollyr well
hold you down to it 1™ said Bunter, slip-
pinE the butterseoteh back inte his
pocket. " A dozen doughnuts on the
first day of term st Greyfriars—"

“Yes, if that kid's gene! I know ho
isn't, a5 he couldn't walk with » game
leg, and he's waiting for a friend to
come along.”

“He, he, hal®

“Easy enough to prove,” said Harry
YWharton, “Como on ¥

The whole party turned off the road
and ontered the shady footpsath in Wim-
ford Wood. Irom the road the thick
trees hid the boy in the check cap from
sight, but oz soon as they entered the
wood they had not the slightest doubt
of secing him where they Lad left him.
sitting on the log in the shade, in full
view,

They looked—and stared!

They saw the log on which they had
loft the boy. That, at least, was in
full view. But it was untenanted.
Nebedy w3 eitting on it now. The
boy inm the check cap was gone—game
lr;g and all |

' Why—what—where—""
Wharton.

“Ho, he, he!™
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“"He's gone!” stuttered Bob.

“"The gonefulness ia terrifio ™

It was really startling. Only a fow
minntes i%u the whole party had helped
the boy along to that log, -and he had
bung on them heavily, apparently un-
able {0 put his dama leg to tho
ground. Ohbvipusly, if ho was as dam-
aged as he had appearcd to be, he

could pot have gone. But he was
gone 1
said Johnny Bull

“0Oh crumbs!”
hlankis{n

“I—I—I dare say he's just stepped
into the trees, or—or something [ said
Bob. “I'll give hin & yell!”

“He, he, hel” .

“8hut up, Bunter, you cackling asal”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob
Cherry.  His powerful voice rang far
through the wood. “Hallo, hallo,
hallol Are yvou therc? Bhow up, kid
—wqg wank to see vou i

The echo of Bob's roar answered,
booming among trees and thickets. DBut
there was no other answer. Flainly the
boy waa gone.

“Well, my only hat!® breathed Bob.

“Hae, he, hel” cackled Bunter,

“Tf—it Bl’anks—" stuttered Wharton.
“But—but why should any fellow, in
his -seven senses, play such an idiotic
trick 1

“(ioodness knows!”

“0h, he spotted you for & =et of
goats, Fou know!” grinned Bunter.
“He, he, he! I say, Cherry, don’t for-
get those doughnuts when we go back
to Gregfriars. He, he, he!”

Bob Cherry compressed his lipa.

Ha was dusty, and he was rather
scratched with thorns, and he owed
Bunter a dozen doughnuts—breause
some born idiot had played a fat-
headed practical joke with no senze in
1y ]

Most irritating of all was Elllg
Bunter's grinmng  triumph. Bo
would have liked very mueh, just then,
to punch the head under the check cap.
He barely resisted the temptation to
punch Bupter's. In silence he tramped
back to the road. .

His friends followed him—puzzled,
irritated, and annoyed. They had been
mada fools of—=for no imaginable reason
—and Bunter had watched them boing
fooled and enjoyed the scene—and now
he was ceckling with derision,

Fates were frowning as they walked
on towards Wharton Lodge—with one

exception.  Bunter’s was wreathed in
giing, and he cackled mﬂessmt]]y
rather like an alarm clock that wonld

not run down. At every ‘step on the
way the Famous Five had fo exercisc
great self-control==to resist the tempta-
tion to plant their boots on Buuter's

tight trousers.

i,

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Following Bunter Home !

UN LUNG clozed & slanting
W cya at the Famous Five as he
stumbled, and fell apainst

Billy Buunter, o

As he righted himself, he held in his
little yellow hand o packet of butter-
scoteh, behind Bunter's fat back.

Whereipon five frowning faces broke
into smiles.

Bunter _gaw a grunt, and blinked
round at the little Chinece. The butter-
scoteh was behind Wun before Bunter's
eyes, or spectacles, could fall on it

“Clumey asal” grunted Bunter.

“Ma fallea 'long {at ole Buntee—"

“Well, fall on_somebody else next
time |” grunted Bonter. “You jolly
nearly shoved me over, fathead.”
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The Fsmous Five walked an, grin-
mng—Wung Lung with the packet of
buttérscoteh held behind him.

It was absolutely certain thal Bunter
would miss that butterscotch befote
long. Then, it was certain, there would
be loud and anxious inguiry for the
same—and an end, at least, of Bunter’s
derizsive cackling.

The fat junior had not the remotest
idea that it had been taken from his
pnc}:eh Wun Lung waa clever at con-
juring and  sleight-of-hand  tricks—
glmost as clever, in that line, as Kipps
of the Remove. Bunter had not a sus-
picion.

The juniors wondered what Wun was
going fo do with 1t. They soon saw.

Walking a little behind Bunter, the
Chinese junior, unseen by the fat Owl,
tied & short length of string to the
packet. :

Tg the other end of the string he
fixed a pin. Then, stumbling again, he
fell agamst Bunter, and, in doing so,
fxed the pin to tfha back of the fat
juntor's jacket.

Bunter gave a soert of annoyance.

“Y¥You clumsy heathen, will you stop
walloping sgsinst me?” he howled.

“Velly solly, Buntee—->"

“¥Yah! Clumay fathead!”

“Me no walkee 'long Buntes nn{
mole—me walkee ‘long nicee old
Chelly,” said Wun; and he moved round
to the other side of the partf.

The Greyfriars fallows walked on—
all of them grinning now except Bunter.

Bunter was irritatad. :

However, the fat grin socon returned
to his face. The Famous Five had been
made fools of, and Bunter was not the
fellow to lot them forget it. Rather
was he inelined to rub it in and keep
up the subject till every fellow was fed
up to the back teoth, and a little over.

“1 wonder where that kid is nowi”
grinned Bunter. “Lesughing like any-
thing, I'll bet you. I say, you fellows,
if ‘you knew whaet a lot of fools _i,-nu
looked, yankinﬁ him out of that ditch,
when he’wu]d ave got out any minute,
;oL !

;“ﬁ)h, give us a rest!” growled Johnny
ull.

“He, he, he! You got rather dusty,

Bob—you’ve got some scratches!| He,

he, he! Of all the blithering asseal

e, he, hel™

“Bhut up 1" roared Bob.

“He, he, hel VYou can't expect a
chap not to be amused, when you make
a sof of hlitherini dithering goats of
yourselves I” chue led Bunter. “Bet
rou that chap's killing himself with
aughing! e, he, ha ®

Bunter chortled—and, to his surprise,
the other fellows chortled, too.

Bunter was still highly amuvsed by
ihe episode of the boy in the check cap.
The Famous I'ive were amused by the
sight of Bunter's butterscotch ]mngmgi
down his back. 8o they were al

amused, :

“I say, you fellows I” Having covered
about & hundred yards, Bunier was
tired, and he came to a halt, diving his
hand into his pocket for the butter-
sgotch.  “1 say, no peed to hurry ing
tain’t tea-time yet. Let's sit down
and rest a bit—that bank looks nice and
shady.”

Bix fellows came to & halt.  They
were not going to sit down and rest
hut thoy were inteyested in Bunter's
search for the butterseotch, :

He groped in the pocket in which he
had placed i, ]:}oi&d puzaled, and
groped in another pocket. He failed to
find it

“I eay, you fcllows, did you netice

which pocket 1 put that butterscotch
mt” he asked.

“Right-hand jacket pocket,” said
Bolbr, with a cheery grin.

“It doesn't scem to he there,” said
the perplexed fat Owl “I say, I must
have dropped it ™

“¥eel in vour other pockets,” sug-
gosted Nugent.

Billy Bunter procecded to do so. He
felt in jacket pockets, waisteoat pockets,
and trousers pockets. The sight of the
packet of butterscotch, whisking at the
end of the string behind him, was rather

entertaining as ho did eo, and the
juniors chuckled.
Bunter did not chuckle. He did not

rin. His fat face waa fearfully serious.

he loss of foodstyffs was & serious
matter |

“1 say, you fellows, it's gone 1" gusped
Bunter.  “I say, I must have dropped
it. 'Tuin’t in Emg of my pockeis! 1
must have left it behind 1™

“Yes, 1 fancy it's behind vou, old
fat bean,” agreed Bob,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I gee a.n:.iihing to cackle
at!” snorted Bunter. " I'im not going 1o
lose it | Look here, come back oud help
mg look for it.” _

He turned round, te blink up the
road, the packet of butterscotch whisk-
mg round behind him as he fursed.

There was a yell of laughter from the
other fellows.

“0Oh, shut up ecackling, and come
back 1" hooted DBunter. "I suppose
you're not too Iaz;r to walk back a few
yarde—even you !

And the [at junior rolled back up the
road, his eyes and his spectacles fived
on the ground, in search of the lost
packet,

The Famows Five and Wun Lung
cheerfully followed him, choriling as
they watched the lost packet whisking
at the tail of the fat Owl's jacket

“1 say, vou ailly, cackling asscs, look
for it 1" yap Bunter. " You may be
able to see it before me™

“I'm afraid we couldn't poasibly zeo
it befors you, Bunter [ egaid Bob, and
his chuma yelled,

Certainly, they were not likely to sce
that packet belors Bunter, as it was
tied on behind him |

“Well, lock!™ Sapped Bunier. U1
must have dropped 1t between here and
the footpath. It mwust be soucwhere gn
tha ground.”

“Think so?” asked Dob.

“¥ou silly ass, where else could it
be? Think it's hanging =about in
midair, or what?" snapped Bunter.

1 shouldn’t wonder,” chortled Dob.

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, don't be a silly chump! Look
here, hehl:; o chuﬁ look for that butter-
seoteh 1Y hooted Bunter., “ We shall be
late for tea, at this rate.”

“Awful ¥ gasped Nugent. “Anything
but that! Pile in, you fellows, or we
might be late for a meal |7

*“Ha, ha, hal” ]

Harry Wharton & Co. kindly helped
Bunter sean the road for the lost butter-
scateh.  Seven pairs of eves, as well as
a pair of spectacles, scanned the road.
but ne packet of butterscotch was to Le
geen on ihe earth,

Slowly they retraced the dislance they
hast covered, as far as the footpall.
Somewhere in that distance, Bunter had
no doubt that he would spot the packet.
But he did not spot itl Indecd, as le
had no eyes 1n the back of his fat head,
he had no chance at all of spotting it.

“Oh lor' 1¥ gaid Bunter., “I say, you
fellows, it—it'a gone! Some beast must
have come salong and picked it up!
That cad you got out of the ditch, very
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say, you fellows, my packet of butierscotch has gone | gnspad Bunter, turning out his pockests. ' I must have left
“ Yes, 1 fancy ii's behind you, old fat bean ! * sgresd Bob Cherry. " o :

‘“Ha, hn, ha !”* The fat junior was

unaware of the fact that the butlerscoteh was fixed to his jacket by a length of string !

Lkely! Some beast! 1 say, some

putrid cad bhas got my butterscotch 1™
“Right on the wicket!” agreed Bob

Cherry. " An absolute rotter ia hang-

ing on to that butterscotch 1”

B If-'m utter worm!” grinned Jobnany
ull.

“A terrifio toad!” chortled Hurree

Jamset Ham Singh.
“A flabby, frowsy

e

Luﬁnt.
“Ha, ha, hal"

Billy Buater blinked at the chums of
the Bemove in surprise. Tha worst
ngraes he could think of were tas good
for the fellow who had his butterscotch.
Dut he hardly expected the other fcllows
to think sol

8till, it was clear that they had tho
lowest possible opinion of the fellow
who was hanging on to that packet of
butterscotch, _

“1 wish I'd eaten it now,” groancd
Bunter. ™I should have eatan it, really,
only I was watching you fellows being
made fools of after I'd finished the
toffea. Now it's pone! I'd like to Lkick
the beast that's got 141"

“8o would I1¥ said Bob.

“Bame here " chuckled Nugent.
“The samefulness 13 terrific,”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Me likea kickee that heastee velly

frump ! sard

muchee [¥ chuckled Wun Lung. “Me
tinkes that beastes veally nasteo
beastee 1

“ Absolnte rotter!™ said Bunter.

“Filthy toad! Worm! Well, it's no
good looking for it any longer. Let's
get in to tea |V

“Tet's I” agreed Harry Wharton,
. They resumed their way to Wharten
Lodgo. Billy Bunter was silent and
morose for some time., The loss of the
butterscotch was a blow.

Bilence was never so golden ms when
William George Bunter was silent, and

the chums of the Remove were duly
thankfu! for the relief. But h{l the time
VWharton Lodge came in sight Bunter
re-started after the interval, so to speak.

“He, ho, he! Ii vou fellows knew
what absolute fatheads wyou looked—
he, he, hel” chuckled Bunter. *I'd
like to see any fellow pull my leg like
that! Not so jolly easy to make a fool
of me ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniora.

“I'm wide, you know,” said Bunter.

“"You are!” agreed Bob.

“The widefulness of the esteemed
Dunter is terrific,” grinned Hurrceo
Jamset Ram Singh. "If the idiotic
Dunter was not so preposterously wide
e might have spotted the absurd iuth’:r-
scoteh.™

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Eh? Wharrer you mean?” yapped
Bunter. * 1 should hove spotted it if it
had been there. That butierscolch is
gone IV

“Buppose it followed you home " sug-
gested Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked st him.

“You blithering idiot ! he smid.
“How could a gncket of butterscotch
follow me home ¥

“Bebk vou it does! said Bob.
TOU & dozen dou
owe vou that it does”™

“How could it?” shricked Bunter.
"Look here, I'll jolly well take that

" Beat
hnuts to the dozen I

bet! That makes two dozen dough-
nuts you owe me
“"Not yet1” grinned Bobh. “It may

@ none I owe yqu, old fat man—if
that packet of butterscotch follows you
home.™

“0Oh, don't be &
growled Bunter. *
you fathead? MadI®

The fat junior snorted, and rolled on.
To Billy Bunter, at least, it appeared
sn absolute impossibility that the leost

Eﬂh’ﬂ&fiﬂs idiot 1
ink it can walk,

acket could follow him home, To the
ellows who saw it hanging at the tail
of his jacket, it did not seom im-
possibla |

They walked in at the gate of
Wharton Lodge, and walked up the
drive to the house—the lost butterscotch
undoubtedly following Bunter home !

Colonel Wharton was in the hall when
they entered.

The old military gentleman gava the
Licimnihoyah A Do dnnd a8 kind smile.
Then, as ho spotted the packet bangin
behind Euntef‘:ﬂha utareé". .

*What the dooce——" he ejaculated.

“That's Bunter's butterscotch, sir,”
explained Bob Cherry. “He lost it on
the Wimford road, and I bet him a
dozen doughnuts thet it “would follow
him home. -

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the juniors.

Colonel YWharton stared, and then
smiled.

“Well, it has eortainly followed him
home,” he said. " No deubt about that.”

“Eh!” gjaculated Bunter. “I've lost
my butterscotch, sir! Bome absolutely
rotten cad has got it now |7

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter plumped down in an
arinchair. Tha next moment ho
squeaked, and rebounded,

“Owl What's that? I'va sat on
somothing I

“Ha, ha, ha "

“What the thump is in that chair
howled DBunter. “It felt like & card-
board packet. Why-—what—"

Bunter blinked in amazement into an
empty chair. The packet he had sat on
bad, natarally, risen with him, and was
whisking behind him.

“I—I say, you fellows——" he gasped.

“1ia, ha, hal” yelled the juniors.

“RBlessed if T see anything to cackle

Tue MasNer Lismary.—No. 1,545,



6

at! I say, T sat on something, and—
and there's mnothing therel™ gasped
Bunter

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Ohk gad I pazped Colonal Wharton.
“¥You sat on the butterscotch, Bunter.
It is ticd on behind einur jacket.™

“Wha-at I stuttered Bunter. .

He whirled round, like a kitten
chasing its tail, to look bebind him.
Then ﬁu groped and grabbed.

The lock on Bunter’s fat face as he
stared at the packet of butterseotch in
his fat hand was really excruciating. Ik
made the juniors howl with merriment.

Colonel Wharton walked away, laugh-
ing. The juniors stayed where they
were, laughing,. R

“ Mum-mum-my bib-bib-butterseotch 1
gasped Bunter.

“%a, ha, ha 1"

* How—how did it get there I”

“The howiulness 1a terrific |*

“Ha, ha, hal” i

Billy Bunter blinked at the yelling
juniors. He blinked at the packet. He

linked at the yelling juniors again.

it dawned on him.

“ Beasts I” he roared,

"Hﬂ-, hm I‘Iﬂ. !.1:-

“Pulling a fellow’s loge—** ;

“My dear ?orpuisa. you'ra too wide
to have your leg pulled " chortled Bob
Uhezi' . “MNobody could make a foel of

u

“Ha, ha, haI*

“¥ah! Beasts!”

Billy Bunter’s glare of wrath almost
cracked his spectacles. Tt was not till
ho ate the butterscotch that his fat brow
cleared.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Three In the Ditch !

{1 LOW I*
B Bob Cherry

remark after tea.
The juniors were going out to
the tennis court, when Bob came to a
halt in the hall and ron his hands
thmu]gh his pockets, and ejaculated:
“ What's up I asked Harry.
“1 must bave dropped it when T was
helping that spoofing blighter out of
that £tﬂh 1 grunted Bob. “My note-

case—=—" .

“0h, my hatl Much in it?”

“Less than a million pounds, luckily,”
eaid Bob. “To be exact, there was a
pound note, and a ten bobber, and some
stamps; but I ean’t afford to lose it
especially as it wasall I had left. You
ieﬁawa o and lﬂ._? tenuis, and I'1] cut
back and leck for it.”

“Ha, he, he "—from Bunier.

Bob pave him a glare.

“ Anything funny in a chap losing his
notecata, image I* he demanded,

“He, he, hel Porbaps it will follow

made that

THE MAGNET

iuu. home I* grinned Bunter.
al”

“¥You stlly owl |¥

“Held on, though!” eaid Johnny
Bull, "“Before you fag a quarter of a
mile, old bean, you'd better ask Wun
Lung whether he's been larking again.”

*Oh!” said Bob, with rather a start.
“"Rot! Wun Lung isn't ass enough to
lark with a fellow's potecase! A packet
of butterscotch, but—" :

“1'd azk him before I walked it1®
grinned Johnny Bull.

“ Might as well,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “That weird little Chink is
as full of tricks as & monkey."

“Here, Wun " called out Bob. The
Chinege junior was in the doorway.
*“You haven't been larking with me, the
same as you did with Dunter, have
you 1™

Wun Lung glanced round,
nodded. '

“0h 1” exclaimed Bob. “You have?”

“No larkee 'l oid Bob Chelly I
answered Wun, nodding again.

And the juniors rcmgrr.ﬁ:ereﬂ that a
Chinese nod meant the same as a thake
of the head in Burope.

“You haven't 1" asked Bob.

“No! Larkee 'long ole fat Buntee—
no larkee 'long cle Bab Chelly |”

“1 knew he hadn't,” said Bob. ]t:lll

dropped i1t in the ditch, of course.
“I'll come with you,” said Harry.

cut along 1™
“Wun will meke up four, for the other
fellows to play.™

And Johnny Bull, Hufm Hurres
Singh, and Wun headed for the tennis
ecourt, and Wharton and Bob Cherry
went down the drive together to the
gatea.

Billy Bunter grinned after them as
they went. Bunter’s butterscotch had
followed him home:; but it was highly
improbable that Bob’s palecase would
da the same—which rather amused
Bunter

The two juniors walked quickly up the
Wimford road. If Bob had dropped
that notecase in the ditch, 1t was pro-
hably still there, aa the ditch was deep
and thick with nettles and ferns. No
passer-by was litkely to have spotied it
there.

But Bob was puzzled and YWharton
rathar doubtful.

Bob certainly had rather exerted him-
self in heaving that mysterious practical
joker out of the ditch. Still, the note-
case had been in an inside pocket, and
it was odd enough if it had fallen out
unassisted

Wun, with his gleight-of-hand trickery,
could have “ lifted ** it easily enough, as
he had lifted the butterseoteh from
Bunter's pocket. And the Chinese
junior, though guite a gaod fellow and
very much liked in the Hemove, was not
exactly like other Greyfriars fellows in
many ways, He had rather an Oviental

*He, he,

and

disregard For the facts sometimes, and,
in the mat*er of playing practical jokes,
be would roll out lies as recklessly as
Billy Bunter

Harry Wharton could not help zus-
pecting that this was more likely to
prove a practical joke on Wun's part
than anything else, and he had, there-
fore, little expectation of finding the fost
notecase in the ditch.

“That silly ass, with his silly tricks”
grunted Eng as they tramped up the
road in the blaze of the September sun.

“Well, Wun's a Chinee, and they
stretch it a bit in the East,” said Harry.
“Wun’s never been able to understand
quite that fellowa don't tell £bs, even (o
pull a joke”

“Eh—I wasn't s gakin%
head! 1 was speaking of that spoofing
fool in the check cap” grunted Bob.
“YWhat the dickens could any chap have
played such a potty prank for1”

“0Oh, that chap 1" said Harry. "Good-
ness knows! If we find him hangiug
about again, we'll bump him for it

“I'll jolly well puneh his gilly head if
I ever ees him again—J} know that!”
growled Bob, little dresming at that
moment where and when he was
destined to see that peculiar youth
again.

They reached the spot, close by the
cpening of the footpath in Wimford
Wood, where mysterious practical
iﬂkﬁr had been helfad out of the ditch.

t was easy enough to locate the exact
spot from the trampled ferns and
nattlea,

Lmkiniaduw, only nettles and ferns
were to seen. I the notecase was
there, it was well hidden from view.

There was nothing for it but to jum
down and root about among the thick
growths in the ditch—not a pleasaint
task among the stinging nettles,

“Leave i to me,™ sald Bob.

“Rot 1" answered Harry.

And they both jumped in,

Bob's blua eyes were glinting with
wrath as he searched and rooted and
stung his hands with nettles,

He did not, like his chum, doubt Wun
Lung’s denial of having played & trick
on him, so he was convinced that the
notecase had dropped from his pockct
during his heity work in the ditch,

Had such an accident happened while
he was helping out a fellow who was
really damaged, Beb would not have
minded at all; his good nature was
unlimited. But to be given this un-
pleasant and worrying task because a
perfect stranger had played an idiolic
practical joke on him and his friends
was intensely annoying.

Bob was very keen to find the nole-
casze, as he was not over-blessed with
cash:; but he would almost rather havae
spotted the check cap and punched the
head that wore it —

For a good half-hour the two juniors

of Wun, fat-
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rooted in that ditch, making themselves
dusty and grubbr, and collecting any
number of stings from the nettles and
a pgood allowance of seratches from

thornz. Fven that would not have bean
£0- had they found the notecase.
But they did not find it.

“0Oh, chuek it. old man!™ said Bob,

at last. “Goodness knows where the
beastly thing dropped! I'm fed.up if
you are |

Wharton was more than willing to
chuck it, as he had less doubt than ever,
by that fime, that the notecase was in
the keeping of Wun Lung.

He had wvery little doubt that Bob
would find it later, certainly not in that
diteh, but f;:»1'r:-l:!u.tl.!:-l:.r in his hat, or tied to
the tail of his jacket, or folded up in
his pyjamas when he went to bed.

Porhaps Bob shared that suspicion
now, for 1t really seemed impossible
that that meticenlous search could have
failed to uncarth the notecase, had it
been there.

Both were glad, at all events, to be
done with the hot, dusty, unpleasant
task of rooting through the ditch, where
ther had stirred up & myriad insecls
that buzeed and hummed about them.

They gladly turned back towards the
road, to clamber outb of the ditch.

Honk, honk, honk!

