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JOKER, the CHAMPION CHUMP nf GREYFRIARS, CAUSES ANOTHER SENSATION !
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Lively School-Adventure Yarn of HARRY WHARTON & CO., the Cheery Chums of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.

Hanging on io a Hamper !
{ KER hasn't come |
“Hasn't he ™
] H'D.H‘
 "“Well, who cares”

“I do ! said Billy Bunter.

On the first day of the new tfernn,
Greyfriars fellows had plenty to do.
True, there were no classes, for which
relicE everybody was duly thankful.
Bud with reporting to masters, attend-
ing roll, bagging studies, unpacking
boxes mod bags and hampers, greeting
old acquaintances, scanning the notice-

and commenting thereon, and a
thousand and ofe other things it was a

day.

bﬂﬁ :[Jhw was likely to know, or care,
whether a fellow in another ¥Formm had
arrived, or hadn't

B0 Harry Wharton & Co. were rather
surprised when Billy Bunter rolled into
Study No. 1 in the Remove, told them
that Coker of the Fifth had not yet
e o,
seraously tor 18 DIE E e3——as
if it mf':tamd iwo hoots whether Coker
of the Fifth had come or not.

The Famous Five were as busy as
everybody else on the first day of term,
but at the moment they were sitting in
Wharton's study, refreshing themselves
with ginger-pop, when Bunter rolled in
with his uninteresting news, 1

Plenty of fellows came late, and if
Coker of the ;;if:h w;th]rne- of 1he Iatt.?-
00 -it mi sibly concern his
fﬁm in that Fﬁrﬂlp?but to no Remnove
man was it a matter of the slightest
< tly, to Billy Bunt

xcept, apparently, illy Bunter.

“1 say, _ygﬂafc]luwa, he hasn't turmed
up 1" continned Bunter, * Potter and
Greene of the Fifth have becn asking
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fellows if they'we secen him. -They're
rather keen for him to blow 1in™

“ Ble:zed if I zee why ! remarked Bob
Cherry. *1 should think that any pal
of Colier's would like him all the better
the less he saw of him.”

“Well, ves; but there's the hamper,”
explained Bunter.

*The hamper?” repeated Harry
Wharton,

“Yoi3. Coker's hamper has come on
all right, tlmugh Coker hasn't. It's in

the labby now.”

The Famous Five ehuckled. The moen-
tion of the hamper explamed, of course,
why Potter and Greene were anxions for
iieir old pal to blow in. But it did not
explain Bunter's intercet in the matier.

Coker, an open-handed fellow, was
sire o whack out that hamper among
his friends in his own Form, and his
frietids 1n the Fith were likely to be
unusually numerous, so long sz the
hamper lasted. But Coker was not in
the loast likely to ask a Remove junior
to the feast. Auy Lower Fourth fellow
hanging about Coker's study was more
likely to get a boot than a bun.

“MNow, I fancy I knew why Cokey
hasn't come,” went on Bunter. * You
fellows ragged bLim  at  Lantham
Junction. Ilo lecked fearfully wrecked,
and I dare =ay he hasn't got over it
yet.”

“That was hours ago,”™ said Frank
Nugent, laughing. “Coker can't be
stilf lying about on the platform at
Loniham. "

“Well, anvhow, he hasn't come,” =aid
Htl;gier, “and bi?:rc:‘s hii‘ ]mmﬁr in the
lobby, going ging. Now, of course,
LT .F rE!-':; I'm not 5113 fellow to think

But considering what Colier did to-

Kee

day at Lantham, vou know, I think it
waould serve him jolly well yvight if that
hamper was gone when he came in!"
said the faet Owl of the Remove. *Yon
know what he did=—suddenly rushed at
us and punched ws right and left when
we wera collaring that pickpocket, aod
wo had a serap with him—""

M I didu't notice you doing any scrap-
ping I grinned Bob Cherry.

“Well, I was just going to knock him
down when you fellows collaved hin
Swanking ass, you know, throwing his
weight about. hat be really wants is
a jolly good lesson.™

“"We pave him one.”  romarked
Johnoy DBull. “lle looked like a tcare-
crow the last T saw of him.”

“The lesson was dlerrific!” grinned
IMurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yeag, that's all very well,”™ said
Bunter. “But he hasn't had enosugh.
My idea is fo bag that bamper as he
hasn't ceine in. It's too heavy for me Lo
shift, but if you fellows come and lend
a land "

“Fou fat, frabjous, foothing, zoozling
fromp ! =aid Jehonny Bull, in measured
Fones, A ]:'.!ﬂ »Om thunl we've gnirig io
help von pinch Coker's tonek? Let me
cateh you near Coker’s hamper ™

“H yon're funky, Bull—="

“What #' roared Johnny.

“1f you're Tunky you necdn’t enme.
What aboni yon other fellows?™ asked
Bunter, blinking rouhd at the Ua
through lis big spectacles, " Two of
vou eould carry that hamper camly. 'l
watch in the passage.”

“Nick lum " said Nugent.

“If yow're funky like Bull, Nugeut,
vou can siand out; but you jolly well
ain't going to have a whack in the
hamper if you do!” said DBonter. “I
eay, Dol old man, you ain't afrawdl of
the Fifth; you've got lots of pluck. You
come [
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“[et's have it clear,” said Bob, with
a cheery twinkle in his eves. “ You
want to hang on to Ceker's hamper "

“Yes, old chap 1" said Bunter epgerly.
“¥You know what Coker's hampers are
like. That old sketeh, Aunt Judy, packs
thewn for him. She thinks a lot of hin—

ness knows why ! I'd have shifted
it myself, only it's too jolly heavy for
me to move, I-tell vou, it's o whacker !
Liook here, I'Il help '™

Bob rose to his feet.

His comrades stared at him.

“You're not going——"" began Larry
Wharton,

“Why not?” said Bob. “I'in nel
going to scoff Coker’s tuck mysclf, bul
if Bunter wants to hang on to that
hamper, why shouldn’t he #”

“Yes, why not, I'd like to Lknow 1"
raid Bunfer warmly. “ You shobt up,
Wharm:i_-l Bob can do as he likes, 1

wpﬁe.
“Yook here, Bob Cherry——"" roared
Johnny Bull.

“My esteemed Bob——"" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Nuff  said ! interrupted
Cherry. *"Bunter wants to han
that hamper, and I'm j-:ni]%' weﬁ
to help him do it! You fe
andéﬁpdkaihmd,"_ ¢ T

“Think I'm going tuck pinching?”
bawled Johnny ﬂ?ﬂl.

“We're not going to touch the tuck,”
urged Bob. “Just come on, and give
your chin a rest, old man!”

Harry Wharton laughed, It dawned
on him that the playful Bob was pulling
Bunter's fat leg. ;

“0Oh, all right,” he said, "let’s!”

“ Let’s 1¥ agreed Nugent.

“I say, you fellows, come on!” said
Bunter, and ho rolled out of the study.

Bob Cherry followed him, picking up,
as he went, a coil of cord recently un-
tied from o box, and slipping it under
his jacket.

Bunter did not see that action; but
the Co. did, and Johnny Bull's frown
changed into a grin. 1l the Famous
tl_:'l‘iva followed Billy Bunter with smiling

BOOE.

Billy Bunter rolled down to the lobby
with & happy grin of anticipation on his
fat face.

Plenty of baggrage had been stacked
there, but by that time most of it had
been sorted out and claimed. But
Horace Coker's biz hamper was still
there, owing to Coker having failed to
arrive at school. It caught the eye at
once. It was not merely a big hamper;
ik was immense |

Cloker's Aunt Judy no deubt knew that
dear Horace hhd plenty of friends to
help hum dispose of the contents. Coker
mlone would bhardly have travelled
through it in a term. No wonder
Bunter had wanted assistance in shifting
it. The fat junior by himself could not
have shifted 1t an inch.

“1 say, you fellows, there it is!” ex-
claimed Bunter eagerly. " And nobody
about 1"

There was only one fellow in the lobhy
at the moment—Pater Todd of the
Remove, He glanced at the newecomers,

HThat Coker's bamper 1" snid Peter,
in surpriso. “There's his nane on the
label.’

“Yes: but Bunter wants to hang on to
it, and we're going to help him,” cx-
plained Bob.

“You're going to help Dunter hang
on to o Fifth-Former's hamper1” yelled
Toddy. i
“That's the big idea.”

“J say, Toddy, you mind your own
Lizney I yapped Bunter, “Don’t you

et barging in. 1 say, you fellows, get
wold of it 1”
“YTou take

Bob
on io
going
Hows come

Lold of that handle,
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Bunter I said Bob Cherry cheerily.
“Put your paws there—that's right.”

“1 can't shift it 1"

“Whe's talking about shifting it?
Didn't vou say vou wanted fo haug on
to it? Don't change your mind at the
last minute. Two of voun fellows hola
his paws there, will you "

“Cortainly 1 said Harry Wharton,

“Like o bird " grinned Nugent.

“L say, yon fellows—" gasped
Bunber, a1 hiz fat hands were held in
a grosp on the handle of the hamper.
“ [ say, wharrer you up to? Wha-a-a-t
arg you going to do with that cord, Bob,
vou fathend ¥

“Help you to
hamper.”

“You silly ass!” yelled Bunier.
didn't mean——"

“T did 17

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

Y Leggo ! yelled the fat Owl, as Bob

rocesded to wind the cord round his
at wrists and knot it sceurely to the
handle. “ Wharrer vou up to! Wharrer
vou tying e lo that beastly hamper

for? T say—

bang on to Coker's
i'FI

“Ha, ha, ha!” xelled Peter Toddas

“Hang on, Bunter!”

“Neast! I say—""

“Phere, that's all right!” said Bob
cheerily, as he knotted the last knet.
*Hang on, Bunter. You can hsog on
to Cloker’s hamper as long as you like.
Coker will be guite amused when he

comes in ! ;
“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the jumiors.

O BT E AR HIT S TSR

To Horace James Coker, it
seems a simple matter to take
a dishonest young rascal in
hand and teach him to be
honest. But the ehump of the
Greyfriars Fifth very soon
learns otherwise when he
tries to reform °* Skip,”’ the

pickpocket !
R HTHH G ETHR R U E R UTHITTRLE
“ O ] Beast!” roared Bunter,
wriﬂﬁﬂin%‘ and wrenching. “Pulling =
fellow's leg! I—1 say, I—L don't wany

¥,

to hang on to thiz hamper—~

“Blessed if DBunter scems to know
what he wants, from one minute fo
another,” said Bob. “ Never snw such a
fellow for changing his mind.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The Famous Five, yelling, walked out
of the lobby.

Billy Bunter glared after them with a
glare that nearly cracked his spectacles.

“I sav, Todd‘i.r. come and let me
loose 1™ he gasped. “1 sav, I can't stick
here, you know, till Coker comes in—"

“I fancy you can!” grinned Toddy.
“Didn't vou tell me, a few minutes ago,
to mind my own business, and not barge
int I'm gu}ing to do it 1"

“1 sav, old fellow Don't go away
and leave me like this, Toddy! Yah!
Heazt! Rotter ] Cad [ yelled JB nter.

Teter, chuckling, followed the Famous
Five, leaving Bilglj,r Bunter hanging on
ta Coker's hiamper! Bunter was the
fellow to Lhang on to any fellow’s tucl;
Lut for the first time in his fab carcer
Bunter was hanging on to a magnilicent
supply of tuck without wanting to!l
Trom the bottom of his fat heart Billy
Bunter wished that he had not cnter-
tained lhose mnefarious designs  on
{oker's tuck—which, no doubt, was
exacily what the playful Bob wanted
him to wish, Anyhow, there lLe was,

3

and there he stayed—hanging on to
Coker's hamper |

R

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘Where is Coker?

ki UELCH "
Q Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Remove, repressed s snoth

of impaticnce.  He had had
2 busy day~-and he was still busy. He
wanted no interruption—leazt of all
from Mr, Prout, the master of the Fifth
Faorue.

Bnt it was Mr, Prout who rolled
majostically inte his study; ond the
portly brow of Prout was corrugated in
a frown.

Prout looked ecross—which indicated
that Lic had not dropped in for a chat.
That was so much to the goad. Btill,
he had drnpi}ed in; and Quelch could
not very well request hiin to drop out
again. S0, suppressing his impatience
the Remove master gave him & look o
IIGUITY.

“Coker, of my Form, has not yct
arrived 1" zaid Mr. Prout.

“Indeed 1” said Mr. Quelch, quite
astonished that the Fifth Form master
had cene in to tell him this, which did
nt concern him in the least. Quelch
had enough bove in his own Form to
bother about, without bothering about
BEERIOLS.

“Indeed I assented Mr. Prout. “I
am somewhat uneasy sbout Coker, Mr,
Gueleh.”

“Really, sir!” said Mr: Quelch, "I
am somewhat occupied at the present
moment with matters concerning my
awn Form—"

“Quite I agread Prout. “But as it
appears to bo dus to certain members
of your Form that & Fifth Form boy
is still absent, 1 am bound to acquaint
vou witl' the matter.”

“I fail to see—"

“If you have a few minutes to spare,”
sald Mr. Prout sarcastically, *1 will
explain. I have been inguiring for
Coker, and have received some informa-
tion from a 8izth Form prefect—Loder |
Laoder states that he was in a train from
Lantham Junction, and saw Coker
engaged in o Elﬂlﬁg‘]ﬂ with certain boys
of your Form—

“1?(:".?”

It aEpenred to be what Remove boys,
I think, call a ragging!” said Mr.
Prout, still sarcastic. * That was threo
or four hours ago. As Coker certainly
could have reached the school under the
hour, from Lantham, ks continued
absence j3 inexplicable. According fo
Loder, Coker was being very roughly
handled when he saw him—oxtremely
roughly—and had he not been in a train
he would have intervened, as o prefect.
If Coker. as a resnlt of this rough hand-
ling, has been unable to resume his
journey——">

* Nonsense 1" Mr.  Quelch
decisively.

Prout started.

“What? What did you sax, Queleh ¥
hie ejaculated.

gaid

“I said nonsense!” answered the
Remove master grimly.  “No doubt
some of the juniers mre a—a little

exuberant, on the frst day of term.
But—"

“ Ooker hias not arrived, Mr. Quelch,
though lie was scen three or fony hours
ago ot Lantham. How do you explain
that " ]

“T do not undertake to explain it, sir,
1 am concerncd only with matters relat
ing te my own Form. But, since you
asle me, 1 will remark that T have
uolieed Coker, of the Fifth Form, and
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noticed that he is an uncommenly stupid
boy—& very unusually: stupid and
obtuse boy. Probably he has taken a
wrong train.” -

“Buch may bo your opinien, Mr,
Quelch! I desive {o guestion the boys
voncerned in the outrageous proceedings
at the reilwesy station. They ey be
able to }eh some light in on the matter

“If you know their names—*

“One was Wharton—"

“I will send for Wharton !” .

“Very good!” said Mr. Prout, with
dignity. " Very geod, sir!”

Mr, Quelch touched a bell and Trotter
was sent for the head boy of the
Remaove. ]

Hary Wharton  arvived gquite

romptiy. The House 'Eag'ﬁ had met
iim coming away from the lebby with
his friends, ‘

“You sent for me, sir?” asked Ilarrey,
addressing his Form-master, but with
the cornér of a watchful eye on Prout.

*Yes, Wharton, It appears that
vou were concerned in some—some dis-
turbance at Lantbam Junetion _tg:dnf',
af which Mr, Prout complains, Kindly
tell me at once what occurred.”

“Hem! . It—it was, a bit of r rag,
sir—* stammercd Huarry. As Coker
had not yet arrived at Greyfriars School
he wondered how " Old Pompous * had
got on the track, BMloreover, Coker wos
vertainly not the fellow to complain
to.a beak.

“You and a mob of other Remove
boys hendled Coker of my Form very
roughly, I understand from Loder of
the Sixth 1" boomed Prout. “ Loder saw
pari of what socurred.”

Havry Wharton compressed his lips
The Famous Five's old cncmy, Gorald
Loder, was not losing timoe in makimg
himself unpleasant that term,

“*1f Loder saw what occurred, siv, he
saw that we were not to blame m the
matter, in any way,” o answered.

“Pleass tell me what bappencd,
Wharton 1¥ said Mr. Quelch tortly.

“Thera was & cha;j:—I mean a boy—on
the platform therve,” said Harry, “We
recognised him as a young pickpocket,
who had picked our pockets in the holi-
days. We collared hun—E mean we got
hn{d of the young rascal—-"

*Quite a proper procecding,” said
Mr. Quelch. “8uch a character should
havo been given into custody, But what
had Coker io do with this?"

“He barged in, sir——e—"

“He whatt"

“1 meant he chipped in——*"

“¥ou mean what?”

“I—I—I mean, he vushed at us, nnd
giﬁﬂh&d us right and Inéft, and the picki

t got away,” skhid tho capiamnm o
the :E.«BEIEG‘FE. ¢! So—sa  wo Ii‘.n]lamd
Coker, and jﬂligu'gell ¥ d him 1

“* Absurd ¥ med Prout, “You
dare to- state, Wharton, that a boy of
iny Formn deliberately provented the
arrest of o pickpocket—"

“0Of course not!” snapped Wharton.
“1 don’t suppose Coker had cver seen
the kid before, or knew anything about
him. We couldn’t imagine why the fat-
head—I—I mean, why Coker butted
in at &ll, but I've thought sinec that
he fancied wo were ragging some
gtran erhﬂﬂd, being & fool—"

id a 13 )

“Being & fool, he barged in without
asking questions. Anyhow, the result
waa that the pickpocket got away, and
we ragged him for bavging in”

“It appears, then, that the trouble,
such as it was, was begun by that boy
of your Form, Mr. Proui!” said the
Remove master. “Such a trivial ocour-
renee is 'hﬂrdii worth nofice.”
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“Not, sir, if Coker had reached the
school 1* eaid Mr. Prout. "I Coker
j}mi the impression that Greviriars
uniors were ill-using a stranger hio was
justiied 1 Intervening, Wharton
should have u:f!ained to Iilim—*-”

* How could 1 explain to a fellow who
rushed at me like & mad bull and
nnched me in the cye? mguired
Vharton.

“Do not be impertiment, Wharton [*
boomed Prowot. I require to know
what has becone of Coker,. Where did
you leave hin?”

“On Lantham pletform.”

“ What was he doing 1™

“Gurgling

“Wha-st? What did you say "

“Gurgling I answered Harry calmly.

“Mr. Quelch, if thiz boy persists in
beoing impertinent—"

“Kind ]:,lr answer Mr., DProut

When wa

respectfu Wharton 1
“Mr: Prout asked me, sir.

left Coker ho was sitting up on the plat-

forin, gurgling!? I can't say he was

e

doing enything elee. He was -gurglin%t" .
7 AT 2

Mr.. Quelch passed his hand over
mouth to bide a sinile, - .

Mr. Prout had no smile to hide. He
frowned portentously. .

“ Wharton, why has not Coker arrived
at Greyfriars!” he boomed.

“1 really don't know, sir. e may
have taken the train to Canterbiry or
Dover—he's ase enough ™

“Bilence, Wharton " said My, Queleh,
“¥ou did not leave Coker in such o
state that he was unable to resume hLis

journey 17
“Dh, my hat—I mean, oh, no, zir|
He was all nght—only rather winded

and dusty.. We rather mopped him up,
after kooiking us over like a lot of
skittlea ! But thero was no harm done,”

“He' has not reached the school!™
boomed Prout. "It will bo necessary
for me to go to Lantham and mske
inquiries. If it should prove, Quelch,
that €T Was 50 rough :.]rjimnd cd by
boys of your Form as to be unable to
travel—"

“Nothing of the kind,
Harry.

“T can account for his absence in no
other way,” said Mr. Prout. “If you
have snything more to confess, Wharton,
¥ ot—=" ,

“I've nothing at sll to confess, sir.
I've said that wo ra Coker *fi:tr
barging into what didn’t coneern hio,
that’'s all.” .

“¥You may leave my study, Wharton 1*
said Mr. Quelch hastily.

*“Yery well. six ™

Hazry Wharton lcft the study,
followed by & glare from the Fifth Form
master. He rejoined his friends on the
stalrcasa.

“What's the trounble ¥ asked Bob.

“That old ass Prouti” grunted the
captain of the Remove. “He's heard
about Coker, and thinks the silly owl
15 still out boeause we've nearly
slaughtered him or something of the
kind: That worm, Loder of the Sixth,
seems to have scen us, and he's been
pulling Prouty’s leg I”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“1 say, though, it's jolly queer that
he hasn't turned up!” he remarked.
“He's the man to take a wrong train
if there's ope handy, but that wouldn't
arcount for all this time.”

g™ said

_"Listen fe the band!” murmured
Nugent.,

Prout's boom HHoated up over the
banpisters, He was talking to Hacker,

the master of the Shell. ]
“Very inconvenicnt, pushed for time
as I am, Hacker, on tho first day of
term! DBut if a Bovy of my Form has
been injured—actually injured—by those
young ligans in Quelch's Fornr—-="

_ “Reﬂli;.l think they are capable of

i, Mr. Prout!” came Hacker's acid
voice, '
“1 must proeeed to Lantham—very

awkward and inconvenient ! Such. reck-
less ruffianism on the %ﬁﬂ of Greyfriars
boys—witnessed, too, by & prefeet—"

“ Bcandalous, sir1” said Hacker.

The Famous Five looked ot ono
another. Prout was an old ass; Hacker
was an acid drop. But Loder—— Loder
of the SBixth, evidently, had piled it on
to start Prout on thae warpati:.

“Dear old Loder ¥ murnured Bob,
“1e can’t give us a rest, even on Brst
day | Gentlemen, chaps, snd sportsmen,
I think we'd better give Loder of the
Sixth a little special attention, as a tip
fo behave himself this torm 1"—which
suggestion was passed unsnimously,

B =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up to Coker']

ORACE COEER staved.
oves fairly bulged as he
etared.

Standing in Lantham Hi?h
SBtreet, near the station, Coker of the
Fifth had been thinking—an unusual
proceeding on Coker's Eart, and not
ve:'j:r effective, to judge by the puzzicd
ﬁn perpiexeé-expr&samu on his rogged
EQW,

Coker of the Fifth. was net lost; he
had nof embarked on wrong trains, as
the ﬁlﬂl‘s considered likely, HHe hed
ot n left too seriously damaged to
fravel farther as Loder of the Sixth hed
artfully hinted to Prout. Coker of the
Fifth had reasons of his ewn for delay-
ing joining up at Greyfrisrs—reasons
that seemed good to fthe groat Horace.

Coker was on & searchh. He was look-
ing for somebody, end that somchody
wes the young pick?ockct who had so
%a_urruwls escaped Irom the FFameus

iva,

The Famous Five knew nolhing of
him, except that he was a young rascal

who picked pockets. Coker knew that,
and.he knew, in addition, that he was
called Skip. And ever sinee the Famous

Five had left him for dead, and he had
ﬁuh his second wind, Coker had been
unting for Skip.

Up and down and round about he
hunted for that clusive youth. )

His intentions were not hostile; his
intentions were friendly. But he was,
nevertheless, feeling a stroug desire to
kick Skip for giving bim all this
trouble

He had commanded 8kip to wait for
him at a certain spot on the platforin.
Skip hdd waited thero as comnmanded
till  the Famous Fiva collared him.
Then—only saved by Coker’s rescue—
he had vanished, and ever since Coker
had been hunting for him, and hunting
1 vain.

Coker was determined to fnd him if
ha could be found, Bkip had saved
Coker from having his nut cracked by
a rascally footpad-—his own associate,
Jimmy the Rat. Coker was not likely
to forget that eminent service.