“Hallo halle, halloi™
Bob. * k out!™ 3

A dozen or more cars and molor-bikea
had passed, during their dip in the
ditch, unheeded, But they had to heed
the motor-bike that came in sight as
they lifted their heads abeve the level of
the road.

For one thing, the rider thereof was
known to them—being no other than
Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form at
Greyiriars School. For another, the
mator-bike was carcering wildly,

Whether it had skidded, whether some
deep rut in the road had diseoncerted
Coker, or whether Coker fancied that
this was the way to handle a stink-bike
they did net know, but as theg looked
at the machine roaring towards them
they were thankful that there was no
other traflic on the road just then,

The motor-bike shot across to one side
of thoe road, and then zigzagged acrosa
to the other. It marrowly missed the
edge of the ditch, and roared out into
the middle of the road again.

B“hﬂtink here till he's passed |” gasped

0

ik

ejaculated

ou bet!” y

With Coker on the read on that zig-
zagging bike, the ditch was the safest
place at the moment. Coker seemed to
want all the road, and a little over.

It was only cautious to remain in the
ditch till he was past. But even that
caution did nob, as it turncd out, save
them. The motor-bike roared across the
road and roared back, and this timoe it
did not misa the edge of the ditchl

Exactly what happencd the juniors
could hardly ece, it happened soc
quickly. But there was a crash and a
wild splutter, and Coker flew off the
bike—almost somersaulting.

Where the bike went, Wharton and
Bob did not know. But they kpew
where Coker went—for he landed on
them with a terrific erash, knocked both
of them backwards into the bottom of
the ditch, and sprawled on them there!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Cheeking Coker !

i OH 1
(¥ ] {'W EJ!‘
“You mad idiot |™

“Gerroff |
Coker sat up dazedly.

EVERY SATURDAY

Apills on his motor-bike were no
new thing to Coker of the Greylriars
Fiith. is pals in that Form—FPotter
and Greene—had a fixed belief that
there was such a thing ass fool’s luclk,
and that old Horace had an inordinate
share of it~otherwise, it was imposzible
to account for Coker coming back in
one picce after a spin on that bike !

Coker ab this thrilling moment was
gtill in one piece, but he felt as if he
was in several. zat up and gasped.

Af such a moment of wild and dizzy
confusion he was not likely to notive
Wh[‘-atll‘i hle gat on. But Bob ?1 erry c:iuld
nob _help noticing it, as it happened to
he Bﬂh% face. ] FEY

There was an sgonized gasp under
ﬂukﬁt‘a as Bob's head was driven deeper

into dry mud snd mnettles, antz and

earwigs.

Bob kicked and struggled wildly.

“Ob erumbs ! gasped Coker, *“Ch
erikey ! Oh™

“Gerroff 1" ghricked Wharton.

Coker's long legs were across his face,
and Coker's large feet resting on his
waisicoat.

Coker blinked round dizzily as he
made the interesting discovery that he
wes not alone in the diteh.

He staggered up.

., You potty chump |” gasped Harry
Whaorton, struggling to a sitting posi-
tion., “You mad jabberwoek | Ow I

s Urrgﬁh " gurgled Bob. *“ Gurrggh!
Oooogh 1

Coker stared at them., e realiséd,
with great relief, that he was still in one
piece, though he had an ache or & pain
in nearly every section of his bulky and

urly person,

“CGroyfriars fags[™ he eaid breath-
lessly.  “My hat! What the thump
were you sticking in this ditch for i

&4 Keepmf out of the wav of a
dangerous lunatic 1" gasped Harey,

M Urerggh 1" grunted Bob.,  *“Wait

till T gerrup! I'Ml knock vour silly face
through the back of sour silly licad!
Ooogh 1™

“Don't be cheeky !™ said Coker.

Ho serambled out of the diteh. He
nttered & series of yelps as he
serambled. No bones were broken, for-
tunately ; but every one felt as if it was
broken in three or four places. Coker
limped and tottered as he moved on
towards his wrecked jigger.

Ho was anxiouz about that jigper.
He had reason to bo anxtous! It lav
half-in the ditch, 8 dozen feet gaway, and
had ceased to splutter,

What Coker did not know about
motor-bikes would have filled hugs
volumes. But even Coker could see that
that jigger required a lot of attention
bafore it became a going concern again.
Ha gazed ab it with kmitted brow.
~ Wharton and Bob Cherry were slower
in getting out of the ditch. They were
winded, and had as many aches snd

ains as Coker. They wera feelin

ad!_f damaged—but conseious chiefly o
8 wild desire to grab Coker of tha Fifth
and reduce him fo a state of cats'-meat.

“Oh! Owl Wow!" gasped Bob as
they dragged themselves into the road.
“Oh, my hat ] Oh crumbs ! Oh scissors!
Jevver seo such a mad idiot?”

TWait fall I ge{: my wind " gasped
Wharton, “We'll strew the blithering
idiot all aver the shop!™

Coker did not heed them. Forgetful
of the jumiors, forgetiul, apparently, of
his own aches and pains, he gazed
sorrowfully at the disabled jigger.

_The Remove fellows rubbed damaged
places and iﬂ-& d for breath.

Coker looked round at them at last,

“That fool!” he said. “That ass!
A fellow who can't drive a bike gughtn't
to be sllowed on the road! Did yoo
eéea him §"

7

. “We saw a fool and an ass, and we
jolly well think he oughtnt to be
allowed on the road|” gasped Bob.

“Wall, he nearly ran into me,” said
Coker. * Just because I happened to be
on the wrong side of the road, wou
know! No end of a narrow shave!
Getting out of the silly fool's way, 1
skidded 1 Now look at jigger 1"

“0Oh 1" said Harry. ?“{’au ghidded 1"

*Didn't fm sea me

gh

“I thought you fancied that was the
way to drive & stink-bike."
“Don't be cheeky, Wharton ! said

Coker frowning. “ We're not at school

now, but if you think you can chesk a

Fifth Form man in the hols, I'll whop
rou, just as spon as if you wera at
revfriaral Mind that |

Coker looked at the bike again. It
geemed to worry him.

“Are we anywhere near a town?” he
asked. "I suppose you know this part
of the country, as you'fe here| What 1"

“About a coupls of miles from Wim-
ford,” answered Harry. “That's by the
road | Wou can save half the distanco
by taking that footpath.”

“Oh!" said ker. “Thanks! T
shall have to hoof 1t] I shall have io

send & man from s garage for thas
jigger. I can't leave it hera alone,
though. You kids can stay and watch
it for o till T get back.”

“ What 1"

_Wharton and Bob Cherry were con-
sidering just then to exactly what extent
they were going to slaughter Coker as
soon as they recovered their wind. Cer-
tainly they were not thinking of sitting
round keeping watch on Coker'a jigger,
while old Horace went to fetch a man
from a gara

to render first aid. They
blinked at

orace Uoker.

“Don’t you understand?” snapped
Coker pestily. **Make yourselves usagle“
I want you to say here and keep an eye
on this bike till I get back from the
parage., Seel”

“ Oh crumbs " gasped Bob.

“Oh scissors 1" gasped Wharton.

“Don't leave it for a minute,” said
Colker. Apparanfl.{i/ Ceoker considered
the matter scttled. “Don’'t wander
away and forget it, like the silly,
thoughtless fags you arel Some tram
might come along and pineh things o
it. That footpath? All right!”

Coker turned away briskly to tramp
inte the shady footpath—leaving the
two juniora to mind the dismantled
jigger. _

They stared blankly at his burly bacl.
Then Bob velled: |

“ Hold on, Coker I ]

“Eh, what?” Coker turned back irrit-
ably. "What iz it? I've got no time
for silly jaw ! What—"

“You've got it 8 bit wrongl”
explained Bob. “ We're not going to sit
here watching your tank! We're going
o, as fast as we jolly well can, to geb
soma embroeation to rub on the bumps
and bruises you've coverad us with. But
hefore we go, we're golng to up-end you
into the ditch, as a lesson to youl”

“Whr, wvou cheeky little rotter!™

asped Coker. “I'll—I'll jolly well—=

Faraol | Yoo-hooop 17

The juniovs rushed together.

Coker was standing on the plank, by
which the diteh was crossed, to reach
the footpath. He could not have been
more favourably placed for their
PAFPOSC,

Before Coker guite knew what was
happening, he was barged off the plank,
mnd went backwards inie the ditch—
settling down gracefully among nettles,
thorns, and the myriads of insects that



Wharton and Bob had Been stirring up
for 1he last half-hour,

“Yoo-hoop | came a roar from the
diteh. "Ow! I'm stung! Wow!
Hlow these dashed nettles]l Owil Il
smtach you—I'll spiflicate youl I—J-—
Ow! Wowl Ooooooogh!

Wild rustling and
heard in-the diteh.

Wharton and Bob did not stay to
listens to it, however, They had more
bruizes then they could bave counted,
without going into high figures, and they
wore anxious to get some embrocation,
They walked quickly away in the direc-
tion of Wharton Leodge, leaving Coker
to wrestle with the netiles and the msect
world.

“F—=I—T'lI—" gasped Coker, az he
sorambled, at long last, out of the ditch.

He glared round for the juniors.
They were already at a distance, and
fading out of the picture. Coker made
a stride in pursait—Dbut stopped. With
a lumping leg, and inowwerable other
casunlties, Coker was not in condition
for a hot chaze. And there was his bike
to think of.

S0 he shook a hip fist after the vanish-
ing juniors, in lien of pursuit, leaving
their just punishment over till the first
day of terin at Greyfriars. Then, red
and wrathful, breathless and limping,
Horace Coker plunged into the shady
footpoth, {o tramp & weary mile to
Winiford.

serambling wag

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

URREE JAMSET RAM
SINGH glanced into Wharton's
“den,” and his dushy eyebrows
wera lifted in surprise.

There waa a scent of embroecation in
ihe air, and two junmiora were rubbing
bruises.

“That ass Coker 1™

“That bhithering chump Coker I

“I'm glad we barged him into the
ditch, anyway I

“Yea, rather! Blow him!"

The iwo juniors were making these
remarks alternately, ss they rubbed
bruises,

“My esteemed chums,” murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur, “has there been a
lamontable and ludicrous aecident 7

“Oh! That you, Inky?” Bob Cherry
looked round. *“That dummy, Coker of
the Fifth—*

“That dangerous maniac, Coker of the
Fitth——"" seid Wharton.

Between them, they told the nabob
what had happened.

Hurvea Jamset Ram BSingh listened
with sympathy. But the two juniors,
occupied as they were with their own
damages, could sce that there was some
other matter on his mind. He was mov-
ing about the room, glancing to and
fro, as if in search of something.

“Did you come in for something
speeial, Inky?7” asked Harry. * Look-
ing for anything 1

“1 seem to have lost my alsurd
wallet,” mmrmured the nabob. “I have
looked everywherefully, and thoughs
that pérhaps it had drvopped in this
room—="

“0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob.
“You, too! When did you losze it1*

Hurree Singh shook his dusky head.

“I missed it when I took off my
jacket to play absurd tennis,” he
answered. “It was in the pocket after
luneh, Lut I have not seen it sincefully.”

Wharton and Bolb Cherry exchanged
a glance.
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" Well, Inky never dropped it in that
diteh, if you dropped vours there, Bob,”
said Harry, “and it’s pretty clear now
that you didn't. I'm afraid there's a
practical joker about.”

“Wun wouldn't be such a fool 1 said
Bob  upeasily, *“He Jarked with
Bunter’s butierseotch, but he wouldn't
lark with fellows' wallets,”

But Bob spoke without convietion.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh continued
ta look round Wharion's sitting-room.
But he did not rveally expect to hnd the
waliet there—and he did not find it.
_Johnny Bull and Nugent came 1n, and
threw down their rackets. Johnny had a
frown on his face.

“1 don’t like this sort of lark!” he
announced.,

“What ?"” asked Harry.

“ Ay purse is gone I grunted Johnuz.

“Oh erikey ¥ .

“It was in my pocket this afternoon,”
saicd Johnny Bull. “I never dropped it
helping that ass out of the ditch, even if
Bob dropped his notecase—and I dou’t
Lelieve he did, now !

“That idiotic Chinee!” said Harry.
“¥You lost anything, Frank?”

“1 don’t think so,” answered Nugent.
“Not that I know of, at any rate.”

* Hetter make sure, I think,” gruniced
Johnny Bull.

“Oi, all right 17

Frank Nugent ran his hands through
Lis pockets. A peculiar cxpression came
over his face,

“Oh crikey! You lost a notecase,
too ¥ asked Bob.

“E":;:’.'r. I hadn't one about me. DBut

“What iz it?” asked Harry quietly.

*1 had a fountsin-pen in my jacket
pocket | And—and some half-erowns in
my waisteoat ot

“Are they pone?”

“¥es,” said Nugent, with a grimace.

“You'd better go through your
nockets, Wharton,” said Johnny Bull.
“Bomebody seems to have been making
a vlean sweep.”

“0fr, my hat! 1 had that fver my
uncle gave me—""

Harry Wharton began a hasty search,
An expression of inlense annoyance
cama over his face,

“Gone?” asked Bob.

£ 13 ?’EE !?I .

“A fivert” exclaimed Nugent.

" Yes [

“T'll jolly well lick him!”* said
Juohnny, “A lark’s a lark; but playing
tricks with money isn’t & lark. Even
Elunt;ar would bave too much scnse for

at I

“Well, it’s only a lark, though a fat-
headed one,” said Harrv. “I supposo
the voung ass will play some trick with
tha things, as he did with Bunter’s
h_ttt.lt‘re,rsmtch. They will turn up all
Ij t!”l

ut it was hardly possible to help
feeling annoyed. Even the cheery Bob
wag irritated. That misadventure in the
ditch, and a collection of bumps and
bruises, was due to the search for Bob's
missing notecase—which it was gquite
clear now that he had not dropped b
accident. Obviously, fivae fellows woul
not have drdpped their valuables by
accident at the same fime.

“Hold on, though,” said Bob slowly.
“1 can't quite make it out. We all
saw Wun snaffle Bunter's butterscotch—
e pushed against him on purpose. He
nf.':’ar pushed against me, that I know
0 !

“Well, 1t scems pretty clear,™ said
Harry., “He's as light-fingered as a
monkey. He's been with us all the
afternoon, and be must have had & lot of

chances, Anyhow, where are thoe things,
if it wasn't Wun i

"I say, you fellows™ Billy Bunter
rolled i and blinked round inguisitively
throueh his big spectacles * What aro
you all locking =0 jolly savage abouti”

“Tha savagefulness 13 not terrifie, my
csteemed wdiotic Buntor,” said urres
Jamset Eam Singh mildly.

“1 say, 13 theve anything up?” asked
Dunter.  “I've just seen Wun Lung
downstairs, and he was grinning like a
Cheshire cheese—I imean cat.”

Tha Famous Fiva exchanged glances,
In the circumstances, they mu!ﬁ guess
what Wun had been grinning at.

“Look here! Wa'd better speak lo
Wun I" growled Johnny Bull. “I had
solte pounda in my purse, and that's not
tha sort of thing I want tied on to the
tail of my jacket |

“Hallo, hallo,
comes [V

The little Chince came in.

The juniors locked at Lim in silence.
Wun was grinning all over bhis little
vellow face, as if in enjoyment of a joke.
His slanting eyes twinkled at the chums
of the Remove.

“Plenty good jekee,” he remarked.
"Bamea jokes me playee on ole fak
Bimtee. Tinkee velly funnes™

“Well, you may think it funpy—"
Legan Johnny Bull

*Chuek it, old man!™ interrupled
Bok. “ A joke's only a joke, after all
But vou're rather an ass, Wun, lo lark
with money.”

Wun's slanting eyes opened wide.

“Me no larkee,” he said. “ You felleo

hallo! Ilero ho

larkee 1™

“Wha-a-t 7"

“Tinkee findea ‘long tail ’loug
jacket,” said Wun, *XNo findec! Whas
vou do 'long wallet b'long ma ¥

The Famous Five suimply bhinked.

Wun gave them a perplexed look,

“Wan fellee takee waillet B'long me?™
e asked. “ Playee jokeo all samee me
playee 'long cle fat Buntee ™

“You—vou—you've lost a wallet?”
rasped Dob.

“No losee—no can find. Wallet 'long
pocket blong me. Felleo takee—'long
playvee jokee 'long this Ii'll Chinee,”

There was & dead silence in the
room. Lven Eillf' Bunter was silent,
blinking at the little Chines through
his big spectacles,

Wun’s little yellow face was growing
very perplexed. He stared at ouo

fellow after another,
If he wero to be believed, he had

misscd his  wallet, like ths other
fellows, and hed been grinming over
what he regarded as a practical joke

on him.

But, in the strange circumstances, it
was & httle diffieult to believe him,
In the party st Wharton Lodge thero
was no fellow e:ne'?t Wun_Lunf wio
had the peculiar skill te relieve fellows
of their possessions undetected, And
only teo well, they knew that, on the
subject of veracity, Wun's ideaa
savoured of the East rather than of
the West.

In more important matters he was
the soul of honour; but in carryving
out & practical joke he would utter
the most barefaced fibs with an in-
nocent face. Somehow or other, he
never could get it into his Oriental
mind that it was wrong to tell un-
truths in any circumstances whatever,

“You felloe no talkee?” asked Waun,
at last.

The juniors hardly knew what to
answer, They did not believe that
Wun's wallet was gone, for certsinly
thera was nobodvy at YWharton Lodge



** Hurt your leg, have you ? ** said Coker, glaring down at the man In the grass.
that, my pippin ! ** Coker kicked Jimmy the Rat on the thigh, and the unscrupulous rascal let out a tearful yell,
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“ That belped ? *’ asked the Greyfrlars Fifth-Former genially.

who could have relioved him of it
How could it be gonet

“"You no takee?” repeated Wun.
His face was grave now. “If you nmo
takee, 'long jokee, mo losce.

“Look here, Wun!” gsaid Johnny
Bull grimly; and this timo Bob did
not interrupt him.  “This has t%unu
far enough. You can lark with o
follow's tuck, or his hat, or his hand.
kerchief, but you ought lo have sense
encugh to leave his money elone.
Iland over the things, and don’t play
the fool any morc—sece?"” ;

“Me no savvy !’ eaid Wan, staring.

“We've all had our pockets picked,
Wun,”" said Ilarry Wharton gquietly.
“We know it's only a jokc, of coursc,
and we're not shirty about it But
hand over the things, old chap, and
chuck it 1"

“Me ne savyy,” repeated Wun, look-
ing bewildered, “You no tinkee this
}i'll Chinee pickee pocket blong you "

“Well, we don't think we did il
oursglves,” said Johuny Bull sarcastic.
ally. “¥our joke on DBunter was
fonoy; but this iso’t funny. This is
fatheaded! Look here, I want my

urse, and I'tn not going to walt till

find it pinned to the tail of my
jacket=—goe ¥’

Wun looked at himp, and at the other
fellows in turn. His little yellow face
wae a2 scrious uow as thht of a graven
Inage.

“You tinkes me pickce pocket?'’ ho
lﬁ +
“Wa think you've been larking”
gaid Bob hastily.

“Ae tellee you me no larkees”

“0Oh, don't Le an ass?' exclaimed
Johnoy Bull. *Last term you got
Wibley's hanky off him, and when ho
asked you, wyou told him you'd never
touched it. You hid Quelch’s eane,
and swore vou'd nevor been in the

to hiz

Form-roomn. ¥You put an inkpot into
Wingate's pocket, and he nover licked
you, though he jolly well knew ryou
did it, because you said you didn’t.”

Wun's lip quivered.

“Tellee lety big lie, 'long jokee,™
he suid, “But me never tell lic 'long
fliend hlqn%_ me. Ole Bob Chelly no
tinkee this li'll Chince tell him lie t”

Bob Dbreathed rather hard, To the
other fellows the thing looked as clear
as daylight. So, in fact, 1t did fo
Bob. But, at the samc time, the dis-
tressed pleading in Wun's face went

weark.

“MNo,” sald Bob. Ile eaid it with
an cffort, but he =aid it, and meant it,
“If you give me yvour word, Wun, I
belirve you”

“Mo givee
Chelly.”

“Thal's good enough.” sail Bob.

It was good enough for Bob, because
he was determined that it should bo

ood enough. It was not good cnough
or the other fellows, and their looks
cxpreszod as aouch, very. plainly,

Wun gave cach face a look iu turn;
then, without speaking again, he went
guietly from the room.

There was o grita silence, broken by
I5illy Buntez.

*“ He, ho, he!”

I'ive fierce glares were turncd on the
cackling Owl.

“You urglin? %ram us, what aro
¥t gurgﬁng at?"” hissed Bob.

I, he, he! chortled DBunter,
“Borve you jolly well right!  You
cackled when Wun played that rotien
trick on mo. It's my turn now, Ile,
he, hel®™

“Bhut up!” roarcd Johnny Bull

“He, he, he!”

“Jt—it's only a falleaded joke"
said Ilarry Wharton. “Phe  things
will turn up. I wish that young ass

word. 'lung ole Dob

“ 1"l glve you all the help you need.

.' ﬁj\t"ﬂﬁ "

)

K

n

Take
“ Oooooch | ™
* Try another ! "

would pick up the difference between
truth and lies, though.”

“I've taken his word,” grunted Bob.

“Then where are the things ™

“What's the good of msking me? 1
don’t koow.”

“IL de,” said Johnny Ball. “* Wun's
got them. I've no doubt they'll turn
up sooner or later. He's not a thick,

suppose! ~ We can’t do _anything
hore; but if wo were at Groyfriars
now, I'd jolly well boot him up and
down the Remove passape (ill  he
ghelled out!*

“T szay, you foellows——"

“8Shut up, Bunter ™

“Shan't ! I say, if Wun's been
picking your pockets, and doosn't give
vou the things back, that's pinching,'
said Bunter. “You ecan jolly well
scowl as much as  vou gike, Bob
Chervy; but 1 say it, and I mean itl
I don't want to miss my watch. My
uncle gave twenty-five pounds for this
watch—"

“Ho was
pounds  sevepteen - and
growled Johnny Bull,

“Beast 1| A fellow doesn’t expect {o

done out of twenby-four
-8ix,  then,”

Bave his pockets picked, staying with
a school pal on & _holiday,” said Billy
Buuter lofiily. "It's not thoe sort of

thing that happens at Bunter Court, I
can tell yau, I don't want to be un.
pleasant, Wharton, but I'm bound to
say that I don't like this"

“Will you shut up?” asked Harry.

"No," eaid Bunter firmly:; Y1
wot'tl No pood telling me that that
heathen’s larking with your money,
when he's got it and won't give it
back, and tells lies about it 1

“Fe hasn't pot itl” hissed Bob.

HAIl these fellows know he has,'
answercd Bunter calmly. "'ﬁrtgi it'a as
plain as wour face—which is

ﬁiﬂ-iﬂ
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enough—he, he, he '—that he's going
to stick to it. Well, I don't want my
watch to follow your money. I'm ex-
pecting a postal order, too”

“Give us a restl” ;

“I'm bound to spesk oumt plainly.
Wharton, in these circumstances. T'min
hooked to stay here till the end of
{ha hols. I've said I would, and I
wil, But 1 can’t stay in_the same
housa with & pickpocket. ¥ou can't
expect it, I'm not geing to risk losing
my gold watch that my father gave
Uity guincas forl”

b (\;h crikoy '

o ither Wuu leaves the house, or [
do1* saxd Buuter firmly., “I'm sorry,
and all that, but I can't say anything
else, and you can't expect it."”

Harry Wharton gave the fat Ouwl of
the Rewove a look, Then he glavced
round the room.

“Cliuck  over
Franky i” ho said. )

“Keep to ihe pomnt, ﬂll:‘u.aﬂ." sald
Bunter, “You needn’t bother about
timoe-tables now, Wharton.  This has
got lo bo scitled.™ .

“The time-table will setile it said

Lthat time-table,

Harry. ” “I'm poing to look out o
train=—

“Ol, thait's all right!"”"  asssented
Bunter, “If you're gomg to look out

a train for Wun—"

“I'm not!” answered Wharton

rimly. “I'm going to look out a train
or you, Buntep."

s E'h ?.11'

Wharton glanced over the
table. i =

*“Will the six-thirty suit youi" he
asked.

Billy Bunter blinked at him. [Ilo
logked as if the six-thirty would pot
suit bim,

“(Oh, really, Whartonl If you mean
that you've keoping Wun here—"'

IFI dﬂ‘.”

“Well, lock herve, if you fellows can
lake Wun's pocket-picking as a joke,
I—I suppose can,”’ said Buntor,
“Tll gsk yowr uncle to lock up iny
things for me in hls safe.”

“Tf you say a single word on the
subject to my uncle.’” said Harry
Wharton deliberately, "I'll kick you
all the way to Wimford to cstch your
train 1” ] i .

“What I mean js, I think it would
bo better to keep this disgraceful sort
of thing to ourselves. After al, that
wretched heathen doesn’t know any
better,” said Bunter. “If I can make
allowances for him, I suppoze you
fellowe can do the same, as you're not
so particular ss I am. Better let the
subject drop, I think., It's not the
sort of thing 1 care to discuss, really.”

And Billy Bunter rolled ocut of the
rooin, ovidently anxious to kecp clear
of that time-tahle and six-thirty trains.

Tho Ifamous Five were left looking
at one another in grim, glum sileuge.

tire-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Precious Palr!
(14 Elp®
S Horaco Coker stared round
him.

He had supposed himself to
be alone 1n the dﬂﬂ{.‘l, dusky wood, and
that sudden veoiee o

ose at hand rather
gtartled him.
Coker had covered about half the

distance along that shady footpath to

Wimford when he stopped to  rest.

Coker, aa a rule, was no end of 8 walker

-—a milo was nothing to him, and five

miles very little, SBHI; circumatances
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alter cases. Uoker was brawny, and
Coker was tough, but even Coker could
not bo pitched headlong off a spilled
wetor-bike without getting hurt.

Coker had limped half a mile with o
pain in a demaged knee,

He had other pains and other aches,
but the one in his right kneo was really
ithe limit.

That brawny leg was bending under
him and slmost tollapsing. For half &
mile Coker plugged on grimly; but the
twinges grew altogether too severe, and
ha sat down lo rest st last and caress
his knee

Ie sat in thick grass béside the foot
path lcaning back against the gnarled
trunk of an ancient and immense oak.

‘All Coker noticed about that oak was
that it was convenlent &3 a support for
his burly back, ho did not notice that
it was a piganiic tree, overtopping the
wliole womﬁ a landmark visible miles
away—and ho would not have DLeen
interested had he noticed it.  That,
heing so conspictious, it might very
likely be used a. & plece of appoint-
ment casily found in the wood might
have occurred to Coker had he thought
sbout it—which he did not.

Coker was thiukmgﬁ of his game lo
which was quite sulficient as food for
thought. He had been rubbing it gently
for about a quarter of an hour when
that voice from the other side of tho
oak fell on his large ears. _

Hea stared round, secing only the big
trunk of the oak. Somcone had stopped
on the other side of it and was ﬂ-feak-
ing to someons >lse, that was clear;
but why that someone was telling the
someone olse to skip was a mystery to
Coker. On the narrow footpath, cn-
oroached upon on both sides by
branches and twigs, there was not much
voomn for skipping even if a fellow had
a fancy to skip—which was unusual.

It was o man's voice that spoke; it
was a boy's voice that answered.

“Oh, 'ere you arve, Jimmy ¥

“"Here I s, 8kip.”

Then it dawned on Coker that Skip
wis & hanie—or, at least, a nicknaio
that belon to the boy.

Both voives were strangoe to Coker's
oars, But had IHacrry Wharion & Co.
been thera they would have recogniszed
tho voice of the Loy in the check cap.

“"Fad any luck, Skipi”

Coker heard a chuckle,

“Jimmy, old man, I struck the most
inngcent  party  you ever ‘card or
dreamed of," said Skip. “*Arf o dozen
schoolboys, they was: well-off blokes,
by the way they panned out. Thao
wust off of thoe lot "ad a fountain-pen
and three *arf-crowns in his rags.”

Clokor gave a stavk

Horace Coker had no desive what-
over to hear conversation not intended
for his extensive cars. Flo had been
going io give & cough or a grunt to
apprise the speakers that he wos there;
now he neither coughed nor grunted.

“8ame old pame™ went on the
chuckling wolce of tho young rascal
called 8kip. “T "ad a tumble and 'urt
my leg, and they all ’elped me—like
the kind-'carted coves they was  Lhey
‘elped ma out of a dileh and "elpod mo
fo & log to sit down, they did—and
they naver knowed I was "elping wmyself
all the time’

Caker heard anothar
time from the man.

He knitted his browa.

Coker was not quick on the uptake,
but it was guite clear o him that he
wag listening to o couple of rascally
pickpockets.

He stretched “his neck and looked
round the tresa-frunk.

chucklo—this

Hardly ten fect from him, on the
other side of the csk and half-hidden
by bracken. he saw rbe two rascals.

Neithor of them was lecking in his
dircction, and Coker glared at them
LI TR,

The maen was a horsey-looking
fellow with a bowler at a rakish angle
on & shiny head aad little sharp, black
ayes that lockes like a rat's ]

The boy locked about fifteen with a
chubby anc rather good-leaking face,
bright eyes, and a check cap, striped
waistcoat, and a te-pin of such massive
structure that it must have been worlh
a lot of money if it were worth any-
thing at all—which was doubtful.

On his looks Coker would rather
have likea the boy; but tho man
locked what he evidenily was—a furtive
scoundrel at his best, a gullying footpad
&t hi: worst.

Coker had pever seen him before,
but there were a good many deteciive
officers ali over the kingdom well aec-
quainted with Jimmy the Rat, Dut
after what he had hesrd Coker could
hardly have doubted what the man was
aven if he had not looked tho part.

" Wall, come on 8kip,” the man said;
and even as Coker stared at them they
turned away sod went up the footpalh
together,

n & few moments they were lost to
Coker’'s mght

Coker grunted. .

“Precious pair! That kid ought to
be at Borstal and that man in chokey
grunﬁfd Coker. "Pickpockets, by
gum 1™

Clearly the pair were pickpockets,
who had doubtless been working ot
their peculia: trade in different places
and had met at the big oak by appoint-
ment sfterwards,

Coker frowned

That young rascal who was called
Skip evidently had stolen money on
him ot that very moment, and there
was little doubt that the man he called
Jimmy was a similar case. Any law-
abiding citizen’s duty in such circum-
atances was to point them out to the

ice.

They had gone up the footpath
towards Wimford. That was Coker's
destination, IHis leg was still painful,
and he had intended to give it a longer

rest.  MNow, however, Colker heaved
himself 1o his fect.
If they went as far as the town

Coker knew what hoe was going to do:
lie was poing to stop the hvat policeman
e saw and draw that policeman's at-
tention to the pair of rascals.

4o Coker limped along the icotpath
as fast as Dhie game leg would allow.
'hey had a start, and it was hard
going for Coker, but he was not going
to luse thom if ha could help it

The undevgrowvths were so thick alor
the footpath, almost meeting over It
here and there that Coker made an
almost continuouw: rustle as he went,

Hec had no doubt that two such wary
vascals woula hear it and know that
mn‘;nanﬂ was following themm along the
path,

But they could not, of course, guess
that Coker bad been sitting on the
other side of the oak when they talked
under its branches; thoy had not seen
Coker and knew nothing of him.

Mot that Coker would have cared.
11iz leg was damaged, but there was
nothing the mattor with his fista. He
was quite prepared if necessary o

iteh into that rat-eved mah and knock
Eim inte & cocked hat, and the boy
after him. ,

Ho tromped on, and noted that whila

Lis own rusling accompaniment went



on, the rustle of the walkors ahead had
coused.

They had stopped. If they were, for
some reoason, waiting for him to come
up, Coker did not mind; ho was keen
to keep an eye on them.

The footpath, s littla farther on,

crossed an open plade, whero the vege-
tation fell back, leaving plenty of
gpace.

Ip that open space Coker sighted the
two again.

To his surprise, the rat-eyed man
was lying on the ground, and the boy
was bending over himn as if to help hin

—with a very keen eye on Coker as he
came at the same time.

[ jElP [t

Coker jum (.

“Elp I called out Skip again. “It's
all right, wncle, there's somebody
coming.” He rose to his feet and
dooked towards the advancing Fifil

¥ormer of Greyfriars. “Oh, sir, 'elp!
My unele's fallen down and 'urt his leg,
sir | P'raps yvou'd be so kind, sir, as
to ‘elp me set him up!?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rough on a Rat !

ORACE COKER starcd at tho
H seene in the glade,
It was quite a well-staged
BCCILE,
The rat-cyod man lay on au e¢lbow
groaning; the boy's face, under his
cheek cap, was earncst and distressed.

Had Coker comne on the scone as o
stranger—as the two rascals supposed—
he would have been taken completely
i, even more easily than MHarry Whar-
ton & Co. in the scenc on the Wimford
road earlicr that afternocon.

Undoubtedly, Coker would have
helped to raise the young raseal's
“uncle * from the ground and done all
that he could for him-—while the un-
serupulous Skip was picking Lis pockets
25 & roward,

But Coker, 5o Lo speak, know what
he knew, Having heard Skip describe
exactly how he had taken in a party
of schoolboys that afternoon and robbed
them, Coker knew just what to think
of the sceno that met his eyes now.

o marched on, his eyes glinting, his
look growing griimmner and grimmer.

Coker, who was & wealthy fellow, Lad
more meney about him than the Famous
Five. He would have been an ex.
tremely rich prize for the unscrupulous
Skip and his still more unscrupulous
and rascally associate. Bub, in view
of what Coker knew, they were not
likely to got Lis wallei from him; they
wore golng to gel somclhing much less
agreeable frown Coler.

“You'll ’elp e, sirl” said Skip,
rathor puzzled, with all Lis artfulness,
by the look on Coker's face. “My pore
5 T e

“I'l] help youl” said Coker grimly.

Skip watched bim warily. %Ie Eguld
seo that Uoker was suspicious, though ho
could not guess whyv., Colier looked
wealthy, and ke also, in 8kip’s opinion,
looked & fool. Ile was, in fuct, oxactly
the kind of follow that Jinmy the Rat
and Skip liked to meet when they were
playing this game. But the wary young
rascal could ece that something was
wrong, somelow.

“Hurt your leg, have you?" asked
Coker, glaving down at tho man in the
grass,

“¥Yes, sir,” answered Jimmy the Rat
faintly. “Caught my foot, sir, and my
ankle sort of turned. If you'd help ma
to my fcet, sir, I duire say wmny boy could
help me bome.™
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N "I'll lend a 'and, sir,” said Skip.
' Unele's too ’cavy for me on me own,
sk, but I'll lend & ‘and.”

‘Y¥ou keep eclear,” =zaid Coker. *I'll
help him up. can give him all the
help he needs, you young scoundrel!
Try that, my pippin 1”

Coker kicked the rat-eyed man on the
thigh with his undamaged leg.

Coker had a large foot and a heavy
one, It landed om  the astonished
trickstor rather like a eoke-hammer.

“0Oh smoky 'addocks ! gasped Bkip.
There was & fearful yell fromn the rat-

eyed man as he raolled over.
“That helped " asked Coker genially,

“Try another [
He kicked again with his sound leg,

hard.
Jinuny the Rat

P —

At the same time, his younger con
federate jumped behind Coker to grab
him and trip him. ;

In sny scrapo where braing were re-
quired to get a fellow out, Coker was
always at a loss. But when brawn and
muscle and pluck eould do it, Coker was
sll there, Aud they did it now!

Witk a swift back-hander, Coker sent
dAkip spinning, to crash down on his
back,

That oceupied a second, during which
Jimmy the Rat got in & couple of
punches, one of which drew a spurt of
claret from Coker's rugged nose.

But the rat-eyed man had no time for
more than that. Coker let him have left
and right like two gteam-hammers,

(Continued on next page.)

bounded to his feet,
as 1f made of india-
rubber. Keeping up
the pretence of an
injured leg was
really not practical
yolities, with

orace Coker kick-
ing him on the leg.

He bounded up
and bounded away
fromn  Coker, pant-
mg with pain and
Tago. ;

Coker grinned at
him.

“I fancied yom
could get up if I
helped you,” he

snid, still genial
“But if you want
gotne  more help,

just sing out,”

“Oh, my eyc!”
gasped Bkip,.
“'0w'd that fat’ead

ot -wise te 1, I'd
ke to know? A
fool like 'im 1™

Jimmy the Rat
rubbed his painful
thigh and panted.
ITis littlo black cyes
glittered with rape
at Coker, more like
a rat’s than ever.

you ever had.

Hiz tobaceco-

ﬂ;ﬁ&?d teeth shut “ Eifch.”
Trickery to pick

Coker’s pocket had

failed. But Jimmy

the. Rat noted two [

things — one wWas
that  Coker looked
wealthy ; the other,
that he had & game
leg, though der-
tainly ho had
kicked hard cnough
with the sound onc.

When circum-
stances were propi-
tious, Jimmy was
elways ready to
pass from trickery
to  violenece, and
clremntstpnees lonked
propitious now.
Two Lo one, in a
lonely wood, against
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Crash, crash ! went Coker's fists on the

rat-like face.

Jimimy the Rat steggered back,
splattering. He did not get in one
more blow. All his energy was required
in defence. And it did not save him.

Crash, crash, crash! went Coker’s
hefty fists,

The Rat's sharp, pointed nose was
flattened and streaming erimson; both
his eyes were already blackening; his
mouth had s list to port; his cars grew
bulbous.

Coker hit hard and hit often, knock-
iﬁ% him right and leit.

rom the point of view of wealth,
Coker was the man any footpad might
have liked to mcet. From other points
of view he was not. Jimmy the Rat had
beenn knocked about in his time more
than once, but never had he had o
awful a threshing as this, Even when.
in the welshing line, he haod been
mobbed on a racecourse, ho had not beeu
quite so hardly handled.

Coker’s fists came on him like lumps
of iron driven by steam. They crashed
and they smashed. But for the fact that
Coker’s game leg incommoded him a

deal, and enabled the wretched

at to dodge some of the punishment,

matters would have been still worse.
As it was, they were fearfully badl

Skip had picked himself up dizzily.
Ho made one attempt to rush in to the
lielp of his confederate. Another back-
hander lifted him farther than the first,
and he went down with his head spin-
ning and his nose streaming. This tune
ho stayed down.

Jimmy the Rat followed his example
at last.

Crashed and bashed and smashed, the
vaseal threw himself on the ground,
Lhowling for mercy.

Coker, panting, glared down at hiin.
Exeept for sharp twimﬁea in his gamo
log, and barking his knuckles on the
rat-ﬂfe-:l man’s foatures, Coker had
hardly suffered at all in that strenuous
combat, He was breathless, but only
from the cxertion of hard and con-
tinugus punching, ]

“Had enough, you sneaking rotter i"
gasped Cokor.

A gman was the only answer.

Cioker surveyed him grimly.

“1 was going to get you run in, at
Wimford,” heo said; “but I can’t carry
you there, aud you don't lock like walk-
ing at pires-ent. You've had a lesson, I
think. If you want any more, get up
and say go. I fancy you'll remember
this for some time, you pocket-picking
seoundrel I

The man lay panting, & heap of
damages, his rat-like eyes swollen, but
gleaming like pinpoints at Coker, with
such malevolence and rage in them, that
Coker need not have doubted that
Jimmy the Rat would remember.

Coker looked round.

*“ Ag for you, you young scoundrel—"

Skip made one bound into the thickets
and vanished.

Coker stared after him, gave tho
groaning man one more c¢ontemptuous
glare, and limped on his way to
Wimford. :

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Nieca!

H.LY BUNTER put his hand 1o
B his watch, pulled it out of his
waistcoat pocket, locked at 1t

and put it back sgain.

Always leisurely in his movemeonts,
Buntor was more than usually leisurely
as he performed that performance.

In fact, it cccupied him a full minute,
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which, for such a simple action, was
vather & largg: allowance, even for a
fellow who habitually moved like an old
tired snail,

It was the following morning.

That morning Johuny Bull was going
home to put in the last few days before
the new term with his people, and as
Johnny's home was up in Yorkshire, Lo
had to cateh a fairly early train.

‘His friends went to the station with
him to see him of at Wimford. Wun
Lung stayed behind.

Bunier went—chiefly because Coloncl
Wharton drove the party into the town
in hiz car, aud Bunter preferred to tako
his morning exercisze sitting down.

Alse, perhaps, Bunter found a little
harmless and necessary entertainment in
worrying tho other fellows.

They ﬁud langhed like a lot of hycnas
when Wun played that trick on Buuter
with the butterscotch, Neow 1t was
Bunter’s turn.

‘That little Chincse beast had pulled
his leg, and the cther fellows had
roared with langhter; o now that they
were the victims, the fat Owl had an
amiable desire to rub it in.

He mentioned before they started thab
he thought he'd better come, because
Wun Lung was staying in, and he didi't
want to be left alone with a fellow who
picked pockete.

In the car ha dared not mention the
matter for the colonel to hear, because
he was aware that if he did he would
catch a train that day a3 well us Johnny.
But he kept the fellows on tenterhooks
on the subject. A dozen times, at least,
he began and stopped short.

It was & relief to the Fomous Five
when the colonel r.lrﬂp'? d the party ut
the station, said good-bye to Johuny,
and drove away.

It was then that Bunter performed his

performaence witlh his watch. He was
cxamiming that valuable article to make
sure {hat it was safe, and he went on
examining it till he was sure that all
the juniors had noticed the wetiou. This
was Bunter's E]casant way of drawing
attention to the fact that he did wot
consider his personal possessions safe ab
Wharlon ge. It was mieant to causo
general annoyauce, in which it sueceeded
perfectly.
Ifarry Wharton breathed hard and
deep. Bob Cherry half-lifted his foot
and dropped it again. The other threa
glared at Buuier.

“Te's safe,” said Bunter.

“VYou fat idict—" began Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! ¥You mayu't
mind losing vour notecase with a nnser-
able thirty bob in it, but & twenty-
gninca gold watch is rather different.
I'm not goiug to have this watch
pinched, if I can help it”

“Let's get in” eaid Harry abruplly.
“1°11 wait here,” said Bunler cheer-
fully. “I suppose we're having a taxi
hm:ﬁ, as your umele’s pone—and
suppose you wol'l expeet 8 guest to
pay for it.” ]
'i"lte Famous Five went
station without rveplying. o
Billy Bunter, never the jolliest of
compauy, was rather getting on their
nerves simee the unpleasant affair of
the missing property.  What lad
happened was bad cnougl, without
Bunter making the very worst of it
Jolmmy Bull was rather grim and
glum. ]
‘The juniers had expected, before s,
to seo the missing property turn up.
Bob took Wun's word on the subject,
beeguse he was resolved 1o do so—but
even Bob, at the back of his mind,
rather expected to find his wallet in
some absurd place—rolled up in_his
pyjsmas, or stuck in his Lat, Nowe

into  the

of the missing articles had reappesred,
however; and Wun had said nothing on
the subject—or any other. Since that
little scene inm Wharton's den the
previous day, the Chiness junior had
axchan no word with his friends—
lim b not even sald good-bye to
Johnny Bull.

Johnny, a practical youth, wanted his
purse before he left. He did not think
much of practical jokes, avyhow; and
practical jokes witf'l money scemed fo
him merely silly. And keeping up a
joke to this Jength, and telling lies
about it, ‘Eut Johnny into his grimmest
mood. There were several pounds in
his purse, and Johnny had not the
slightest doubt that the purse was in
Wun's pocket. He did not think thag
Wun meant to “pinch ™ it—but Billy
Bunter did, or affected to do so—and
really, it was hard to kuow what to say
in reply to Bunter. A fellow who
bagged another fellow's money, snd
denied that he had it, was surely open
to suspicton. :

“I'm sorry for this, Johnny, old
man,” said H&n?', as they walked om
tho platform with plenty of time for
the train., "I can’t understand Wun
keeping it up like this. I'm afraid my
uncle would be fearfully annoyed if he
heard of it—thanks for saying nothing
about it, anyhow.”

“I'm not Bunter,” grunted Johnny.
“All the same, I don't like it. I
suppose that polty young ass is gomg
to give it back to me ot school, next
term—it's only a few days now. If e
calls that a jokoe—" )

“The jokefulness is net terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamsei Ram Singh
with a shake of his dusky head.

“ Anyhow, it's only a Joke, potty as
it is,” said Nugent.

irunt from Johnng.

“ls it?™ he said.

“Ob, don’t bo an ass like Bunter,
old man,” said Bob rather sharply.
“Veu can't think that Wun wou
pinch, I suppose.”

“I hato thinking like BDunter on any
subject whatever,”” answered Johnny.
v But—well, no, I don't think so. Dut
if it were anybody else, but that queer
little Leathen, I should jolly well know
what 1o think.”

“Wun's all right,” said  Harry,
“We've had & holiday with him, and
we jolly well know he's as good as gold.
He can't help playing tricks, like a
monkey—and he can’t understand that
w chap shouldn't tell whoppers. But
that's all thero iz to it”

“Why hasn’t he let me have it bacl,
ihen? grunted Johnny. Evidenliﬁ
dark doubts were lurking at the bac
of Johnny's mind, .

“7 dare say you'll find it in your study
at Greyfriars when we go back, or
soinething of the sort,” said Ilarry.

HWell, I'm not going to make a row
about it, snyhow,” said Johnny Bull,
“J didn’t come here to make myself u
general nuisance like Bunter. If itls
gone, it's gone, and that’s that. Let it

dmi:.“ _
Tho train was signslled, and the
Jdisagrecable topic was dismissed.

Johnny got into his carriage, with his
suitcage, and his friends s round the
deor till the train started. Then the
four walked rather slowly 1o the
platform exit.

All of them were worried. The affair
was aunoving and distmrbing—and still
more anpoying, perhaps, was the fact
that Wun had vetired into a shell of
silence, sceming to regard himsclf as
an injured party.

In the station vestibule Bob glanced
at o fat fgure lolling at the entrauce,
and camweo to 2 halt



** Hold on, old chap ! ** said Harry Whar

asked

"You fellows mind if I elear?” he
asked. “I can’t stand any more
Dunter this morning! ¥ must give him
& miss or dot him in the oye I*

"I was just thinking the saine,™
remarked Nugeunt.

“Tho .‘sameﬁt]huiﬁ is preposlerous.™

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Same here,” heo satd. "I ean’t boot
Buntor as he’s slaying with wme: but if
he keeps on asking for it, I shall have
to boot him. Let's %h'e. him & miss'

It was easy enough Lo give Buuter a
miss, Near the station entrancee was an
automatic chocolate machine. Bunler
was standing in front of it, geoing
through all his chets, one  after
another, evidently in zearch of coppers.

Grinning, the four juniors walked
past, behind his fat back, and left the
atation. They walked sway rather
quickly down Wimford High BStrecet:
leaving the fat Owl conlemplating the
machine and scarching his pockets—in
vain—for coppers !