Somechow—ho did not vet know lhiow—
ha was going to take that dishonest
young scoundrel in hand and teach him
to be honest. He was prepared to thrash
him as much as miﬁhb be necessary for
that good object. But, ready as Coker
was to get on with the goed work, it
was impossble even to begin till ke
f.i:lmd Skip—and Bkip sccmed unfind-
eble,

Almost all over Lanthom Coker
wandered.-hunbini, He ashed dozens
of people if they had seen a kid about
fourteen or fifteen, with a chubby faco
end a tie-pin as big as a woeod-chopper.



Nobody had, apparently. Anyhow,
Coker got no information. 1

He wandered back to the railway
station at last. Standing there, with
s puzeled, puckered brow, ho noted
people coming out of the station from
B trein just in.

Among them was a portly gemleman,
whom Coker recognised as his Form-
master at Greyfriars, Mr. FProut.

It did not ocour to Coker that Mr.
Prout's wvisit to Lantham had any con-
nection with himself. ¥o did not kiow
that he was supposed, by Frout, to
be tottering about somewhere in a
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wilh bulging cyes—breathlesy, amazed,
enraged, dismayed; quite a etarting
and wpsetting mixture of emotions.

I'ar Bkiw, sidling along by Prout,
slipped on the pavement and pushed
against him, and, under Coker's staring
eyes, oxtracted a fat pocket-book frow
Frout's poclot. )

Then it dawned on Coker how it had
come to pesa that he had spotted Skip
abt last. The light-fingered young rascal
was baunting the railway station io
pick paszengers’ pockets as they camo
outl ‘This fellow was the boy Coker
was going to take in hand--this fellow
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Skip twisicd round, and blinked nt
hinr. IE was an imunense relicf to sco
Horace Coker, instead of a policeman.

“0Oh, smoky 'addockst!” eaid Skip.
LN | thg‘ught ik ‘I.TFB.E R h{}i}bj" gob me 1™

“Bevve you right, if it had bocn!"
growled Coker.  “I've a jolly goml
mind to walk you straight off to the
police station Lhis blessed miinuloe ™

“You wouldu't do that, sir, arler I
stopped Jimmy the Rat evacking your
‘ead  wilh & gaspipe, sicl”  gasped
sSkip.

Giw

“"No,” zaid Coker, "I won'h

Billy Bunter huried ihe tomato at Bob Cherry’s face. The whizzing missile missed Bob by a few Inches and landed In the

ear of Potter of the Fifth.

seviously damaged state. 1l was sar-
Em'sml ta see DProut coming oub of
Autham Station, when undouldedly b
had plenty to do at the school on the
first duy of term. Bul he wus npot
interested in Prout.

Ile knew, however, that if his Form:
master spotted him, he would dircct hiv
to go on to the scliool at ouce.

It would be quite usclesa io tell Prout
ithat he had urgont business mm Lau-
tham; still inore uscless to tell him that
that business was finding o  young
seoundreel of a_pickpocket whown Le was
going to take in hand, Now that Proul
was in the ofling, Coker’s bost guess was
to keep out of sight—which he did,
dodging behind a trolly-load of luggage
as the portly Prout ml‘{ i ouk.

Among other passengers that cinerged
from the station epntrance wuas a boy,
with very sharp eyes in o chubly, fumi-
looking face, and a tie-pin that glared
in the September sunsct rather like n
lighthouse

t was Slip!

He was 20 closo to Prout that Coker,
glad as he wae to spot him at last by
happy chanee, did not venlure o
approach him till Prout was gone.

He kept an eye on him, 1o [ellow him
where he went.
then  thal he

Anmd it was stared

George Potter jumped clear of the quad in his astonishment,

who had pinched his Formemustber's
pockel-book under Coker’s eyes!

“Uh, sorry, sir 1" said Skap, as Yrout
glared, "1 jest slipped, sir—"

“ B more carcful ' boomed Prout,

Aud he volled majestically on, withont
the fainicst suspicion fhat lis peckel-
buok had now changed ownership.

“Oh erumbe 1" gasped Coker.  "'Fhe
putvid little tick! The horrid Little
swab ! Oh, my hat ™

fkipr was left prinning os the porlly
'rout relled on,

But he did oot grin for loug. Jle
was looking about lim, doubtless for
another prosperous-looking vietim, when
nostcdden grip fastencd on the back of
his neck.

“Qogough!” gasped Bkip. * Pingled,
by gam ] Oeloght, Robert T ' come

queied 1M

Shilp, for the moment. had no doubt
that he had been grablbed by a police-
man, who had scen him pick the portly
sehotlmaster’s ket. Coker's grip on
the back of his neck was Jike o slcel
Y.

“You young rascal!” hissed Coker.

[ saw youl” :

“Oh 1" pasped Skip.

“What do you mean by calling me
Robert, you little idiot? I've lold you
my nane ¢

* Wha-a-1—"" he gasped.

e that
pinched

Skip eved han.

“You wouldn't Louch it, siv, surcly?”
hiee  exelaimed  incredulously. Vo
dou’t mean I'm to givo it to you I

“Eh? Yes, of course™

“Wot

“Well, my eye!” said Skip,
ubout "alves, sivi

“Ualves ! repeated Coker blankly.

“Well, fair's faiv,” urged Skip. ™1
gotb ik off the old bloke, didn't I¥ You
only see tieo do it. 'Alves is fair”

Coker gazed at himn dumbfounded,

Horace Uoker was not quick on the
npdake, It took about & minute for it
to sink inte the rather stolid brain that
ihiz voung scoundrel fancied that he
wanled the plunder, and was offering
Lt hLalf.

The leok that came over Coker's
face, as e realised that, alarmed 3kip,
e shrank away, and would certainly
have bolted on the spot, but for tho
vice-like grip on hiz neck.

“Look 'cre, don’t you ‘it a blokel"
hee  remonstraled. ™ You wouldu't bo
Hitting o bLloke if I'd let Jimmy erack
your "ead like he was going to."

YV pi—=you—you iniquitous litthe
froast 1 gaspad Coker. *Did vou think
I wanfed to keep the pockel-book !

Tur Magxer Laonany,—No, 1,546,
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“YVou didn't want lo chuck it away,
I s'pose ?'* asked Bkip, staring.

“That man you robbed 13 my Form-
master at school,”” gasped Coker. *'F'm
going 1o give him back his pocket-
book. MNow do you understand, you
putrid Iittle reptile?”

“Oh, vyon kuow the blokef”
Skip.. " Ovlright _

He handed over the purloined pocket-
book, which Coker slipped info his
ocket—very glad to keep it safe for
*ront,

“Now come with e siapped
Coker. “I've been bunting for yon
for hours. You never staved whero I
told youw.”

0w could I, with a ot of coveys
a-grabbing me "

“Well, never wind that!
now |* ;

“Where are yon going, sir?’ asked
Skip, ns Coker, shifting his grasp from
a neck to an arm, led him info ihe
stption.

“ Sohool, of comrse 't rappoed Uoken
1 expect there'll be o row aboui my

tting in so late, anyhow, ¥'ve got to
mic’Ije what's going to Do done with
10“&
ey S'pose T ’op it17” suggested Skip.

“"You're 1ok oing  on  pleking
packets, you littlo scoundrel! T'd
vather hand youw over to the police
than that. I can talk to you in the
train. BMind, I shall have my c¢yo on
you, snd you touch anybody's pocket
again, and I'll give you a walloping!
I'va taken control mow ! Get that into
your head ¥ :

“JYest as you like, sir,'" said Skip,

There was & shifty, furlive look in
his eye. Ccker was bent on befriend-
ing Skip. Skip was not so sure that
he wanted to ba befriended, o was

gaid

1

Come o
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rather inore mnelined to “hop ™ i
taking with him the fat pocket-book
he had anoexed from the old couey
who lyoked like a schoolmaster. )

However, there was no help for ik
for the present; and Bhkip entered
Coker's train with him. and volled
away to Courtfield. And as they weund
both were thioking.

Coker was thinking what he could
possibly do for this young scoundrel
10 save him from a erocked life, 1n
gratitnde for serviees rendered.  Skip
waa thinking whether, when he got
that fat pockel-book back, he should
alsa  pinch Coher’s  possessious  along
with 1t,

Fortunately, Coker did uot guess the
rastal’s thoughts, wr it was
probablo that the threatened *Fwallop-
g " would bave been adminizsiered on
the spot.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Loder Follows the Trail !

ERALD LODER of the Sixih

Form breathed hard and deep,

o went inle his stuldy, feel-

ing the need of o anoke, or
faneying that be did. ]

In thae “hols® Loder smwolod cigar-
vites galore. At Ureyfviavs no fellow
was supposed (o smoke amd it was the
doty of a Hixth Tormm  prefect to
“whop ” any fellow who did,

Novertheless, Loder of the Sixth had
brought back to school with him a
box of nice, fat Turkizsh cigaveiios, and
]p].a,cwd the same in the fable drawer of
118 shudy,

Ho shut his study door, pulled open
the drawer of the table, and fonnd the
cardboard box with ils zilt leittering,
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Ta Greylriars, the new Sixth
Former, Dick Lancaster, 15 a
great fellow and a fine sports-
man. But the school little B
know that in the underworld
he 18 known as the ** Wizard,
expert cracksman! You can-
not fad to be enthralled by
thiz gripping yarn of Harry
Wharton & Ca.
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f'u:-i where he had left it. Dut when
w lifted the lid thereof he stared
Wankly into an empty box.

Thera had been at least twenty clgar-
cttes Jeit in that box. Now it was
ciply |

Loder of the Sixth breathed hard
and deep, his eyes glitlering,  Sownu-
body had gonse inte his study evidently
whila he was io Iall, and burgled
those cigaretiea,

It was intensely anunoying—all 1he
moro o because he could not possibly
inquire after missing cigavettes, which
no Greylriavs fellow was supposcd to
POs50ES.

Some fellow who knew TLoder's
manners and customs had dowe this,
T.oder would have given much to dis
cover who that fellow was., And he
was going to discover him, if he could.

Ile put his official sshplant under
his arm. If he tracked down thoso
cigarettes, he could not, of courso,
claim them as his own, He would,
indecd, have to deny the imputation, .if
anybody suspected that they were his,
Dut if he found any fellow with cigar-
cites in his possession, he could, and
would, whop him_for that offencoe
against  the rules. Which would bo a
satisfaction, at least.

As it happened, Loder was not long
in gotting on the track of tho missing
smokes, A minute after leaviog Lis
study, he was attracted by seversl
voices, speaking together, at the foot
of the staircase,

“Whose fag?" psked Bob Cherry.

" Somebody dropping  cigaretics
about,” said ITarry Wharton.

*1 wonder who=—>"* remarked I'rank
Nugent,

Loder came quietly up. The ilweo
juniors were starving at a fat Turkish
vigarctle, which lay at the foot of the
stairs, as if carelessly dropped by some
fellow going up: Loder kuew bis own
braud, and, without being a Fherlock
Holines, he could deduce that il un-
kuown purleiner of the cigarcties had
gonhe upstairs with them. No doubb lwe
liad been in haste, and 1t was very
vasy for a fellow in haste io drop one
or two out of a Batiul,

Lodder, scowling, passed the theco
juniors, affecting not to notico thew.
They exchanged amiles as he fvamped
up the stairs,

“On the track—whet?" murmured
mugent.

And the three chuckled.

Loder reached the next Taunding,

where Jolmuy Bull's veice caught Lis
vilF.

“What ass has been dropping cigar-
vites about on the staivaf™

“What's that, Bull " snapped Loder,

Julmmy  looked round innoceutly,
“th, is that yom, Loder?  Some-
hody's  been  dropping  faga  about.

ool 1

The Remove fellow pointed Lo a fat
Turkish cigareita on & stair in tho
secand flight.

Loder went on up the stairs,

LEvidently he was on the track. This
was the second eclue.  And Johnny,
looking down over the bamsters,
winked at three juniors below.

On the next lending Loder paused,
Tle was ou the track, certainly, bat
at thei fluor he had several passages to
cligose frowm, as well as an extonsive
lauding. DBut his luck evidently was
in, for the woice of Hurrce Jianmeen
Ham SBingh reached his cars from il
Kemove stairease.

“What vidiculous ass bas buen dvop-
ping cigarettes aboutt”

Loder was on the Remove zlairca:n
the next moment. A squashod cigay
cilo Jay thero—squashed, but recogris-



able as his particular brana "L'No
fellow who had bagged his smokes
had clenrly gone up to the Remove
studies, leaving clue sfter ¢lue behind
L.

The prefeet walked into the Remove
‘,‘_]'EI-EFEE'I:‘-.

aix or seven fellows wero there, and
a voice reached him a3 soon as he
appeared : ‘

“Halla! Who's been dropping fags
ehout? Yours, Bmithy "’

“Not guilty,” drawled the Bounder.
“You fﬁim‘rs know jJolly well I don't
gmoke.’”

“Wrell, somebody does,” said Peter
Todd., “Look at that fag! I've just
trodden on it." )

“*1 trod on one myself, coming down
from the box-room,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Some goat seems to have
been chucking them about.”

Loder's eyes gleamed.

A dropped cigarette on the box-room
atair told plainly enough where the
voulty rascal gone with those
smokes. The Remove box-room was
rather: secluded—up =& short stair, at
the end of the Hemove passage. Just
the spot that some smoky young rascal,
like Skinner or Sncop would choose, o
snicke a eigar&tte, after bagging samo
from Loder's study,

I.oder cut up the passage.

The Removites glanced at him, but
did not grin till he was gone,

“ Asking for it—what?” murmured
the Bounder.

“Sort of I grinned Toddy,

Loder of the Sixth did the passage
quickly, and tramped up the box-room
stair.

A sguashed cigarette on the stair met
Lis eve—doubtless the one Vernon-Smith
had trodden on! Apother caught his
eye on the little landing outside the
box-room | i

He had his man now! He had fairly
tvacked him down! The young ass hacd
dropped about half a dozen of those
cigarottes, from a crammed handful—
aiid Loder had followed elue after clue,
and run him down! In the box-room,
he eduld hardly fail to catch him—he
fiad not the slightest doubt that the
voung rascal was smoking cigerettes
there ! ] ]

Loder gripped his ashplant hard,
with & glitter in his eyes! It was his
duty, as a prefect, to “whop™ any
junior casught smokin nd he was
Foing' to perform that duty, and put all
s beoef into itf

ile strode into the box-room!

T'o his surprise no one met his view
there. But tﬂm‘a were many boxes and
trunks, and plenty of cover for a fellow
t6 dodge out of sight at the sound of
footsteps.

oder, ash in hand, proceeded to
seasmh among the boxes and trunks.
lam |
" He jumped, mnd stared at the door.

He had left it halfopen. Now it
had suddenly slammed. It was nat the
wind—the window was shut. Some-
body bad pulled it shut from outside,
UNECE.

Loder moade & swift step towards the
door.

Click ) 3

He was vards away from it when the
key turned outside. There was a faint
chckle and & sound of retreating foot-
steps, fﬂl]ﬂ“’il‘t% the click of the key.

And Loder of the Sixth glared at the
door, vealising that he was locked-in in
that remote box-room—and it dawned
upon him, further, that it was for that

precize reason that the cigaretie-trail .

bnd bLeen left—to draw him into the
trap!

No  deult, downstairs, the young
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geoundrel whoe had fooled him, was
chuckling over it. Had Loder only
known, quite a collection of young
scoundrels were chuckling over it—
chuckling, chortling, and grinning with
great eué'u;.mmt. In the Removo
paszage, the Famous Five had gathered,
with Smithy, Toddy, Hazeldene, and
soveral other fellows—and all of them
were chuckling.

“Caught [V said Bob Cherry.

“Tha catchfulmess was torrific!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Dear old Loder "' said the Bounder.
“ Following the trail like a giddy blood-
hound—and never guessing that it was
left for him to follow t™

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“Listen " said Tom  Redwing,
laughing, helding up his hand.

Faint from the distance—came the
sound of banging—on the inner side
of the box-room door. It was heard
in the Hembve passage—it was not
likely to be heard farther down.

“Mind nobody goes up to the box-
room ! gaid Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Nobody's to find Loder 1™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It's & bit rough on him, if he's got
some mare tales to tell Prout,” chortled
Bob Cherrv., “This may be a lesson
to Loder, my beloved 'earers, to give
the Remove a rvest this term.”

“IHa, ha, ha!" ;

And Loder of the Sixth, in a state of
intensifying fury, was left to bang
unheeded.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !;

i TOP!" said Ceker of the Fifth.

The taxi stopped.
The driver locked inguiringly

at Coker. So did Skip.

Coker had taken that taxi from Court-
field Btation to Greyiriars School. As
Greyfriars was still & quarter of a mile
alhead, the driver was naturally rather

surprised ot being told to stop. How-
ever, he drew to the roadside, and
halted. )

“Get out ! said Coker to Skip.

Skip obediently got out. Coker
followed him. Suitcases, rugs, and

other impedimenta belonging to Coker
remained in the wehicle.

“I'm walking the rest,” aaid Coker.
“Get on to the school and hand my
things over to the porter, see?”

“Yeesir t” . ‘

Coker paid the taximan, adding his
usual liberal tip, and the man drove on
again and disapprared. :

Coker looked thoughtfully at Skip.
Skip looked furtively at Coker.

Skip had been getting more and moro
restive during the journey. He did not
guite know what to make of Coker,
and had a very hazy idea of what
Coker’s intentions might be. So had
Coker, for that matter !

But Horace had been thinking’it ok,
e was defermined to take SBkip n
hand, inflexibly resolved that the ;;npngi
raseal should not go back to his crimina
associations. That necessitated keeping
an eve on him. As Coker had to turn
up at Greyiriars—and was, in fact,
already late in turning up—he had
decided on the only possible conrse—io
take Bkip there! .

Evon Coker realised that this was an
unusual sort of proceeding—nob to say
an extroordinary one !

2till, he did not see wheat else was to
Lo done, if he were going to keep tho
voung sweep under his eve, as he had
resolved to do.

On the morvew he would be able fo
consicler 1hie matier further, and decide

7

on Skip's ultimate fate. In the mean-
time tho Loy would have & lodging for
the night and would be under Coker's
oye,

“Come on!" said Coker when the taxi
had disappeared.

Skip came on—more
restive,

Young rascal as he was, Skip had his
good points,. He had decided not to
snafle any of Coker’s possessions when
he got that fat pocket-Dook away [rom
himp aguin, Colier sgeemed to hisn rather
a fool, but & good-natured sort of bleke
—and Skip had not, so far, experioncesl
el in the way of kindness, But he
had quit{s made up his mind to have
Prout’s pocket-book back from Coler,
ardl fo vanizsh over the horizon with the
same.

To Coler's simple mind it secmed
that any -fellow brought-up te dishonest
ways must naturally be glad to jump at
8 chance of mr:uiiin%] those ways! Skip's
point of view was different.

MNot that it mattered very much to
Coker whethor SBkip was willing or not.
Coker having decided, the matier was
settled : and 1t had net ocenrred to him
to inguire whether Skip was willing.

The grey old towoer of the school was
visiblo now over the trees against the
Boptembor

and more

sunsel. Walking  boside
Coker, Skip contrived to stumble
sgainst him, and the pocket-book

passed out of Coker’s possession at the
same moment. It was casier than
getting it off Prout!
Clumsy 1‘umm' ass 1" sanl Coker
“1 jest slipped, sir T omurmmred

ip.
E‘EE", dﬂﬁ'“{;' e "
oker tramped on, and Skip droppe
u little behind. )

The Greyfriars Fifth-Former stared
round Irritably.

“Don* lag behind ™ e vapped. * Do
vou want to get lost?”

That was exactly what Skip did want.
But he did not venfure to say so. He
hurried on again.

“Keep up ! grunted Coker, “T don't
went to Have to hunt for vou again as
I did in Lantham thiz afternoon.
shall got a jaw for being late as it is,
most likely. Luckily, though, Prout's
gone out, Snd mayn't notice when I get

“*Op's Prout eir?" acked Skip.

“My Form-master. The plump old
chap you robbed in Lantham, wyou
voung rascal !’ said Coker, sternly.
“Lucky I was on the spot and got his
pocket-book back for him 17

Bkip grinned.

But ﬁa ceaseql to grin ag Cokler
slipped his hand inlo the pocket where
he had bestowed Prout's fket-book.
Coker had no idea that it had left his
possession ; he was simply fecling to
make sure that 1t was still safe.

An extroordinary exprossion  came
over his face as he groped in an empiy
pocket,

*Why — what—what-—-
Coker. ]

“ Auvthing the mafter, sr?’ .

“That pocketf-book’s gone!”
cxclaimed Coker,

“Js it vecly, sir? P'r'aps you dropped
it in the train”* suggested Skip,

“T don't sec how it could drop out of
an inside pocket,” =aid Coker, . puzzled.
“Put—it's gone! Home putrid pick
pocket—my het! Did you notice any-
body shove against me, or anything ¥

“ Nunno, sir——""

“Why, vou did woursell, a few
minutes ago ! exclaimed Coker. * Yaon
thundering voung scoundrel, have you
pinched that pocket-boolk off me?”

Skip did net answer that guestion.
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He turied and Qéw.

Coker staved after him, blanlkly.

““Btop 1” he roared.

skip flew on. o

Coker was fay from being a suspicious
follow. But, in the peculiar circums-
gtances, it had ococurred to him that
Skip had re-taken possession of Prout's
pocket-book, Now that the young
rascal took to bis heels, e could hardly
have any doubt,

Ilo rushed in pursutf.

Skip was swift, he was active, and
he dodged like a weasel., But Coker's
long legs covered the ground at a gréat
rate—ha did a yvard to Skip's foot. In
threo minutes Coker's gl:up was on the
Lboy*s shoulder, and Skip was jerked
to n halk

"addocks 1

i,
SBkip.
“li'ﬂu vounig villain " panted Coker.
“THand over that pocket-book at
onco i .
Rre you ave, sivl” mumbled Skip.

suoky gasped

Prout’s pocket-book dropped into
Cokor's pocket again. Then, with his
left hmu?l, Coker grasped Skip by the

collar, With his right; he swished a
light walking cane he carvied.
Vhack, whack, whack| R
“Ow]” reared Bkip, wriggling
wildly in Coker’s resistless grip. “Ow !
‘Old om, sivr! Owl QOwi®
Whanf:, whaek |
“Yoo-hooop 1"  yelled Skip. " Oh,
my eyo!l '"Eros you leave a bloke alone,
sce | You leago a bloke's neck 1™
Whack ! . )
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |” lhowled Skip,
fairly dancing, ] :
“That's six!” said Coker, grimly.
“Now listen to me, you young rotter|
Every time I cateh you pmt:hmgg I'm
going to thrash you, like that. See?”
“rgw 1" gasped 8kip, “"Wow! Look
‘ore, you mind your own busineds, lggrnw
ou

ferl You lea’ a bloke alone!
ot o covey oub!l?

“Don't ha o vourtly ass!" said Coker,
reprovingly. “ Haven't I told you that
Pm going to take you in hand, and
moko on honest kid of you. It's up
to me, after what vou did for me, you
little fool! Comoe on 1™

Coker tucked the walking-cane under

his armm again, and walked towerds the
school—Skip whiggling as lLe accom-
panicd him.
If Skip had Joubted hefora that he
did not want fo bo befriended by
Coker, he had no doubts now., Gladly
le would have seen the last of Horace
aud his pood ivtentions and his heavy-
handed methods. Bub there was, at
present, no escape for Skip; neither
did fhe young rascal want to empty-
handed., Bo he submitted to his fate—
wriggling.

Quite close to the schoel, Coker
turped into a little lane by a fir planta-
tion that bordered the ﬂl::;l wall of the

Cloisteors,

“You can chimb that wall? he
asked.

Bkip wriggled—but ho grinned. He

had climbed much more difficult walls
m Jus time, apnd crept in at  high
windows, Coker was far from guessing
the full history of the young rascal he
was befriending.

“Fasy, sirl” said Skip.

“¥ou sce, I can't walk you inte my
school 1" cxplained Coker, “ Everybody

would azk questions st once, if you
were sech, of course”
akip did not know mueh about Publie

schools, Dut he hardly peeded telling

that, ' .
"You'd get into a row, ste!” he ro-
morked. " 1'r’aps I hadu't better go

I+
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“PDo you want ahother whopping I™
“"Eh? Oh, na” 8

"Then dor’t argue!”™ said Coker,
“Get over that wall, and wait for ma
inside. I'm going to get you into the
House for the night. %ut I shall have
to be a bit careful,”

Skip eyed him. Coker was going to
take him into that big schoeol and leave
him somewhera for the might. It looked
to Bkip as if this might be a more
paying proposition than Prout's fat
pocket-book | His eyes danced.

‘Jest as you say, sir!” he murmured
meekly. “'Course, I'll do snything
that _}r’uu tell me, you being 8o kind,”

“That’s right!” said Coker, ap-
provingly, **All you've pot to do i to
do H“ﬂﬁ as [ say Nnever argte,
snd we shall get on all right. I hope
1 shan’t have to thrash yom again.
Btill, 'm ready to do it il necessary.
Better bear that in mind. Now cut
over that wall and wait for me where

you drop.”
* Orlrighe, sir.” ]
Skip di sred over the Cleister
wall, And Horace Coker, satisfied that

he had, so far, done the very best that
could possibly be done in the peculiar
circumstariges, walked round to the
school gates and wenk in,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Address !

T EAST IV
B **Hallo, halle, hallo1”
& U&d 1!‘!

“Dear old barrel—"

* Hotter 1"

“Anything the matter 7" asked Bob
Cherry innocently.

Billg Bunter looked as if something
was the matter. He locked as if some-
thing was very much the matter |

He fixed his eyes, gnd his spectacles,
on Bob Cherry, with a glare of scorn,
contempt, disdain, and deadly wrath.

Bob grinoed. 8o did the other mem-
bers of the Co,

Wallung out into the quad, after
seeing Loder of the Sixth locked in tho
Remove box-room, the Famous Live
camo on Billy Bunter. The last time
they had seen Punter, he  been
hangmg on to Coker’s hamper, in the
lobby., That was some time sago; and
had they thought about him, no doubt
they would have %\Lotﬂsmd that he had,
got away from the bamper by that
time. But they hadn't. Actually they
had [orgotten the fat existence of
William George Bunter.

" Rotten heast I went on Bunter, his
eyes gleaming scorn at Dob’s cheery
face. “ I daresay you thought it funny

to tie & chap on to that beastly
hamper.”

“You asked me to!” said Bob,
mildly. *¥You said distinetly that you
wanted to hang on  to Coker'as
haniper—"

“ Ha, ha, hal™

“ Beast !” roarcd Dunter.

The tat Owl of the Remove had his
right hand behind him as he stopped
in the path of the Famous Five, ad
they been able to ses through Bunter's
extremely solid porson, the choms of
the Remove would have noticed that
his hidden hand grasped o large
tomato.

But they could not, of course, sco
through Bunter, and ﬂm?' Never oven
suspected the existenco of the tomato.
Moreover, had they known that Bunter
was in possession of a tometo, they
would only have supposed that he
intended to eat thae same, It would
never have oecurved to them that it
was intended as a missile.

But the fact was, that that tomate
had seen its best days. It was large
and over-ripe—and had been over-ripe
for a conmdersble time, It had, an
fact, been thrown away—and Lﬁ:ﬂy
Bunter had annexed it for a particular
purpose.

“1 was hanging on {o that hemper
for half an hour!” went on Bunter,
breathing wrath. “'Then Greens camo
in—for tha hamper, and be kicked
e "

“Hard 1" asked Bob.

“Yes I” howled Bunter,

“Good 1" said Bob heartily. * Greona
of the Fifth 15 a bit of an ass, but he
doas sensible things sometines

**Ha, ha, hal”

“You can caeckla!” roared Bunter,
" Perhaps you won't cackle when I've
done with you."

“ Help I gesped Bob.

“Ha, ha, hai®

“Greene let me go,”™ said Bunter.
“1 don’t believe he would have, only
he wanted the hamper. Now, you
beast——" _

Potter of the Filth came along.

“You kida seen anything of Color
yeb ! he ashed.

“No: hasn't he come in?" asked
Harry Wharton. “Ho scems to be
making a day of it."

The Famous Five locked round at
Potter as Harry snswered hiin, This
was Bunter's opportunity. )

His fat hand came cut from behind

m.

Up it went, and the tomate was
hurled at Beb Cherry’s face. ]

Hed 1t landed there, 1t certainly
would have made Bob fecl very clammy
and discomfited. That was the fat
Owl's oeadly intention.
~As Beb was not more than fve or
six feet from him, really even Billy
Bunter might have been expected to
bring off that shot, But the fat Owl
was what the Remove fellows described
as cack-handed in such matters,

The whizzing tomato missed Bob by
six or seven inches. But it was nod
wasted. Every bullet has ita billet!
Missing Bob, 1t landed in the car of
Potter of the Fifth!

George Potter jumped elear of tho
Greyiriars quad in his astonishment,

“ Wha-a-t—"" ho gasped.

His hand went to his ear and becaman
clamuny with tomato. Tomato oozed
down Potter's neck. Potter, for a
moment or two, was transfixed, Hae
was & Fifth Form man, a senior—and
a fag of the Remove had suddenly
hurled a tomato at his ear, for no
reason at all except sheer cheek, so
far as Potter could zea., It was really
AN ANAZING OCCUrrenco.

Harry harten & ©Co. were a3
astonished as Potter, They gazed at
the fat Owl of the Remove, dumb-
founded.

" You ;mtw g 1Y Q;a,ﬁpl:!d Wharton,

“What the thump—"

“(ut 1" gosped Bob Cherry, as Potter
got into motion, " Hook 1t, you fat
churmp 1"

Bunter hardly needed telling to hook
it. For a second he gazed in utier
Earmr at what he had done. Then he
BV,

After mim flew Potter of the Fifth.
He ran with one hand to hia car—
oth the hand and the ear full of
squashy tomato But he ran hard.
Why DBunter had dono this, Potter
did not kpow, any mora than tho
Famous Five did— but he knew ho was
?‘:}inﬁ; to strea him all over Greeyfriars
or having dono 1t

“Well of all the balmy chumps!™
pasped MNugent. Y What the dickens
did he buzz that tomato at Potter fori”
“Goodnoss knowsl Must be off Lia



!

With a sudden twist, Skip w
“ Stop him ! * boomed the
desperate, and he charged.

rocker !” said Beb in wonder. “llo
says that Greeno kicked him—but that's
no  rveason  for buzzing tomatocs  at
Pottar. That Fifth Form man will
slaughter him "

Such was Potbter's mntention, and it
would 1nfallibly kave been carried out,
hud not Bunter passed Smithy and Bed-
wing, in the quad, in his wild flight.
Ax the sight of a Fifth Form senior
in pursuit of B Remove man, Herbert
Yernon-3:mith peomptly put s foot in
I'otter's way.

Potter did a nose-dive over that foot
and landed on the quad, with a bwiop
and & roar.

Smithy  departed hastily—grinning.
Lilly Bunter departed still more hastily
—fay from grinning.

By the time Potter reswned the per-
pendiculur, Bunter had wvanished. Ilc
disappearved into the old Cloisters—
sugely deciding to keep in cover iill
Yolter of the I'ifth gave up the hunt.

Fotier, vr.-lsutm't;izl with tomato, and
Lreathing fory, hunted high and low
for Buanter—what time Bunter, leaning
on the old ivied wall ot the end of the
Cloisters, pumped in breath and
wepped o perspiring brow—and hoped,
from the bottom of his fat heart, that
the enraged Vilth-Former would not
Ltrack hiig to his hiding-place.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skip in the School !
1 QOOOOGIT L%upad Buater,
The fat Owl almost won-
dered whether he was dream-
mng :

As he leaned on the old Cleister wall,
half-hidden by the thick ivy, Billy
Bupter was keeping his cyes, and his
spectacles, on the ulert for Potter of Lhe
Yifth. Bubk he was not on the alert
for anyone clso; and had he been, he
certainly would wot have expected any-

fth Form master.
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passage In his shirt-sleeves.
Stop-him [ ** But Sklp was

“ Mon Dieu ! " gasped the French master, as he went flylng.

one to arvive from above. Any follow
might have been astonished by a foot
sidlclenly  cluwnping on his head—and
Lilly Buuter was absolutely amazed.

Another foot followed, elumping
against Dunter's fat ear. Then the
owner  of  both  feet dropped—on

DBuntey!

Bunter gave one anguished gasp and
collapsed.

And Bk;lp, who had npaturally ex-
pected to drop to the ground when he
drepped over a wall, sprawled over
Buunter, as surprised as the fat Owl
E;Wimt the smoky ‘addocks!” gasped

ip.

“Urrrggh I mnaned Bunter.

My oye!™ spluttered Bkip.

Ho rose quickly to his knee—on & fat
walstcoat=—und jmmnped to his feet. llo
stared down at Bunter.

“You!” he cjaculuted. * That fat
covey ! My oye!”

Billy Bunter blinked up at him
dizzily through his spectacles.

“Urrzh! Deast! Groooogh! You've

squish-squish-squashed me!?  gurgled
the fat Owl. *Qoooogh!”
_ Thew, vz he recognised Bkip, the fat
junior almost forgot that he was
winded, He sat up, his eycs popping
through his spectacles.

“Youl” he gasped.
pickpocket! Oh crikey

He blinked in utter amazoment ot
Bkip. Ilo had last scen him at Lan-
thatn Junction that day when the
FFamous Five had collared him, and
Coker had rshed inte the fray. He
had never cxpecled to sco him again
—opnd secing him  at Greyfriars was
really amazing

“Youl” gasped DBunter.

“That young

“"You fat idjit!” growled Skip.
“You "ad to be -in the way, like you
was before, you blooming bloated
e Urcrggh ! fed

1]  Baym— rerggh ™ gurgle
Dunter. “What are you doing here—

urrggh—youn
Urrm;h

“Waot are you doin' ere, if you come
to that?” grunted Eki{a, “Blow yer!
"Qd your row, afore I kick you '™

3 : here—" gasped Bunter.

“1 snid "old your row!” snapped
Skip: *You asking for it, face?"

ﬂsl!;r Bunter decided to  hold  his
“row." He had not, in point of facl,
much breath left to expend on speech:

. Ile sat and gurgled for breath, blink:

ing at lhe stranger aithin the gates,

What the young rascal was doing there,

unless he was ﬁﬂc-king for a chanca to
inch  somcthing, was &8 mystery to
unicr,

~ Bunter could sec that he was listen-

ing—apparcntly for a footstep.

In & few minutes thore was &

‘Euum] of & beavy tread on the old stone

WES.

. Billy Dunter jumped np. Approacl.
ing footsteps made him think of Potter,
But it was Horace Coker who nppeared
in the offing. lvidently Coker, at long
last, had turned up at Grevfriars.

" You'ro here——" began Coker; then,
as his cyes fell on Billy Bunter, he gave
a start. “You fat young ass, what are
you doing hoerat”

“0h, really, Coker—"

“ Butiing in where you're not wanled,
as usual!” yapped Coker. " Get out of
it—see T Cut l:rﬂ’,:L Bunter |”

“I—1 say, I—J'd rather atay here——
Yaropoh |  You kick me ogain, vou
heast, and TI'll—— Yarooop!” velled
Bunter.

Cokor

young scoundrel ;

kicked him again, and vet

again
Billy DBunter bLeat s prowmpt relreat.
This was worse than Potter!

Yelling, the fat Owl vanished, Coker
landing one tnore to accelerale him as
he flew.

“Now como onl!” said Coker. " Ii's
rather unfortunate that a Greviriars kid

Tue Macxer Lisrapy.—No. 1.546.
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has scen you here—the sooner you get
out of sight, tha better Come on!™

" Yezeiv I zaid Skip.

ITa followed Calor.

By that time the Soptembor dusk
was falling, and most fellows wera
heading for the House. Rolleall was
soon due.

Earlicr in the day, Coker would
hardly have got through unnoticed,
Now, tune and cirenmstances favoursd
hiin:.

With great cauntion, he eut round the
school buildings and stopped b3y the
kitchen gardens, whera, fortunately,
Mr. Mimble, t;l&agardamr, had eeaszed
work and quit his cabbages and
lettuces. No eye was on Coker as he
halted with S8kip under the wall of an

cutbuilding. ,
“There’s a rvmn-pipe here,” said
Coker. “You can c¢limb a rain-pipe !

“Easy, =ir!” grinned 3kip.

“You'll find leads up there and a
window,” sfaid Coker. “It's the
Remove box-room, and noboedy will be
there at this time of day. It's pretty
easy to get in and out there—I know
somo of the vyoung sweeps in the
Remove have broken bounds that way
more than once. The window may be
anfaztened—if it is, yow'll get into the
room, scel”

“ Yeoesir.”
“and wait for me there,” said
Coker. “ Y1 como as soon as I can and

fix you up. But I've got to see my beak
first—ond other things. If you have to
wait, never mind.”

Y eesir”

“If the window’s fastened, you can
wait outside till I come and let you in,”
added Coker.

“J can open o winder from outsitlo,
sir 17 sand Skip.

Coker frawned at lum.

“You 5*mmF,' rascal! Thet's no credit
to youl 8till, if you can, you'd hetter
geb inside.”

“Yessir.” .

“MNow L'll give you & bunk up!” said
Caker, o

He heaved 8kip up the rain-pipe, and
the little rascal disappearcd ahove as
nimbly as a monkey. Coker waited to
ges him safo on the leads, and then
walked away, foeling satisfied. Lwen
Coker veslised that it was high time
that he allowed his headmaster to learn
that he had nrrived at school.

“(h, here you are I’ Greene met him
as he entercd the Housze. Coker’s other
pal, Potter, was busy just then washing
off tomato, “Where on earth have you
been s&ll ﬂ:.;is time? Youw're jolly [ate

tting in. '

E:" Bg]tter late than never [ said Coker
cheerily.

e Prciut'ﬁ gone to Lanthem to lock for

ERE

“Wha-a-t 3" ;

“Wa heard that you had a vow with
gome fags at the station, and Loder told
Prout. 1le fancies you've heen fear-
fully damaged—"

“What utter rot!™ snapped Coker,
*“1 thrashed rome Remove fagas at
Lantham to-day—I caught them rap-

ging, and thrashed them. Trout's an
old asal” . _

“] fancy Loder was pulling his leg
a littla—"

“Loder’s a cad! Tf he makes out that
Remove foga could damage me, 1 ahall
jolly well tell lum what think of iz
rob It was voung Wharton end his
mob—and I thrashed the lot of them.
What are you grinning at, Greene?
don’t seo anything to grin at in that.”

“Oh! No! Quitel” Fnapad Creenn.
“I've heard that they left you on the
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platform in & rather runpred state—"
“They got off 1 a train before

could fimsh thrashing them, if that's

what you mean, Groene. Don't talk

silly rot, if yvou can help 1! Has my
hamper come "
“Yes; wo'va got 1t up 1o the

study——

“I'd better go and sco the Head, I
suppose [V grunted Cokor.

And ho went!

Coker, really, had little time to wasto
on headmasters; still, he went.

He tapped at Dr. Locke's door and
entered. .

The headmaster of Greyfrinrs was at
the telephone. :

“Ho far, I have heard nothing, Mr.
Prout!” he was sayimg. *'1 presumae
that Coker, if he had arrived, would
report his arvival, though he is un-
doubtedly a very t{rmughl css and stuprd

i

bay——

“Hemn ¥ said Coker !nud!ﬁ.
“ Bless my soul 1 said Dr. Locke, and
ha stared round st Coker. Then he

spoke inte tho ccansmitter agam.
“(Cokor is here, Mr, Prout.”

Evidently the Fifth Form master had
failed to find Coker at Lantham—which
was not really su:}prisﬁng‘, as Coker waos
at Creyfriars—and had rung up to ask
if there wos any nows of him.

Dr. Locke roplaced the rceeiver.

Cokor was rather in dread of being
guestioned az to why he was so late
Certainly he had no intention of men-
tioning Skip to the Head.

But if Coker had little time to waste
on headmasters, his headmaster had
ctitl less to waste on Coker on tho first
day of term. Coker was dismissed
under the minute. .

Glad to get away, Coker repaired to
lhe Remove box-room, where he had no
doubt of finding the light-fingered youth
te whom he was—entirely ogn his own
responsibility—extending the hospitality
of Cireyfriars Behool

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Slight Mistake !

ODER, of the Sixth, was raging.
I He Lad banged and banged on
the door of the Bemove hox-
room. He had kicked and kicked
at it. But though he made a terrific
din, it was in vain. That thet din must
have reached a good many ears in the
Remove passage, Loder could not
doubt; but no Removite heeded it
Loud as it was, it was not likely to be
hoard farther off, as, of course, those
voung scamps had been weltl aware when
they trapped CT. T
Loder was oxtremely unwilling to
altempt ezcape by the window. He had
Lis dignity as & Sixth Form prefect to
consider ; likewise, 1t was ruinous to a
fellow's clothes to scramble over roofs
atul down rainpipes.

But unwilling a3 he was, Loder made
ng: his mind ta it at last—only to dia-
cover that he could not open the
windaw.

It was & small window, but Loder
could have got out of it easily enough
if it had opencd, Dut it did not—and
il would not. The sash scemed stuck
somehow—and it was only after several
minutes of vain wrenching that Loder
dizcovered that a nail had been driven
in right up to the head.

Ho breathed Tary.

Evidently preparations had been
made for his reception  before  the
cigarette trail was laid.

%mn an undignified retreat over roofa
aml raiopipes was denied him.  Ha
wis & pricoher—and had to remain a

prisoner till tho yuniors cliose fo let him
out, -or until he was found there by
chance,

It was gettng dusk out of doors, and
1. was quite dark in the box-room.
Fioder moved about rather like & liger
in B cage

He hae to turn vp in Hall for roll
before very long, and he could hardl
believe that the. young villains wmrlﬁ
dare to leave him there after that. Dt
there was no sound of anyone couiing up
the box-room stair.

True, Sixth Form prefects had the
privilege of eutting callover, if it
seemed to them good. Perhaps Eﬂ
wera going to leave lim there till -
time—Ileave him till he was missed and
searched for  And he could not cven
yuess who nad played that trick on him.
Some of the Remove, he hed no doubt—
but which?

Zuddenly Loder gave a start, and spun
toward: the window, os a face was
pressed to the glass from outside.

The panes wera small, and the head
outaide filled one, Loder made a ficree
sirida towards tha window.

In the deep dusk he could not make
out the face—only its dim outline, DBut
he had no doubt that one of the youn
villains whe had trapped him ha
chmbed up to tho leads outside, to {'!I'r,iﬂj'
the sight of him doing Lis tiger-ii-the-
cage act.

You young wvillain!” roared Loder,
brandishing his ashplant. *Come and
unlock the door, do you hear? Is that
Cherry? Or Wharton? Or Todd?”

Slkip blinked st lim blankly through
tho glass,

He could not see Loder clearly, but he
could hear him plainly enough. o
knew thaet this waz not Coker. llc just
siared.

“Do you hear me?” bawled Loder.
*Is that Bull? Ov Vernon-Smith? I
know it's one of you! Como up and
unjnck the door immediately !

: M% E{:B [ murmuored Skip.

He backed away from the window aml
ducked out of sight.

Joker, for his own good reasons, and
Skip, also for good rcasons, desired to
keep deeply scerct the faet that there
was & stranger within the gates. Alreaiy
that fat covey had seenm Lim.  Now
another “bloke ” had spotled him.
‘This bloke. however, spparently took
him for somebody he kpew: and Skip

was glad to leave him in tiwe errar. Il
ducked and disappeared.
Loder raved! That young villain=

no doubt 2 Removite—had given Lim a
look-in, and gone !

The bully of the Sixth reromed pacing
ithe box-room like & caged tipor]

Tt was about s quurier of an hour
later that he heard, to his infinite relief,
& footstep ascending the Lox-room staivs.

They had not dered, after all, to
leave him there till calling-over. Ono of
the young willaing was coming up to
turn back the key in the lock.

Loder had no doubt of that.

Certainly he was not likely 1o gures
ithat Coker of the I'ifth was coming wp
to the Remove box-room. 1o was nal
thinking of Coker—nor could e have
nnagined any Mifth Foven man haviog
husiness in that quorter,

With gleaming eyes, he poated himeelf
close hy tho deoor, Liis ashplant grippel
almost convulsively in his Lol

Probably—it scemod 1o Loder—ihna
young scamp intended fo uplack  the
door and cut away swiltly before the
imprizoncd prefeet could et ot him. I
that was the idea, it was not going to
work. Leoder was veady to drag the
door open and rush out instantly (he
key was turned. :

Ifootsteps crossed the litle landing lo
the box-room door.



Loder heard s hand grope over the
lock putside.

Then ho heard s grunt.

Coker was surprised and annoyed to
find the door locked. Bo he cxpressed
his feelings by a grunt. However, the
F was there;, in the ouiside of the
_-:-cs:i:, and Colker gripped it and turned
it

Ho heard a sound within_ tho box-
room, which Jeft him in no doubt that
Skip was there. He was no moro think-
ing of Loder of the Sixth than Loder
was thinking of Colker of -the Fifth,

Having unlovked the - door, Coker’s

next proceeding would have been o
turn the handle. But ho was saved that
trouble. 'The door-handle was turncd

from within, and tho door flew open.

Forth from the box-room, like a lion
from Dhis lair, rushed Loder, with
brandished ashplant !

Whack, whack !

On the dark landing outside, Loder
tnerely  glimpsed & figure—and he
whacked ab it, hard and fast| Neither
did Loder core much where the whacks
landed! So luu[f as they landed on the
young scamp who had locked him in
the box-roomn, Loder was satisBed—he
did not mind where !

Coker got the first on his_ shoulder,
and the second on his neck. He jumped
¢lear of the floor, with a roar of pain
and amazement.

VWhack, whack!

Loder lashed fast! I'or more than an
hour he had been looking forward fo
this ! Now he let Wimsclf go!

Whack, whack !

“Oh! Ow!l Qoogh! Woooh! Oooli[”
roared Coker, staggering back, taken
uiterly by surprise. “Stoppit! You
inad young fool, wharrer you at? I'll
pnasli you! Have you gone mad, or
what ¥

Bupposing that it was Skip in tho box-
room, Coker's first startled 1mpression
was that it was Skip who was pitching
inta him.

But whoever it was, Coker was not
the man to take it quictly. Loder was
yul!,tinf in some quick work, and he got
in half a dozen before Coker rallied.
Then Coker hit—and a fist hike a leg of
mutton fairly knocked Loder through
the doorway.

* Who—who's that?” spluttered Coker.
Iim as it was in the room, he could seo
that the fellow there was muech bigger
than Skip—and ccrtainly was net Skip.
“Who the dickens——"

“Ow 1™ gasped Loder. Me stumbled
over a box and sat down, “Ohl Owl
Who—wrho's that 1’ Leoder, on his gide,
realised that it could not be a junior
who had delivered that terrific punch.

" Js—is that Loder?” stuttered Coker.
The voice scemed familiar.

“Is that Coker?” gasped Loder. He
rucqﬁmsed Horace's duleet tones.

“¥es, you silly ass! Wharrer you
mean by pitching inte me?” roarcd
Uoker, “'Think you can pitch into a
Fifthh Yorm man like that?"

“1—I thought you were the young
scoundrel who locled me in here!™
gasped Loder. “Did—did you come to
et me ouki”

“ How the thump should T konow that
avvbody  had locked you in here?”
j.'uf ed Coker. “Don't be an ass ™

ll; rubbed the places where the cane
had landed, and glarcd at Loder.