In & fow momecnls they were cut of
sight, if Bunter had looked  rowwnd.
Then they strolled cheerily down tho
High Bircet, and walked homo to

Wharton Lodge, happy in ihe koow-
Im.?gg that they would wot behold
William Georpge Bunter  again  till
lunch.

The Going of Wun Lung !
WUH LUNG camo oul of the
at Wharton Lodge, as Harry
Wharton & ('o. came in.
his slanting eoyes, with an immovahble
face, and then wenl up the stairs.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
telephoue-cabinet in ihe hall
Ile glanced at the four juniors, with
The four juniors looked afier him,

EVERY SATURDAY

ton, as ihe Removites came racing along the platform. ** Ii's all
we’'ve found out the chap who picked our l}lﬂnkﬁtﬁ, and we're sorry,” f b -

Wun Lung,

and then lovked al one snother, sll of
them feeling extremely uncomfortable.

“I—I say, tho kid locks cut upl™
muttered Nugent. “I—I say, let—let's
go and tell him we don't mind!”

“Look here, ho said he never—"
Lbegan Bob,

“Well, we know he did!" said
Harry. “ But—dash it all, he’s & guest
here, and he's a quecr fittlo AWOOp-—
let’'s take it smiling. It's absolutely
impossible that he means more than an
wliotic joke, so I don’t see why we can't
take it in s good temper.”

Tho four juniors followed Wun Lung

up Lo stairs, They overtock him at
the door of hiz room.
. le did not glance at themn. Ile went
into the roomw, and they noted that a
sultease was opoen on the bed, with the
wocess of pack alrcady started,
They did not weed to ask what that
meant.

“ Mot thinking of entling, old man®”
asked Bob with forced cheevfulness.

Wun glanced round then.

"Mo pocy,” he answered,  © de fole-
phoue 'long Gloyfliars, gocy back 'long
schooul,  Allee light.

O said Bob.

HAllee light,” said Wun,  * Fishee
stop ’long school, 'long holideys: me
stoppoe all swneo Fishoe"

“Tisher 'L, Fish isn't jolly company t
said Bob. "“Ie will sell von a clock
ihat won't po, or & pockot-kuife that
won't eut, if he gels you to himself.”

But Wun Lung did not smile. 'With
a stony look on Lis face he biegan
packing.

T'he
sileut.

It was odd enough, and ircilating
enough, for the offender o take
offence: but it was elear that Wun had
his Oriental back wp.

juniors  slood uncomfertably

“* You no tinkee

el
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Cortainly they did not want him to

o to the school, to sharo Fisher T.
fish'a eolitude there i;i!fF the fellows
came back,

His minor,

Ilop Idi, ith
Chinese fnmilf" y i §

in the country, and no
doubt Wun Lung could have joined
Lhim thore: but perhaps ho did not
desire Hop MHi to know that he had
had eny trouble with his friends in tho
Romove. Appsrently he had been on
the phoune to Groyiriars, and made
arrangemonts to return there a few
da'yn before the torm.

' Look here, kid, don't Lic an ass, you
know,” said Ilarry, Lardly koowing
what to say. “We've hed a joliy
holiday together, and it was ﬁxci up
for you to stay here with me till tho
new termn. Weo—wo don’t mind a
Jolg g
"Not at all, old son?’ gaid Frank
Nugent, as truthfuily as ho could,

“The mindiulness 13 o total absentee,
my  esteemod and  idiotic Wan 1™
deelared Hurvee Jamsot Ram Singh.

Wun's lip quivered,

" ¥ou linkeo o takee things b'long
you,” he said.,  “Buutee tinkoo me
pinchec.”

" Bunter's a blithering fool! What
docs it matler what DBunter thinks?”

“No mattee; but mo tinkee Johnuy
Bullee tinkes samee.™

“He doesn't!” said Harry. “He
thinks yon're a silly fathead, and you
are, old chap, rvoally! That’s all I'*
~“DOle Bob Cholly believe this 1i'll
Chinee speak tluth ¥ said Wun Lung.
“"You no helievee

“Ilom ™

“Chince tellen plenty big lie, "loug
makes jokee. No tollee big lis 'long
filends b'long him 1" gaid Wun. * 7 Iposce

(Continued on puge 1 0
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to understand. Delieving Wun, in the
face of what looked like convineing evi-
qenee, wWas not easy.

A R e s ® YWl look here, T helieve him,” said
=re _ gy o Feiiob  sturdily., "I ean’t understand

2 oo i what's happened, unless there's another

g oty practical joker about, But I'm

At king Wun's word on it.”

>
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me takee things, 'long jokee, all samee
Buntee buttelscoteh, ne givee backec.
Nao takee, no can fh‘ee.”

Silence followed.

Three of the four Removites, at least,
fivinly believed that the missing articles
were in Wun's keeping. If le really
meant that he were not going to give
thern back, it meant that he was going
to keep what he had taken. They conld
only look at him in silence.

e me no givee backee, you
tinkeo pinchee!” said Wun.

“(h, don't be an ass, old chap!” said
Harry. “Of course we know jolly well
tha} you will give us onr things bacl,
some time or other.”

“No can, 'long me no takee.”

Silenee agein. :

Bob Cherry broke it

“Look here, you men” said Bob.

“Wun's given us his word, and we're
bound to take it! I believe him, for
ane”

“Old Bob Chelly velly nicey, ’long
this 11l Chinea,” said Wun, with an
ui"feqltinn.é.!e grin at Bob. “0le Bob
Chelly zavy anty.”

“Efu—hu:t'l—-p*-” said Harry. “If it
isn't a fatheaded joke of Wun's, where
are the things gone "

Bob could not answer that. .

“ Nobody here could play such fricks,
except Wun,” said Nugent. “ Bunter
might be fool enough, but he could ne
more pick a fellow's pocket than lhe
could tell the truth. I suppose old
Welle, the butler, hasn’t taken to lark-
ing in his old age? Look here, Wun,
don't be an ass!® ;

“I—I suppose Bob really might have
dropped his note-case helping that chap
out of the ditch yesterday, though we
couldn't find it when we looked for it
there,” said Harry slowly, “But we
couldn’t all have drepped our things—
a regular shower of them, withont
noticing it! That's rot!”

“The rotfulness is proposterous.”

“AMe no takee!™ said Wun stolully,
“Takee Buntee buttelscoteh, 'long
jokee 'long fat ole Buntee. No takee
things blong fliends. Me losee. wallet

blong me, all samee you fellee. Me no
tinkee you takee,"
“Look here, that's gammon, jou

know,” said Harry.
Wun gave a shrug of the shoulders.
“1f Wun's lost lus own wallet—"
snid Bob.
“Me losee, 'long monevy Uncle O Bo
ivee this 1iI'Hl Chinee,” said Wun.
“Ale no savvy where that wallet goey.”
The little Chinee locked very earnest.
But the juniors had seen him looking
equally earnest, at school, when he
was rolling out the most barefaced fibs.
On one occasion, he had aectually
owned up to Mr., Quelch that he had
done something that he had not done,
beeause ﬂ?l’:ﬂlth thought he had, from a
miotive of Chinese politeness to an elder,
which other fellows found it very hard
Tre Macxer Lisgrary.—No. 1,545.

“[Dithee fellee no takee?™ said Wun.

“Well, 1t's no good humbugging,”
=aul Harry Wharton, “I can’t helieve
v, Wun, pnd that's that! I know vou
dgon’t mean any harm, but I believe you
lifted those things for a joke, and that
vou're pulling our leg.”

“'Nutfec said ! Me goey I”

“Now, don't be a young ass” said
Harry sootningly. “No need for vou to
got your back up, if we don’t! You've
plaved the trick, not us!*

“ No plaves thek.”

Harry Wharton breathed hard, He
would not have been so potient as this
with any other fellow, but he felt bound
to make wide sllowances for the gueer
little Lieathen. But he was getting to
the end of his patience now.

Wun gave hini a long look, and turned
to the suitcase again, and proceeded
stolidly with his packing.

*Well, if you've made up your mind,
you're wour own master, kid,” said
Harry at last. “I'm sorry! You'll sta
over lunch—my uncle will be bac
then ™

“MNo wantee! 3Me goerv”

“Please yourself!” said Harry curtly
snd he walked aut of the room, followe
more slowly by Nugent and the nabob,
and more elowly still by Bob Cherry,

A guarter of an hour later, Wun Eun
came down with a suitease in his hand.
He stepped into the telephone cabinet,
and rang up for a texi to take him to
the station.

U the whole, Harry was rather
glad that he was not staying till the
colonel came in, and that Miss Am
Wharton was out that morning, He di
not want the elders to get wind of this
cxceedingly unpleasant state of affairs,

Wun Lung sat with & stony face till
the taxi came along from Wimford,
When it stopped on the drive, he rose,
and picked up his bag.

“(ioad-bye, ole Bob Chelly ' he said,
and without & word or & luok to the
others, he walked out o the taxi.

_ "I—I say, this is awfully rotten. if—
if—" muttered Bob, his face clouded
cizmally.

“Iz there any *if° about it?® said
;-Inr1'3'. rather tartly. “'That young ass
is walking off with our things—unless
he’s left them somewhere for ws to find
unexpectedly after he's gone.”

“But Le says 4

“You've heard him tell
enoungh.”

“1 know, DBut—but he makes a dis-
tinction with his friends.  T==I don't
believe he would tell us lies.”

“Then where are the things?”

*Oh, don't ask me "’ rapped out Bob.
“What's the good of asking s fellow

riddles
YWharton his

Harry
shoulders,

In silence they watched the taxi drive
away, aud saw 1t pass another on the
trive.

Wun Lung was gone !

lies ofien

shrugged

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stop Thief !

1ILLY BUNTER grinned.
A moment ago, he had heen
frowning. He had waited lo
for the juniors to come out o
the station—and it dawned on his fab
mind at last that they had gone out
vnseen, leaving him standing there.

Which was very annoving to Bunlerl
He had been thicking out guite a lot
of unpleasant remarks to make on the
subject of Wun Lung and pinching. He
had been going fo insist on a taxi back
lo Wharton Lodge, in cate something
had happened to kis suitcase during his
absence. As he was too lazv to walk,
he would liave wanted a taxi, anyhow;
but this, to Bunter, scemed & nice,
pleasant reason to give!
~And 1t had to remain bottled up, as
1t were, in Bunter's own fat breast, as
he made, at last. the discovery that the
juntors had walked en and left him
there. No worder Bunter frowned.

But the frown was replaced by a grin,
as he blinked at a boy who was coming
up the High Btreet at an eazy saunter,
with his hands in hiz pockets.

Buuter knew the chubby, rather good-
lgoking face under the check cap; he
knew the striped waistcoat, and be knew
the dazzling tie-pin,

This was the fellow who had pulled
the leg of the Gregfriars fellows the
previous day, to Bunter's huge enter-
tainment, and the =ight of him recalled
that entertainment, and made Bunter
grin,

Bkip did not glanee at Bunter. He
had never =cen him before, and had ne
idea that Bunter had ever secen him.
The fat echoolboy in spectacles had no
interest whatever for the syoung pick-
rocket.

Bkip’s intercst was in others. A train
bad come in, and a number of people
were leaving the station,

Bunter, watching the boy in the check
cap, through his spectacles, noticed that
he loitered about, looking at the pecple
who came out of the station with a
Leen ave.

That only led Bunter to conclude that
he was waiting for somebody who had
coma by the train just in, Certainly it
never ogewrred to hum that a crowd
leaving a station meant business to the
hn‘{ in the check cap.

mong the passengers was a plump
old gentleman wearing an overcoat
and gold-rimmed glasses, whose pros.
perous look caught Skip's calenloting
eye at once.

ip made a sudden forward move-
ment, slipped over, and fell, landing
right at the old gentleman's feet.

The latter almost walked on him.

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Had he
not been watching the boy, and had he
rot seen his teickery of the previous
tlax, he would have supposed that it was
an accidental fall, as the old gentleman
supposed,

ut Bunter did net, in the eireum-
slances, suppose anvthing of the kind.
Bunter was not fearfully bright, but he
was bright enough to see that the voung
rascal was up to trickery again.

“0Ohl Sorry, sir!” gasped Skip, look-
ing up at the old gentlemnan, who had
etopped just in time to avoid treading
on him. “I =slipped. sir. Oh! Wowl
Ow! T'ee 'art my leg! Oh!?

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Dear, dear!” said the old penileman,
“1 mm sorry, my boy—come, let me

heg you ! )
; te stooped, and helped the boy to his
eet.

Bunter grinned—Dbut he was puzzled!

This was exactly the fellow’s trickery
cf the previeus day over again.

Playing an absurd joke on & party of
echoclboys was one thing—but hanging

“ahout the entrance of a railway statn

to play 1t on a white-whiskered ol
gentleman was quite another. IHe was
befooling the old gentleman, just as he
had befooled the Famous Five on the
Wimford road—Dbut why he should take
the trouble to plav such silly tricks was
a mystery to Bunter,



But the next moment, he knew—and
he jumped ! ]

It was only because he was watchin
the boy, interested in him, and puzsl
by his actions, that he saw what he did.
No one else at hand noticed it, least of
ail the kind old gentleman who was
belping the young rascal up,

But Bunter gaw it—and hizs eyes
almost popped through his spectacles at
what he saw—a thievish hand slipping
into & pocket, and a fat notecasa slip-
ping up the young rascal’z zleeve.

It was done so swiftly, so neatly, so
cunningly, that Billy Bunter almost
uoubted the evidence of his eyes and his
spectacles.

But what he had seen, he had seen.
He knew now tha meaning of that
strange. trick in the ditch on the Wim-
ford voad. Ho knew where tha articles
had gone that hed been missed by the
Femous Five, In a Hash Bunter under-
stood the whola thing as he zaw that
notecase  pass swiftly from the ald

cntloman’s pocliet into the pickpocket's

ceva,

“There, therol All right now?
asked the old gentleman, as the boy
in tha checl cap was on his feet again.

“Yes, thank you kindly, sir " gasped
Gkip. "My leg’s & bit 'urt, sir. I ean
manage all right. Thank you, sir |”

“Not at all, mny b-::-{ " enid the old
g‘c‘.‘ltl-:;iﬂan kindly. " Why, what—what
15—

Bunter shot forward.

"1 say, he's picked your pocket |
bawled Bunter,

“What—what i*

"1 saw ham I” yelled Bunter. *1 say,
he's got your notecase! 1 saw him I

“(Goodness gracious ! What—-=>"

Skip—injured leg and all—made a
bound ; but Bunter was grabbing him.
A fat hand clawed himm by the arm and
faztencd on his sleeve.

“ Btop thief | roared Bunter.

“Loggo 1™ hizsed Skip, wrenching at
hia aru.

“Look 1 selled Bunter.

From the slecve, as Bkip wrenched,
elipped a fat notecasze, falling at ita
owner’s feet under his astonished eyes.

The old gentleman’s benevolent face
nquite changed in  expression. He
grabbed up the notecase, and glared.

“Youn seoundrel 1  he gasped.
" Pickpocket | Thank you, my good iad |

Hold him—hold the fﬂmg raccal !
Police! A constablel Polica”
“I've pot him ¥ pgasped Bunter.

“1've gob—— Yaroooooh 1

Bunter was feeling tremendously
bucked. He, and he alone, had spotted
the pickpocket; be, and he alone, hod
collared him. A crowd was gathering
round, all staring at Bunter. Bunter
loved tha limelight. Now he was get-
ting it. But a moment more, and he
wis petting something that he liked
much less,

h.:i fist jabled suddenly under his fat
LT

Bunter let go the pickpocket’s sleeve
guite hurriedly, He roaved.

wkip bounded away.

“Stop him " shrieked the old gentle-
man,  * Stop thief

A dozen hands reached out to stop the
boy in the check cap. In desperation,
he dodged and ducked and leaped.

" 2top him {”

“ Btop thief I

It was a roar all through the High
Street. The old gentleman, venerable
a3 he was, rushed in pursuit; & dozen or
mare people ‘}ﬂinﬂd in the rush; and a
police-constable appeared from nowhera
and ruzhed faster than anvone. The
chase swept hot at the heels of tha flee-
ing pickpocket up the ITigh Street,
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Billy Bunter was laft nursing his fat
chin, which felt as if it had been
kicked by a mule.

“"Owl Yow ! Wow ! moaned Bunter.
“Wow! Yow! Owl

He loszt his interest in the pickpocket.
Ihs interest was conceptrated in his fat
chim.

Har:d and fast after the fleeing young
rascal rushed the crowd. At the corner
of an alley he turned. The constable
was close  behind, and would un-
doubtedly have grabbed him, but a rat-
eyed man who was running with the
crowd got in phe officer’s way just in
thne.

The constable shoved him roughly
aside and rushed on, but the moment
had been ecnough for Skip; he had
vanished round the corner, and was
gone.

The chase swept on: but the young
rascal, vunning litke a hare among &
network of narrow streets and alleys,
was not secn agaim.

Billy Bunter almost forgat him in his
mterest in his chin. Thera was a brulse
ait that fat chin, and a pain in it

Bunter had doné his duty as a law-
abiding citizen, and no doubt he was

lad that pe had prevented a robbery:

ut he was not feeling mueh gladness
as he rubbed that chin.

“Owl Yowi” said Bunter. “Wow!
O 1™ o
He had no inclination whatever to

Buuter was no run-
ning wan—unless, indeed, there was
danger behind him, in which case
Bunter could put on quite a creditable
twrn of speed. Puorsued and pursuers
vanizhed in the distapce from Bunter's
eyes, nnregarded.

“ Beasts " grunied Bunter.

It waz the fault of Harry Wharton &
Co. that he had captured that bump on

follow the chaee.

i7

his chin—sneaking off and leaving s
fellow waiting for nothing.

Bunter waved a fat hand to a taxi.
EHe was not going to walk back to
Wharton Lodge—mnot if Bunter knew it !

if that beast Whartori, whose gurst
he was, fancied he was going to walk,
that beast had another guess coming.
The great advantage of travelling b
taxi was that you paid at the en
mwstead of the beginming; and at the
Wharton Lodge end, it would be up to
Wharton to ga;p. Bunter, at all events,
was prepared to roll in end leave that
sordid detail to anyone who chose to
deal with it. Even those beasis, hmﬂy
as they were, could hardly let a taxi
:_rmn kick up & row at the door for Lis
AT,

Se Bunter rolled off in the taxi from
Wimford, and rubbed his fat chin as he
rolled, and arrived at Wharton Leodge,
where he passed a taxi coming away as
he rolled up the drive.

He blinked at Wun Lung in the other
taxi, surprised to see the Chinese junior
going off by himself, especially as it was
gething near lunch-time,

Wun did pot look at him. He drove
away, with & clouded little yellow face,
taking the road for the station.-

Bunter drove on to the house, got
down, and rolled in, leaving the driver
walting.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew !

Ll BSAY, you fellows ™
I None of tha juniors answered
Bunter. Wun Lung was gone,
and they were fecling worried
and disturbed. The gight of Billy
Bunter's lat face brought them no
comfort whatever.
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They had not expected to see Bunter
so scon, and they were not glad to see
him now. B i

*You left me waiting at the station 1"
eaid Bunter accusingly. “If that's the
way you trest a guest here, Wharton,

“Shut up, Bunter!” said Harry

quietly. “Don’t worry now 1”
“Leaving a fellow standing about!”
“Jf wou think I'm

hooted Bunter. _ } :
going to stand that kind of thing—'

“Ring off |” suapped Nugent.

“8han't! Do you call it treating &
fellow decently to leave him waiting
about for nothing while you walk off ?
hooted Bunter, _

“Not any other fellow,” said Harry,
“But you can’t expect fellows to stand
too much of you, Buntr! Now shut
up! I don’t want to boot you, but I
sfn]] do it if you don't shut up 1"

Billy Bunter blinked at him, in sur-
prise and wrath. oo ]

It was true that he had invited himself
to Wharton Lodge ; still, being there, he
was & guest, and thiz really was not the
way for a host to talk to a guest.
Generally, Harry Wharton contrived 1o
keep patient; but at the present moment
he was worried and troubled, and felt
that he could not stand any more
Bunter.

“Well,” said the fat Owl, “that’a the

iimit! Manners! DMy hat, that isn't
the way I talk to guests st Bunter
Court! What the thump are you all

scowling about? Been rowing with that
Chinee "

“Cheese it 1% said Bob.

“Heo logked like it when ho passed
me in the taxi!” sneered PBunter.
“Looked fearfully down in the mouth !
Been treating ham as you treat me!?
You've really got awiul manners o a
guest, Wharton 1" :

The captain of the Greyfriars Hemove
breathed hard and deep.

“Haz he gone?” asked Bunter.

“Yes I pnapped Harry, _ ]

“Well, I'm not surprised, if Fou've
been tail-gmg to him as l;,'-:rﬂ talk to
me ! said Bunter scornfully. “You
can't expect a fellow to stand i,
Wharton [ I say, my taxi’s waiting—"

“Take jt-to the station !” sgaid Harry.

“Wha-at I

"“Or else shut up _

“Well *—Bunter gasped with wrath—
“Pd jolly well clear off this munute,
only I've turned down Mauleverer's
invitation, and lost Bmithy's address.
and—and the painters aro in at Bunter
Court ! Otherwise—"

“ Otherwise shut up, or I'l pitch you
into that taxi head Erst! said the
ca&tain of the Remove.

hree fellows grinned. The Co. had
wondered, every now and then, how
Wharton contrived to keep patient with
the fat Owl. It was clear that he had
at this moment ne patience left for
BLZE‘E*ELB fair] ped

ily Bunter iairly gasped. :

“Well, that's the limit!” he said,
“ Unless vou apologise, Wharton, I don’t
see how I can stay here any longer I

“That's enough ! Shut up.!” .

“Are vou gomng to pay that taxi!”
roared Bunter,

“Not*

“0Oh, sll right! Let him wait—and
let him kick up a row!” ssid Bunter.
“I'm not going to pay ]1im+! In fact,
1 can’t, as%’ve been disappointed about
a postal orderi”

arry Wharton did not answer that.
He was worried and distressed abouk
Wun Lung, and fed-up to the back
teeth with Billy Bunter,

“1 suppose you can lend me a few
bob for the taxi-man, Cherry "

£l H'D !?J
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*“Was that thirty bob in your note-
E&%Hhant“ E‘;nu hnd'i: E“"ﬁ““ Bunter,
- about you, Nugent ™

“(io snd eat coke 1”

*Inky, old chap—" .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh turned his
back. Iiven the good-natured mnabob
:11?;:] no patience to waste on Bunter just

.

“Well, the man will want to be
aid 1" said Bunter. " If you chodse to
iddle & taxi-man, Wharton, you must

expect him to cut up rusty. I wash my

hands of the whole thing.”

“Wash vour neck, too, while you're
about it 1" suggested Bob, ]

“Beast! Leaving a fellow hanging
about! Look at my chin! I've got a
bump as big as an applel All your
fault 1" Bunter mhhedp ﬁis chin. “Has
Iwrﬂ urielﬂ come: in yet, Wharton "

L 11 'i] Ll

“Well, the taxi-man can wait till he
comes in. I decline to take any further
notice of the matter at all. Blessed if I
know how wou get any fellows to stay
with you in the hols at all, Wharton !
You ask & fellow here—"

“1 don't remoinber asking vou hers.™

“Beast! You assked poor old Wun
here, ot any rate, and then you make
out that he picks your pockets! ¥ahl"

“You fat scoundrel!™ said Harry.
“Wun's been playing idiotic fool jokes,
but nobody's suggested snything worse,
cxcept you—and I've a jﬂﬂé‘ good mind
to kick von out for having done it t"

“1 suppose thet's why he's gone!l”

said Bunter, “DI'm_ not sorprised!