FLoder rubbed the place where Coker's
hefty fist had landed, and glared at
Coker. ; ]

“I've & jolly good mind—" bhissed
Lotler, gripping his ash, ]

“I'vo & jolly good mind——=" hissed
Cnolier, clenching his fists,

Loder, glaring, tramped out of the
Lox-room. He was glad, at sll events,
to get out.
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Coler glared after him as he went.

Then he went to the window, and
discovered, as Loder had done earlier,
that it would not open. Coker breathed
nard and decp.

“Those dashoed fags——" he muttered,

Evidently somo of the juniors had
peen japing Loder of the Sixth—quite
disconcerting  Coker's  carefully laid
planz. Thero was_no admittance for
Bkip by way .of the Remove box-room.

Coker, with deep feelings, tramped
down the slair after Loder.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
# Collar Him ! **

1 SAY, vou fellows [ .
Billy Bunter rolled. into the
Rag. He blinked round through
his big spectacles, spotted the
Famous Five, and squeaked.

barged in, and—and I didn't want te
argue with Coker, But I say, you
fellows, hie’s here; he's got into the
school 1"
“What utter rot!"™ exclaimed Harr?__
Wharton, * Why should he eome herol
“The rotfulness 1s tervific ¥

“You dreamed it, [athead!” said
Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I say, you
fellows, think I'd better go to Quelch

about it?” asked Bunter. “Ilc must
have got in hers to pinch something, of
course; he couldn't have come for any-
thing else. I don’t want to wake up In
the wmorning and fmd my wateh gone.

“T's impossible,” said Harry, "or
jolly nearly impossible. Look here,
you fat duffer, if you're gammoning, as
usual—-" ]

“T tell you X saw him 1" hooted

(Ceontinued on next page.)

“Hallo, ballo,
haillo! Potter =il
after vou?"” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“OCh, blow
Potter! said
Bunter. I eay,
vou fellows, I've
soeln him——"

“Fou've
Potter 7

[ R"}.

&CC1

nss M
cxclaiin Banter
excitedly. “That
voung ecoundrel [

“You've seen A
seoundre] 17
azked Bob.,

“Yes, I jolly well
Lave 1™

“You were Inok-
ing in & looking-
glass "

“You silly pss!”
haoted Bunter. “I
tell you I've secen
him. That young
villasin  who was

icking pockcts at
f,anlhmn Station.”

IrEh??‘J‘

TWhat 1"

“He's hére V" an-
nounced Bunter.

“ Herel” repeated
ILarry Wharton.
“YWhere, fathead "

“In this school I
declared Bunter.
“I've geen hinn !

The I'amons Five
etared blankly at
the fat Owl of il
Bemove, In the vuzh
of the first day at
school, they had
almaost forgotten
the affair at Lan-
thamn, and they had
not expecled to sce

YO/

sky.

rip-snorti

can
VWhen

the young  picks
pocket again, or
fo  hear of  him.

Cortainly they Diad
never  dreamed of
hearing of lhim at
Gireyfriays.
“You've seen himn

here!” exclaimed
Johnny DBull. “ llow

BAHG v+ boom . .. Whizzl Up they

All the colours of the rainbow splatter the
What a thrill !
“* Fifth ** if you
BROCK'S Club. And it's so easy. Eimﬁ:r éo to
a shop displaying BROCK'S FIREWOR LUB
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2
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Yes,
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Dad and ‘Uncle Bill will add a beb or two. Then
what a thrill you'll have choosing a grand selection
rework surprises.
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&3
-
-

could be be hete,
vou silly assi™

“He jolly  well
is 1 said Tunter.
* He got in over the

FUN

h —for you and your chums and family il vou had a Blley
¥ ' Home' i
¥ 7 Days’ Free Trinl.
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Bunter. "I Lnew him at once, and he
jolly well knew me, too. Coker saw him,
too. He eame into the Cloisters and saw
him there, and kicked me.”

* Has Coker turned up at last "

“He jolly well has, as he came into
the Cloisters when that young villain
was there, He saw lim, =ome as 1 did.
You can azk Coker ! vapped DBunter.

“T think I will,” sead Harry, It
that :;mlng razcal has really got into the
school, the :=coner he's nabbed, the
‘better. But vow're such a fat-headed
fibber, cld fat man ¥

“Yah! You jolly well ask Coker 1™

“Let’s " said Bob.

And the Famous Five left the Rag to
look for Coker of the Fifth.

DIH% Bunter’s statement that he had
seen tha young pickpocket in the school
was altogether too startling to he casil
balioved.  Still, if Coker of the I7ift
had zeen him, that scttled the point.
Certainly; if such a character had got
into Greyfriais, he had to be collared
without delay,

The chems of the Remove lopked for
Coker:

But Coker was not casy to find. They
looked in Ris etudy and drew it blank;
they looked in the Fifth Form games
study, and learned f{roin PoHer and
Greene that Coker actually had arrived
at last, and gone to report himself to the
Head some time ago.  He could not still
be with tho Head, but whore he was
scemoed rather.a mystery. He was not
to be seen in Hall, or in the passages.

. “#Halle, hallo, halloa! Here comes
jolly old Loder!” murmured Bob
Cherry, sighting the bully of the Sixth
on the staircase,

Loder, as he came down, glanced at
the Famdus Five, 5ha.r1iig.r and sus-
fir:mu::ly. _But those cheery youths
m]:md us if butter would not melt in
their mouths, end after that suspicious
glere, Loder passed on.

* Bome ass must have gone to the bhox-
room dnd let him out I murmured Bob,
“We t?‘:'?ed all the Remove to keep
clear. iat silly ase—"

“Here's Coker 1" exclaimed Wharton.

“Oh, here ho 131"

Coker of the ¥Fifth came downstairs a
minute or two after Loder. He gave
the five a glare, no doubt remembering
his_painful experiences on the platform
at Lantham.

“1 say, Coker——" began Harry.

*8hut up, you cheeky fag 1" snapped
Coker, and he walked on.

“I want te ask you—-=™

“I zaid shut up I'* Coker pointed out,

And he walked out of the House, dis-
dainfully regardless of such inconsider-
abla microbes az Remove juniors,

“The silly, cheeky ass!” =did Baob.
“ Look here, we've got to ask him. That
fat ass was most likely only gammoning,
but wa've got to knew.”

“Come on " aaid Harry.

The juniors followed Colter out of the

DLEE.

The dusk was thickening in the quad,
end the bell for lock-up due to ring
almost gpy minute. Hardly anybody
was out of the House now, and it was
rather puzzling why Coker had gone out.
But he had, and the Remove fellows
followed him.

To their surprise, Coker was already
at & distance, walking very gquickly.
They had to put on speed to avoid losing
him in the dusk,

Coker, in fact, had ne time to laose.
As 8kip had not been able to get into
the Remove box-raom, Coker had to find
him before lﬂﬁk-l‘.]i;, end give him fresh
instructions. He had no doubt of find-
in’i‘ him where he had been told to wait,

gt AMaexer Lisrary.—No. 1,546,
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and he hurried round the buildings in
zearch of him,

Harry Wharton & Co. hurried after
him, quite surprised by tha direction
Coker was taking,

Quite unaware of his interest in tha
Hemeove box-room window, they simply
could not guess why he was heading for
tha kilchen gardens whigh that window
overlooked.

" What is the blithering ass up toi"
azked Nugent,

“{an't be going to sneak some of old
Adimble's caghagﬂs, I suppose?” said
Bob Cherry.

‘The juniors chuckled. That really
was improbable, bot it was diflieult. to

uess what other object Cokar might
Ve,

They hurried after him, and saw him

come te a halt by the cutbuilding under §

the box-roomn window. Thon they heard
his voice.

4u Eki !H

"The %ammas Five exchanged startled
glances. )

“Is he off his racker ¥ breathed Bob,

“Is he ever guitg on i7" grinned
Johmy Bull, :

“Bkip 1” called Coker pgain. =

I+ was really amazing. The juniors
know nothing of Coker’s acquammtance
with the young pickpocket; neither had
they any knowledge of the fact that the
voung rascal was ealled by the peculiar
name of “BKip.” 8o Coker's proceed-
ings were utterly inexplieable to them.

Why & fellow should walk in haste to
a lonely dusky spot, and stand there and
call out “Skip!” was a deep mystery—
nnless, indeed, Coker of the Fifth was
wandering in his mind. :

But in angther moment the juniors
forgot the mystery of Coker's remark-
able proceedings, nas they saw a =lim,
nimble figure emerge from the shadow
of & corney of the outbuilding,

Dusky as it was, they knew the young
pickpocket again. p

They did not know that he was 3kip,
and that he was showing up in answer to
Coker’s call, But they knew that he was
the young rascal who had picked their
pockets in the holidays, and whom they
had collared at Lantham Junction.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exelaimed Bob
“There he is!"

“By gum | Then Bunter—"

“ Collar him ¥

Taking no further heed of Coker, the
Famous Five made a rush, Their only
bunsiness with Coker was to ask him
whother he had seen that very fellow,
as Bunter had stated, inside the school.
Mow they saw him themselves, so thero
was no need to ask Coker.

They rushed ot him,

Bkip gave a startled look round. e
wnu]t_{) ﬁ:_wa joined Coker in another
moment, but at the sight of the school-
boys who hod collaved him ot Lantham,
he made & rush to ezcape. It was clear
that they weve going to collar him
again, and Skip bit the open spaccs
without delay.

“ After him 1" roared DBob.

“Bag him ¥

Coker stared ronnd.

“Look here—" he roarcd.

Unhecding Coker, the Remove fellows
tore after the vanishing pickpocket.
Skip was cutting across the kitchen

arden, with a reckless disregard for
ﬁmmge to Mr. Mimble's eabbages.

Foually regardless of the cabbages,
o“%‘nmuus Five tore on his track.
Coker, after staring blankly for a
moment or two, started in pursuit. The
cabbages suffered still more severely
under Coker's heavy tread. .

Skip ran as if for his life. He did not
doubt that “chokey ¥ awecited him if he
were collared. Iad it been lighter,

th

some of the junjors would have rum
hiin down, fast as ho went; but the
thickening darkpess favoured him. Ho
ling'&{! among sheds, and disappearéd
from sight.

Up and down and round sbout, the
Famous Five hunted for him, but the
elusive young rascal had given them
the slip. No doubt he was crouching in

. somie dark corner, but rooting himm out

of it was no casy maiter.

As they rooted round ona of My,
Mimble's potting-sheds, Coker camn

anting up.. He snnouneed his arcival

¥ grabbing two of the juniors by their
collars  and Dbanging their headp
together,

*Ow 1" roared Harry Wharton,

“Wow 1" yelled Bob ﬂherﬁ;’-.

_They turned on Coker aud grabbed
im,

Why Horaco had banged their heads
they did not know; neither did they
stop to inquire. ‘They grabbed Hervaco
and up-onded him with-a crash. Nugent
and Johnny Bull and Hurree Simgh
rushed in o help, Coker was rolled
among cabbages, wildly splutiering.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's the bell 1™
exclaimed Baob, as there was a clang
from the direction of the IMousc.

Come on!” gasped Wharton.

Skip had vanisied—oud Coker was
left rolllng i eabbages, purgling.

The Famous Five cut off to-the 1louse,
just in time to join up with the Remove
going inka II&I{ for calling-over,

iy il

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
In Prout’s Study !

K CNEIP 1M
" e, sir ™
“0Oh, here you arve!” granted
Coker,
l'-FY

ossip

The Famous Five wers gone. Il
was being called in IHall, which Coler,
of course, ought io hove atiended liko
the rest of Greyfriare, But Coker, with
more important affairz of his own on
hand, dismissed roll from hiz mind.

He stood in the cabbage-paich, sob
his ecollar. and tie straight, emoothed his
rompled hair, and called Skip. And
Skip, as soon as he was sure that {he
coast waa clear, cmerged from cover,

There was & foint grin on 8kip’s faen,
His firgt impression of Coker, ot theiv
first meeﬁng, had been that Coker was
a fool. Coker's subsequent proceedin
had strengthened that lmpression. In
fact, had Skip ventured fo tell Cuoker
what he thought of him, he would have
called him & “blooming idjit.”

Coker, guite unawave that he was
cither 2 fool or an idiot, had no idea
what Skip thought of him.

“Now, look here, kid,” said Coker.
“I've gob to get you into the IHouse fov
thenight. To-morrow I'm golug todecido
what's going to be done with you. What
are you grinning at, you litile asaf™

“{th, uuthiug, sir 1" gtammered Skip.
He was not lLikely f{o tell Coker that
he intended to be o dozen miles awey
by the dawn, with iz pockets crammed
with all the valuables ho could lay Lis
cizhone:t hands on,

“Well, don't grin
grunted Coker. ) .

“0Oh, no, sir!” said 8kip obediently.

Al the fellows will e at voll vow,™
went on Coker. 3

“Will they, sir?™ muarpmred Skip.
He did not know what *roll WS ;
but he did not want (o know, zo that
war all right. -

“It's a chanes for melting you im,
without any nose parkers spolling
vou,"” explamed Coker, “I con't walk

for mnothing ™
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Having secured ﬁk]p*s— hands, Bab Cherry tied the end of the rape, as an

cheerful resignation, the plek
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all right with your paws tled,”

grinned Bob, ** and if you want anything to think about, you can turn it over in your mind that hopesty is the best polley ! **

you in at the door, of course. DBut I
catt iet you in ab s window, seel™
“Yeaair 1V
"My beak isn't in the Houwse now,”

wont on Coker. . _
“Noj; I #’poes il ain’t, sir 1** eaid Bkip,
staring. Coker's “beak ™ was thero

present, in the middle of his face, so
far s Skip could peo. '

“It1” ropeated Coker, staring in his
tyrn. He did not elways speak with
proper respect of Prout;- but he bad
never olluded to thet majestic gentle-
man as “it.” "*“ What do you mean, you
yoyoe ass]" ; _ _

“Oh, nothing, sir!"™ said Bkip. Ile
waos wondering what Coker meant, if
Coker meant anything.

“Well, don't talk like a fool and
waste time," ssid Coker. *My besk
went to Lantham to look for me, so I've
heard—vyou haven't forgotten picking
hia ::-nﬂ:nt, you young rtascal, have
yout’ : ,

“Oht!” gasped Bkip. Ile realised
that Coker's Form-master was the beak,

“ Most of the masters will be in Hall
for roll, but somo of then may bo in
their studies,” said Coker. " DBut Prout
won't be, as he's over st Lantham.
Bes? 1 can nip you in at the window,
safe as houses, and then get
s box-room, or somewhere,

“Yessir 1" ] .

Lights were gleaming from the high
windows of Hall, The school had gone
in, and the big doors were closed. No
eyvoe fell on Coker as he lod Skip round
tﬁt huildings, and posted him under
Me. Prout's study window, with orders
to wait there. .

en Colier went into the Housce,

In Masters' Passage, be found Mon-
gieur Charpentier, tho French maste,
wlia was going into his study.

Mossoo was reading a letter as ho
walked, aod mm‘:m;l slowly. Coker
waited impstiently till he was out of

ou off ko
Come ont”

sight, beforc he went along to Prout’s
atudﬁ. He had to get threughb, if he
could, before roll was over, and_ the
gchool camo etreaming out of Hall,
But he did not want to be seen going
into his beak’s study; so ho had to
waste & few precious mimutes until
Mossoo™s door closed.

Then he hurried along te Prout's
door, opened it, steppéd in, and shut it
after Inm.

It was guite dark in the study, save
for a plimmer from the fireplaco.

Coker buwnped inlo a chair, and
knocked zome E{mka off the cormer of the
table, and upsct a jar of flowers, as ho
progrossed acroes to the window.

o lifted the lower sash, and epotted
a grinning fuce staving up from the
gloom outside.

Hea frowued at it.

Coker's aims and intentiona towards
Hkip were very benevolent, in his own
wmasterful way; bub he was not the
fellow {o stend any nonsense, and
capecially ang cheek. ko ssw no reason
whatever for Bkip to be perpetnally on
tho grin, na if there were something
comic in these proceedings, Coker waa
happily unconscious of anything comic
either in his proceedings ot himsclf.

“Qrinning again, you little menkey !
he grunted. Do you want me to smack
yvour head?” .

“No, sir ' muvmured Skip.

*Cet in 1™

" Yessir 1" .

Bkip climbed in at the window as
nimbly as a monkey., .

Coker gave him & helping hand, which
canzed him to stumble against a chaeir,
Eln'd utler & howl as he knocked his
shin.

“Tor geodness' suke, be quict!™ zaild
Coker irritably.

“Dw I?  gasped Bkip.
yeasiv 1" .

“If you're spotled here, it means a

“1 moean,

fearful row! Keep quict, see! Don't
make a sound " sald :

Ho closed the sesh—inadvertently
hgm g 1f, with a report almost like a
1stol-shot.  Fortunately, it was too
dark in the room for him to perceive
that Bkip was grinning agein.
“Now," said Coker, as he turned from

the window, “you're in tho Fouse, 3
how, All right so far. Lucky Prout’s
out, Tho old ass may bargs in any

minute, of course, so tho sooner you'ro
out of his quarters, the better, ore’s
s back utaiirﬂaw nt thé l:‘nd of ﬂllm
passage, &nd you can gebk RwWa ¥
that. T'll stick vou in the Fifth %‘urm
box-room for the presont. Seol™

“Yeusir 17

“Now, vou go Orst, and I'll follow,”
explained Coker. " You can nip up the
passage, and wait on tho staircase—I'll
come after yon, Don't go the wrong
way and run into & lob of I;cap}m ako
straight for the back stsircase!

“Which way, air?" msked Bkip.

“Iilk? Oh, up the passage—turn to
the right out of thiz reom!™ Coker
had overlogked that neeessary informa-
tion. *"Go as quick as vou can—bul
guietly 1 Froggy's fu his study,”

Bkip wondered what a froggy might
possibly be; but he did not ask. Coker
waa rathor impatient nndet questioning,.

“I'll make sure the coast's clear™
added Coker.

e EtEp{FEd to tlie door, opencd it,
and lovked into tho passage.

He wos rewarded EI the view of Mr.
Trout, his Form-master, rolling roajesti-
cally up the passage towards the study.

Coker pazed at him, in startled dis-
may and horror.

Pront had ecomo intl

Really, there was nothing surprising
in that. Having learned from the
Head, over the phone, that Coker had

(Continued on page 16.)
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turned up, ik was natural for Mr. Prout
to return to the school. It rather dis-
concerted Coker's eareful plans: but
EYCD ker could not reasonably ex.
gct:!.- Mr. Prout to remnain 8 permanevt
xture at Lantham, Pront had come
back; and, from his look, had.not come
back . in & good temper.

Hia temper did not. mabtler very much
but iz arrival mattered an awiul lot.
It was tmpossible 1o get Bkip out of
the stndy unseen: Ik was equally impos.
tible for him g0 remain theve. It was,
i fact, awfult It might alinost havo
led Coker to doubt whether he really
was such a8 perfect plouner as  he
believed.

“0Oh, gum!" breathed Coker.

Ho stopped back, and elosed the door.

Akip peered at him in the dark.

“Anything up, 8ir?" he asked.

“Quict! Prout's coming! 'The old
idiol’s ecome kack. He'll boe here in a
tick 1 Jum? out of tho window—no—
dot’t—there’s  po  time—get  behind
something—" stuttercd the dizmayed
Loker.

Blip disappeared under the study
iable. g

Hec was only just-in time.

In & matter of seconds the door
opcned undér Proult’s portly hand, and
tﬁ:. Fifth Form master switched on tho
light and rolled in; and in great sur.
prise lie stared at Cokor, of hLis Vorm,
suddenly revealed to view,

Why Coker was waiting there in tho
dark was & puzzle lo Proui; he could
soe no veason for it—ihe reason being
safelv hidden ont of sight under the
stidy table.

Ile staved—or, rather, glaved--at the
haplezs Hornce and rapped out like a
butlcts

“ Well 1™

S S e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Placating Prout !

" Il ¥ gasped Clolier,
Elo blinked at his

asier.

It was an 1mmense relicf
that SBkip had dodged so promptly out
of sight, and ihat Prout bad no sus-
picion of his presenee in the study., But
Coker, never guick on Lhe uptake, waa
totally at a loss to know whut to do or
say; bLe could omly blink at I'rout,
gasping like 8 nowly landed fish,

Fortunately, Prout was propared Lo
doo most of the talking; Prout could
always be relied on never to let & pause
last long. 3

“Why are yon here, Coker? Wiy
are you nob in Hall ¥

# I—I——"* stanmersd Coker.

“If you came here fo report to mie
vou should net have misscd calling-over
for that pur o sonidd Mr. Pront.
“ Foven you, Coker, should have sullicient
common senae to be aware of that,"

“(th, yon, sir ¥ gasped Coker, :

“[However, as you are here, T will
hear your explanalion of your wvory

Tug Magxer Lisnaay.—No, 1,546,
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gxtraordinary proccedings  to-day,”
spapped.  'rout UL was  infovimed,
Coker, that you wore seen oal Lantham
Jumetion many hours age, but as you
did wot come on with the otler boya
1 concluded that somcthing bhad Lap-
poened o vou-—="

"f_“l_. I_____s-;r

“Vou need not interrupt me, Coker!
I learued fiom Loder of the 8ixth Form
that you hLad been enpaged in o dis
prucetul seaflle with some Removoe boys
and- supposcd that the effecta prevente
vou' from restining vour journey——"

b, sip, I=—®
“1 told you not to interrapt e,
Cloker. 1 have takeu the 1rouble,™
boomed Trour, “to  wizit Lantham
specially to ascertain the eircamstances,

have suffered a very zeveve loss in
consciuence. I Rud that there i, alter

all, no reason why you should not have

come on (o Greviviars with fhe rest of
the scacol. You have given me this
enorigous amount of trouble for nothing,
Cokor—for na veason, apparchtly, bug
nodesice to play fruzot like a small boy
i the Second Foon”

Coker feddeped. Thiz was altogether
low thick !

¥ Loolk here,
thicdignantly,

“Then why,” boomed Prout, " did
von remain. behind ? Why did wyou
remain in Lantham  four hours aud
mare -after the rest of the schoel had
arrived hepp

Fi [_I_I LED

“Playing truant ! said Proul with
ineffable scorn. A Fifth Form boy—a
senjor—playing tvuant! Pah 1™

“1 wasu't!” roared Coker,

“Then what were you doing  in
Lantham hours after er of the Bixih
aa‘n:']:-‘uiu :}t the stalion !¥

“I shall report this 1o Dr. Locke™
satd Prout. “I will allow vo such con-
duct in my Form! T have been un-
necessarily alarmed; I bave wasted tung
and money to no purpose; awd I have
siffered a heavy loss.  All this is due o
yvour msensate, unthinking folly, Coker”

“But I-}-—"

“You need say vo more, Coker, nnless
you give me an adogunate explanation of
what you were deing for hours n
Lantham. No doubt von lost your train
after your undignificd scullle wilh the
juniars, bipo—-—'" :

“I--I lost the next, too. sir,” slam-
mered Coker, * and—and the next!™

This was steictly truo; Coker had losl
train after trzin while be was hunling
for Bkip up and down Lantham,

“Pah ! snovted Prout. "1 refuse lo
admit such a& statement—either ws - an
explanution, or an excnsc. oite in-
sonsate follv has caused me a loss—a
yery heavy loss—-—"

“I'm sorry for that, siv, but—"

“"Your sorrow will not restore the
pocket-book that was slolen from mo in
Lantham ' said Mr. I'rout, wilh savagoe
SETCREIN.

Cloker staried., Tlis leisurely inlel-
legtuol processes hiad ot counecied np
Irout’s reference (0 &8 “heavy loss”
with the pinched pecket-Look, but it
dawned on bim now, Things did daan
on Coker, given {ime.

" Your—vour pocket-book, =ir,"” sthm-
mered Coker. He proped inside his

jurket,
“¥ez, Uoker, my pocket-Look !
“As T sat in the irain,

gir—=" he exclaimned

boomed Prouk. 3
refurning here, 1 discovered that my
pocket-book was missing. Bome rascally
pickpocket in Lantham must have taken
it. That pocket-book, Coker, contained
banknates to the value of thirly pounds
and unwards”

‘skilful thick.

It was no wonder that My, I'rout had
returned 1 & bad temper. Forine
miasters at Greviviars had pood salaries,
but thiriy pounds was & large swun for
any man to lose. L'vout wes, in fact, in
aimost & dangerous state of fury.

“T have little hepe,” went. pu Prout,
“of ever recovering it. It must hove
been taken from my pocket by sone
I had no suspicion eof
what had occurved till 1 was in the
irain ruturuin%:ﬁ I fay this heavy loss
abt your door, Coker.”

“* But, sir——"

“The fault is yours—entirely yours?’
said Mr. Prout “Had you arrived
here, as you should have doue, 1 should
never have gone to Lantham, and this
would wot have oecarred,”

“But [—*

“XI. shall report the malier to the
yolice, bt I have Little bope—vyery
little—of ever secing my properiy again.
There were important papers in the
pocket-book as well as a Jorge swmn of
money; there were letters, swne  of
them as yet unauswered. You have
canscd me o heavy loss and put mo to
the greatest ineonvenience. T shell take
¥ou to vour headmaster, Coker—>"

“DBut, sir—"

“I shall request Dre. Tawke to deal
with you with ths greatest severity!”
roarcd Prout. “My pocket-book i
gﬂﬂ{.'-'""'"ﬂ

“But—but it
Caker.

“What? Ave von out of vour sonses,
Coker? Do you dare lo contradict
e thundered Mr. Prout,

Ok, no, =zir! But—"

“Then what do you mean, Coker? T
you have, as { doubt, sufficient intelli-
gence to havo & meaning at all—what
do you mean ¥

“I—1 mes I—I got it back, sicl"
gasped Cloker.

1] ?imt IF}

“ Here it i, sir "

Coker Inid the fat pockel-book on te
study table,

Mr, Prout gazed st it like & man in
a dream.

The phost of his pockel-book ecould
Lardly Liave stavtled him more.
* Bub-bub-bless my  soul 1

faintly at last.

1le picked it up wnd examined it.
Thunder faded ouwt of his brow s» he
ascevtained  that the  eontenis  were
intact,

lip ceased to frowwn; hie smiled; bhe
alinost beamed.

“Upon my word ! he said.

Jle guzed at Coker

“"How did you obiain possession of
thisg, Coker?" lLie asked wery mitldiy.
“It i3 extroopdinary that sou should
have recovered my property for mo. 1
14 very extraordivacy ! T am very much
obliged to vou, Coker. But how——*

“1 spotted the--1he rascel, sir. who
picked wvour pocket in Lantham,” ex-
plained Coker. 0 got aflier him and
wide him haud il over”

' Thet vou agw e in Lantham 3™ ox-
claimed Mr. Prout.

“Yoew,  gir—ooming tho
atation.”

“1 did not see vouy, Coker. Why oid
ot not report vonrsell 1o e at onve
if vou saw me

loker eould ned explain that he had
hoen dodging s beak's observation
Fovtunately, Me. Proul did not euspock
it.

#1—1 got alier the pickpocket, sir,"
gaid Coker. “1—I never saw you afller.

isn't, sir!”  gasped

he said

oul  of

wards,” IHe did not add fhat be had
been wvery careful not to sce Prout
qu-:-rwarﬂu.

I see,” snid Mre Trouwt.  ® Really,



Coker, 1 must compliment youl Fon
have ceviminly ac vory unthinkingly
to-day, but in this matior you appear
to have shown a presence of wing and
o promptness of astion thut do you the
grealest credik.”

“ UL, sir ! murmured Coker modestly,
Evidently the recovery of his pocket-
book hind had a very mollifying effect
ot Prout.

“My dear Loy, sald Prout genially,
“ I unclerstand now why yow waited for
me to como in; though cortainly you
should uot have missed calling.over. T
quitc understand your anxicty to restore
my property. I neecd not say, Coker,
that uothing further will be said of your
somewhat thoupghtless proccodings to-
day, The matter ends heve. 1 thank
you, Color?

Prout, benign and heaming, made o
gosture o the door.

“You may go, Coker.”

“Oh, ves, sie! stammered Colkor,

Il went—es far as the deor. There
he lingerced. The recovered pocket-
book had, fortunately, turned azide the
vialz of wrath; but Skip was still under
i table. Cohor hardly dared to leave
the study,. and leave lum there.

He had hoped that Prout might roll
off to 1iall: but Prout was tired, and
bo was nob fhinking of Hall, IHe
plunpird inte his armchair with a grunt
of satmsfaction and proceeded 1o give the
recovercd  pocket-book another look
through.

He glanced up at Coker, lingering
by the door, gonial, but surprised,

“Is there anything else you wished to
say, my boyi” he asked.

“Oh! No, siv ! stammmered Coloer.

" BPleaszo shut the door after you”

Coker could linger no longer.  Tlo
llf;_.:ﬂ; the study and shut the door afier

I,

In e poassage, he staved at the door
and rubbed his nose.

“Oh eramba!” said Coker,

And he went slowly away,

Touch and Go [
M
sigh of satisfaciion.
soothed him. Coker had given him a
back—and theu, tn sudden amazement,
object.  Prout had iwo of his own,
hundreds of inhabitants at Greyfrviars
was the foct that he saw it under his
Lack 1 the avimichatr, he wonld not have
stared at ikl t—and

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
. PROUT closed his pocket-
book with a snap, and leaned
back in his armchair with a
1Ic was lired. 1le had been peeved
in fact, ho had been exasperated; bus
the recovery of that pockot-book had
great deal of trouble that day, but le
wes feeling quite kindly towards Coker.
Soothed and comfortable, Prout leaned
ho gave a stark

His eyes fixed on a fool!

A foot, in itself, wos not a slartling
Lthough, owivg to an increase of cire
cumnfercnce, it was some years sinco ho
had seen them. There wers some
School, every one provided with the
usuel allowanee of feet. 8o it was nob
the foob ilself it amazed Prout. Ik
sludy table

Prout gazed ak it

But for the fact thati he was leaning
spen it While he was sitting upright
it was below Lis range of vision.

Now he saw ii—cazed at

Ag the sight of the foolprint in the
s #artled Robinsen Crusoe, so the
gight of that foot under thoe table
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slartled the Fifth Form mastor of

Greyfriars,

It waa clenr, of coursze, that that foot
hclm_:lgled to somechody. It could not
possibly be there on its own, It was
attached to somo porson, crouching
thore out of sight.

Prout wanted to know whoe that
person was. Affer & long minuto of
petrificd astonishment he heaved his
weight out of the armchair.

¢ could see that 1t was a boy's foot,
But he could see, also, thot it was not
a Groyfriars boy's foot. It would have
ecn surprising cnﬂpgh for some Grey-
friars [ag to have hidden himsclf under
Prout’s table. DBut this was still more
gurprising. The shos in which the foot
was encased was of o bright yellow tan,
altogether too bright and smart for a
Greyfrinrs fellow, when 1t was new,
But it was not new; it was down-at-
heel, discoloured, and shabby., It was,
in fact, the shoe of some person who
did not belong to the school—some
cxtrancons person !

T'vout  wondored whoitlher he  liad
Better pick up the poker before he
rooted that extvancous person ont.

However, he decided on his cang, and
picked that up instead.

Cane in hand, he lcaned luz portly
form by the tabkle.

“Come forth I said Prout, in a deep
voloe.

8kip Jdid not stir

He was unaware, =o far, that he had
been spotied. He sat tight, and harvdly
breathed.

* Emerge ' boomed Prout.

Skip still zat tight, unawaro that he
was being addeezsed. Prout’s language
was nob his vaciety of Epghsh, Had
Prout said “’OUp out!” he would have
caught on at once, But Prout never
dreamed of saying “’'Op out|” Ekifyfﬂ
English was as strange to him as his
was to Skip.

“Upon my word exclaimed M.
Prout. “Will you, or will you not,
emergae

Silence !

Prout breathed hard—parily wilh
wrath, party because he was bending.

He wasted m mora words on the
hidden owner of the foot. Ile reached
under the table wiith the cane, and
swiped it round.

Bkip broke silence at that!

The swipe of {he cave landed on his
ear, and the stariled vell he gave rang
through the study.

“Wu ITEOOGP I

“Emerge ! roared I'rout.

He swiped again.

Bkip cinerged.

He cmerged like o bullet from n
rifla !

He bounded aut from under the talle,
on the opposito side from Prout. Thae
Fifth Form master glaved ab linn across

{tha table.
“Who are you?™ le thundered.
He

[!!-

“What aro you doing here #

Skip answered neither guestion,
bolted for ihe door,

“Btop ! roared Prout.

akip grabbed tha door-handle.

Prout reached him just as I got ihe
door open.  Ila grasped him by tle
collar of hia jaclet.

“Btop I gasped Prout. “I shall give
you into cnslody! Do not daro to
resisk, yon {ﬂullg rascal I

“0Oh, smwoky 'addocks V' gasped Skip.

He wriggled wildly in Prout’s grasp.
But that grasp was on his cellar like
a viee.

TProut did net recognise 3kip as the
hoy who had pushed against him in
Lentham that afternoon. He had scen
the boy only for o wmoment, and for-
gotten hinv. Dat he could only cou
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clude that thie was some youpg rascad
wha bad penetrated inte the sclool
for dishonest purposes—as indeed ho
was | Prout was pot the man to let
him go.

Bkip barged desperately through fha
doorway. The grip on hia collax
drag him back., He wriggled dnd
struﬁgiei .

“Leago |” ha gaspéed.  “Look ‘ere,
vou let a bloke go—sco |

From a study doorway farther up, a
faca with a little, pointed, black beard
logked out,

Monsicur Charpentier stared
the faﬁjsﬂ.gﬂ in astonishment.

“Maiz, qu'est-ce-quo c¢lest!™ gjacu-
lated Mossoo. "'Vat is zat?"

“0Oh, my eyo!” gasped Hkip.

Ile gave a desperate wrench; hut
Prout had him, and had hin fast, He
wrenched in vain.

But with a sudden twist, ho wriggled
out of the jacket, leaving it in Proul’s
hands, and cut wp tho passage in lis
shirt-slecves,

" Bloss my soul [ gasped Proul.

. Left in lus study deorway, with Skip's
jacket in }115 Lhand, thoe Fifth TForm
master  blinked at the jacket aud
blinked after Bkip. Then Igse boomwed ¢

“Stop him! Monsieur Charpenlicy,
geize that boy! Step him!”

“ Mais gui 1" exclamed Mossoo.

_ He jumped out of his study, right
into Skip's way.

_ But Bkip Jid net stop. With Modssoo
m front snd Prout behind, ho was

along

desperate. He charged.

That charge would hardly have
chaken the ponderous Prout, but it
fairly up-ended the deppor litle

Freﬂi*h master.
“Mon Dien!” gasped Mossoo,*and ho
Hew, as if a cannon-ball had hit hine.
Skip stumbled ower him aa ho
sprawled, but only for a steond, e
recovered himself at once, and tore ou.
o remembered Coker's dircelions,
and hedded for the back staircaso up
the igassagﬂ. His feet hardly touchoed
the floor as he ran, and he disappeared
up the staircase at breathless apead,

“Upon 'méf word I came Proutis
boom behind, “Who—what can the
young rascal be? Some sncak-thicf,
who——"

“Mon Dien! Je suis gssomme ! T have
anhreE I Qooogh1”

Are you lhwt, Monsicur
Charpentior 1
0wl Wow!l Uwgh! Ze vind he
is gone ! I am bang in zo vaisteoaf—zo

breff manque—urrgh 1
“The young rascall I will find him!?
I‘.HJJ

Prout boomed up the passago, leavin
Moassan sitting up, with both hands
}}rszesmi to his waistcoat, under which
10 appeared to lhiave a pamn,

Meanwhile, 8kip had done the back
staircase ab top speed. What might lie
aliead of hum, he did not know; but hie
Lnew what lay behind, and was in 2
hurry to get away from it

IIe emerged into a lighted passage
and cut alm'!g i, turmng a corner inlg
another, going strong.

Bump |

“1lere, what the thump—" roared
the voico of Horaco Coker, IHe stag-
gured against the wall and gasped, and
starved at Skip.

Skip, without being aware of it, had
reachad the Fifth Torm passage.
Morace Coker was therve, trying to thiuk
cut the problem: of extrecting his
protege from Prout's study. Luckily,
1thoe other fellows had not yot come up
from Hall, and Coker was alone theve.

Uoker stared at Skip, his problem
siddenly solvad.

Toe Macxer Lisnan?.—~No. 1,546.
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*¥ou!” he gasped.

*0h crikey I"aﬁrgl-;:d Skip. "I say,
that fat old covey is arter mo, sirl”

*You young asy, did you let him spot
you 1" mlflppead Coker. _

“1 couldn't "elp it 1™ gasped Skip,

“Qilly young ass! Didn't I tell you
to kecp out of sight!™ snapped Coker.
“ You seem to bo an utter fool | Oh, my
hat! That's Prout!” added Coker, as
a hoom reached his cars .

“Fo came this way—up these stairs!
1 am assurcd of that! Wingate, kindly
hurry on—I-am @ little short of breath !”

Coker grasped Skip by the arm, and
rushed him away, ‘

At the upper end of the Fifth Form
siudy passage was a box.room, which
Cokor had already decided upon for
8kip's temporary refuge. He rushed
him iuto that box-room at & spoed that
made his head swim.

“8tick there, end keep quictl” he
Lireathod. 5
He c¢losed the door on Bkip, and

leaned against ik, with his hands in his
Ig,ri:e:t;, and an air of assumed care-
BNBSE. ;

He was only just in time.

In a few seconds, Wingate of the
Hixth, the captsin of Greyfriars, ap-
peared 1n the passa Behind him, as
thauﬁh yet out of sight, Prout could be
heard Looming.

“That you, Coker? Been a kid come
this way?” called out Wingate.

“A kid?” repeated Coker. A fag,
do you mean?”

“"0h, no! Prout says that some boy
who does not bélong here was hidden in
his studi—some young thief, I supposec.”

“Not really?” ejaculated Colker.

; I“’.’l:ea. yes—have vou seen anything of

im "

“Well, if he came up here, ho could

Fardly get by without my seeing him, I
shouwld think,” answered Coker. "D've
Iwenn up here ten minutes o more.

Think he went the other way—Iourth
Form stndies, perhaps?” :

“Well, 1 suppoze he must have, if he
ign't here”

“Have you seen him?” Prout arrived,
pufling and blowing. *Wingate, havo
you seen that young rascal?”

“Ho decan't seem to be here, Bir
Usker says he's been up here ten
minutes—and it wes not so long ago as
that—" 1

“ It was only a few minutes ago. Heo
must have turned the other corner—come
—pome—we are wasting time !

Prout puffed and blew away, followed
by Wingate, And Horaco Coker was
1!55111115 thanklul to sec the last of both
of them.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Watchers of the Night !

ARRY WHARTON =at up in
bed, in the Remove dormitory,
a3 ten o'clock tolled out from
the old tower,

Thero had been & buzz of talk in the
dovmitory after lights out, but it had
died awny at last, and all, or nearly all,
thie fellows bhad dropped off to slecp.

But, the captain of the Beomove had
not closed his eyes,

Ho was tired and sleepy enough, after
8 busy day, Nevertheless, he was not
disposed to go to sleop.

“Any of you fellows awake?” lio
enlled out in a low voice.

“Hallo, halle, hallo ! came from Bob
Cherry's bed.

“Oh, you're awale, Bob¥”

"ta::rnlt;t- :]:rfi” vawned Bob. T

s v haven't you gone to sleep®”

Bob Cherey chuckled., 2
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“Same reason that you
cxpecﬂ” he answered.
1 razcal

lavenet, [

That young of & pick
rocket——

“ Jixactly.”

“Well, T can't IIEI?
something’s going to ha !
caitd Harey, “I supposo he didn’t eneak
into the school for tunt”

“ Business, more likely!™ chuckled
Bob.

“I thought that perhaps he'd cleured
off, after we chased him,” said Harry,
“But—you heard. sbout that row
Pront’s study. Thers can’t Lo any
doubt that it was the same chap.”™

“Hardly ! agreed Dob.

“That medns that he got into the
Ifouge—which must have been s object
all along, Well, they hunted for bLim
el ﬂmﬁhi’t find Lim, and geem to sup-
wee that he dodged out and hooked i,

thinking that
{}pen to-night,”
]

i__

“The butfulness iz ferrthe!™ ecamo
another voice, Hurree Jamsct Ram
=ingh had awakened.

“You dop't think so, Inky?" asked

arry.

“Wot guoitefully.”

" Just what wepz Lhinking,” said
Tiob. *Ten to-one he's parked hiumself

it some corner 1o wait till the Ilouse i
aslcenp. Lots of places where he could
keep doggo. He must have barged in
;.r:g p’im:h, and theve's nething to slop
i,

“Unless we do 1™ said Harry.

“"Well, yes! But—"

“It means Lreaking dorm bounds—
and worse still, losing our beauly 31‘39(!“
But if he's going to puch right and left,
and clear off before dawn—"

*That's his game, of course.”

“Well, look here, if that’s his game,
I don't sce letting him pet awsy with it.
He seemns to be a l]mmu?h young raseal,
the way he wené through our pockets in
the holidaya. I guppose he can't Lo up
to cracking safes—but there are lots of
things in the studies. He's learned his
way abonut Masters' Studies already. I
suppose there's no doubt what would
have happened if Prout hadn't apotted
him in his quarters.”

 Not much!”

“Well, what about keeping an eye
open for him te-night " asked thie cap-
tain of the Remove. “We needn’t turn
out before hali-past cleven—he could
hardly get going before then. But I've
no doubt at all that by midnight he will
be .i:,;-cu.-.-rl‘m%1 about the House, lfrinn::huqi‘
everything he can lay his hands on.
don't believe for a moment that he's
gone,™

“Bame here™

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“Well, what about 1t¥" asked IHarry.

“Let's ™ gaid Bob., "1 was thinking

af it when you spoke. You like the
idea, Inky?"
“MNot terrifically,” answered the

Nabob of Bhenipur. “Dut the playful-
ness up will be cnormous.”

“It's a po, then,” said Harey.
“Whichever fellow 15 awake at cleven-
{thirly, or =a, ecall the others.”

“Right-ho 1™

And the juniers settled dewn to slecp.

It was Hurrce Jansct Ram  Singh
who was awake when hali-pazt cleven
chimed out, and he called Wharton ad
Lherry,

Weither was very keen to turn out,
but they turned out, all the same, and
hurredly donmed jackets over their
Py jalnas.

The other members of the Co. were
fast asleep, like the rest of the Rewove,
and they were left undisturbed. Three
fellows woerd more than enough to deal
with the light-fingoved youtly, if Lo was
?puttml prowling the House in the simall
10U,

Quictly Ilarry Wharten opened Lhe
dormitory door, and closed it again
after they were in the passage,

At that hour of the night, sll Groy-
friars was buried in silence and slumber.
HBave for the murmur of the wind from
the sea, in the old elms, and the crack-
ing of ancient wainscols, all was silent
and still.

The three juniars crept down ihe pas-
Eﬂfa with hardly a sound. .

_{arf}}; Wharton had a flashlamp in
his pocket, but he did vol turn it ow
The juniors kuew every incl of the way
wid did not need a light. But a light
would be needed if there were a night-
prowler about. And they were almost
convineed that there was, They could
uagine no other reason why the young
pickpocket hiad  penetratod  enrrepti-
tcusly into the school.

Of Caker's hand in the matier, they
DOYer aven E]I"I'."ilrIIE-EL

But had they kunown, it would have
made no difference—indecd, it would
have rmade them all the more detor-
mingd to keep an eve open for the
young rascal. _

Horace Coker was the only fellow at
Greyfriars who was capable of letlin
8 professional pincher into the school,
and leaving him to his own devices for
the night. If Horace were sleeping con-
temtedly, in ibe belief that Skip was
carcying ont hia lofty directions to tho
very letter, it showed that Coker had
# trusztful nature which was much to be
envied—but it certaiply -did not show
that his trust was well placed.

“Masters” Btudies ¥ whispered DBob,
#s they tiptoed softly down the slairs,

“That's it! That's the most likely
place. T dare say lie will voot all over
the House-~but he won't rniss tho beaks’
studies—cspecially as he knows lis way
aboyt there.”

Masters” ass
%hmmer of starlight from a
wre  and there. The three juniors
stopped near the door of Prout’s. study.
If the young rascal were really in thae
Houze, and if e were stirring, they
could lear nothing of him; Lut they
would. hear him, fast enowgl, jn the
deep silence, 1f he came in that direg-
tior. And there could be little doubt
that hie would.

But once they lind reached thé spot
selected for their vigil, thoy found the
minutes hang heavy on their handa.

Eeceping wateh, 1n the middle of the
night, for something that miglht

re was dark, save for a
window

pos-

'sihi not happen at all, was weary
FH.

wo

After ten minutea of 1t it scemed to
them that whole hoars had passed,
Something, apparently, had happened
to the elock in the Lower, for it was not
chiming out the hours as usual!

It was quite a surperise, when mids
night chimed out, at lazt—it eecuied to
them nearer one in the morning !

“Ay hat!™” moxioured Bob. " Only
t“]ﬂ v -!!I ] ]

“No pood chucking it now 7"

“Oh, no! Siick 18 out!™

“Ulha  sbickfulues: 15 the proper
caper " munnured Hurree Jamsel IRaw
Binglh.

Suppressing  dismal  gawns,  they
wailtvd.

All theee of iliom, as they grew

sleepier arcd sleepier, began {o wonder
whether they were not, after all, rathor
azzes tn Lbe out of bed—amwd  whether,
wfier all, there war anything lo be up
far.

But duldousness and sleepingss worn
banished together, at the sound of a soft
atcl stealthy foolfall in the gloowm.

Horry Wharten caught Lis Lreath.

Ha did wot speak—but he pressed
Bob’s arm.
Somconc wa: up, as well as  fhem-



** Gatch | ** sald Coker, heaving up the bag of fuck.
expectedly, to land on Coker’s uptuarned face, nearly pushing his rugged

Fifth Former.

sclves. Mot someonce belonging to Grey-
friare, s he was crecping softly with-
ont a light!

The matier was seliled now! They
kuew that their wvigil was not for
nothing | The night-prowler was  at
hand

Harry Whartou’s hand closed on (ho
flashlamp, With the lamp in his hand,
ready 1o switch on, he wailed=—and Ins
comrades walted, with Daited bLreath,
while that slealiliy footfall drew
nearer and neaver 1o the Jdarkaess.

————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught o the Act!

N K1 grinned.
S 1le could pot help grinning.
In the courso of his nefarious

carcer, Skip had struek both
harvd and =oft jubs; but this, ho con.
silered, was tha very softest job he
lisdd ever siruck.

That that Dburly, fatheaded [ellow
{‘oker yeally would leave him in the
House, unwalched, for the wmghi,
secmed aboost ineredible to Bkip,  LHe
had wnbed already that Colier was o
Moul=—Lhat, indced, was a  fact  that
feaped to Lhe eye at o casual glance.
But that apy fellow could bLe fool
ciongh for thiz, wouled some helicving !
" But there i was—Colter had done it !