Making out that he pinched things out

of your pockets! Yah!”

The four juniors looked at Bunter.
This was rather & new line for the fat
Owl to take.

“*What do yon mean by thai, you
irvitating fat idiot, if you mean any-
thing ¥ asked Harry. "“You know
Wun took our things, and youn've been
nlmkillg‘ out that %le meant to keep
them.

“Well, what was a fellow to think if
he had them and wouldnt give them
back " said Bunter, “ But I never said
he had them, did IT7 You did !

‘That certainly was true enough, The
Co. believed that Wun had lifted their
property; Bunter had only placed the
very worst possible construction on that
actiomn.

“If he had them, and wouldn’t hand
them back, it was pinching," eaid
Bunter. * No good talking to me about
practical jokes if a fellow bags money
and won't give it back. Of course
thought Le'd pinched the things when
vou fellows made out that he had them,
What else could a fellow think? If I'd
known he hadn't got them I shouldn't
have thought s0.”

“Yonu %ah’hliug bandersnatch, you
know he took them !" hizssed Wharton.

“I jJolly well kpow he didn't!”
grinned Bunter.

“You know he didn't!" howled Bob
Cherry.

“He, he, he! Yes, rathep!™

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Bunter.

B';}.ﬂ.nd how deo you know 7 demanded
oly,
“He, he; he! Because I know who
did ! chuckled Bunter.
did ! gasped

“%ou know who
Wharton.

“Yes, I jolly well dol He, he, he!”

“I1 suppose that fat fool is gabbling
rot, az usual,” said Bob, with a deep
breath., * If he is I'll boot him all over
the house 1™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You say yon know whoe did! Who
was if, then ¥

“That young rotter whe pulled vour
leg yesterday,” grinned Bunter. *Tha

kid in the eheck cap and the tiepinl

He, he, ho!™

Four fellows jumped. They had for-
gotten the bor in the check cap, and
certainly had never dreamed for a
moment of connecting him and his
peculiar pranks with the Joss of their

woperty, Neither did they Dbelieve
unter’s statement now. )
“That kid?" said Bob. “You

gurgling idiet, what hed he got to de
with 167" .

“He, he, he! He's a pickpocket!”
chuckled Bunter, “That's how I know !
That’s why he pulled your leg vesterday
—io E“E;t a chance at picking your

£z 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another. .

“I—I suppose it may Le possible [
said Harry slowly. * I never thought of
anvthing of the kind, or of that kid at
all, But I don’t believe it. He was
rather flashy, and he plaved the fool,
bat he looked decent enough,™

“He, he, he!™ -
_ “Bunter ecan’t know anything about
it, anyhow ! said MNugent.

“He, e, ha!™

“Well, what do you know about it?™
roared Bob

“T jolly well know this much,
chuckled Bunter. “I know I sow him
icking an old hean's pocket &t

munford Station while I was there, and
1 know I collared himn, and he hit me
on the chin and got awar—with » crowd
after himm yelling *Stop, thief!” He,
he, he "

“Good heavens !" exclaimed Wharion,
“Is that the truth "

“0Oh, really, Wharton—m™”

“Tell me the truth!” exclaimed
Harry. He grabbed Bunter by a fat
shoulder and shook him, hiz eves flash-
ing. " You lving fat toad, tell me the
truth for onece, or I'll il

“"Ow!l Leggo! If you make my specs
fall off—" ;

“Tell me what's happened. if any-
thing has!"” shouted Harry, “Tell me
a single lie awd I')l boot you! Now,
then [

“Ow! Beast! Leggo!” gasped
Bunter, “I'm telling you as fast as 1
can, ain’t I? Yon can ask themn at the

lice station, if you like—they'll have
vis deseription there by this time—half
Wimford was after him, He may ba
there himself—thev were vight at his
beels when I lost sight of him. Leggo 1™

“Tell e " hizsed Wharton.

Billy Bunter gasped it out.

The expression on Harry Wharton's
face warned him to come to the poing
and to come to it quicklr, ]

The four juniorz listened fo  him,
almost dumbfounded. )

“h ! gasped Harrer, when 1b wa3s
out, *“Oh! Poor old Wun——"

“If that young rascal’s a prefestional
pickpocket that settles it =aid Bol.
“Blessed if I should have guessed it on
his looks, But—-" . ]

“We chan't see our things again,
then ! zaid Nugent, “DBuat that doesn't
matter—hblow the things! Bul poor old

Wun—=" .
“1 sav, sou fellows—" paszped
Bunter,

“He cen't be at the station xet!™
exclaimed Harrv, "We can get afrer
him and tell him we know, DBul—
unele's got the car out—""

“Thero 1= the esteemed taxi—"" said
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

“(Oh, good !"

“1 zay, yvoo-fellows—"

Nobody heeded Dunter.
juniors ruzhed out to the taxi, .

Thao driver thereof was §ettm5 a little
impatient by this tima, If he was not
wanted he wanfed to go. But he was
wanted—badly !

The four
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it back.

“You saw a taxi leaving as you
came 7" exclaimed Harry,

* Yessir |7 )
_ "I's gone to the station! Get after
it! A quid if vou catch it before it
rcaches the station ™

“'Op in, sir]” eaid the Wimford
driver briskly.

= ss;y, you fellows—" velled
Bunter from the doosrway. But he

velled unheard angd unhecded as the
taxi shot away.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Just in Time !

UN LUNG stood on the plak-
form st Wimiord Station, his
suitcase beside him and a decp
cloud on his little yellow faco,

He woa {eeling extremely dismal,

The littla Chines had spent those
holidays with tha Famous Five, and all
bad been calim and bright—till now.

Now all was dark and dismal,

Wun was not feeling angry. Hu was
& sensible little fcllow, in his own way,
and could sees the matter as other
fellows saw 1t

A fellow who played practical jolkes
could not complain of being suspected
of having played a practica inIm. A
fellow who told fibs could hardly expect
hiza word to be taken on trust, un
realized that, and so he had to realiso
thet he was bpot eotitled to indulge
in_indignation or vesentment,

But, though he was not angry, he was
miserable and wretched, In his own
queer little mind he made a distinction
between the different sorts of Emp]a to
whom he told fibs, To some he would
roll_out fabricationa gquite in the styla
of Billy Bunter. To others nothing
would have induced him to hie. In the
Creyfriars Hemove he would have lied
to pull off & joke, with an innocent face,

; RN
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**¥You’ll hand me over to the peelers, will you ?

was descending on Coker’s unprotected head, when ﬂﬂ suddenly grasped the
“*0ld on ! * pan

e EE———

the boy.

to Wibley, ar Teddy, or Vernon-8math,
or Skinner, ov abmost any fellow. But
to fellows he liked, and who had be-
friecnded himy, be would not have lied—
and the Famous Five, especially Bob
Cherry, came under that head. But he
could hardly e.t)glect this distinction,
clear enough in his own mind, to be
equally clear to other fellows,

Moreover, what had happened at
Wharton Lodge was as inexplicable tg
Wun as to the others. His own wallet
had gone with the rest, and he had not
ihe remotest idea what had hecome of
it. He had not missed it till several
hours after the encounter with the boy
in tho cheek eap, and vever even
dreamed of that youth in connection
with it.

As somebody, utterly unknown, had
made a clean sweep of the whele party's
cash, he had to conclude that thers was
some dishonest servant in the house—
the onily explanation he could think of.

But ho could ecarcely blame the Ca.
for what they thought, in the circum-
stances, especially s Harry Wharton
was quito assured that there was no dis-
honost person in the household.

Mot angry or resentful but miser-
able the little Chinea stood on the plat-
form and waited for Lis train to come
in.

It was already csignalled, when
thore was a sudden trampling of feot
at the entrance to the platform, and
four fellows rushed breathlessiy on.

Wun glanced round, and his little
face set.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"
Cherry “Ilere ha is|”

“Wun, old man!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton

“"Wun, old chap!® gasped Nugent.

“ Esteemed and ridiculous Wun,
thank the absurd goodness that wo
hava eatchfully copped you in time!”

roared Baob

** sald the Rat, between his teeth.

“* Then take this—"* The weapon

villain’s arm with both hands and dragged
**You shan't, Jimmy—you shan't ! **

exclaimed  fHlurree  Jamsct Ran
Singh.

They camo up with a rush and sur
rounded him. The Wimford taximan
had carned his “quid "—never had a
taxi coverad the gpround el such a rate,
But Wun had had s long start, and his
train was due—and the chums of the
Remove were only just in time.

The train camo in and stopped.

Wun picked up his suitcsse,
s ‘Hold on, old chap|” exclaimed
ar

ry.
"EE goey 'long tlain blong me 1™ said
Wun stolidly.
“You're not going, fathead! Tt'a all
i 1‘?¢1 'I.'{.

right now !” gasped Harvy.
found out who did it—"

Wun blinked at him with hiz slanting
eyes. e ler tho enitcaxe drvop again,

“You findee out?” he exclaimed,

“Yes, yes and we're sorry——"

“The sorrowfulness ia terrific.”

Wun's little {ace brightened.

“¥You no tinkce any more this Kl
Chines takea? he ashked.

“No; we know who did.”

“The knowfulness 1. ——"
E“l;TErriﬁc and preposterous!” declared

O

Wun Lung grinned.

“How you savvy®” he azhed.
“When me gooe, you tinkee—-""

“That blithering idiot Bunter found
it out by eccident——""

“Fattee ole Buntes?” asked Wun,

£l
L

his ahnond eyes opening wide in
astonishment.
All speaking abt onee, the four

juniors explained.

Wun's little face was verrs bright as
he hatened.

“Me velly glad,” bhe said. “Yon
tellea old Johnny Bullee™

“T'll phone him as soon as he gefs in
at his home.” 2e1d Harry., " Thank

ThHe MAGMET LIBRARY.~Np. 1,545.
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goodness it's come out, kid! We—wea'ro
FOTTY, but—but— here, you've
got no kick coming, as Fishy would
say—so wash it all out, ses?”

“Me washee1? ﬂaid_‘:".’un cheerfully,

“"Nother time you believe me no tallea

lia ’long flhends blong me. Telleo
plenty lie "long otheo fellee. What you
tinkee 7"

“Why not cut out the fibs altogether,
old son?” said Bob * Anyhow, 1t's all
right now—you're coming back.”

*Me comey 1"

Bob Pickqd up the suitcase, and the
little Chinee trotted cheerfully out of
the station with the four.

& J_folice gtation was near at hand,
and arry Wharton stepped in to
inquire whether the pickpocket had
been captured. 1If so, there was a
chance, at least, of the juniors' property
being recovered.

He learned that the young rascal had
escaped, though narrowly.

But his description was taken down—
and that deseription was that of the boy
in the check cap who had been helped
out of the ditch the previous sfternoon.

If Wharton had had any dounbt of
Bunter's story, he could have had none
now—it was clear that that young rascal
was a professional ﬁlcker of pockers
and equally clear why he had pulleri
the juniors’ legs. Obviously he had
cleared out their pockets while they
were helping him. .

But, in their relief at having found
out the faets, the juniors did not worry
Tﬂﬁ much about that. _

oy packed into the taxi to treturn
to Wharton Lodge, and on the way
Bob Cherry talked tw Wun Lung
rather like a Dutch uncle,

He explained to him that a fellow
never should, under any circumstances
whatever, tell fibs, and advised him
most seriously to give up practical
joking—or, at the very least, letting his
practical jokes take the form of picking
pockets |

Wun listened meekly, and shook his
head in assent—that being his Chinese
way of nodding.

Bob flattered himself that he had
made quite a deep impression on the
Etia Chinee, which was very satisfac-

ry.

“Where's my hanky?” asked Nugent
suddenly

“Jan't it in your pocket, fathead?”

“Well, it was,” said Nugent, puzzled.
“It isn’'t now | Must have dropped out,
I suppoze. Lend me yours, wifl you—
there's & smut on my nosa.”

“Halla, halla, halla! [ seem to have
two ! cjaculated Bob, in surprise.

He staraed as he drew two handker-
chiefs together fromi his pocket.

Wun Lung was looking out of the
window, with an expressionless face,

Bob stared at the two handkerchiefs
and noted that one hed an "IN ™ in the
corner. That one he handed to Nugoent.

The four juniors looked &t one an-

other. They looked st Wun Lung.
Then they looked at ome another
again.

“You blithering little  heathen

idiot—" said Bob.

He realised that, while ha had been
delivering his homily on the suh}mt of
practi-_:al joking, and sspecially of pick-
ing pockets for that purpode, Wun had
abstracted Nugent's handkerchiof, un-
secty, and fransferred it to Bob's
pocket.

":l;-’haim mattes I asked Wun inne-
cently.

“You jolly well know 1" growled Bob,
“Fat lot of good talking to you!”

“¥ou go on talkee,” said Wun. “Me
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likee you talkee ’'long this 1i'll Chineel
Velly nicey 'long ole Bob Chelly 1"
Bob gave it up.

r—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tit Tor Tat!

HCDMING out, Bunter "
“Nol?
“Hem [

o Billy Bunter blinked sus-
piciously and morosely st the chums of
the Hemove. It was hot that after-
noon, and Buuter, having done very
well st lunch, was reposing his fat
perzon in the hammock on the lawn,
under a shady tree.

He was—as per usuel—disineclined to
move. Likewise, he was in a state of
offended dignity.

Mo fellow, staying with another
fellow, could be expected to be pleased
by the way Bunter's host had talked to
him that morning.

Some fellows, in such cireumstances,.

would have shaken the dust of Wharton
Lodge from their feet on the spot.

Bunter was not going to carcy his
offended dignity  to that length.
Whether or not the painters wers in
at Bunter Court, that magnificent resi-
tdence had ne attraction for Bunter.
Bunter was staying on—but he was stay-
ing on in a state of offended dignity.

Moreover, when four juniors came up
to the hammock with smiling faces,
Bunter did not trust to appcarances.
He suspected a rag! -

“It's B picnic!” said Harrey.

“Is it?’ said Bunter sarcastically.
“Not thinking of leaving a fallow hang-
inﬁ' about while you waﬁt off #*

Hem 1”7

The fact was that Harry Wharton &
Co. nad planned & pienie that afternoon
with & large basket packed full of the
most dehghtful things, specially for
Bunter's behoof.

It had besn by chance, certainly, but
gtill there was no doubt that it was
Bunter who had cleared up the painful
misunderstanding with Wun,

But for Bunter, Wun would have
gone off, to spend the last few days of
the vac with no company but Fisher T,
Fish's, at Grexfriars. And his friends
would have been left feeling worried
and troubled.

Bunter's discovery that that young
rascal in the clieck cap was a pick-
pocket had ecleared up the whele
trouble.

TFor which reason the juniors felt that
it was up lo them to make it up to
Bunter. How, was an easy question.
There was one sure and unmistakable
trail fo Dunter's fat heart—which o
hlind man could not have missed!
Food was the idea!

True, the meals at Wharton Lodge
were good and ample; and Wharton's
other puests felt ne wege for meals
between meals. Bunter, on the sther
hand, was always good for a snack, and
the move substantial the snack, the
better he liked it

Az it was now more than an hour
since lunch, Bunter's thoughts ware,
naturally, dwelling on tea—that being
the next meal to come.

A picnic between lunch and tea was
the sort of suggestion to make Bunter
sit up and smile. :

Instead of which he neither sat up nor
smiled. He sprawled and sneered.

“Tons of grub, old fat man!™ said

Bob  Cherry temptingly. “A  ocake
nearly as big round ms your waist-
cont——"

"“Bogs of jam tarts[” said Nugent.

™A terrific guantity of cream puffs!”
said Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“Ginger-pop galore I” said Harry,

“ Nice shady spot in the wood ! eaid
Frank.

“Only a short walk ! said Harry.

"bAnd I'll earry the basket[” deciared

“I know that!” said Bunter. "'Don'y
I know it? And vou'll walk off, same as
you did this morning. Think you can
pull my lﬂﬁ'{ twice the same wav?’

“No walkeo off, and leaves fat ole
Buntee I said Wun Lung, " Likeo fattee
ole Buntes plenty too much [

“¥Yaoh ¥

“Look here, old {at bean, roll out of
that hammock and come I¥ said Harry.

FOh, I'll come I said Bunter, still sus.
picious and sarcastic. “I'll come if
you'll show ma the tuck before 1 get out
of thiz hammock [

“0Oh, all right [*

Bunter, left to repose in peace again
snecred a fat sneer. These beasts, of
course, fancied that they could pull hia
fat leg to any extent. Bunter was going
to show them that it wasn't so jolly
£asy.

“Isn't he nice?” murmured Bob, as
the juniors went sway for the ‘pu:m-:
basket. “Isn't he the kind of chap a
fellow loves to have about?”

“The nicefulness i3 terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Blndgh “But the
upfutImss of our esteemed selves iz alz:o
great.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Wa owe Bunter something,” he said.
“Feeding him iz the thing. Sitting
round watching him eat isn't exoctly
the way I should choese to spend an
afternoon—but io the jolly old circum-
stancez——"'

“ Might bung the basket in on him in
that hammock and leave it at chatb ™
suggested Bob. "I'd rather go on the
river than watch Bunter eat.”

“Well, ves, but—dash it all, we owa
it to Bunter that we've got matters set
right with old W un+—tm§ it's really up
o na't

“Oh, all right1” said Bob. “I'll =it
round watching him eat if you fellows
will, and lend 2 hand rolling him home,
like a barrel, if he can’t move after
wards,’

“Ha, ha, ha'™

Ton minutes later, the party arrived
at the hammock again. Bolb Cherry
held vp & largo basket, evidently heavy.
He opened the lid, and Billy Bunter's
eves glistened behind his big spectacles
at the sight of the luzcious contents.

“Coming, old fat bean? asked Harry,

Buntaer sat up.

“Well, look here,” he said. “I'll come
—if I earry the basket t”

“Bit heavy for you, Bunter.”

“Oh, pile it on!” sncered Bunter.
“I'm thie most athletic chap here, and
chanen k! hink 1 don't know ¥you
mean to walk off with it¥ Yah v

Harry Wharton & Co. restrained a
natural desire to roll the fat Owl out of
the hammock, and plaster some of the
%nm tarts down his fat neck. Bunter,
or onee, had to be given his head,
What he had done, whether by chance
or not, required acknowledgment; and
they wera l|_'i:«:ung' to acknowledge it.

As they had no desire to eal, even of
the excellent things in the picnic basket,
it was rather o dismaying prospect to
sit about watching Bunter ecoff the tuck
when they might have been plaging
rennis or pulling a boat on the river.

But it was up to thems, and they were
going to do 1t! )

“You carry the basket, old besn, il
vou like!” said Harry mlidlj'.

“0Oh 1" said Bunter,

He rolled out of the hammock. |

That basket was large—and it was

(Confinued on oane Z2.)
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. (The Woodshed.)
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Thiz place was built, so Gouling avs, Ifere Wibley, bent upon a lark,
For chopping wooden faggots; Puts on his quaint disguises,

i
R
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It comes in useful nowadays And steals ‘-‘“tﬁ‘-’fﬂ:” through the dark
For spidevs, flies, and maggots ! Lo give us all surpriscs,
Hove E-iiiitlll:‘r, Snoop, and Smithy, too, Here secrct moetings }“’i'**-"i been held
1ave come for seevet smoking, By grave and youthful plotters,
And wany a cheerful fellow whe And games for which they'd be expelled
Noeds solitude for joking. Havo been playud hore by rot{ors,  geweesssvesssssssresssersarssnsssssansassnsnass
(3) A WEEKLY BUDCET

Here Fichy comes upon the sly
To do hiz money-lending;
Hera secrotly we build a guy
When Bonfire Night 1= pending.
IHere Bunter's sometimes known o
bring
A bag with stolen food ing
It's used, in fact, for everything
Except for chopping wood m |
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THE GREYFRIARS GREYFRIARS GRINS
ALPHABET The latest news of the Remove's

;‘ Hgliusﬁ li'ima :;fcﬂmpetit.iml iz that ltim
ellows a refuse fto  enter unless
HORACE JAMES COKER Egimmr major gi;gsa bﬂmﬁ“ ; s-.tarti
olzgver 13 coing this by Lonqing ou

(The Fathead of the Filth Form) thick ears and black eyes to all

AN NSRRI N AN ENTRE R TR

ﬁlllilll"‘l"l HilisskasEdnn

- T  is for F&DEER—H{HM% James, concerned.
Who thinks he's very good at games. . : .
AFTER SCHQOOL HOURS Amid lond leughter fromn the school mﬁ'{f”ﬂﬁiﬁ%“ﬁf ::u: fi}grﬂaﬁe;ﬁ
A Visit to Chunkley’s He takes the field and plavs—tho fookl Typ . ror Ch v pruzzled by the
£ "s i ; » : L aro. pas o
1sit to wniiey 11e’s big and hrawny, full of pluc myeterious iliness which visits Willlam
Whenever we want anyiliong : il” R George Bunter on compulsory games
From Chimpanzees (o china, il '_1" i ||' G practico daye. It 1s hEEII'ETEd that a dick
» iy ’ it Lo Tnp = of bread and water might effcct a com-
We go to Chunkley’s Mammoth Store Niliie - et ¥ plote cure,
For things we've nover scen before; 1 lt[lm"!iuimﬂm[ﬂrtp = Why is Mauly like the back of a

clock 7—Because he's always behind
time.

And nona could well be finer. et e :
How doea Bunter p his tuck in

| '1‘

: : . | G

They're stocked with articles zalove, TN T |I . ‘ ['Jﬁ~
T frpaseen T -

Foy socks or clocky or peppermint rochs iJIiI'.l:_!iiiLnUilil!!lﬂiﬁm AE

i B g T A S B N R e b i -
Or a whacking great box of assorted T F{T‘{?‘-"*'-’I'!'-“-'I";'.r'r = \ | ; safety *—He bolts it down !
chaes, :1'1 %ﬁr ﬁii!,lgp" e
For hats or spats or ervicket bats, q‘ A H i z
We go to where they scll "cm, that's wﬁ 225 : _ 1mm PAR 3
Qld Chunkley's great emporivm. e e oS = 8ir Hilton Popper offered a =
. e I 4 & £1 note as 8 prize for the =
The cafe, too, is good to view, (*; o P72 Rewmove fellow who could antwer 3
The waiters wait to wait on you; 1”'5}-'-_: wdu, *:H: Y. & his questions without & mistake. 3
e i o s e, [ A | e s
¥ gk i N ) - r 3 s
SR, th.c s nator: theve. 1 — ‘ m T s M ,,ﬁ & Popper decided to add as littlo =
Your little bill should make you ill. Igmj! “H”% s ey ol M~ 3 as possible to the £1 in order to §
They'll serve a powder or a mll : H iRl it oA = divide it equally i:nﬂt;ﬂ.'cau us. =
In Chunkley’'s zanatorium. N v : How much dl‘:: he “d‘-’:]; =
For every customer’ admits And really it 1z retten luck : Ansver 2t fost of colann 2 :
Hea feels lilre having forty fits ‘]:[a‘rhﬁtbhy SOI1G uylgr;ig];lt,_ uig dfuht’t-! T L L LT e P
VWhen Chunkley's bill arrives, and it's is brains wero left complete ¥ ou Why does Bunter shwars keep his
A vl to by i sendives he thisks Romoyitr cap by whackod ot SRRl S e
And Bunter, needless to remark, That every time, & pericet wreck, tako ik,
Could stay from dawn {ill after dack He goes downstairs upon his neck | Mossoo wes mueh alarmed whon Bal-
In Chunldley’s cafe for a day Ef E}EFH éu;:‘s quite thfhg'l‘ “?rtﬁﬁt &ﬂﬂﬂ sh-?[dﬁ stood ur.t] iﬂ' class andrhegun 13
: . TeyIriars snce Lile pHaco K& male ueaer choklinge, urgling, Aan
{Provided Bsulya-thore fo pag): If he hod said “the greatest dunce,” ;;runting noises. It %urngd EI-:;H,:.t.g]m Was
Wo bet the Owl would roll away We'd all agrea with him for once’l speaking French
With terrible unzteadiness — i . .
Fisher T, Fish ces that he's 2
At any rate, I shan’t shop thera ANSWER TO PUZZLE P cuat.e Erui" ]ilerai?n;t:::ﬁ in ‘hﬂ.lldjf iy

Till I'm a multi-millionaire! He added 4d., and we got 78d. cach.  November 5th.

The Greyfriars Guide Will Be At Your Service Again Next Saturday
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undoub heavy. Bunter did not like
carrying soything weighty. But. when
the weight was the weight of foodstuffs,

th’ati] of course, made & great difference.
In the present circumstances, Bunter was
prepated to carry twice the weight, or
thrice.
“Mind, I'm going to carry it all the
way " he declared cauticusly.
all both

“You're gouilag to {ra.rrly it
ways!” sai ob affably. “Outside
going, inbide coming back 1”

“Hsa. ha, ha!™

“Yah!

Bunter picked up the basket and they
started.

Bunter was already getting a little
hungry, and the sight of the gorgeous
supplies. in the picnic basket made him
hungrier. He rollad away quite gheoer-
f“'i:l!"}" heavy as the bashket was.

e juniors walked out into the road
and erossed it into the wood. ‘They
followed & shady footpath,

Hilly Bunter blinked at tho other
Tellows tiimu?h his big spectacles. Thero
was an_artful glimmer -in his eyes,
behind those speotacles. Deep thoughts
were working in Bunter’s fat brain.

Those beasts had walked off and left
him that morning. It would serve them
jolly well right to play the same trick
on thum—-wi}ﬁ'x the picnic hasket |

Bunier grinned at the idea.
going to bo “tit for tat."™

It required strategy, of course.

Bunter had no doubt that they wers
ns keen on the tuck as he.was. DBut
Bunter was the man for strategy.

Ho dropped behind
On a hot afternoon, and carrying a
heavy basket, it was natural enough for
Bunter to drop behind.  Still, the
juniors, though prepared to sacrifice
that afternoon ta Bunter, did not want
to move at the pace of old, tired, ailin
tortoises. Two or three voices urgeg
Bunter to buck up.

“1 say, you fellows, don't wait for
me,” sald Bunter. " You keep on and
F'll cateh yvou up. You can sit down and
wait for me.”

“0Oh, all vight!" said Harry

They walked on.

A couple of minutes later, Bob Cherry
paused.

*Look hers. I’ll go and give the fat
n3s a hand with that basket,” he satd.
“It's really heavy for thet fat slacker ™

The gnnﬁ-natumd Bob turned back.

Bunter had slread dl"ﬂp{:&l{i out of
cight on the winding footpath,

ob cut back, expecting to sight him
in a few moments.

Ho did

But what he sighted was o fat back.
He starod abt that fat back! DBunter, his
podgy back to the footpath, waw rofling
off into the wood—evidently with no
intention whatever of following the
fellows he had so artfully sent on ahead,

b stared.

Then he gurgled.

He turned again, and rejoined his
chums, walking on ahead.

His face was wreathed in grins as he
rejoined them.

“Where's Bunter? asked Wharton.
“Wearen't vou goin i

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Bob.

“What on earth’s the joke®™ ashked
Nugent, puzzlod.

“Ha, ha, ha! We were going to give
up this afternoon sitting round and
walching that fat cormorant s
grub—" gurglad Bab.

“Bo we are,” said Harry. “It's up
to us, considering.

“"Wo're not!™ chortled Bob. “PBun-
ter's dodging us "'

“Wha-a-t ¢ 3

“That's why he drbpped behindl
He's just cut off into the wood with the
picnic basket1”
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12 b chums stared at him blankly for
g ieeent. Then they burst into a yell
"=, -ha, hal”

Ain't he a deep eard? gasped Bob.
“Ain't he & cunning old fox¥ Ain't he
8 piddy strategist? He doesn’t know
that the tuck was all for him, and that
we'd have given twice as much to got
shut of him—"

“lHEI-. I:lﬂ-.p hﬁ-!"
" Now he's Jeft us in the lurch— 7
“Ha, ha, ha!* yellad the juniors..
“And now,” grinned Bob, *we can go
on the river, after sll 1
_And the chums of the Remove, chort-
ling, went!

—r———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Coker !
( "M OEKER of the Fifth snorted.

He was annoyved
Jt was the first day of the new
term st Greyiriars, and Coker
was on his way to school—like swarms
of other Greyiriars fellows.

Lanthamn Junction was the general
meeting-place, where trains landed
Greyfriars men in their legions from all
quarters of the kingdom, to take the
train for Courtfield and the school.

Horace Coker waz on his war to
Lattham.

After Lantham Junction, Coker ex-
pectad to trevel in a crowd. But on
ihe way to Lantham he did not. Coker
had got inte a carriage which was
empty, and, having deposited bags and
things on one side of that carriage, and
himself on the other, he hopgd to keep
it thus, till Lantham was reached.

Important fellow as Horace was, in
hia own cstcem, at least, he did not
oxactly expect the railwaﬁr company to
run special trains for him, or even
special earripges. 8till, when he had
settled down and made himself comfort-
able, he did not want the public butting
-

Ogeupying nearly all the carriage,
with his legs stretched across it, resting
on the opposite scat, and & newspaper
open, Coker woull have preferred the
public to leave that carriage alone.

So he gave a snort of annoyance when
the door, which he had carefully closed,
was pulled open, and a man stepped in,
followed by a bay. ;

It was Jl the more annoying, beeanse
that man had, for the last minuteor
two, been ctanding on the platform
with his back to the carriage door, and
had thus had the effect of barring off
other passengers. That he was gmng;
gt the last moment, to turn round and
nip into the carriage himself, Coker had
paturally not known, Bue that was what
the man did. ,

Cloker had to shift his long legs and his
large feet, which he did, with an ill
ErEcS,

The man and the boy sat down oppo-
site him, the door slammed and the
train  started aslmost at the same
inoment.

As it was a non-stop run of half an
hour to Lantham, Coker had to say
good-bye to the idea of having that
carriage to himself.

He glanced with disfavour at the pas-
sengers opposite.

Then he gave a jump as he recognised
thom,

The man was a Aashily dressed fellow,
with black littla, rat-like eyes, that
showed signs of recent punching, as well
as his noze. The boy had & chubby and
rather good-logking, face, which r
had already aer:

Coker simply stared. ] :

Several days had clapsed since that
meeting with Jimmy the Rat and 3kip

in the woad near Wimford, and Coker
had almost forgotten them, If he
had thought of themn at all, it was with
satisfaction abt the recollection of the
terrific thrashing he had handed out to
the rat-eved man.

It was natural that the recollection
afforded no such sati-faction to Jimmy

the Rat. He was still feeling—and
showing—the effects of that terrifio
thrashing.

*¥ou!" exclaimed Colier.

The rat-eves glittered at him.

*¥You know me agin?®’ said Jimmy
ihe Rat.

And Bkip grinned.

“I'd know wour gaolbird face any-
where ! answered Coker agreeably.
“And Il tell vou what, my man—1'll
hand vou over to the police a= soon as

this train stops at Lantham ¥
The Rat lowghed—and  Bkip
chuckled.

Coler stared at the two of them. He
could see nothing humorous in the
prospect of being handed ever to the
police.  Clearly, however, they were
amused,

“Yeou think you'll be able to, Mister
Coker 1" asked the Rat banteringly.

“How the thump do you know' my
name ™ exclaimed Coker in astonish-
ment. .

“0Oh, I found it out!” =aid the Rat
venomously, *“1 been looking for vou
since our last 'appy meeting. I been
ﬁickipg up the news. That's why I'my,

era,”

*Well, mv hat ¥ said the astonished
Coker.  “Mean to say that you've
butted inte thiz carriage on purpose,
because I was heret”

“You got 1t!' assented the Rat.
“Been watching for davs, for the
chance—and now vou've just walked in
and asked for it.”

Coker could only stare, He realized
that the scoundrel was savagely revenga-
fu! and he looked as if he would stick
at very little to repay that terrifio
thrashing. But Coker had handled him
once, with ease, and was ready to
handle him again. Fe was, in fact,
more than ready.

“Well,” said Coker, “I’'m going to
give you in charge. But if you want
ancther hiding first you've only got to
sav the word, I wouldn't let you off
being run in, if it was only to get that
kid away from jyon. He's & precious
voung rascal, but I've no doubt you're
the rotter that taught him to be what
he is™

Skip looked at Coker rather curicusly.

“That kid,” went on Coker, with a
nod fowards Skip, “"might be taught
to be decent yet, if he was got away
from o scoundrel like you and given
s few thrashings. And I'll jolly wall
see that he haz a chance™

“QOh, emoky ‘addocks! murmured
Skip. ) ]

“You'ro & precious little rascal,”
snid Coker sternly. “How a chap can
steal, without going and hanging him-
self immediately afterwards, 18 o thing
[ can't understand. Don’t you feel a
dirty little ecad, unfit to breathe the
same air as a decent fellow?” 1

“Not so’s you'd notice it,” said Bkip,

staring.
= Well, fnu cmgi-hf:. to,” sald Coker,
“and you'll ba jolly well taught when

they put that rascal in chokey, and
you're quit of him. And I'm gomng to
gee that they do it as soon as we get io
at Lentham.” .

Jimmy the Rat langhed again—a low,
unpleasant laugh, that mades er
start a little, so full of savage and
triumphant malice was it

“You had the best of it lnst time,
Mister Coker ! said Jimmy. 1 don't



Bob
that ? ** he stuttered.,

etting the best of
ack to school to-

sort of fancy you're
it this time! Going
d-s..?r, are youli"

Oh, you've found that out, too, you
spying scoundvel I said Coker con-
termptuously.

“Yes, I found that out, along with
tho rest,” mesented the dlat, “and I sort
of fancy they'll 'ardly know you agin
when you get to your school™

“Lock ‘ere, Jimmy—" said Skip
uneasily.

i Yl}'ll:
Rat. *
& bhand and hold your row

He rose to his feet—and Coker did
the same.

Schoolboy as he was, Coker was vather
en outsize in schoolboys, and he almost
towered over the rat-like man.

“So you wank some moraei” said
Coker grimly. “Well, I'm the man to
give it you. I won't leave much kick
it:.nﬂ:mu,“ta bothor the bobby at Lantbam,

Coker got no farther. .

A brighter fcllow than Coker might
have guessed that foul play was coming.
Put i’l:irﬂt‘ﬂ.ﬂ& Coker, with all his eminent
gualities, was far from bright

Jimmy's hand was behind lkim—and
it whipped out suddenly, with a weapon
m it. Tho weapon was o length of gas-
pipe, wrapped in & sock—the favourite
mstrnnent of men like the Rat

Beforo Coker knew what was hap-
pening the gas-pipe cracked on hia head,
and he staggered back, half-stunned.

Hoe fell into bis scat again, plump.

Ho did not remain thore. The Rat's
grasp was on him instantly, and he went
tprawling on his back in the beoitom
cf the carriage.

In a split second the Rat's knee was
planted on Coker's broad chest, pin-
ping him down. The deadly g‘ﬂ.!-p!EE
wae raised for another blow, and the

Ellaek. it up, 8kip!™ said the
| _Eﬂu'x‘n got to do 13 to lend

P

Cherry produced a penny from his pocket and held it oul to Bunter.
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Bunter.

Rat's eyes glittered down at Coker's
dazed face.

“You 'ound ' said the IRat, bebtween
his discoloursd teeth. “You got it
coming | You'll hand me over to the
peelers at Lantham, will sou? I fancy
they'll pick you out of this carviage at
Lanthain and walk you off to the
hospital—and if you get out of it undey
gix months it will be becansza I'va for-
gotten how to crack a nut| Got that?”

“Oh 1" gasped Coker.

He stared up dizzily. }He was utler]
at the mercy of the ruthless vascal, an
a shudder ran through him from head
te foof a3 he saw tho deadly Dblow
Coming. _

Coker had tons of pluck, but the
coming crash almost froze s blood.

The Rat's teoth shut hard, lis eyes
gleamed, and every outwa of his
strength was put inle the blow, which
was alrea ascending on Coker's un-
protected head, when Skip suddenly

rasped thoe wvillain®s arm with both
wands, and dragged it back.

01d on 1 panted the boy. “You
shan't, Jinmy—you shan't!"

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Protege !

IMMY THE RAT uttercd a howl
of surprise and rage.
He wrenched at hizs arm, and
slmost tore it loose.  But E‘akig
held on to it desperately, and dragge
it farther back, : :

The ruflian’s eyes tirned on him with
s deadly glare.

“Leago, 8kip! What you mean, you
little fool? Leago my arm!”

“1 tell you I shan’t!” panted Slkip.
“OOld on, I tell you!l T ain't standing
for it, Jimmy, I tell you 1"

* Leago 1”

The fat Owl toock it, and bilnked at it.
** What I sald I'd lend you—my last penny ! ** answered Bob affably.

{

4 Wh&t‘l's
“* You silly Idiot I ** shrieked

I won't "

The rago of a demon was In Lthe rat-
oyed man’s face. Heo sgwung round his
left aoim, and the clenched fist struck
the Loy on the side of the head with
savage force,

Skip gave a yell—but he still held on
to tho ruffian’s right arm.

Azain the savage fist
and again Skip yelled;
3.

A streak of red ran down the hov's
cheek, from & cut made by the savage
knuekles. But he still clung to the
arm like & cat.

That was a chance for Coker.

The hlow had dazed lom, and his
head was singing. But he only wanicd
a rhance, and he had it now.

Jimmy's savage atlention was farnsd
un Skip, and Coker heaved under him,
mfgking a Herculean effort to throw him
off.

The Itat’s knee slipped from his chesl,
and Cyoker half-rose.

Had Junmy got his right avm {ree o
stunning blow would have stretched
Coker down again, fast encugh. Duwt
with Skip chinging to his arm the
ruffian was at a disadvantagoe,

Ho rocked, and went against the
carriage seat sideways; and then Cober
got a fist inte esction. e

That fist caught the Rat under lis
chin, rather like the hind leg of a nnle.
It almost lifted the vaf-eved man's lead
from his shoulders.

Ha gave a gasping howl, rocked over,
angd Coker threw him off.

Panting, the IFifth Former of Grey-
friars scrambled up.

Jimmy, active as the rodent from
which lie dervived his nickname, was up
at the same time. s =

Skip was hanging on to his right arin
ﬁgapcrltﬂlg., or even yet the gas
pipo wotilld have done its work.
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wmded at him,
ut astill he hehd
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With his clenched left the ruffian
struck at the boy, so Bercely that Skip
{ell, losing his grasp.

But it was too late for the Rat.

Even as 8kip went down or's
brawny fist crashed, and the ruffian fell
across 3kip.

*Now, you rotter—" panted Coker.
His powerful grasp was on the Rai

at once. The gas-pipe was wrenched
away and flung in_a corner of the
carriage. 'Then the Rat crumpled. In

orace he

a fair fight with the heft{h
had no chance whatever. He erumpled
up, howling, in Coker's mighty grasp,
E_‘rt'rica er punched—then he pitched
the ruffian to the floor.

Jimmy the Rat collapsed there, half-
sensoless.

“Py gum!” gasped Coler,

He stooped ond lifted the boy to the
scat.

8kip sprawled there dazedly. Ile had
stopped  several savage punches, and
every one of thiﬂm haé{;kmid on him.

o blinked dizzily st er.
H‘” Look out, sirl” he gasped. “If he
gets "old of that gas-pipe agin, youre
a goner—and me, too, arter what I
done " ;

The Rat was stircing.

Coker picked up the lemngth of gas

I E. ik
PREtick where you are, you cur!
said Coker. “You get on your lege,
am{: T'l] ¢rai1ﬁu: your head as soon o3
look st you }

The Rit remainad where he was, his
littering oyes burning up at Coker.

hon he turned them on Bkip.

# %oy "—his wvoice was hoarse and
hroken with rage—"youn double-cross-
ing young 'ound, you've turned on mel
You've landed me for the stone jug!
‘Wait till 1 get & chance at you, Skip 1"

“That's enough from you,” said
Cokor. Coker was not observant, bhut
he eould not fail to see the terror in
the boy's face at the rufian’s threat.
* mora ﬁfllfhut. and I'll give you

nother punc
ﬂJimm;rp the Rat panted, and was
silent.

“Dan't you mind that brute, kid!”
said Coker. *“The police will take
carae of hinig..” They weant that sort to

ke core of.

“Cuker eat down agsin., Ile held the
ges-pipa on his knee, ready for im.
mediate uze if Jimmy the Rat gave
further trouble.

But the crouching scoundrel had no
intention of trying further conclusions
with Coker.

The trasin was slowing down at a
level-crossing, half-way to Lantham.

The Rat's eyves were on Eki{u's face.

He had planned—after dealing with
Coker—to jump from the train when
it slowed down at that level-crossing.

It was not Jimmy's game to arrive
et Lantham on the same train on
whieli & schoolboy lay with & cracked
head. 1 ;

MNow that he had fsiled with Caker,
and was booked for instant arrcst os
soon_as the train reached the station,
tho Rat was more anxions than ever to
cscape at the level-crossing.

He did not speak, but his rat-like
eyes told wvolumes of threats as he
looked at the boy, A word or a sign
from Skip would have apprised Cokor
of his intention, which Coker could
have frustrated easily enough.

Skip made no aign.

The train slowed. :

Jimmy the Rat was on his fect;
and Coker, on hi: guard against ao
attack, swung up the gas-pipe.

Dut Jimmy the Rat was not coming
for Cokor., tore open the carviage
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door, swung out with it as it went,

and leaped.

“0Oh!" gasped Coker.

He jumped to the open door. He
had s glimpse cf the rat-eyed man

rolling in grass; then the rascal was
on his feet, and running.

"Ok crumbs !’ gasped Coker.

He stered after the running figure
that vanished in a few seconds among
trees and bushes.

oker gave an angry grunt and
slammed the carriage door, He was
deeply annoyed by the rascal’s escape.
1ip grinned faintly.

At their former meeting he had set
Coker down, on his loo as a fool.
The present ha.p&enings had not caunsed
him to modify that opinion.

“He's gone!™ growled Coker.

“Jimmy's spry,”” remarked Skip.
“Jimmy's a rat what it ain’t casy to
ketch in a trap.”

Coker gave a snort, and sat down
agaln. ¢ pitched the length of gas-
piping under the seat,

“They’ll look for him, when I re-
port this at Lantham,” he eaid.
“They'll get him all right—don't you
worry [V

“They won't get
'urry,” said Bkip.

“Don't argue ” said Coker,

“Oh, no, sir !’ said Skip.

Coker sat 1'135.:9,1'1:1'1:15%'L the boy with
o frowning and thoughtful brow. Ha
rubbed his head, which had an ache
inside, and a bruise outside. It had
been rather 8 hard knock; but 1t was
nothing to what Colter had so nar-
rowly escaped.

Coker had PIEME of nerve, but he
still shivered at the remembrance of
t}mb‘deqdly weapon sbout to descend
on him in s savage and merciless hand.
This young rascal of a_lf:-ickp&cklat hed
saved him from that—from spending
the next term in a hospital ward, in-
stcad of in the Fifth Form at Grey-
friara. In doing so, he had provoked
the savage reosentment and vengeance
of his associate, =y

Coker regarded him in thoughtful
and dubious silence,

Skip looked anxiously from the win-
dow as the train rolled on to Lantham.
“You letting me 'op, sir?” he asked.

“Eh!" ejaculated Coker. “What?"

“Jimmy'd cracked your nut, sir, if
I 'adn’t got ’old of 'im!"" said Skip
“You wouldn't put & covey in quod
after that®"

Coker stared at hum.

“You little mss!" Lhe soid. 01
course not.” ) .

“QOh!” Bkip was evidently relieved.
“Not that it might be a bad thing
if you did, sir, 'cause Jimmy'll erack
my nut for me if he ever gets "old of
meo for what I did—same as he would
*ave cracked your'n. I spose I was a
fool to stop "im, but 1 couldn't see 'im
crack a bloke's 'cad like that there.
I couldn’t stand for that, sir”

“1 should think not!" gasped Coker.
“Look here, kid! What's your
name "

& EI-ZLD E:Hl

“il:’mrmn your rcal mame, you young
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it Jest  Skip,
other.”

“What ufter rot!” said Coker, star-
ing. “0Of course, you must have a
name, what's your father's name®

*Nover knowed ‘im.”

“Your molher's, then?"

“Nover knowed 'er.”’

“0Oh 1 gasped Colker. * Where have
you lived, thent”

chiefly, 'fore 1
immy,”"" answered

Jimmy in &

sir. Ain't got any

“Blummock's Alle
joined - up  with

Skip. “0ld Barney the Binger tsught
me to pick pockets.”

Coker gazed st him.

“"Have you ever been to school?” Lie
gas '
Skip made a wry face.

"I 'ave, on sod off,” ho answered,
"No bloke ain't safe thess days from
them school board inspectors.  But
they can't make me go now. I'm out
of that.”

“Where are you going, when I let

ou get out at tham i asked

oker.

Akip grinned,

“I'm ‘opping it jest as fast as I
know how, to k&gp away from
Jimmy,” he answered. "My eve, if
he cops me——"' Ia rubbed his head,
a3 if in anticipation of fecling a gas-
pips eracking there,

“What are you living on®" asked
Coker, . .

L CGuess,” grinned Skip.

“You awful young scoundrel|”
gasped Coker. “Mean to say that
you're going on picking poe i

“Sort of,” admitted Skip. Mot if
they makes me Prime DMinister, or
Lord 'Igh Admiral of the Flect
Hutherwise, yes.”

“You've saved me from getting

pretty badly hurt,” said Coker slowly.
“¥ou're not going on picking pockets,
vou little beast] I'm going to see that
you don't. I shall have to think this
out. Stick tc me when we get out
at Lantham."

“What for?" asked Skip.

“Becausa [ tell you to,” eaid Coler,
frowning. “I'm going to see what can
be done for you. It will want think-
ing out. I supposa you'd rather be
hﬂh?}ﬂh if you had & chance, wouldn't
you?” )

“Ain't thought about it,” answered

Skip.
. ¥ Well, the sooner you think about
it the betfer |” said Coker sternly. “1
know I'm not Ieaving you to go on
being &  beastly little  thieving
scoundrel, after what you've done for
me. IMNow I shall have to report this
at the police station at Lentham, so
that they can go after that scoundrel;
but I shan't mention you. You stay
whera I leave you till I come back—
goc T

“Orlright,” said 8kip.

And when the train stopped at
Lantharm  Junction, Color alighted
with Skip, planted him in_ front of
an automatic chocolate machine where
he would bo able to find him sgain,
warned him severely not to stir there-
from, and left hiin,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Penny !

id ALLD, halle, hallo ! roarcd
H Iob Cherry,
“Ow!" gasped Billy
Bunter.
Lantham Junction wa3 crowded

with Groyfriavs fellows going back to
school. )

On  the thronging platform Billy
Bunier steod, blinking up and down
and round about througl his big spec-
tacles, looking for his old pals,

One of them, grinmng, stepped be-
hind him, unscen by tha fat Owl, and
roared suddenly in his fat ear, with
a voice compared with which that of
the celebrated Stentor was a mere
whisper,

Bunter jumped almost clear of the
platform. He would have jum
quite clear of it if he had had less
weight to lift



®Doocogh 1" he
round at Bob Cherry. "You silly
chump, making e f{vilow jump out of
his skinl I zay, where are the other
silly idiots "

“I've only seen one silly idiot, =o
fﬂl;,” answered Bob cheerily,

“Which onet™

“ Bunter,”

*“¥ou silly fathead 1" snorted Bunter.
“Look here! Hold on, Cherry! Don't
walk away while a fellow’s talking to
you. Hold on, I sayl*?