Driving the evemng, with no prep on
e Biesb pight of tero, and most of 1w
fellows in Wall, Coler bl cosily found
opportunities for leoking after his extra-
vrdinary prolege

Ilo had paid several quiet vizils lo
thil box-ronmy, with blankelz from a
cammping oullit, good things from Nk
Judy's hamper, =oap, and towels, and
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* My boko !

such things, which secimed necessary 1o

Coker, though not to 8kip!
Finally, ho had left him

night,

for tho
with strict injunctions not to
stir from ihe roomi on any account
whatever, till Coker cmne in the
mormng—but to lake cover in a coruer
behind a heap of boxes if ho heard
anyole coming. : : :

To all of which Bkip, Lkeeping his
faco serious with difliculty, pronuscd
implieit obedienca.

Io slept quite comfortably for n
couple of lwuwrs in Coker's camping
Dlankots—grinning himself to sleep.

But hin was wide awuke sl very
alert at midnight. )

Much of Skip’s peeuliar professional
work had been done Dbelween  sunsck
and sunrise. e was guite accustonted
to nightwork., Ile grinned almost
from ecar to car as  he  opened
e box-room deoor, and slood liztening
mtently before he ventured out.

It amazcd Skip that Coker should
leavae him there at alll It amazed
hitn still more that Coker should ex-
pect to lind him there i the morning
—as evidently Coker did. o could
only conclade that Greyfriars Sehoul
had produced the biggest idiot thal
ever was,  Anyvhow, Coker was nwot
going 1o find him thero| ;

From midnight, till about two in the
morning, Skip  was going fo hbe
quictly bvsy. Then he wos going to
drop from a window and disappear
over the harizon.

To do the roung vascal juslice, he
fuelt a iwing of remorso at repaying
thus Coker's child-like faith.

But that twinge made noe difference
to lus intentions, Coker had o happy
Inlief that a dishonest person, given a
chanea to turn honest, would Jumr ot
that chience with both fect! Anv hesi-

It missed Skip's ouisireiched hands and came down again, quitc un-
features into his fat head. **
Why did you let it fall, you mad idlot? Wow ! *
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Wow ! " gasped the

tation, Coker was prepared to deal
with, with a lwavy bLand=—as ho had
shown.

Bkip did not resent the thrazhing
Coker had given Lim for his  own
good; he had hLad teo many thrash-
ings to bothier much sbout onge mnore,
In fact, e vather liked Coker, and ho
was siot wlolly unconscious of grotie
tnde. But the idea of missing a
chance like this never cressed bis mind
—neither had he any desive to waib for
the morrow, fur Coker to follow up his
present idioey with more idiocies.

liaving listened for twoe or threo
minutes, tae young rascal crept out of
the room, and made his way silently
lo 1o back staircase, which ho knew
would lead him to the Masters’ Studies,

There, on a spot alvcady fawiliar, ho
wag geoing to begind

Locked doors and locked drawers
wera nob likely to stop hin. IF that
fut old bloke that Coker called a bLeak
had left his pocket-book in his studry,
it was fated to pass for a third time
info Bkip's keeping; third and last!
And if thoe othwr old blokes werp as
well off as that particular old Lloke,
quile & harvest was to Lo reaped.
Aud then there was the rest of tha
great building to ransack|  Ile had
st of the night before him—aud Lo
was a gquickk workere!

To " pinch ”* everything he could lay
Itis handa on, ¢léar out of the school
and scuttle to a eafe dislance—and
ufter that to keep out of the way of
Jismmy  the Rat—that was  Skip's
simple  progremmal  WNow he ‘Wwas
going to carry 1% out—certsinly with-
vut any intervention from Coker, wha
was sleeping like a heallthy horse in
the Fifth ﬁurm dormitory.  To the
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voung “ecoveys™ who had chased him
among the cabbages, he gave mno
thought at all—certainly, never dream-
ing that they were out of bed at that
hour Bua: it was, in point of fact,
those very “coveys™ who were going
to put paid lo Bkip's programme !

Dim and dark, the passage stretched
before him, as ho cropt from the stair-
ease, Ho stopped lightly, making
hardly a2 sound

But e lightest footfall was loud
cnough to reach three pairs of ears on
the strain.

Harry Wharton, Bobh Cherry, and
Hurfeo Jarpset Eam Bingh knew that
he was comung—and waited in silence.
Knowing well how elusive that young
rascal was, they werc not going to let
im take the alarm and dodge away
among dark passages and staircascs.

In a group by Prout’s door they
waited, listening ntently,

Had the stealthy footialls st«:}ptpn:].
they would haco moved—but the foot-
falls did not stop; they came steadily
on to 'roul’s door. .

Even Skip's keen eves did not spob
the thuee igjgums blotted in the deecp

oy,

A sudden flash of light came from
the darkness. :

It blazed into Bkip's face, and he
startod back, with s sudden gasp of
affright. )

But Lefore he could even think, Bob
Cherry and Hurrce Bingh had grasped
him by either arm and he was

inion
F"'J:ln!d him 1* said Harry, keeping
the light steady.

“Y{fu bet 1" prinned Bob.  “We've
got the young swecp!”

“0Ohk, smoky ‘addocks!”

RBlip.

l-f:a wriggled and wrenched, But he
bad no chanee with the Remove fel-
lows a3 he had had with Prout. He
had left his jacket in Prout’s hands;
but he could not leave his limbs—and
his linbs wers pinned 'n oan ivon grip.

“Chuck it!" said IHarry. “We've
got vou this time "

“The gotfulness 13 preposterous ™
chuckled Murves Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, my cyel” said Skip.

He realised fhat he was powerless,
and coased to resist. But hiz eyes
were watchful as a cat’s, and the
Removites did not need telling that he
was watching for the first chance to
wriggle looss and bolt. , .

“It's a fair cop!” eaid Bkip.
“Faney vou young coveya bein’ outer
bed this time o night! What'd your
schoolmaster say, I'd like to know !

"MNever mind that” said Harry,
smiling 11 sprte of himself ot the young
rascal’s coolness. “You were coming
back to this study, where you were
caught this eveuing, to pinch?”

“Oh, no!" seid Bkip, cheerfully.
“ Jost walking round for exercisc.”

“What?" exclaimed Harry.

“1 generally takes exereisze this thne
of night. Nice end quiet, and very
‘salthy 1" said Skip.

Dob Cherry chuckled.

“He's got a nerve on him!" he re.
marked * Well, we've caught you ut
it, you young sweep!”

“Looks as if you ‘ave, sirl” agrecd
Skip. “Pr'aps you'll be =0 kind as to
open a door and let a bloke walk out?
1 got an appointment to keep in the
morning.”

“The nervefulness of the esteemed
sweep 13 terrific ! remarked EHurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. '

“Well, we've got hlm&" eaid the
captain of the Hemove. "1 dure say
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hiz pockets are ¢rammed already—"

“You lose!” eaid Skip.

“What " )

“I mean, they mmn'tl I ain't touched
a thingd I was goin' to begin 'erc—
in that fat old bicke’s reem! You let
mo go, and I'll 'ook it empty-anded [

“We can't let you go,” said Harry.
“IF we did, I've no doubt that you
would get in at & window and rob the
Flouse before you hooked it.%

“¥ou ain't all fools ‘ere, T see that1”
admitled Skip coolly. .

“Better caﬁ Queleh, and land him
t}:;:i: and have done with him 1" said

“Can't do anything else.”

Skip Lreathed hard. He had no
chaieo whatever of eoscaps, and, once
e was handed over to persons In
authority, Coker could not help Lun
ggain. It looked as if the game was
up and limself booked for the reform-
atory, which he certainly nceded, bub
did not want.

But hie had & card to play yet

“1 say, wou't that get My, Coker
mte 8 rowt” no ashked.

“Coler 1 repeatod Wharlon blankly.
“What about Coker? You don't know
Coker.” :

“Don’t I just?” grinoed E-Iu£. ]

“Well, suppore you do, why should it
hurt E}nfmr. if we hand you over to our
Form-master 1

“Well, mobbo his  schoolmaster
mightn’t like 'im bringing we into the
*Ouse,” said Bkip. “I 9'pose it ain't
allowed, is it1” :

The three juniors gozed at him,
dumb.

“Coker let you
gasped Bob. ) ]

“*"Ow'd you think I got in?" asked
Skip coolly. * Mister Coker let me in
by that fab old bloke's winder—that
was ‘ow he copped me in the room.™

“Impossible I exclaimed Harry.

“Well, yon can ask 'im, if you like !”
suggoested 8kip. "I tell you Mister
Coker will be wild if he ‘ears they got
ma 1"

“We're not likely to root into the
Fifth Form dormn to nsk Coker whether
he let a pincher into the Iouse!™
grinned ‘Bob Cherry. _

“Hold on, though,” eaid Ilarry
quictly, *this i3 jolly queer. He scems
to know Coker's name, st any rate,
Coker's fool enough for anything, teo.”

“¥You kuow him ! aseented Skip.

“1f Coker let you im, why did he do
1it?"” asked Harry. . 1

“Looking arter o bloke ! said Skip.
“1le’s going to make a bloke honest, hie
says, and take me in "and. He stuck
me 1 & room willk blankets aud gru
for the night.”
“You don't scemn to have stayed
there 1

“*Ardly I agreed Skip. I wish I
ad pow, thourh, all the samwe. I nover

nowed  vou covers would be uop
watehin'. "

“It can't be true 1’ said Bob, *Even
Coker 1zn't such an idiot ! Besides, why
spould he, ecven if he were fool
cnough ™

“Blessed if 1 kaow what to thiok,™
confessed Harvry., “*We don't want to
get Coker iuto a fearful row, and he
might be sacked for this. Anyway, we
can =oon seo whelher tlis young scoun-
drel 15 telling the troth about the room,
Where 11 the room?"”

"wp them statrs,” said Skip.

“ Well, take us there, and we'll see ™
said the captain of the Remove. "Kecp
hold of hun—very likely it's only &
yarn to get a chance of dodging away.”

“Straight I" said Skip. "le.(’il takc you
there in o jiffy 1"

“Well, get on with i1 1"

into the Houso!”

Skip led the way, Bob and Iurree
Bipgh still gripping his arms, snd
ﬂmrding agamst an atbempt to escape.

arry Wharton following, That Coker
of the Fifth had given this young rascal
a lodging for the wmight, nside Gmﬁ‘-
friars, scemed almost incredible to the
juniors—champion g3s a3 they knew old
Horace to be. But if he had, they cer-
tainly did not want fo land Coker with
the conscquences.  They felt more con-
cern for old Horace than he felt for
himself.

Their doubls were dissipated as Skip
led them into the Tifth I'oym study
passage, and along to the box-room ek
the end. i

They {ollowed him inlo the box-room,
where Bob turned on the light, aftes
carefully shutling the deor.

Then they stared at the camping
Llankets, the food supplics, and other
things ihat Coker had smuggled into
the box-room [or his protege. Someone,
evidently, had fixed up this retrest for
the light-ingered yvouth=—and they could
havdly donbb that it was, as he stated,
Coker!  "They gazed round the room,
and then gazed at one another—dumb i
And 8Bkip watched them with a cheery
grin,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
What’s To Bg Done?

11 AN wvou beat €7 murmured
Bob Chervy, ab last.
Wharton shook hizs  headd
e folt that he couldu’t

“Caker must be vicht off Lis chunp
said Bob.  *“IWhat on carth would
hEPpcn- te lim 1f this came out?™

“Goodnesz knows." _

“Why, that young scoundrel might
have robbed the whole Iouse, and the
police would have had to be ealled in, in
the moring 1" said Bob, with a deep
breathi. “ And if it camne oul that Cokey
had let iim 1ne——"!

*Poor old Coker I™ said Harpy.

“But what a blitheving idigl——"

“What o terrific ass !

Skip listened with zome salisfaclion.
e realised that he had playved & trump
card in menbtiemng Coker.  "These coveys
clearly did not want to gel Coker into a
row., And, litile as he knew of schools,
Skip could not fail to know that =
tremendows row awailed Coker, i 6
came out thal be bad Jet a thief jnto the
Lousze,

1f ihey wanted to save Mister Coker
from the consequences of his Cxreglouy
folly, they had lo go casy wilh theire
prisoncr—that was certuin.  Hope of

I:H

 escape, and keeping clear of Dorstal,

Lburned more brightly now,

“But whet” suidd Llurry. hopelesly
puzeled.  “Coker’s cvery kind of on
1liot—out why should he play 1he idiog
i thas way ' )

" Perliaps the kid koows I sunld Db,
“ Look here, vouny shaver—what'y your
nawme T’

ilskip l’?‘

T BLip 1" repested Bl

“Jest Bkip. siv !

The three exchanged glances,
retnembered hat Coker had been eall
i “Bhkip ! when they found this
voung rustal in the cabbage-garden.

They had not scen any scnse it bub
a3 they never expreled any sepse from
Coker of the 1ifth, they had wot
Lthought ohout it

Thut if this vounr sweep's name wern
Skip, that explained it. It meant, not
that Coker was wandering in his mind,
but that hie was calling this youug
EWoep,

It banizshed their last doobi.

(Conlinucd on purge 22.)

T ey

They
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

{1}

There is always something doing in the

auad,

There is often lrouble brening in the

guad ;

Phere's the flagstones we have jumped

on,
Which old Coler's aften thumped on,

And occasionally humped on
With a devastoting noise,

While the gquad is full of happy-hearted

boys.

HOURS

Bunter’s Tea-time Tour

Toddy’s having tea with Brown,
Dutton's teaing in the town,

TPoor old Bunter teas in Iall,
Then goes out to pay a calk

Iirst at Study Nuwuber Une,
Whavton zays: *It can’t be donel
Thera is nothing here for you 1

On he gors to Study Pwo,

Toddy, Browny's vizitor,

Kicks him out and :zlams the door:

Raobert Pona.d Ogilvy
Kicks hitn out of Btudy Three,
After tapping at the door,
In he goes to Study Four;
Bmithy, with a loaf of bread,
Gets him squarely on the head |
Exit Bunter once again,
Btill with nothing Lot a pain |
Out he jumps from Stady Five,
Thankful to get out alive.
Kipps, the conjurer, was there;
Seicing Bunter by the haiy,
Rapidly he pulled his ear,
Which made Bunter disappear]
Neoxt, 10 Study Number bHix,
Wib and Desmond get in kicks !
Mizscing Scven, on to Kight,
Nothing left! Too lafe—too late
Then to Sludy Number Nine,
Whicl, as you may know, is mine;
When 1 seized a carving-knife,
Bunter van to save his hfsl
Bolsover, in Nuwmher Ten,
Hoofed him quickly from his den.
Skinner, in Eleven, chased
Bunter out with Dreathless hasta,
Then, in Number Twelve, at last,
Bunter finds a prand repast;
And although old Manly's there,
He is far too lired to core !

——

(2)
There zre always follows lounging in
the guad, L
There ia borrowing and serounging 1in
tha quad;
There's the fonntain Buntexr's chucked
i, .
When our foodstuffs lie has tucked in,
And most mercilesely ducked in,
And our study teas are gone,
While the guad 1z full of laughing
lookers-on.

{3}
There's the sound of I'ronty {alking
in the guad o
To the masters who arve walking in tho
gquad;
Thera's the seats the masters gaze on,
Which they hoped Lo =it and laze on,
But ol Prenty's chinwaez plays on
As they wander to and fro,
While the quad is full of suffering and
Woe.

(The Quadrangle.)

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

WILLIAM WALTER DABNEY,
Temple’s Chum in the Upper Fourth

D is for DABNEY—Upper Fourth,
He's Temple's follower, of courthe |
{I'"m soryy—that's the only rhyme
That I can find for Fourth thns time.
There's “ north.” but I've no use for 1t
Because the sonso won't secn: fo fit.
Mot that there's really any senze

In this at all, but some pretence

Of meaning something mwust be made,
r else I'm very much afraid

The Editor would turm me down
And stop my weekly half-a-erown l)

=G

— = ———

Geo-whiz! My space is nearly gone,
And poor old Dab not touched uponl
Well, never mind, it's guite O.IC.
He's not important, anyway !

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
The geography paper. Bunter's
answer gave four Dnghsh rivers—Dee,
Wrye, Severn and Exe,

!
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Billy Bunter says he doesn't give a
hoot for Quelchy. Strange language
for an Owl |

When Prouty collided with foree,
Une day with & runaway horse,

The anitmal snapped

In two, and was scrapped :
But Prout was undamaged, of course!

When Fisher T. Fish found Bunter's
famous gold wateh, which had been
lost, he claimed o reward of a tenth
part of the value. Bunter conldn't pay
it beeanse he had nothing smaller than o
halfpenny.
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PUZZLE PAR

On one of DBunter's exam
papers appeared the remarkablo
answer, D.Y.7.X. Tho subject of
the paper wasn’t Maths., Can
your guess what it was?

{Answer at foot of column 2.)
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Skinner's latest was to write an impot
of 100 lines in invisible ink, which conld
only ba seen if Quelchy warmed the
vaper at the fire. Quelch, however,
decided to warm Skinner instead.

Bolsover major's writing i3 so bad
that last week Hoskins of thoe Shell
played one of his I'rench exercises on
the piano in mistake for a eonata. It
sounded even worse than usual.

Why should Alonzo have tea!—DBe
cause Todd is odd without I' {tea).

Why are the Rocky Mountains like
'rout’s head #¥—Because they arc both
“hear ¥ spots.

Alr. Wiggins, the naster of the Third,
15 o “eamera fiend.,” The Third soy
bhitterly that they've never noticed the
“eamera."

S mmmmiE L r——

Another Interesting Jaunt with the Greyfriars Guide Next Saturdayl
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knew now that Coker knew him by
name; and thal when he had led them
to tho voung rascal in the cabbage-
ateh, it was not by chance, but because
{:E knew that he was there, and was
going to see him. Coker, beyond tho
shadow of a doubl, was responsible for
the !i'ght#ﬁngemd lad's prosence in the
echool.

* How did youn ¢ome to meet Coker ak
ell, Skip—if that's your name " askecd
Harry.

“Met 'im on a train, sir! DBloke was
going to bash in his ‘ead, and
atgppu:l im 1™

Oh!” exclaimed Harry,

“Is that why Coker brought wyou
here " asked Bob. :

“That's_it, sir! Kind-"earted bloke
he 1s,”* said 8kip. “IHe ain't got much
senze, but he's got a kind 'eart 1™ _

* And this iz how you show your grati-
tude ™ asked Bob, " Setting out to rob
the place while Uoker's fast asleep!”

?5—:!? had the grace to hang his head

8 littie,
"W"gll, a bloke's got to live!” ho
argued. "I can't stop on 'ere long, I
a'pose. Soon's I'm found, I get the
boot, even if I ain't "anded
coppers. I don't know what Mister
Coker means to do, but his school-
master wor't let 'im keep me ‘ere, will
e ¢

“Hardly 1" grioned Bob.

“Well, I got {o go, then I said Skip.
“1 was goiug io "elp myselli before I
wenl; but if you young coveys will let

ﬁad’ﬁp it, I go jest az I am—and
‘ r
The three juniors looked &t one
another.

“Blessed if T know what to do " said
Harry. “AWe can’t let it come out about
Coker—the llead would scalp him,. Wo
can't let this young rotter go! And we
can't lot him stay here”

“And we can't shove him into the

biggest truck ano sit on the lid ! re-
mn&nd Bob Cherry.

“Even that fool Coker must have
same zort of an 1dea in his head,” said
Harry. " lle¢ may be going to put it up
to his people to take the voung willain
in hand. His Aunt Judy would do En{-
thing for him. Kook here, i wa ¢ould
leave him safe hore, and speak to Coker
in the morning—-="

“I'll stick here, sir, if vou leave me”
said Skip meekly, but with a glimuner
in his eves.

“1 shall see that you do, if we leave

on " said the captain of the Remove

ryly.  “What about it. you fellowsi
We can lock him in——"

“How long wonld a lock stop ven,
Skip?" inquired Bob Cherry,

Skip grinned

“Well, there's pleuty box-rope
here—we can tie his paws. " said Harry.
“We can’'t run the shightest risk of his
gotting out and pinching, of course:
and we can't trust him. ut we conld
make him safe encugh, 1 suppose we
reallv ought to hand him over, and let
Coker take his chance, bur——"

“Buat wo can’t do that ! gaid Bob.

“No, we can't "

“The ticfulness of his absurd paws is
the proper caper!” declaved Hurrce
Jameet Ram  Singh. “"Then  the
psteemed sk idotic Coker can find ham
in the morning, this side up with care.”

*1 sar—"" began Bkip, dismayved.

“You can shut up.” said Harey,
“You're getting off cheap, and vou
know it. Get e rope, you fellows™

Whether 1t was the best thing to be
done, in the peculiar eircumstances,
ihe juniors Imrdlly knew. But they could
thinde of nothing bet-2r: and it wasz
decided on,
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Skip made no objection or resistance,
as it was clear that neither would have
availed him., Meekly he allowed his
wrists to be tied together; and as lie
observed the scientific way in which Bob
Cherry tied the knots, he gave up all
hope of getting locse again without
assistance,

Having made his hands gquite secure,
Bob tied the end of the rope, as an
additional precaution, to a bar of the
grate:

Bl

with c¢heerful resignation, threw
himself on the camping %Jlﬂ.lllﬂ}tﬂ, He
had to reamin till the morning now, and
he made the best of it. .

“Good-night, young gents!™ he said,
as lhe juniors turned to the door.

“Good-night, Bkip!"” grinned Bob,
“"You cap sleep all right, with your
paws tied—and if you want something
to think about, vou ¢an turn it over in
your mind that henesty is the best
policy.”

“Oh, my eye!" said Skip.

They shut off the light and left ithe
room, Wharton carefully locking tho
door on the outside; then they trod
away cquictly to the Remove dormitory,
glad that-they had turned out and put

paid ¥ to Skip—but extremely glad to
get back to bed again.

Skip was left to his reflections. Per-
haps, aza Bob had advised him, he
turned over in his mind the proposition
that honesty was the best policy, and
realised that there might be something
in-it; but in ten mminutes or less he was
asleep, and slecping as soundly as
Harry Wharton & Co. in the Removo
dormitory.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Putting it Plain to Coker !

HE next morning Horacs Coker
walked in the Greyfriars quad
after breakfast with a thoughtful
wrinkle in hiz rugged brow,

The problem of S8kip was on his mind,

It had to be thought out.

Coker was a fellow rather for sction
than "for thought; indeed, his actions
often looked as if he never thought at
all.

Even easy problems puzzled Coker's
powerful intellect, and this was not an
casy one; it was a very tough one

o was going to save Skip from bad
ways and sot his feet on the straight and
narrow path; Coker felt that that was
up to him, and he was poing to do ik

That was settled. But how he was
going to do it remained unsettled—very
unsettled indeed. ‘

e had the kid szafe under his eye,
ont of mischief; that was so much to
the good. But what next? Obviously
Skip could not continue to inhabit the
Fifth Form box-voom permanently. He
could not remain long in the House
undiscavered. Az seon a3 he was dis-
covered he would be booted out. How
was Coker going to get on with the
good work £ ]

1le had to confess that he did not as
vet see how., He wrinkled his forchead
lilke a shees ef corrugated zing in the
effort of reflection, but in vain, DNo
doubt there was & way: but if there
were, it did not oecar readily to Coker,

In thiz mood of deep and painiul
cogitation Coker waved off Potter and
(reene of the IMifth when they cane his
way. They were not unwilling to be
waved off, having no deep yearning for
Coker's company or conversation. But
five juniors who spotted him in the
quad and bore down on him were nol
to be waved off like troublesome flics;
they settled on Coker.

That morning the three members of
the Co. who had been up had told the
two members who hadn't, and che
Famouz Five decided uuan_imn:malv to
gpealk to Coker on the subject. They
rather liked old Horace for his generous
idea of standing by a yvoung rascal and
enatching him like o brand from the
burning, as it were; but they were
quita ¢lecided that, from whatever
motive, Coker was not going to bo
allowed to keep a professional pincher
it 4 box-room like o cavary in o cage.
Only Coker could ever have fancied
that he could do such a thing—and
Uoker had to e made {o understand

‘that he coulda’t.