“Qh, all right " ascented Bob., He
F‘uspe-:! Eilly Bunter by the back of his
at neck in a grip like a vice. “ That
doi”

“0Ow!l Legpol" yelled Bunter, wrig-

gling. '*Wharrer you up to?"

“Holdisg on!"™ apswored Bobh, " You
asked me, didn't youl"

“You blithering  idiot 1"  howled
Bunter. *Leggol*

Bob Cherry grinned cheerfully. Bob

eeemed to have turned up for the first
day of term in high spirits.

“Isn't that all right?” he asked.

“Beast! Legpo my neck 1” o

“Is that better 1" asked Bob, shifting
his grip to a fat ear.

“Yaroooh| Leggol” shrieked Bunter.

“Well, 'm blessed if I make you
out " sard Beb. “ You ask a fellow to
held on, and squeak like & little pig
when he does it. There's no satisfyving
En:rma?!ga“uwsl Shall I hold on to your
nose

Billfy Bunter jerked his little fat nose
out of the danger zone just in time. Ha
glared at the exuberant Bob.

“ You—you—you fatheaded hippo-
potamus [ he gasped. * Emg playing
the goat, will you!? Look here,
bezst—I mean, old chap [

“Ha, ha, hal™

“1 say, old fellow, I've left my money
at home I” gaid Bunter. *“There was
rather 8 rush getting off with Sammy
and Bessis in the car, you know, and a
lot of my titled relations saying good-
hye, and I left my notecase, with ail my
banknotes in it, on the grand piano in
the blus drawing-room——-=""

*“ Rough luck I srid Bob sympathetic-
ally. “Did you leavo your sack of
curreney notes on the brass band in the
pink dining-room, tooi™

* Oh, really, Cﬁarry-h—-”

“And all your hali-crowns, and bobs,
and tanners, on the whatnot in thao
terra-cotta bhoudoir

“0Oh, dor's be an ass1 Actually, I've
come away without any money,” said
Bunter. “I've got my ticket, and that's
all. Lend me—"

“My dear chap, if you're really short
of cash, I'd lend you my last penny "
declared Bob.

Billy Bunter beamed.

“That's jolly decent of wyou, old
chap,” he satd. “ You're not mean, like
Wharton and Inky and the rest. I can
manage on ten b Fo-

“ Sure 1"

"“"Well, I'd rather have a pound, old
fellow, if vou can spare it," said Bunter
cagarl}y. e could scarccly believe his

ood luck.

Jon

“I could spare & pound as easily as
ten bob—or a couple of pounds, for that
matter,” answered Bob.

“My dear old chap!” gasped Bunter,
with visions of unlimited tuck at the
huffet dancing before his dazzled eyes.
*Make it two quid, then! I'm expect-
ing & postal order as soon as we gat
in, and I'll square, of course.”

Bob groped in his pockets.

Billy Bunter watched him, his eyes
glistening behind his big spectacles,

From one pocket Bob produced a
penny.,

Ho held it out to Bunter,

asped, o blinked
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. Tho fat Owl teok
it and blinked at it.
“What's that " [
ho stuttered.
“What I said I'd
lend you—my last
penny I answored
Bob aiffably.
“¥ou
idioti™
Bunter,
thoug
“Gammonl ¥ou
couldn't]  You've
got nothing fo do
it with [ And Bob,
chueckling,  disap-
peared i the
crowd to loek for
his friends, leaving
Billy Bunter blink-

gilly
ghrieked

u:I

ing at his last
?enn;l.', with an in-
uriated blink,
“Beast 1" hiszed
Bunter.
He coame near
hurling Bob

Cherry's last penny
at the back of Bob's
head as he went,
But he refrained.

A penny was not
a largo sum, but it
“wAs current coin ﬂf
the realm and
something in the
eatable line, though
not a large quan-
tity, could be ob-
tained in exchange
for it. There ware
automatio machines
that could ba
worked by that
humble coin; and
all was grist that
came to Billy
Bunter’s mll

Instead, thore-
fore, of hurling that
penny in indignant
disdain at the back
of Bob's head, Billy
Bunter clatched it
in a fat hand, and
blinked round him
for mn automatio
machine,

He spotted one,
and wriggled
thmudgh the surging
CEOTWIL.

A boy was stand-
ing directly in front
of it, and did not
stir as Bunter rolled

up.

PBlit‘ttEI' blinked at
him,

“Let o chap get
at fhat machine,
will you t” he
yapped. Then, as
his eyas and spec-
tacles fixed on the

boy, he jumped.
“You "
Skip looked at

him.

IIe jumped, also.
Jle recognised the
fat fcllow in spees
who had grabbed
!1i!'|1 the day he had
picked the old
gentleman’s pocket
at Wimford.

“h, smaoky 'ad-
doclis I ejaculated
Skip.

“Youl” pgazped
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Ek‘liip fh"“‘ at him,
“Well, face, what do you want?” he
demanded aggressively. “I don’t know
you! Git out of it1”

Bunter got out of it fast enough, Io
had not forgotten that jolt on his fat
chin. He lost his interest in the anto-
matic machine, with the owner of that
hefty punch standing in front of 1it.
Bunter was glad to disappear into the
crowd again.

Bkip was loft waiting—with a worried
lock on his face,

Coker had told him to wait there, and
it had been waiting a long time. Now
that he had been recognised by a fellow
who had seen him _fmkin pockets, he
was not keen on waiting there longer.

However, Bunter had sheered ofi—
and the former associate of Jimmy the
Hst continued to wait, )

Bunter, in & state of great excitement,
was hunting up &nd down for the
Fomous Five. He had surprising and
T}lmma nows for them when he found
them.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

L1 BAY, wou fellows—"
“Blow away, Bunter !”
“1 say, Wharton—-—"
“Rotl away, barrel 1™

Harry Wharton & Co. had gathered
together, and were heading for the
Courtfisld train, to bag a earriage, when
Billy Bunter spotted them.

Little Wun Lung was with them,
having come up from Surrey with Whar-
ton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Nono of them seemed fearfully bucked
to see Buntar—hgarha.ga feeling that they
had seen enough of him in the holidays,
if not even a little too much,

“] sav. I've been looking for vou
hooted Bunter. .

“(lo and look for somebody else!™

sted Johnny Bull.
cast! I say, you {fellows, he's
hero 1" yolled Bunter,

*Who's he 1" asked Bob.

[
&

[
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“That Llighter—" gasped Bunter.
“"That piekpocket! That fellow in the
cheok cap who picked all your pockets
that dsy in the hols—"

“Oh 1" said the Famous Five, all at
once.

They stopped. Like most of the
fellows, they wanted to bag a carriagoe
in the first train. But they forgot all
about the train now.

If this information wags correct, it was
exactly what they wanted to hear. They
had not forgetten, by any means, that
young rascal in tho check cap, who had
robbed them right and left, and caused
still more serious trouble that he knew
nothing of.

Cortainly, they had no hope of ever
gecing ngain the cash that the youn
rascal had annexed. Neither, indeced,
did they entertain much hope of seeing
tho young rascal himself. But they were
extromely keen to do so—and to give
him instruction on the subject of
common honesty.

The Famous Five were not the fellows
to remember grudges; but they really
did want to get hold of that young
rascal, and hand over a litile of what he
3¢ richly deserved.

Attention weas fixed on Bunter at onea.

“You've scon him?? exolaimed
Wharton. :
“Yes, rather!” grinmed Bunter.

“Hanging about here to pick pockots,
of course, same as he was that day at
Wimford station, when I eaught him.”

“] suppose that sort of a rotter would
pick a erowd like this for his business |”
said Johnny Bull. “By gum, I want to
goe him! Where is he, Bunter "

“1 saw him, hardly five minutes ago,
leaning on an automatic machine—this
wav " trilled Bunter.

“(Coma on, you fellows I" said Hazry.
“Never mind the trein now, If we've
got o chanco of collaring that young
seoundrel—" . _

“The collarinlness will be terrific "

“{3ivo him in charge ?” asked Nugent
doubtfully. =

“Well, I don't know about that,” said
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Harry. “The little beast ought to be
m chokey, I suppose; but—but he's only
o lid. He must have been brought up
fearfully badly to be such a young
scoundrel.  But—=" . ‘

“Give him a jolly good hiding 1" said
Johony Ball. *“He's spent our monoy
long before this; but we can make him
sorry that he ever touched it I

“ Anyhow, let's bag him{” said tho
ﬂapt&in of the Remove. o

‘I szay, you fellows, thera he isl
squenked Bunter.

The erowd on the platform was clear.
ing off now, Greyiriars fellows cram-
ming into the train for Courtfield.

Ierbert Vernon-Smith, leaning out of
a carrisge, shouted to the Famous Five:

“Thia way, vou fellows, if you want
seats 1M

But the Bounder's eall passed un-
hoeded, and the seats were promptly
bagged by others, e

Harry YWharton & Co. were missing
that train. _ .

Leaning on the sutomatic machine,

with his hands in his pockets, and
whistling through his teéth, waa the m
who had worn a check cap when he

&

played that trick on them in the holi-
davs, Ho was not wearing & check ca
now, but thoy knew his rather good-
looking face at once.

His eyes, keen as a hawk's, were on
them, as they came up—and he coased
to whistle, sn extremely wary look
coming over his face. He recognised the
party of anho-c:lh_ufya at once, and scented
danger. But if he had thought of
dodging, he had no chence—the Grey-
friars Eaiiuﬁ's were all round him.

“&o here you are, you young rascal I”
gaid Harry grimly.

“YAlla! What's biting you, old
covey t* asked Bkip. “What you calling
o bloke names for?”

“Think we dot’t know you!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Well, where's the ‘arm?” asked
Skip. “I'm the cove what you 'elped
out of & ditch when I 'urt my legl
Much oblifed T was—that there leg was
"urt, and so I tell you "

“Hasn't it occurred to you that we
missed our mency afterwards?” asked
Harry. .

“Did yonl” said Skip. "I 'ope you
don't fancy I Lnowed nothing about it
arter you was so kind, ’elping of a cove
with & game leg.” i

“We never thought of you In con-
neetion with it, till we found oui that
you were o pickpocket!™ said Harry

uietly., “Are you gﬂmﬁ to deny that
this chap, Bunter, erught you picking
pockets the next morning T

“I say, vou fellows——"

“Never sced that fat covey wefore!™
said Bkip coolly. “I'd remember ’un
if I 'ad, with a face like that "

“Why, you checky beast—>*

So cool and self-possessed was the
voung rascal, that the Greviriars jumors
might have had a doubt—had a doubt
been ible. DBunter, certainly, wos
the fellow to make mistakes.

But there was no room for a mistake.
It did not depend on” Bunter's evidence
—though that was good enough, in the
circumstances, 1

At Wimferd police station, Harry
Wharton had seen the dm:ngtmn of tha
:_,'uw% pickpocket who had been chased
in Wimford High Street—and it was
the accurate description of the boy they
had helped out of the ditech—checlk ca
and tie-pin and striped walstcoat an
all. There was absolutely no doubt
whatever that the boy they had hﬁlﬁ:ﬁ
out of the ditch was the boy wheo
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picked pockets at Wimiord staliony and
the same, therefore, who had religved
tiem of their valuables. Dut the youug
raseal’s coolness was rather staggering,
‘all the same,

They ztood looking at him while the
train rolled away with a erowd for
Greyiriars,

Skip began to whistle again.

“Well, that young rotter’s got a nerve
oy him 1" said Jobnny Bull, at last.
Y Buat we'll give him something to cure
all that! Look here, young shaver,
you say vou're not the pickpocket who
was chased at Wimford last week "

“Course I ain’t!” said Skip. “Never
En:kqd a2 pocket in me life! Shouldn't

now ‘ow to M

Al right!™ said  Johnny
“Wea'll walk you vound to the police
slation and ask them to ring up Wim-
ford., If you've not the chap, you've got
pathing to be afraid of. Come on”

“Can't '™ said Bkip, shaking his head,
“L'tn waiting here for a voung gentle-
man what may be coming back any
A be,

“ Dine of us will wait here, if yvou like,
and tell that young gentleman, whoever
ite is, that ks pat’s been ron in for
panching ' said Bob Cherry.

“Counldn't think of iroubling you,”
sajel Skip., “I ain't the bloke you want.
1f that fat covey thinks he's scen me
belore, he wants some noo spres.”

“I sav, von fellows, let's ecall a
hobby I cxelgimed ihe indignant fat
Owl. “I dare say his pockets are full
of purses and watches this very minute,”

*Shoulduw't wonder,” said Jeolwny
Bult, “That's what he's here for, I've
2o doubt. Now, you checky little tick,
vou can own up aob the spot, or we'll
keep you hero and send a porler for a
palieeman,
lwbby that you're not yourself but :ome-
hl:rr:i]::' else.”

Skip breathed hard.

If he had hoped to “bloff ™ the school-
boys, he could enterfain no hope of
Llulling an oflicer of the law. A police
man arviving on the scene meant the
ciet of things for the pickpocket.

He made a sudden spring to escape.

Ho swift and saddernr was that spring,
that the jumiors, waichlul as they were,
were taken rather by surprise.

The Famous Five grabbed at Lim,
foo late.  Another second, and the young
rogie would have lLeen clear—but in
that second, Wun Lung put a foot in
his way. Bhip stamlded over it, and
came down with a bump.

He was up again in a {winkling, but
hands were on him  then. arry
Wharton & Co. grasped him on all sides.

The young raseal strugrled and fought
ithe & wild cat. Even for five fellows,
lie was not easy to hold.

But they had him, and they kept him;
and Skip, wild cat a3 he was, wasz
sripped and safely held. Ie was still
druggling furfously. but without the
least chance of getting away, when
ithere came a sudden interruption.

“IWhat the thump—  Let that ki
}I-:m-at” came an angry rear. DBy
Fam ! I'll whop the lot of you!™

And Coker of the ifth, in great
i:n'l. }:tth. yushed in, hitting out right and
o

Coker had rvetwrned just in time for
Ehip

grimly.

THE NINETEENTH CHAFTER.
Handling Horace !

i Q0K out—"
“What the dickens—"

" That mad ass, Color—"
“Oh, my hat!”
Cdker of the Fifth did ot ston lo

You can explain to the §

EVERY SATURDAY

ask guestions,
iut.

Coker's methods were always rather
those of a bull in a china shop.

Atill, there was some excuse for Coker.
Ile saw the fellew who had helped him
oitl of danger, and whom he had re-
solved fo hefriend somehow, strugeling
in the grasp of a mob of Greyfriars

ITe just rushed in and

juviors,  Unaware that they had ever
scen Skip before, or cver heavd of him,
he could only suppose that it was o

“rag”—and zn unusupally rovgh and in-
cxensable rag, The Greyiriars fellows
rogged one another zometimes, but they
wore not suppozed to bezstow such atten-
tions on members of the outzide public.

Angry and indignant, Colier rushed to
Bkip’s rescue—and Colier was & useful
reseuer, His fists were rather like legs
of mutton, and there was a lot of force
lrehind hiz punches.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were sprawl-
ing on the platform before they knew
what was happening—Frank Nugent
and Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh  went
rolling- over them, and Jolnny Bull,
ciuleling at Coker, was swept off his
fvet, still ¢lutching. Billy Bunter and
Wun Lung j]‘.il'ﬂ[lﬂg back ouf of veach.

Skip had to be released—indeed, ho
was forgotten, in the middle of that
sudden earthquake.

He did not lozo the chance.

Like an arrow from a lbow, Skip shot
away down the platform, and vanished
from sight.

“I say, you fellows, he's cutting1”
yolled Biily Bunter.

Wun Lung made a jump in pursuit;
but at that momest Coker hurled
Johuny Bull off, and he erashed info the
little Chinee, scaling him sprawiing.

Coker, in great wrath, glared ar the
gasping juniors, sivewn round him like
allen leaves in aotoinn.,

“Oh crikey ™
“Ow! My noso!®
“{oocoooogh 1™
“TUrrgegh !

“You mad diat ¥
" Doooooop !

“"You checky voung sweeps!” voared
Coker. * Raeging at o railway station,
what? Can’t yvou keep it for the Re.
wove passage? Eh? By gom——m-~>"

Bob Cherry was the first to scramble
. His hat had fallen off, hiz noze was
streaming red. But he gave no thought
cither to his hat or his nose. He harled
himself at Coker of the Fifth like a
thunderbalt,

“Back up, yvou men® velled Baob,

They backed up fast cnougi.

Why Coker had havged i, unless it
was hies usual fotheaded swanl, the
juniors did not know, or cave. Lhey
did not know that Cobker had aver seen
Skip before, any more than Coker knew
thai they had ever seen hinr.  Certainly
it never gocurred to them that Coker
was the young gentletsan 3kip was
wailing for,

All %my knew was that Horvace had
barged im bLke a battering-ram and
knocked them right and left,

That waz enough for iliem to know,
They hurled themselve: at  Horace
Coker.

Coker's eharge, laking them by sor-
prise, had carried all hefore it. But it
was & different tale now.

Coker, hefty as he was, was no match,
o anything like it, for fivea coraged
Removites,

'l.'lm?r collared Coker on all stdes, and
brought him down on the platform with
a tevrific bump.

Coker strugzled and roared: but his
sirusales wore fuiile, and bz wild

YORFE Were not lizedded,
“Herap him P ovelled Jalmor Bull,

U Bash the dithering idiet ) gocped
Nuagent,

a7
“Mag him 1 Bump him! Spillicate
him " gasped DBob Cherry.

“Serag him terrifically 1"

“Jump an him M

“Bang his cheeky hoad !

“Makee silly old Cokes
solly—"

0w ! O ! Wow P Youw ! Yarooonch 1™
roared Coker of the ifth, as he was
hangﬂd and hum]g-ed ati, shumped till ho
hardly knew what was happening to
hitn.  “ Gerroff | Legyo ! 'l amash
you! I'll—yaroooocop |”

“I say, you fellows, tha!l young cad’s
gone ! gasped Billy Bunter.  ©1 say,
give him jip! I say, let & fellow get a
punch at hin 1™

“Leggo! Gervoff! Gerrawny! ¥oo-
hooooop 17

Coker of the Tifth had been ragped

before., He was the kind of fellow to
ask for it, and to get it., But never kad
Coker of the Fifth been so thorcughly
ragged as now,
_If Coker fancied that he could barge
in on a party of Remove men and knoek
them spinning at his ewn sweet will, it
was Lime, in the opinion of the Remove
men, that he had & lesson on that
subject.

So they gave him one.

Coker, overpowered by so many foes,
went through 1t as f he were going
through a threshing-maeline.

Banged and ‘bumped, rolled and
rumpled, thumped and clumped, Coker
gurgled for breaih, and his wild roars
were reduced to feeble squeaks,

“ Doaoeoogh | Dogaoooch ! Wooooooh!
Moosoooh "' came in gasping, gurgling
accents from the greal Horace.

“Btick hiz hat on,” gasped Wharton,
“and smash it over bis ears!”

Crunch |

Coker's head almo:t disappeared into
a smashed hat, His collar and tie were
crammead down the back of his neck.

Hiz coat was split up the back, and
hardly a butfon remained on his waist-
coat.  With hardly a kick leit in his
breathlesa person, Coker wriggled and
moaned,

Greyiriara fellows, who had been left
behind by the train, gathered round to
watch the scene, with howls of laughter.
Members of the public, unacquaintec
wilh Greviriars manpers and customs,
stared at 1t blankly.

The Famous Five did not heed their
audience, They pave all their attention
to Coker, and to reducing lim to a
dilapidated wreck,

Vigorously they got on with the pood
work, and did it thoroughly.

Not till they were tired did thew relax
their efforts. By that time Horace
Goker lay on the platform, a mere heap
of wreckage, moaning feebly.

“Therve ! gasped Bob Cheiry, wiping
a perspiving brow, “I think that will
do for Coker "

“Had enough, vou polty bargee i de-
manded Jolinny Bull.

" Oovcaaeh ' moaned Colior.,

“What did you butt in for. you howl-
ing ass " demanded Havry Wharton.

‘Qoooooagh tY

“1f Coker's come back this tenn to be
az cheely as he was last, that's & good
tip for him to begin with!” gasped
Johnny Bull,

“I zay, you fellows, the train's coming
IH‘

plonty

i1

Leaving Coker for dead, as it were,
the Famous Fiva proceeded to make
themselves tidy after that wild combat—
they rather needed 1it. Then they went
for the sccond train, which was now in
the station

There was no chanee now of recaptur-
ing the young pickpocket. Coker's sur-
prising and unexpected interveniion had
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saved Skip, though it had had such har-
rowing rosulis for Florace himsnlf,

Still breathless from their exerlions,
Harvy Wharton & Co. packed into the
traim,

But Coker did not pack tn.  Coker
was not thinking of trains or Greytrines,
ot anvthing clse, just then. except get
ting his second wind.  Colker sprawled
and purgled. He sat up as the teans
moved out of the statton, and blinked
dizzi I{ at & window packed with grn-
ning faces. ]

Eob Cherry woaved a8 hand to lam.

* Lots move, Coker, when you get in,
if vou a:k for 1t 1" ho bawled.

*Doooovogh 1 _gurgled Coker. ]

The troin disappesred down tho line,
deaving Coker of the Fifth silling oo
the Fatl‘nrm. gm}:ing and gurghng
Tho last view the Fomous Fiwe had of
him, he was still sitting there. the most
dilapiduted Fifth Former ever beheld by
the human cye |

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Waich That Went !

[LLY BUNTER jumped.
“Oh crikey 1 he gasped.
Bunter's fat features registered
disinay

Tha other fellows n
etarcd a1 hiin

The Famous Five were fannmg them-
gelves with their hats.  EE was warm
weather, anu making thuges warm for
Coker of the Fifth had been warm work.
Lattle Wun Lung. sittang i the corner
nest to Bunter, looked hall asleep, with
his slanting eyes -hali-closed, &s he
gazed from the window,

Duwier had been gowg threugh his
pocket: in sparch of a forgorten bulls-
eve or au overlapked auniseed-ball, when
he suddenly ejaculated with diemayed

the carrago

alarm.

“M;; wateh |”  he gasped. “1It's
gono |

“Rot ! said Bob Cherry. “1 knuow

that watch—it never goes ("

“You zilly ass1" reared Bunler, “It's
been pinched! I say, you fellows, that
voung villain wust have had it =t

antham ! It's gonel My thirty-five
guinea watch 1™

“Well, my hat 1" exclanued Jolinny
Bull. “I should have thought wo were
keeping that young cascal too busy for
picking pocketa."

““He had-it I' wailed Bunter. “1 say,
vou fellows, pull the cordt Btop the
train ! We've got to go backl I can’t
lose & forty-puinea wateh 1%

“We'll have a whipround and buy
you a new one like it,"” said Bob Cherry
reassuringly. A tanner each from the
five of us will do ot.”

“Ha, ha, bal” .

“Why, you beast,” roared Bunter in-
:Iigmntl’y. “my Unele Reginald gave
Lifty guincas for that watch 1"

““Is it rcally gono? asked Harey
Wharton.

“Look 1" Dunter showed &n empty
pockes. *“1 sng. iuu feliows, I've .had
that gold watch all tho while I've been
at school! My Uncle Georgoe bought it
for e on a birthday, you know. He
gave thirty—I mean Forty—that is to
eay, fifty guineas for it——"
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“Same as your Unele Reginald geaveTumple of the Fourth,

for it?" azked Bob.

“[a. ha, hat”

"liowok here, vou beasts—"" hooled
Bueter. My watch is pone!  Can't
you bo gevious about 8 serpus matier !

Bur the Famous Five declined to bo
fearfully serous about t. Budly Dunror's
celebrated gold watch was worth, at the
sl goncrons csbinare, Ave shillinegs.

lustead of regestering  dismay ot
Bunwr s loss, the Famous Five went
through thetr own pockers, 1o ascerrain
whetner  the hight-Begered  youth  at
Lantnare had  relteved them of auwy-
thing.

Luckily nothing was gone.  Really, it
was puzzhing now the young rascal had
found an opportumity  of eunexing
Bunter’s big watch, DPBut the watch,
wingh ad never gone before, bad gone
ucw 1

“I=1 suppose we can't stop the
eramn ! sand Buuter, Y But as soon as
ve get out atl CourtBeld wo zhall have
o po back. L sunply can't lese that
watch—how can 1 et my Unele Witham
know [‘ve lost it, when he gave it to
ms for a Chrstimas present 3

b erthay 17

“¥You can cackls,
wrathiully,

"“Tnenks, we will—ha, ha, ha I

The train  stopped in Courtficld
oLl O,

Wun Lung oponed the carringe door

said DBunter,

and Jjumped oul, followed by the
crmous  Five and William  George
dunter.

Tie Littlo Chinee flicked the back of
tlarry Wharton # jucket, and Wharton,
supposing that o was flicking oft sewme
dust guthered in the hectio encounter
with Colcer, gave bim o sod. Then he
inllowed his ecompanions down  the
platiormn.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a sudden roar
as ho passed Poter Todd of the Remove.

Wharton looked round.

“Hallo, Toddy! You seem to have
vome back merry and bright,” he said.

Toddy chortled.

“Sowmebody aftor you?” he ashked.

“Eh? No, why?"

“(h, 1 thought there might be as
you're keeping a watch behind.”

Wharton stared at-him.

“What do you mean, you asaf I'in

ot lmupin? a weich behind.  Gone off
a

vour dot, fathead?"’ .
Wharton walked on, leaving Poter
chartling.

Ancther how! of laonghtier grected

him as he passed Ogilvy and Russoll
“Ha, hn, hal”
Again the captain of thr Reinove
staved round; his cheeks reddening.
“Well, what's the cackle about? he

demanded.
“What's the big idea?™ asked
Ogilvy, “Trying to get in ahead of

timo?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yellod Russell.

Wharton starced at ithem-——and then
hurvied after his friends. Ic could see
that some joke was on, though he could
not guess what it was, .

Billy Bunter was squeaking as he
rejoined the Clo.

*1 say, you fellows, we shall have to
gn back for my watech—" '

“Ha, ha, ha!” came n how! from

“Look ! New
way of wenring g wateh, whal? Setting
a now faslnon, Wharton?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Wharton's face was red end wrathy.
A dogen fellows were staring ot s
back and launghing as if they saw some-
thing cutertpunug there,

“Is there anything on my back, you
fellows?" ashed Harry, " lusty, ov
anything #"’

* Let's look '™ said Bob.

The Co. looked! Then they gave a
sudden yeli.

“kla, ha, hal"

“You suiggering fatheads!" roared
Wharton, *You, too! What's the
poke, 'd like to know?”

"My waich!” rvoarcd Billy Bunter,
“1 say, you fellows, that silly idiot
Wharton's got my watch—got it pinned
ot his back.”

“"What yelled Wharton.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Gunme my wateh ' howled Banter,
“IEF you call that 8 jolie, veu =illy Bss,
bagging o chap's watch und sticking
it on vour back—"

“Your watch—on my back!" gasped
Wharton., “How the howling thup
could your silly wateh ger on  wmy
back *™

“Rotten trick, making me think a
pi{*k\}n:uk{*t had got 1t=——"

“You fat chump—"

*“Well, it's there,” grinned PBob
Cherry. “It's pioned  on” 8
utthualked the celebrated gold warch
snd  held it ouap. and the rolled-gold
glunmered in the September sunshine.
* Here you are, Bunter."

“{a I'" gasped Harry.

e undersiond now why Toddy bad
asked him whether somebody was afler
i, as he was keeping a watch behad ;
and why Ogilvy had wanted to kiow
whether he wanted to get in shead of
time | .

Wun Luwg. grinning all over his
little yvellow face, sidled away to tho
platforin exit.

But he did wvot sidle fast enoughl
Wharton grasped it—and grasped the
little Chineo !

“You blithering  little ss=!”  he
roared.

=0k 1” pasped Bob.,  “Wun, of
caren "

“Allee light!® yelled Wun Lun

“Only little jokee—velly funnee little
jokee——"

“Gontlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Dol Cherry, “ Wun's & funny little
aszs, and he can't lielp it—but it's up to
us, as his pals, to help him_ help it!
Bump him{J ":’q’il bump him overy
time—and ﬁiﬂ:’: him a sample now, to
hﬂgin with.

“Hear, heay!”

Bump, bump, burap, bumpp !
Four times the Chinee smote
platform, ahd each time ho yelled.
The Famous Five walked on and left

him yelling.

the

THE END.

(There will be annther spanking fine
yarn of Harry Whartan & Co. and the
amazing bdy " Skip ™ fn next Saturdgy »
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A BEAK on

the BOARDS!

By DICKY NUGENT

A Secreamingly Funny Story of Jack
Jolly & Co., of St. Sam’

* Coming to the second houss of
the }quﬁumn Empire, airt "
rioned Mr. Li , looking into
e headmaster’s study at St. Sam’s.
“ They say it's & topping show
this week ! ' .

Doctor Birchemall herled aside
a pile of bills on bis desk. He
heaved & sigh and flung himself
back and threw the Fourth Form-
master & reproving look.

“Lickham ! Lickham! How
many times am I to tell you that
I never Pa.tmniaa COIMMOnN Mewsick-
halls t *° he cried weerily. “The
beadmaster of o grate ekool like
4t. Sam’s has to keep up appesr:
ances—and keep down eggspenses,”
he added, with a wry Jook at the
billa.

“ 11l stand treat, eir,”’ said Mr.

Lickham cheerfully. “ Ihappen Lo
be in funde just now. I won a
prize in the football pool this week,
you know t ™ ]
The Head's handa went up In
jesture of sheer horror.
‘Blegs my sole! A St. Sam’s
master m&hﬁajn football coupons 1
Why, it's meful, Tdckham—
disgraceful ! Er—I suppose you
can't oblige me with the loan of a
five-pound note till—"

“SHorry, gir! [ only won ten
ghillings, as it hal:-%ansl ¥ grinned
Mr. ickharm, * But why not
come along to the Empire, sir?
Pack up your trubbles in your old
kit-bag, and smile, smile, smile 1

“ Would that I could, Lickham !
But I'm afraid it's impossibuol
without a fiver falling into my
hands like manner from hevven !
Unlesa I find that smount by the
morning, my tailor is going to issus
a eummons ! At the present mo-
moent, Lickhapa, stark ruination
gtares me in the face ! " :

Mr, Lickham stared the Head m
the face with & look of deep

gimperthy.

“FTﬁImﬁ ruff luek, air, and no
mistake ! ¥ he mermered. * Still,
gir, if you'll come along to the
Empire, as like aa not you'll run
into some kind friend that you can

a8

A tap on the door interrupted
Mr. Lickham's remarks at that
moment.

“Trot in, fathead!"™ commanded
Doetor Birchemall, in hia refined
way. And the door opened to
admit Toadey minor.

At the site of the sneak of the
Fourth, who wors a dressing gown
over his pyjamas, the two mastors
frowned seveerly.

“ Toadey ! What are you doing
of, walking about when you should
be in bed 1 ' demanded the Head.
* ¥You know very well that yon're
not allowed out of your dorm after
lighta out———-"

“ Please, eir, that’s just why
I've cailed,” wined Toadey minor,
* Some chaps have gone out break-
ing bounds from our dorm and it
worried me so much to know they
were defying the laws of the skool

that I HHEJIJEd out to tell you
about it1*

Mr. Lickham wissled, The Heacd
glaped.

boundz from the
dormitory, eh 1™ growled Doctor

ant S.

Birohemall
“Thia is an
offence ish-
able by ti:a sock

-—or eggaspulsion,

EDITED BY MA4K LINLEY
(In the absence of ‘Hary Wharton & Co.)

September 25th, 1937,

WINGATE'’S
CRUSHING REPLY'!

First Eleven Teach

When we put our
foot in it, we're willing
to admit it Thia
weak, dear renders, we

frankly admit that
wa've put our foot in
it very badly |

=

a3 the vulpgar
mite put it!?
Who are these miscreants,
Toadey ¥ And what do they think
they're doing of ¥ "

** Please, sir, it’s Jolly and Merry
and Bright and Fearless ! " wined
the snesk of the Yourth, * They're
breaking bounds to go to the second

rformance at the Muggleton

mpire 1 ¥

“ Grate pip! The yung raskols
have the dispertinence to leave
their beds to witness a low, common
mewsick-hall show g

* Ploasge, sir, it’s even worse than
that,” said Toadey minor, with a
snigger. ‘' They've gone to do a
turn on the stags ¥

i “rHﬂun.uﬂ.T [} "

“Fakt, sir!" eniggered the
sneak of the Fourth, ' There's a
competition being held to-nite.
They're offcring a cash fnma for
the bost mmateur turn. d Jolly
and hie pals have gome to do a
mtl-daucing and acrobattick turn.”

+ YE‘ Eﬂdﬂ- 1 b

Doctor Birchemall rose from his
desk. His face was while with
rage. At the same time he looked
a8 black as thunder.

* What are you going todo, air b "
asked Mr. Lickham.

“I'm going to the Muggleton
Empire, of corsé !’ enapped the
Head, * Return to bed at once,
Toadey. Aro you coming with ine,
Lickham ? "

* Yea, rather, sir 1"

And five minnits later, the iwo
beaks wore tramping down to the
Head's garage on the first stage
of their jerney to Muggleton.

l “ The Head [ " hist Frank I'ear.
ess, :

Jolly and Merry and Bright
wissled.

The herocs of the llowtih were
waiting i 8
dressing - Foom
at the Muggla.
ton Empire,
diskussing their
chunces of bagg-
ing the lLiver
oftercd for the
beat amateur
variety turn of
the evening.

Fearless had
just opencd the
winder and

lanced down
imto the alloy.
way leading to
the atege door.
But 1w iwo
figgors ho epolted in the alley
made bim close it in » flash,

“It’'s Dector Birchemall right
cnuff, you chapal" ho gasped.
“ He's %:t- Lickbarn with him.
They're both coming towards the
st-a.gu door 1

“ Oh, grate pi

Jack Jolly & Co. looked at each
other in sheer diemay. If the Head
found them at the Muggleton

T ¥

Erpire at this time of the nite,

it would be siroply garstly ! Ten
to one in doenutts they would
all got tho sack !

The chums of the Fourth lockdd
properly down in the mouth for a
moment. Jolly and Bright and
Fearless turned pail. Merry, who
was more nervous, looked as if he
mita kick the bucket.

But our heroes were not the kind
to throw up their hands without
making an effort to land on their
feet, In a cupple of jiffies, Jack
Jolly was leading the way to the
door of the dressing-room.

“ There's only one thing to do;™
he eaid, as he broke into a run.
“We must warn the docrkeeper
not to let them in."

" But suppose they go round
to the front and pay to come in "
objected Merry.

* They won't do that,” said Jolly,
who knew nothing of Mr. Lickham’s
Inck in the football pool. ** For one
thing, they're too mean ; and for
another, thoy've never got any
munny ! "

“Ha, ha! That's troo! ™

They had reached the atage
doorkeeper's partitioned-off oflis
by this time, and the sound of the
Hoad’s hob-nailed bootz drawing
nearer gent Jolly diving into the
docrkeeper’s cubby-hole.

“ Quick ! " he cried, giving the
stage doorkeeper a dig in the riba.
“Thera's & cupple of ishus

carrickters trying to get in by the
stoge door, eep "cron out
“That's wot I'm ‘ere for!”"

growled the doorkeeper. "I'll
give 'emn suspishus ecarrickters!
You watch me 1"

Juck Jolly ecuttled back into
the shaddows and joined his pals.
A moment later a bearded
appearcd in the doorway.

A moment later still, Doctor
Birchemall receeved the shock of
his natchera! when & big, beefy
hand was pushed into his face.

* Qet hout of 'ere 1 roared tho
stape doorkeeper. *f No adinission
heggsept on buzziness |

“* Yaroooeo ! " roared Lhe Hend s
and there was another yoll irom
Mr. Lickhem immejately after,
when he receeved the full weight of
the Head's anattexmy in his cheat.

. —

“ Ow-ow-ow! What's happedd 9
“ Bome awful cedd bifted - me,
Lickham ! d Doctor  Bir-

cherpall, as he sorted himsell out. |

“ He biffed me in ths fac; and
he told me i:hem was no admision
a on bizzinesa 1"

Eﬁﬁn ou are on bizineas,
air | " eried Mr. Lickham, “B8tand
aside, sir, and let me egmplain
to him."

Mr. Lickham went through the
doorway with a rush. He eami out
soon, after with a bhigger —_
causad by the staga door r's
hevvy boot planted on the scat
on his trowsia |

“I'm afraid he duzzent
tho mood to lissen to ons,
girl" g Mr. Lickham, an he
rewfully rubbed himself in the »ear,
““ There’s only one way of giting
in, by the look of it, and that s to
pay for scata, like I intended t3 do
at first."

8o that wos what they did. The
socured front row seats in thestalls
and sat dowm fto watch the show
till the herces of the Fourth ap-

ared, When that m BT-
rived, Doctor Birchemall was
grimly determined to act !

in

ghow, and a roar of larlter wenk
u L

i Ha, ha, ha! He, ko, ho!
He'as supposed to be their skool-
ms:atﬁr} g8 1 k! H

“Wh i jonik ! "

"lli.l‘rn:;ﬁamygﬂudm a

Whila the awdionce roared, the
manager in the wings was making
frantick signals to the Co. to carry
on with their show, Jack Jolly
pulled himscli together with a
mitoy offort.

“Come on, you fellows!” Le
said, " We've got to see it
through |

“Btop 1" roared the Head, os
the Fowrth Formers resewmed
their dance.

“Sorry and all ihat, sir, but
we've got to do our turn ! yelled
back Jack Jolly. And the crowd
larfed louder than ever, thinking it
waea another funny gag.

The St Sam’a juniora finished
their dance amid loud applawse
end then took up their positiona
for the yewman pyramid—the next
item in the act.

Doctor DBirchemall wasted no
moro time in argewment. He

. ioll d variety thow, | dived under the curtain dividing

Enﬁt 1;_['1.3 nﬂi‘; : EIE? Whl:ll f-glt lika tlh?:l mhﬂﬁﬂ'ﬂ from ]t';hﬂ l:rrdlt.t;':rral:.'lhm
i fun for his and jumped up at the stage. ]
S s Bl i M o' conductor made o grab at him, but

while he was about it, ﬁﬁyad it
immensely., He applawdsd the
jugglers and conjurers rapither-
Ulﬁfj' and lorfed till the teanmlled
down his cheels over a redoveed
comedian,

But the Head was only comerned
about the Fourth Formers, sl he
made up his mind not io0 be
amewsed, Ha jeered s the
jugglers and catcaﬂied at the son-
jurers and criticised the comsdfan.

Then the amateur variety tom-

atition an and the Hed sat
orward in his seat, biting hi nails
with impatisnce for Jack Jof} &
Co. to appear.

“* Here they comse, sir | ' wiapared
Mr. Lickham at last. .

Four pgrinning yungsfers
bounded on to the stags, diing
handaprings ond  summemalts.
They formed up into a row and
started & fast and fewrious sggs-
hibition of high-apeed danecing,

It was tip-top lap dancing and
tho awdiencoe favely rose to i,

Doctor Birchemall rose td it,
too, but unlike the awdienss he
did not viso to applawd.

“BROYsS:1™

The Hoad's deep, refined doice
rang out like & clap of thwder,
simply drowning the orchestrs,

Juck Jolly & Co. stopped dead.

‘“ The Head | " they breethsl.

“Boya!" roaved Doctor Birch-
emall. “ What is the meanm; of
this here ¥ How dare you maie a
vulgar eggshibilion of yourseva in
& low, common mewsick-balit"

For a moment the awdince
gasped. Then they came t the
conclusion it was all port off the

all he got for his pains, aa the
Head climbed over the lootlights,
waa a biff on the chest from the
Head'a foot. A deffening howl of
tarfter went np as the conductor
toppled back into the wnidst of tho
mowsleians,

“Ha, ha, ha 1 1*

But that was a meer curtain.
raiser compared withh the [un that
followed. It was when Doctor
Birchemall got bizzy trying Lo stop
the performonce that the fun really
hecame fast and fewrious.

Firat he tried to pnll down
Foarless, who had climbed on to
Jolly's shouldera to start the
?yramid. But insiead of the
{oad pulling down Fearless, it was
Feartess who pulled up the Head.
The ecrowd simply shreclod as
Doctor Birchemall went fiving over
Fearless' head, and Doctor Birch-
emall himeelf shresked whoen he
lpst his balanze ab the top and hit
the stage with his anattermy.

BANG! CRASH! WALLOP!

* Yaroooono ! '

'"Ha, heey ha 1 ™

Red with rage, Doctor Birchemall
picked bunself up and made a rush
ot the yewman pyramid. Jolly
stepped nside just in timo, howsever,
and the Heaé, going into a skid,
shot across the stage on his heels
agnd finished up on the back of his
neck. It happened like that again
and again, Jack Jolly & Co. were
detcrmined to finish their show,
and the Head was equally dotor-
mined to stop them. And the
uanliﬂaunnﬂ that regulted wore
trooly comuieal !

The curtain went down with the
Head completely unsuxxesslul.
But though he was unsuxxessful
in one réspect, he had a serprizing
suxxess in’ another, for while the
deffening cheers of the crowd were
still ringing in his ears, the manager
of the Muggletonr IKmpire came
forward «= holding two russling
fivers in his hand instead of one !
“The funnisat turm I ever eaw
in my hifel" he cried. " You are
a born comedian, sir, and I have
decidéd to award you o special
prize of five pounds for yourself
ﬁ—ﬂ-ht:-1 “hﬂ:,'n rececving the other
ver |l

The effect of that little spesch
wos sunnly magical. By the tune
the Head was standing in front of
tha curtain takinghhis prim, he was
grinning all over hia dial. And he
was still beaming cheerfully when
he lod Mr. Livkham and the Fourlth
Formers back to his car,

“ Fanay petting n prize lke
that 1 '* he wispeved to the master
of the Fourth, as he started up
the engime. * The cogsact amount
I needed to save me fromn ruin,
t-ﬂﬂ ! ¥

“I told wyou something mite
turn up #f you came along to the
Empiro, sir ! " said Mr. Lickhom.
* Er—still thinking of eggepelling
the boys, sic 1

* Perish the thought ! grinned
Dactor Birchemall, I shall give
them jam-tarts and fngcr-pﬂp to
go to bed with instend 1"

“ You will, sir?” Mr, Lickham
could hurdly believe his own sars.

Of corse L will!" said Doctor
Birchemall.

And he did. And Jack Jolly &
Co. went to bed chortling, while
that sneaking yung rotter, Toadey
minor, spent most the nite
nashing hia teeth !

Watch out for next Saturday's
“Herald"™ a ariother snashing
Sl Sam's yarn.)

Last wesek we asked
 what was wrong with
the First Eleven. We sug-
gested that a Removite or
two in tho teamn might ginger
iﬂ:. up a bit. In a humble
way we still hold that opinion.

1‘-711-;:'& we wenbt wrong
was in  inviting the Ficst
Eleven Lo play a Junior
tean on Big Side to aeo for
thernselves how good we really
WWerd.

We never expecied that
Wingate would accept that
daring chailenge. DBot we
had & bLig surprise. Wmgato
did ! It was true, that he
stipulated that the game should
be for a period of ten minutes
only ; but we thought that
ten minutes would %FEI guffi-
clent.

It was—but not in the
Wﬂg we'd fondly imagined !

very available man in the
Remove team turned out
for that ten minutea' game,

Remove Footer

determined to die rathesr
than let them seore. Evesy
forward wos grimly deter.
mined to penetrato the Firat
Eleven defence which we
thought so defective.

Alas ! We couldn't keulp
thom ou wo  couldn't
penetrate their defvnce, either.
Five times the scnior front
line swept down the feld
and each time they notehed
o ponl! The only time the
ball was ever in the scnior
hall was for a period of
roughly two seconds after
each kick.off,

It's gall and wormweod to
us to have to eay it; Dbut
our team might just ps
well have been standing round
the touchline for all tho good
they did.

So the honoura are
ourg, Wingate, old

he oaly eatisfoction laft
to us is that we do fecl we've
stung your men into playing
better than they've ever
played beforo; and if they
go through tho reet of the
goason without n  defoas,
we've helped towords it

all
bean t

But not quite a3z wo would
‘have liked to help !

I've alwzys been & keen
supporter of the Remove
Fire Hquad, DBut I've got
a grouch about . The cha
who belong to it are well.
meaning enough and as keen
a3 mustard most of the time.
The only drawback ebout them
19 that at times they've jolly
abgant-minded.

UF course, ono hes te make
allowancea for amatours, and
I hope I'm sufficiently gener-
cus-minded to do so.

I watched them do a prac.
tice turn-out one day. ‘FThey
did it %ﬂrfﬁﬂﬂf in  most
respect2, bubt they left their
hoso behind., It was a fairly

ANSWERS to
CORRESPONDENTS

AUBREY ANGEL {(Upper
Fourth).— “If you really
doubt whether my ancestors
camo over with the Conqueror,
come to my home and I'l]
[-ahuw vou my family tree."

That would merely con-
vince us that your ancestors
cone over with a travelling
menagrerio |

“"ADVENCHEROUS
FAG™ (Second)— * Dicky
Nugent says it’s possibul to
travel oll over the world
free of charge on gooda trains,
Do you advise me to try it § "'

o advise vou to have no
“ truck ! with such a scheme }

ABSENT-MINDED

LIFE-SAVERS MUST GO!
Says MARK LINLEY (Acting Editor)

gorions fault; but I cons
sidered it wus the sort of
thing one had to overiook
amongst learners,
Another time they loat
the turnkey to pet the water
going, and on another cecasion
cne of ihe enthusinsiin fire.
men chopped a rung off the
fire-escape with his latchet.
I put it down to his Deing
over-zenlous and forgot it.

_But I really do think it's
time they ovorcame this
awkward absent-mindedness
in tho life-saving departiment,
There is a limit, and [ think
they'vo reached it.

This week they conducted
a teat with a tarpaulin sheet.
A chap jumped out of o firat.
floor window and the entire
squad atood below to catch
him, Somebody gave the
word to jump and the chap
jumped.

And at that verv moment,

gome cheerful idict in  the
crowd pointed out &
from Wapshot that was loop-

ing the lpop near the svhool
and the sguad looked round
at the E‘I:larn& and let zo of the
tarpauln |

All I can say is it was
lnecky it was only o juE;g
from the first foor inste
of the roof. As it was, it
was quita bad ecunough for
the unfortunate victin,

1 with fesling, I
wWas fathead who did the

jump |