“0Oh, here yon are, Coker!™ said
Harry Wharton, as the Famouz Five
cama up.

Coker waved an impatient hand.

“Cut off ¥ he snapped,

“Fathead! Wo've got to spenk to
"o 43

“Well, don'tt* snapped Coker. “I've
no use for jaw from ky fags'! Just

cut off before I simack vour heads |?

“The smackfulness might be a boot
on the other leg, my ecsteemed idictie
Coker |* grinved Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh.

“I1f vou ask for it——"" gald Coker
darkly.

“Bhut up, fathead—and listen ! said

Harry Wharton impatiently. " Look

here, weo. know about that kid in the
Fifth Forre bhox-room.”

Coker jumped.

“You—you—you what ?'" he stutterad,

“We mufht him last pight prowii
the House, looking for a chance to pin
from the beaks' studies."™

“ Rubbish 1" said Coler.

“Weo copped him, yvou azs!” hooted
Bab Cherry.

“Rot! I told him distinctly not to
leave that Lox-room,” said Caker. 1
don't know how vou fags have got on
to thiz; but all you've got to do is fo
mingd sour own busineas and hold your
gilly tongues, Now ecut off ! 1've got
some thinking to do.”

“Got anvthing 1o do it with?” in-
guired Jolinny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've said that T don’t want any
cheek I'? zaid Coker. “And I don’t want

fags barging into my affairs! Cret
out 1
“You think it's your affair, and

nobody else’s¥ asked I'rank Nugent.
“Eh? Yes"
“Do vou think the ITead would think
En‘,b#

“The Head knows nothing abeut it,”
said Coker, “ I'm not going to tell him,
either; he nughin't understand.,  School-
masters are rather doense.”

“You born idiot,” said 1Tarry Whar-
ton, “that lkid was rooting over the
lonze last might Lo pinch—"

* Nonsense

“VWe caught it at i——"

“Rubbish 177

FAnd left him tied vpye——

“Wha-n-at " .

“So that he couldut get on with it

again,”’ said Harry “Now do you
ntdervstand, fathead? ']11IIEI.1'. L'd E[ﬂ])lﬂ
in the box-roomy now with his paws

tied s and if he's to scolf anv brekler,
vou'd better go and sce to i

“Yon cheeky young ass!?  gasped
Colev. “You've had the neck to barge
in and hand! a2 Lkid that T've taken
widder my protection 3 . 1

“Did von want & row this morning,
and the police called in to louk for s
thicf 5" demanded Bob.

“Oh, don't e a fool. Cherey! T'wvo
a jollv gpood mind Lo whop you all reund



There was the sound of approaching footsteps in the
Then he held ulznthu

{he huge hamper,
looked

for vour dashed cheek in butting inl”
exclanned Coker wratlifully.

“Do you think you can keep that
i-'iaung rascal in the school? cxclaimed

arvy.

“ [For the present there’s noihing clso
to be done” Coker condescended to
cxplain.  “Now shut up and clear off,
and don’t meddle in what doesn’t con-
COrn  youl, You may remember from
last term that I've got o short way with
fags when they're cheely.”” ;

“But what do you think you've going
to do with hin " exclaimed Bol.

“Phat wants thinking out. No bizney
of yours. Just shut up 1™

“}e can't stay here,” =zald 1lorrvy.

“1 said shut up "

“If the kid did you a good turn, as
ho told us, it's all right to do seancthiig
for him,” eaid Harry. “But lo can’t
stay in the House, Coker. We can't got
out of dorm every night Lo see that your
pal doesn’t pinch.”

“Will you shut up " ssked CUoker,

“Nol We've got to get this selrled,
Wa den't want to Jand you in tronlide
with tho beaks, but this can't go on forv
even a single day,” said the caplamn of
the Remove, “IH you had tho #enge of
n bunny rabbit you'd kuow thab ik
eonldn’t.” )

“As you don’i know, we'ra lelling
you 1¥ explained Bob,

“That's enough ™ snappod  Ccker,
Bl )
“f.ook |lere, you Dlilering  fal-
lead—-="

“That does it1"” said Coker, and he
sincked out with a large hand, 1uler-
rupting the captain of the Hemwove,

“Yargooh ! roared Wharton, as he
caught that helty swack with his car
and staggercd.

“Mow shut up amdl buzz off I said
Cuker, and he turncd away, apparcutly
vegardine the matter as closed,
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passage ouislde, Terrified out of his fat witt,' Billy Bunter plumped Info
lid a litfle and listened. Next moment the door was thrown open

and some fellows

Bunter was deeply thankful that he was out of sight.

But it was not closed ; it was far from
closed |

Properly spesking, that amack should
have warned the juniors to shub up, aa
Cioker bade them, and retive to a ve-
spectiul distance; leaving tho greaf
Horaco to his meditations. Bui it did
not produce that effect, .

It did not cause *he Famous Five lo
votive meckly from the spot; it causcd
them Lo leap or Coker of the Fifth like
five wolves,

Coker had not expected that.  lle
veally might have, but he hado't! lie
was np-ended in the quad before ho
knew whet was happening,

There was what a novelist wonld de-
scribe as a dull sickening Uuul as
Coker's bullet head hit the bard, un-
sympathetic earth

Bang !

(lokor's roar woke most of the ochoos,

“"Yaoo-hoop ¥ vearad Coker. "Wy,
I--I-I'll smash youl Tl pulverise
youl T'll spiflicate you! Lll—-
YWarooop 1

Dang |

Coker struggled wildly, Ilis idea was
io mop up those five chocky Juniors so
thoroughly that their neavest o
dearest velations wonld not have known
ithor when Coker was through.,  DBut
this programme, atiractive as it was,
proved difficult to carry out. With Bob
Clierry  sitting on his  elest, Ilurreo
Jamset Ram Singh grasping his ears,
and the other throe follows standing on
hig legs, Coker was in no position lo
mop up anyhody. MHe was, so to sprak,
ihe moppee, insicad of the mopprr,

“*Mow, you burbling jabberwock—"
casped Wharton

“T'll smash you ! roared Coker,

“Bang his bead again, Iuky!”
Rang |
K Ynl‘ﬂﬂﬂh ]lj
“Ia thet cnough, Cokert”

“I'll spiflicate you!™

“Give himw enother!”

Banpg}

*Yurrrooop I"

“Wo'll keep this vp aa long as vou
do, old manl!” samd Bob.,  *The
ilﬂlllﬁ?‘& te tho quad may go down in
your bill under * extras,’ ihoungh.”

“Ia, Ia, hal”

* YV ou=—y ou=—your—=" gnﬁpﬂd Cokor.,
“Yaou—your—urrgh—you——-"~

“Now, listen to me, fathead !™ saijd
1laryy Wharton, “We'll give you till
tea-tima to clear that voung pickpockot
out of Greyfriara. He can't prowl
round in  the daytime, I suppose,
pirching from studies.  But he's oni
sticking herve over another night. If
he's gone after tea, all right! If he's
still here, wo bag him and walk him
in to Queleh! Got thati”

" ¥ou checky young rotter—"

“Do  you understand ™  reaved
Wirarton.
“I'If smash youl”

" Better tap
Bob.

Bang!

“¥ow-ow-yurrroop

“What liave you got to say
Coker

*Yarvoooh 1¥

“TIs that Duteh or Fsperanto?”

“Ill—gurrgh! I'll — yarcoogh — I'll
smash you l emme gerrup, and '}l
mop you all over the nuad!” gurgled
Caker. _

“That sounds to me,"” wmid DBob, "as
if Colier wants another tap.”

Bang !

" Whoo-hoop |*

“What ahout it now, Coker§?

“ Waooo-hoovog-oggh 1”

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“Well, leave it at thsat,” he said.
“The silly ass kpnows what to expoch

Tue Magwer LiprarY.~No. 1,

8 napper againl” said

now,
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new. May ns well shove his eap down
his back. though.”

Coker's cap was duly rammed down
his wriggling back, osnd the I'amous
Fivo left him to it :

Coker sat  wup, spluttering—and
staggered to his feet. His fixed inten-
tion was to trail down those five cheeky
juniors and slaughter them without
merey, @3 soon as he got his wind
But the bell for school rang before he
had got his wind—and he way still

urgling as ha tottered inlo class with

'ronut.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Good for Skip !

IKIP looked round uncasily,
The key turnéed in the hox-roons
door, and it opened.

It was & relief to him to sce
that it was Coker who entercd. But
{oker'a look was nob very encouraging.
He had a frown on his face, and a
stick under hie arm. He shut the
door, and stood staring at Bkip.

1t was morning break—Coker's first
chance ot getting to the peculiar
guest at Greyfriars. 8kip was more
than tired by that time aof sitting with
his hands tied. Only the fact thak
they wero tied had kept those hands
from picking snd stealing; but 1t was
very upcomfortable, all the same.

ﬂl-: Ho that'ia how they left you!" said

Coker grimly _
“Yessir I murmured Skip.
“You went out of this

meht. prowling about?”

er.

Hao had told the juniors that it was
yot, nonsense, and rubhish; but hours
hiad passed since then, so the facts had
had time to snk in‘o Coker's stolid
brain. )

“1 jest went for o walk round, sir,”
mumbled Bkip.

“Not looking for & chance to pineh?”
asked Coker.

“(th, no eirt”

“Just walking about the house, be-
cause vou like taking walks in dark

room  last
growled
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passages, instead of staying in bed?”
askod Caker.

dkip did not answer that There was,
he perceived, s limit even to Coker's
fatheadedness. The hapless Bkip was
as ready to fell unu‘u:ﬁa as to steal—
but he could see that it was useless,

Coker cut through the box-rope and
released him. Then he gripped his
stick in his hand.

“I'm going to thrash you now,” he
announged, " 8ix for trying to pinch,
after all I've said to you—and eix more
for telling lies!™

“Ohl” gasped Bkip.

Ho Imdga longing e
Bos the burly form o
was between him and the
had ne chance of
taking to his heels.

“I've told you,” went on Coker, * that
I'm going to take you in hand and
make an honest kid of Kuu. Tit's Just
as important to be truthful as to be
henest You've got to learn both. If
thrashing can do it, I'm your man.
Bend over that box 1Y i

“Look "ere—" mumbled Skip.

“J said bend .over that box!” Coker

gtsint-:-d out. “1 can't stay here long—
've gob to

get in to third school prett
gpon. No time to waste in jaw. Ben
over that box——do you hear " .

“I min't going to!” snapped Bkip
“1 ain't aaged to stay ‘ere, 'ave 17
Who are you to piteh into a bloke ¥

Coker stared at him.

“JIs that meant for check 1™ he asked.
“I"¢ better tip you, Skip, that I'vo no
use for cheek! I never stand check!”
El: Well, you leavo a covey alene,” said

1p.

“Only this morning,” said Coker, “1
thrashed five kids in the Remove for
cheak Cut it out, if you know what's
good for yon!” Ho pointed to the box
with his stick. “T'm quing to whop you
for your own good, 8kip. I think you
aught to have sense enough to sce that.
1 won't say that it hurts me as much as
it does you, because it doesn't. Btill,
I'tn sorry. But there it 15—you' ve got
to have it, to teach you to behave.
Bend over that box!” ]

Skip dodged round the box instead of
bending over it s

Although the whopping he was going
to get was for hia own : I“F
soemed guite indifferent to his own wel-
fare on that point. Even for his own
good, he did not want the whopping.

Coker frowned grimly, strode after
him, and gnpped him mn a nngh}y
hand. The powerful hand bent Skip
over the box. 1

Then the stick was laid on. :

Skip wriggled and yelped under six
hefty swipes : :

“That's six for going out to pineh'”
saidd Coker, pausing. " The vest is for
telling lies—see " 1

Six more hefty swipes landed, one
nfEi:' another W i o 4

I WrIEE: an yelpo B
rasped ; hut%’m Eugprﬂsseﬂ his yells. Mo
did not want to bring anyone else on
the scene. .

The execution over, Coker tucked Lis
stick undor his arm again, :

“Now, listen to me——" le said.

“ 0w ! Yow " Skip  wriggled.
"Wow! You silly idjit vou! Wow ¥

“Do you want & few more?” loeoled
Coker.

“Owl Nol”

“Don't be cheeky, then! Can’'t you
inderstand that you've gob into pood
hands for the first time in your sneak-
ing life 7" asked Coker. “You seem to
be a bit of a fool; but surely you've
got sensc enough to soo that you've got
ﬁ gﬁf} friend in me, the very man you
nee

on the door.
Horaca Coker

door. Skip
dodging out and

Bkip, wriggling, blinked at him.

“¥You idnt1¥ he hissed. “You born
wdjit! Ow ™
“*That's  enough,™ eaid Coker,
'I&‘Nu“r 1]

*“ Look 'ere, you lemme out of this'™
howled Skip. " Ain't I told you I den't
want to stick ‘ere? Kidnapping a
bloke, that's what it is 1" :

“Will you shut up and listeni?”
rapped Coker. “I tfell you time's
shart, Now, you ocan't stick in this
room, Somebody’s sure to come alon
during tha day, and you'd be epotted,
You can’t get out now, with a crowd
of follows about—but as soon asz you
hear & bell ming, that means that tho
school's going in. Then the coast will
be clear—ses ™

“Oh 1 said Bkip.
“Y ree™

“You can scuttle out—drop from o
window, or something, while all the
fellows aro in eclass,™ went on Coker.
“You've got zense enough for that!™

“ODh! Yessiri"

“¥You can find your way back to the
kitchen garden, where those young
azses chased you last evening ¥

* Fasy, sir”

o Weﬂ, vou'll see s shed thoro—the
gardener uses it for tools and things”
said Coker. “There’s a loft over it. I
dare say you noticed it——"

* Yeszip”

“It's kept locked,” went on Coker.
“But that makes it all tho safer, as
nobody would think of leoking for ani;*
body in a locked shed. Old Mimbls
pocket. But it's &

Hiz eyes gleamed.

keeps the key 1. his

common lock, and alinost any key will
apen it, if it's big enough., I've found
one that will-—see ™

“Yessir.™

“Here is it,"” said Coker. He handed
Skip a heavy iron key. “Now, with
that, you can let yourself inte the
gardener’s shed and lock the door

again after you. You'll get up into the
loft. Later on, 'l get you some
things. What are you grinning at, you
gilly little idiot?®

“0Oh, nothing, sir!”

“You zeem to be an absolute idiot—
alvays pgrinmng for nothing,” sdid
Coker crossly. “Do try to have a little
sense | You can stick it out there for
a day or two while I'm mseking arrange-
ments for you, I'm poing to consult
my sunt about getbing you looked
after—but it will want somo thinking
out. The important thing now i3 to
keop you from gelting to  pinching
again.”

“1a gt Y murmuered Skip.

“CUan't you see that it is, you young
g=s 1" asked Co.er impaticntly,

“Oh! Yessir, if you say 0.7

“That's better I said Coker. * Listen
to everything I say, carefully, and do
exnctly a3 I tell you, and it will be all
right! I'm bound to look after you,
Lbut, apart from that, I've always
thought it was up to a brainy chap to
help silly fools ont of trouble. Thers
you go, grinning again, like a silly
wenkay 1"

A hell bogan to ring.

“There's the bell,” said Coker. "I
shall have to eut now ! Sure you under-
stand what you've got to do ¥’

* Yessir.”

“Rizght, then! I'll serounge vou soinn
grub i that shed later. shall find
you there when I come, all right 1" said
Coker. “Mind, do exactly as I've told
you—and ne more prowling about. I've
hind to thrash you twiea a?ma.df, and I
{lﬂn'}r’ want to have to keep on thrashing
yolt.

And Coker left the box-room—leaving
Bkip grinning once more.

Coker went in to the third school with



tha Fifth, feeling satisfied. Ifo dis-
dained the idea of being dictaied to by
eky young rotters in the Remove;
but ke realised that he had to zet Skip
aut of the House, all the same. 1His
new arrangement scomed guile satis-
factory to el s
His instructions to Skip were explicit,
The boy had only to esrry them out. He
eeomed to Coker a hit of a fool—keep-
En@i on grinpning, for instance, while
Color was uttering words of wisdom t
Still, be surely had sense enough to
carry out zuch simple instructions.
Usker of the Fifth had no doubt that
Ire would find Skip safely parked in the
ardener’s loft, when he locked for him

there. Skip himself had strong doubts |
THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.,
No Escape !

4 ETCII me!” murmured Skip
derisively.
With his hands in  his
pockets, 8 cheery grin on his
face, Skip lounged along the old ivied
Cleaster wall—looking for the spot where
he climbed in, the previous day, and
landed on Billy Bunter's lead.  'That
was an easy spob for climbing out.

It had been easy enough for a wary
fellow like Bkip to dodge out of tho
House after Coker had left him, and
scuttle away unszeen,

But he did not senttle in the divection
nf the gardener’s shed. He had no idea
whatever of ecarrying out Coker's care-
fully explicit instructions.

Thrashings for his own good had liitlo
appesl for Skip. Neither did he see
~any sense in Coker's ecavnest, though

fatheaded, efforts on his behalf.

‘He was not ungrateful to Coker for
his good intentions. Ho thought him
a kind-hearted bloke, though uncom-
monly dense. But he had bhad cnough
of Coker and his good intentions; and
his chicf regret in lcaving Greyfriars
was that ha had, after all, to leave
cmpty-handed !

ut he was gomg—cven if he had to
leave other peoaple’s property untouched
behind him. He was going to get out
and cut at the earlicst pcrs.'iig]ﬂ montent ;
and he hoped to be twenty wmiles away
by the time Coker logked for lum in the
gardener’s loft. All he had to take with
am, to rumemlhur Gireyiriars by, was
an old jacket Coker had given him to
replace the one left in Prout’s hands.
ile thouglt of that fat old ecovey's
nocket-book' with a sigh. But that pame
was up in the scheol, and hoe had o go
as he had come, But, at least, he was
going to see thae last of Colier—which
was something |

He found the =pot he was looking
for, clambered up the ivy, and looked
over the wall. Cutside was a litile
shady lane that separated the old
Cloister wall from a fiv plantation. Io
had only to drop from the wall, and
cubt. But he watched and listencd—to
ascertain that the coast was clear.

Anyone seeing him drop from the wail
would certainly have stopped Lim, to
ipguirg  what he was deing  there,
Bhip's queer life had made himy as wary
as-a fox. And as he heard footfalls in
the littla Lape, he crouched back in the
ivy, and waited for them to pass.

The footsteps passed the spot and died
away Then, to Bkip's surprize, they
became audibla agein, coming baek.

Somebody, it scomed, was walking up
and down that little lane in the sunmy
morning, which was disconcerting for
Ekl? a could enly wait.

‘Ho -waited impaticntly.

IKnowing nothing of the menners and
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customs of Greyfriars School, or any

school, for that matter, Skip did not
know tlint Coker was safe in his Form-
room for another hour. He dreaded to

hear the loud-voiced, heavy fooled
Horace in search of him. Neither did
ho know that the “young coveys ™ who
hed collared lim 1 the night were
safely booked 1n the Remove-room. He
would not have been surprised lo hear

them any minuto.

He was anxious to be gone; snd when
the pacing footsteps passed him & thivd
time he repressed a grunt of angry
impatience. '

What the iimn:lp was zome bloke
walking up and down there for, just
when Skip did not want him?

When the footsteps cope along again
he peered from the ivy, without reveal-
ing himsolf, to sce who 16 was.

He ghimps=ed a man with a sharp nose,
and cyes like a rat’s; and sank back
E;cmpbl:.r and drgﬁ)ped from the wall,

iz face white as chalk. )

“ Fimmy |" breathed Bkip hoarsely.
“ Jimmy the Rtat 1* )

He loaned on the wall, shaking.

It was hiz old associate in rascality, on
whom ho had turned to save (loker
from s muvderous altack in o railway
train,

That aet of Skip's had earned him
Coker's earnest friendship and pro-
tection, and caused Coker's fixed doter-
mination to see him through inte =
better way of life. It had also carned
him the undying mmalevolence of Juumy
the Rat.

The mere sight of the slinking vascal
banished every vestige of colour from
Ship's face. g

COnly too well he knew {hat the length
of gas-piping was hidden wmder the
Rat’s coat; and only too well he knew
what the Rat would do with jt if he
caught sight of him.

The rascal was spying round the
school, Skip's fiest Impression was that
the old associate whom he had thrown
over was looking for him.

But a moment’s reflection showed him
that Jimmy could not possibly know
that ha was at Greyiriars. He was not
likely to have the faintest ides of
Coker's remarkable procecdings since
the affair in the railway train.

More likely he was looking for
another chanee at Coker, knowing that
Coker belonged lo the school.

Anylow, there he was—and Bkip had
had the narrowest of cscapes of falling
mto his hand:. Whether the Rat was
locking for hum or neb, he would he
plad to find lin.

Tha zound of volces floated over the
wall e Bkip. There was o gate to the
kitchen garden from that lane, and Mr.
Mimble, the gardencr, had come out.
Skip heard his voice:

“E-Icam what do you wantk here ?Y

“Can’t & man walk about ‘ere, if he
likea ¥ came the answer, in the well-
known surly tones of Jimmny the Rat,

“This lane don't lead nowhere,” said
Mpe, Mimble. “IL: a private lane, this
sl If vou wani to go across 1la
medder, you can go by the gate at tho
cnd,

“Well, T don’t!” 1

“¥You better clear off 1V said Mr.
Mimble. “¥You ain't allowed to 'ang
about here, and T'Il sce you back fo the
road.”

Footsteps died away towards the high-
road.  Jiauny the Rat had gone, Mr
Mimble seeing him off.

But Skip did not elimb
again,

With Jimmy the Rat in the offing Lo
darved not. Greyfriars, from which he
lhad been only anxious to escape, was

the wall
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now his refuge from that slinking, rit-
eyed raseal 5
'addocks 1"

I:: Oh, smoky
i

He moved slowly along the Cloistors.
Ha dared not venturo out, and he could
net remain where he was. There was
only one thing for it—and he made his
way to the kitchen gardens, to carry out
Coker’s instructions.

The coast was clear, and he resched
the gardener’s shed, ond found that the
key fitted the lock. He breathed more
freely when he waa inside the shed,
with the deor locked after him. The
mere 51%111‘. of Jimmy the Rat and the
sound of his snarling voice had given
him & chill.

At the back of the shed was a ladder
fixed to the wall, giving actess to the
loit by a trap-door.

Skip mounted the ladder, pushed u‘&l
the trap, and stepped into the loft.
stt_ﬂng: scent of apples groeted him. M.
Mimble kept various things in that loft,
and, among other things, apples were
packed there.

It was a emall loft, with & slanting
roof, so low that even Skip, boy as he
was, could hardly stand upright in it.
There was a tiny window, from which
he had a view of the kitchen gardens
and part of the huiidinlgs of the school.
Ag he had nothing else to do, SKip
pn?ted himself at that window, looking
out,

Half an hour later he had a view of
Mr. Mimble, who came to the shed to
whee! out_ & hose, "with which he
disappeared. ]

Skip made no szound while the
%ardﬂner was below, and Mr. Minble
departed with the ‘na% without the
stightest suspicion that the upper story
of hts shed now had a tenant.

It was another hali-hour before ihe
sight of another figure brought o grn

muttered

to Bkip's face.
This- time it was Horacto Coker.,
Coker arvived cautiously. Like

Moses of old, he looked this way, and
that way, as he came, with very alert
Cyes.

Coker was so extremely and excess-
sively cautious, that had an cya fallen
on him;, i would have been plain at
once that Coker was u§ to something !
I_Fm-tunmte]y, only Skip's eye fell on
1111k,

C'oleer had a bag in his hand. As he
reached the shed, Bkip tapped on_the
window, and Coker glan up.. Bkip
pulled the little window open. |

Coker geve him a nod and = grin.

He had ex d te fnd Skip there,
and he found him, Has was ?uitﬂ un-
aware that it was the sight of Jimmy
the Rat that caused Bkip to .ba there.
So far as Coker could see, bis instruc-
tions had been carcfully carried out:
and he was satished. i

“Ofr, here you arel” esaid Coker
genially.,

“rive 1 am, sirl™ said Skip.

“Don’t leb anyone eee_you ab that
winidow,’” said Coker. “FPve got some
grub for you, and s few other things,
i this bag. here, don't come
down to the door—old Mimble's about
somewhere. 1f you let down a string
vou can pull this bag up, see?™

* Yessir; but—"

“Don't jaw: do as I toll you!™

“But 1 ain't got & string, siri"

“You little 1510#1 P'll chuck the bag
up—eawh 151"

" Orlright, pir[” ]

Skip leaned out of the window.

Standing below, Coker heaved up the
bog. The distance was short, and it
was an easy catch—if tho bag hed
reachéd 8kip's ready  outstrotched
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Ratls. It passed within o oot of them
—which was pretty good aun, for

Horace Coker.

But it might as well have been {wenty
vards for all the chance Skip bhad of
grasping an object out of his reach.

As the bag was not caughtf, 1t natuy-
allv fell back again, FEven Coker would
have cxpected that for he knew that
there was a law of gravitation, and that
all unsupported objects had a fixed
habit of heading for the cenfre of the
carthh as fast as possible !

But Coker had expected the bag to be
canght, so he did not expect its prompt
return.  The low of gravitation, there
fove, took him by surprisc.

The bag landed, quile wnexpectedly,
ou Coker's upturned foce, _:m:-nl'li:.' pushs-

ing his rugged features into his fat
head.

“Oh ! roared Coker.

Bump | ]

lle sat down quite suddenly. The
bag eame to rest on his knees. Colier

did not heed it. He sab with his hands
preszed to his nose,

“Wow! Oh! Ahl Owl” gasped
Coker. “My boko! Wow !l Youn mad
little idiot, what did you let thai bag
fall on my foce for? iﬁ'n:mr!” ]

1 mulin"l: ‘olp it, sir 1" gasped Skip,

“Wow! You potty little sweep!
Yow-ow |” g S

“It wasn’t in my reach, sir—"

“"Yow-ow-ow! Shut up, you blither.
ing young blockhead! Ow!” Coker
dabbed his nose with his handkerchief,

which came away red-spotted. and
glared uwp et Skip. “You mad littlo
dummy—wow | ook at my nose!

Yow-ow |" .
Skip carefully suppressed a prin as he
loked, Coker staggered to his feet.
“Try sgain, sir?” asked Bkip. )
“Think I'm geing to let you bram
me !"” hissed Cokor. *“"Come down and
unlock the door, you dangerous idiot !”
“kip cut down the ladder, and un-

locked the door. Coker passed the bag
in—and rubbed his damaged nose,
“Tve a jolly good mind—" Lle

began, clenching & leg of mutton fist.

Is that som y comung, sir?”
asked Skip hastly, ; :

“Oh, shut that door—quick! Don’t
jaw—shut unp, and get that door
i[uu-k{-d'!” hissed Coker.

8kip, grinning, locked the door, and
retregted up to the loft with the bag.

Coker assumed an air of elabornte
casual carelessness, to meet the eye of
the somebody who was coming !

But nobody was coming—which wag
fortunate, for Coker's air of easual
carclessness would not have deccived a
beby. It would, in fact, have fixed the
cye of suspicion on Coker at once.

“silly little ass— there’s  nobody
coming "’ snorted Coker. “I'd have
punched his silly head for dropping
that bag on my face—ow! here's
nobody coming | That kid scems fo bo
an utter fooll T don’t expect every-
Lisly to have my brains—but, dash it
all, there ought to be a limit! An
utter little idiot 1
~ And Coker doparted--leaving Skip to
the enjoyment of a very good lunch—
rubbing his nose as he went!

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON looked out
H for Coker, when the Greyfriars
follows eame out of class that
afternoon.
Coker, seoing him coming, turned a
shoulder to him and walked away,

THE MAGNET

Undeterred by Coker’s infinite dis-
dain, the captain of the Remove cub
aiter him. .

“Iold on a minute, Coker!™ he
called out.

Coker kept walking.

“Deaf " roared Wharton,

Apparently deaf, Coker stalked on.
If Wharton wanted to spealk to him he
had to speak to the back of hiz bead.
S0 he progcecded to speak to the back of
Coker's head !

“Look here, yon ass, I don't Lnow
whether you've cleared that young pick-
pocket out yvet,” he said, “but 1 mean
whut T satd this morming. Do you
heart™

No answer from the back of Coker's
head ! .

“I don't wafit to get you into a row
with the beaks,” went on Harry, “and
I don’t want to be rough on that young
rotter, ecither, if he goes—but he's got
to go! Has he ponc?” ] _

Wharton paused for a reply—in vain.
He went cn again, in tones of exaspera-
tion :

“Well, wo'll leave it fill afier tea,
Then we shall look for that young
rascal, and if we find him in the House,
he goes to Quelch to be dealt with. If
that’s not what yvou want, better get shul
of kim in the next hour1”

Coker, still dizdaining to answer,
stullkked on, and Wharton left him to
it. Horace understood what to‘expect
now, if he had the brains fo understand
anything—which was, perhaps, doubt-
fuij. Anvhow, Wharton's mind was
firmly made up, and after tea there was
going to be a search for Bkip, to root

im out if he were still in the House.

It was miles beneath Coker's dignity
to explain anything to & fag in the
Remove, or he might have told Wharten
that Skip was no longer in the Honse.
As it was, the captain of the Bemove
was left in doubt—which doubt ha
intonded to clear up after tes. To
allow the young rascal to remain in the
House another night, was impossible,
whether Coker understood that or not.

Horace, supremcly regardless of
Wharton and sall other such Lower
School microbes, walked on his lofty
way, He was thinking out how to put
the affair of Skip to his Aunt Judy,
and obtain that kind-hearted old lady’s
help in fixing him up somehow in an
honest way of life.

The call of the inner man, however,

interrupted Coker's reflections, and he
went in to tea. )
. Pottor and Greene joined him on the
way up to the study, with affable smiles,
(oker’'s magnificent hamper was still
there, and far from exhausted.

“Oh. blow 1" ¢jnculated Coker, as he
etnlled into the study and banged an
unwary leg against tho hamper.

It was n huge hamper. It was bi
ecnough for a fellow te get into, an
turn round inside. It took wp o lot of

space in the Tifth Form study. Any
fellow moving about that study had to
pass within a few feet of it. A few
feet distance, certainly, sufficed to keep
clear of it; but Coker was the man to
baug on anything that was not yards
off. 8o he banged his knee, and
snoried. .

“1 think,'” said Coker bitterly, ™ that
it’s about time that hamper was put
in the box-room. I've bacn too busy
to think of it—na fellow can't do every-
thing. Of course, vou fellows couldn't
ihink of i7" ] \

“Ii's not finished unpacking yet,’
snicd Creene mildly.

*You couldn’t finish unpacking 1ie,
of course ¥

“¥ou told us to leave it alone yestex-
day 1" remarked Potter.

I wish you wouldn't keep on argu-
ing, Potter! Look here, lend me a
hand fo uwnpack it, and I'll tip Trotter
to walk it off to the box-room before
prep. ¥

Potter and Greene lent willing hands,

Aunt Judy’s vast hamper was cleared
out at last, and the contents put on tho
table. or packed away in the study cup-
board, where they filled most of the
shelves,

Cloker banged the lid back on the
hamper, and pushed it into & corner.

Then the three sat down 1o tea.

Over tea, Coker told his friends what
he was gomng to do in the footbhall line
that term. if Wingate had sense enough
to play him in the first eleven,

Potter and Greceno listened with polite

attention. It was only fair to let old
Horace run on, while they were ecoffing
the good things from the hamper, As
soon as tea was over, however, they
remembered sudden engagements, and
cleared—actually leaving Coker in the
middle of an unfinished sentence. Still,
i1f they were io leave Coker at all, they
had to leave while he was talking, so
there was no help for that.
Coker, left to himself, made & selee-
tion of good things, disposed them in his
pockets, and went out in his furn—to
visit Bkip in his new guarters with a
Sugi[llgr for tea.

e passed a fat junior on the landing
without noticing him,
That fat junior,

Coker.

Billy Bunter’s eyes and spectacles fol-

lowed Coker down tha stairs till he

dizsappeared.
Then the fat Owl of the Remove
in the direction of tha Fifth
]

turned
Fornt pas=age.

Billy Bunter's designs on Coker's
homper were far from forgoticn. He
was &5 keen a3 ever to hang on to that
hamper, though neot 'in the way Dob
Cherry had helped him to hang on to it.
Bunter bhad had ooly two teas, so far
g0 he was more than prepared to d_Eﬂ.i
with that hamper if he could get at it.

Unluckily, Price and Hilton of the
Fifth wero fnunglng in the passage. Thoe
fat Owl had to wait till they Wwent out.
Whoen they were gone, Blundell of the
Fifth came up, and stood for some
minutes talking to Fitzgerald in tho
doorway of the games study. In dread
every moment of Coker coming in, Billy
Bunter waited on tenterhooks.

But at last the great men of the Fifth
went into the games study and shut tho

however, noticed

door, ‘I'hen, at long last, the coast waa
clear ! . )
Like n fat rabbit, Billy Bunter

seuttled up the Fifth Form passage and
bolted into Coker's study.

Ho =hut the door, blinked round
through his big epectacles for the
latnper, spotted 1t in the corner, and
jumped at it. T

With an ecstatic grin of anticipation
he raised the lid—and blinked into an
empty hamper |

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

But it was ouly for & moment that tho
fat grub-raider of Groyiriars was dis
mayed. The hamper was empty, but
the contents must be 1t the study—ex-
cept, of course, such as had been packed
away in Coker and Potter and Greene.

Bunter jumped to the study eupboard.

Then the ecstatic grin returned to his
fat face. Almost cvery shelf groancd
under good things.
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Bunter did not trouble bo 130t thoem

out. He could feed like a horze—stand-
g, He stosd befere the cupboard and
geolfed.,

Jam tarts and eream puffs, cakes and
jellies vanished one after another, like
the brief visions of a drean.

Lozt to hime and space, Bunter almost
farget where he waos, 1o ate and afe
andd ate, and was sticky and ha.rpp:,f.

But he was veminded of the fact that
e was in the danger zone by the sound
af footsteps in the paz:ago.

1 ceased suddenly to scofl.
The bare idea of Colier comin
hnding him there, thus wr:upie%

the fat Owl turn cold all aver.

Bitterly now he regrelied that he had
not bagged all that he could carry and
gone while the going was good. But it
was too late {o think of that now., If
it were Coker coming, ho was fairly
canght 1

Wildly he blinked round the study for
a place of concealment. Coker—perhaps
Potter and Greene witl him; perhaps a
lot of the Fifth, Doots innumerable
would ba planted on Bunter if he weorp
fonnd.

It was not casy to hide in a study.
Under the table he might be seen by a
ITIIuw coming in. There was nowhere
Clse,

Then his terrified Llink fell on the
hamper.

e did nol slop ta think. There was
no time for thinkmg, even if it had been
one of Bunter’s resourees.

He jumped at the hamper. It was hig
ceirough for a fellow fo met into. A bit
of a squecze for a fellow with Dunter's
uncommeon circumfercnee, certainly; but
it was 4 case of any port in a storm.

Yo slep on & chair, plunip inlo the
hnge hamper, and deaw the lid shut
after him, was gquick work.

He held on to the lid (vewm inside to
keep it safe. Coler was not likely to
lnek into the hamper, as he had un-
packed it and left it emply. Still, if he
thought of doing o, Bunter preferred
him to think that the lid bad jammed
soinelhaw,  Tightly packed in  the
hamper, the fat Ouwl tried io suppress
his breathing and listen.

Was it Coker coming?

He had no doubt of it a few moments
later, when he heard the door apen and
foolsteps in fthe room. Several fellows
—three or four, at leazsi—had come in,
and Billy Bunter was deeply, deeply
thankfol that he was eut of sight. It
was cloze and warm in that hamper, but
il was zafe, and “safelv first ™ was
Bunler™s  motlo, Hauwizhed in the
hamper, ho suppressed  his  siortorous
hreathing, and waited in the hope of
hearing the beasts po.

in and
, muadeg

—-—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !
Gone '™

i ALLOD, hallo, hallo!
“{aonpe
“The gonefuliess is terrifie 1

¥ivg Hemave fellows stood
loekine inta the Fifth Form box-room.
Fhe Famons Five had aveived to hag
Shap if be were stll there, Dut he was
wak 1here,

Colker, with all Lz lofty disdain,
spciicdd to have talen heed of the warn-
ing. At all eventz, the Fifth Form box-
raoin no longer bhad a tenant,

“After all, I suppoze the silly ass got
it into hiz =illy head fhat the fellow
conldn’t stick here,” vemarked Nugent.
“Perhaps banging his head thiz morn-
ing knogked some sense into it."

*Anylhow, he's gone!™ said Johnny
Bulk

(Caniinucd an page 28.)
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EVERY 5/ TURDAY

Your

of the

ORBY our little pow-wow was
crowded out lask week, chums.
Space not being available, I had

in::- other alternative., Anyway, bere we

are arain, all merry and bright.

I talie it that you've read this week’s
school yarn and enjoyed every line of it.
I did! Frank Richards has certainly
introduced a most amazing character in
Skip, You'll read & lot more about him
in next week's yarn :

“COKER’S BIG IDEA L™

Saved from o rough handling, thanks
to Skip, it is only natural that Horace
Coker is ready to reciprocale and do
something fur the wail in his turn.  And
what he does is astonishing, to =ay the
least. Not wishing Skip to go back to
hiz pocket-picking ways, Coker appeals
to his Aunt Judy in an effort to obtain
that kind-hearted old lady’s help in
fixing the bad lud up somehow in an
honest way of life,

The result is—well, walt until next
Saturday and yon will find ovt for
vourself. That this particular yarn will
nieet with your approval, I have not the
slightest doubt. [Frank Richards can
always be depended vpon to twn out
good yarns, but this great serics promises
to be the best that bos ever come from
his pen,

Has it ocenrred fo you to introduce
Harry Wharton & Co. to your pala?
Well, now's the time! After reading
this week’s yarn I feel sure they would
become resular readers of the MagxEer.
Try them and zee !

The ** Greyfriars Herald ™ ig still very
popular with readers, aceordine to the
letters I receive.  Next week's edition is
well up to standard, The St. Sam's
varn 13 a real corlier! Dhicky Nugent
may be very backward in the spelling
line, but his ywrns are enough to make
a cat lnugh ! The Greyiriars Guide will
be on parade avain next week to tell you
more about the history of Greyfriars.
Take my tip, then, and place an order
fur next week’s MacxeT right now !

A reader living in Birmingham, who
sing bhimself - Battling Bolsover,” in
a very intercsting Jetter he has writlen
to me, asks me Lo give him o fow hiofs
on

TRAINING FOR A BOXING MATCH !

> My friend should exercise every mom-
ing and evening, with his dumb-bells,
being eareful net to unduly fatiguc him-
gelf, The most buportant cxereise for o
boxer s uwndoubtedly the punching.

ball, as it hardens the necessary muscles,

from his readers.
L1 Magnetjii
Press, Ltd,, Fleetway House, Farringdon

Editor is always pleased to hear

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.C.4.

and at the same time keeps the wind
in zood condition ant sharpens the sight.
Great attention chould be paid to the
wind ammwl every opportunity taken to
improve it. or this reason it would be
advigable for iy chum to go for short
sprints now and again and, if his wind
is in a very poor condition, make a apecial
point breathing excreises. ene
zhould bhe carried out by an open window
inmmedintely after rismg in the morning.
One need not be over particular about
dicting when in ftraining, eating, for
choice, the foods which are most digest-
ible, and avoiding greasy and fatty dishes.
On the day of the mateh, however, care
should be taken to dict moro strictly,
lessening slichtly the guantity of food
generally taken, Rest as mmch as
possible—mnot by lounging about, how-
ever, but rather by doing your normal
dutics in a leisurely manner. Having
said so ruch, I wish my chum cvery
SUBCEss.

My thanks and acknowledgments aro
due to the following readers who have
weitten me within the last few days:
Leslie Norman, Ealing: N. Ward,
Walthamtztow : B, Baill, Bucks; H.
Lambshine, Plomstead; Percy Jones,
Gloucester; Miss K. Btock, Notts;
Arthur Leeds, Kentish Town; Gordon
Bemuett, Birkdale; Dudley Shooter,
Excter 3 James DBurke, Middleshrough ;
Miss 1), QGriffiths, Huddersfield; H.
Stewart, Belfast ; Vasco Alves, Shanghai
Miss N. Cockburn, Edinbursh; 8. H.
Clarke, Kent ;3 Miss V. Ransom, Cowes ;
Miss W. Dongworth, Loudon; J.
Crawflord, Glusgow ; and Miss L. Furvis,
Woestern Australin. Your letters wers
most interesting and heipful, chums,

BIG PACKET- OF STAMPS CGIVEN
FREE IN *“ MODERN BOY * ]

Onee again ““ Modern Boy " readers
are in lnck, for inside cvc? copy of Lhis
weel's isspe i3 o gramd free poaeket of
stamps—the secomd to be given away—
anel there are three more packets to
crﬁmr:', making fifty-cight free stamps in
all.

This weel's issue also eontaing a great
offer of o Stamp Collector’s Qutfit, Tt
ineludes o * Sterling ™ Stanp Album to
hold six thousand, four hundred stamps,
a packet of five hundred atumip hinges,
magnifying glasz, pair of aluminium
tweezers, and o Duplicate Book for
“swaps "—all for 2a. 6d. Fuli -
ticulars of how yout ean get one of tl?:;u

rand outfits will be found in the proat
‘rep Gift Issue of * Modern Boy "—on
sale now, price 2.

YOUR EDITOR.
Tire Macrker Liprany.—No. 1,546,
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“Well, is hei" said Harry Wharton
slowly. “He's not in thissoom, but has
that ghthermg chump parked him some-
where else "

“1 Etarfrﬂ:rse he's idiot enough!” re-
marked Bob,

**He's idiot enough for anything. He
might etick him somewhere to lat him
come back here after derm, The fact is,
I can’t understand an obstinate mule
like Coker givinﬂn, unless he has to,
and I don’t quite believe that that %,'c-ung
pickpocket has cleared out of the
school.™

On that point the eaptain of the
Hemove was right. 3kip was out of the
House, but he ecertainly wos not out of
the school, snd Coker had po intention
of clearing him out. i

" Better scout round,” said Harry.

The Famous Five went down tho pas-
sago to Coker's study. They knew that
Poiter and Greene wero not there, Bs
they had seen them go out. Whether
Coker was, they did not know, or care.
They were going to see whether Skip
was, quite regardless of Coker.

Harry Wharton threw open the door
oand they walked in.

Coker was not there. An enpty study
mot their gaze.

Harry Wharton crossed to the 'big
hamper in the cormer. If it had been
unpacked there was more than ample
room for a slim fellow like Skip inside.

% my  hat#’ ejaculsted Bob.
¥ Better look in that.”

& Itm gﬂinﬂ _h.:h“

Wharton gras the lid of the
hamper to raire it. It did not stir, As
it was not fastened.cutside there soemed
no reason, but ome, why it did not lift
at & pull.

That rcason was obvious, not only
from the fact thas tho hd did not
lift, but from the additional fact that
the hamper creaked as something
stirred ingda.

Harry Wharton ia!{dghed.

“ (ot him I he said.

“Oh, my hat! In that bhamper!”
gasped Nugent. B I

“ﬁa’a holding the lid inside with a
cord on it, or something,"” said Harry.
“He's there all right.”

The Famous Five gathered round tho
hamper. :

That it was oeccupied there was no
doubt, for now thas they were close to
it, and giving it special sttention, the
could hear the svupd of suppresse
hreathing, Bomebody was par in
that }'mr';fper. ‘They could hardly doubt
that 1t was 3kip. o

Tusida thl:;d hamper, a fat, perspiring
junior quaked.

' Buntgr-mum hear voices, but could
not recognise them through the thick-
ness of the hamper, and in !_HE firm
belief that Coker & Uo. had arrived, he
had no doubt whatever that the hamper
was surrounded by Fifth Form men.
He hung desperstoly on fo the interior
of the lid. still nouriehing a faint hope
of escaping discovery, and
aware that his i&tﬁl‘tﬂ-t‘ﬂﬂ&
achad five pairs of ears,
i Well, huPa there 1" grinned DBob.
“Wa'va run the Little brute down. Rﬂli
the hamper over and bunp him outl

gasping

happily on-
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“Hold on!” said Harry. “If that
voung rascal’s seen here ha will be
nabbed. It's not really his fauwlb that
he's in the House, as that fool
brought him in. So long as he clears
we don't want to do him any harm.”

“ Thieves ought to go to chokey 1" said
Johnny Ball,

“Well, yes, I know; but we're not
g:m]iﬂemen, and I dare say the poor little

ast never had & decent chance.
here, if he clears out of the school we
can lot it go at that. But if he's seen
he will be nabbed: Prout would know
him again at once. As he's chosen to

ark himself in the hamiper, let's walk

im off in it, end lot him out whers he
oo out” agresd Bob

L ocod ogg E13 agree ob.

Johnny Bull grunted, but he podded
assent. Skip had to get out of Grey-
friare, but so long as he went, no ono
wished him ﬁh&iﬂ{tﬁ éﬂ%ﬂ hh?ﬂ’-'r was an
easy way out of the difficulty.

lg wag: abt least, easy to decide—but
not so easy to carry out.  For when
they came to lift that big hamper, the
Famous Five found Bkip uncxpectediy

heavy.
'1‘h:::;3 were all sturdy fellows, but they
had to exert all their atrenﬁth ta get
t waoas at

ing~ with that hamper.
E."a.st twice tho weight that they would
have expected it to be, with Bkip in it

Howaver, they got alng. :
Luckily, no TFifth Form men were
about, and they got it as far ad the

landing, where they set it down to take
a Test. ;
¥rom inside came 8 gurgling gasp.
Billy Bunter hardly knew whai was
happening to him, So far as he could
: Co. were cartying

m cut, Coker &
the hampor out of the study. they
were tsking it to the box-room, that

was all right for Buoter. But, after &
brief rest on the landing,. he felt himeel
bumping downstairs.

From stair to stair tho hamper
bumped, and at every bump, the hap
feze fat Owl barely supprossed a vell.

“By gum! It's heavy!” gasped Dob
Cherry. *“Wha'd have thought that
that: kid weighed 5o much !” _

“The weighfulness is terrifie!” panted
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Go it " said Harry, ’

They went it—putting ell their beef
into it. Dozens of fellows glanced at
them, when got downstairs, but no
ane, certainly, thought of gucssing what
was in the Lamper: They passed Mr.
Prout, who glanced at them dis-
approvingly—and they were glad to get
safg pask tim Fifth ¥orm master. The
hampor was put of the House at last.

“Buzz it inle the Cloisters,” said
Harry. *““The young sweep can nip out
over the wal:’t cre without being secn.™

Come on ™

The hamper was “buzzed” into the
Cloisters With great relief, the chums
of the Bemove dumped it down st the

foot of the old ivied wall,

Harry Wharton jerked at the lid!
But Bunter, though ke hardly knew by
that time whether he was on his head
or his heels, clung to that lid inside.

“Roll him out[* said Bob.

“Heave ahead [*

k into this

.The hamper was tipped over on its
side, It landed bumping, and thers
was a gtartled howl from within, The

“Now get oub, you young sweepl”
exclaimed Harry. Il':;Ill:'I suppose you know
we know vou're there.”

“Ow! DBeast! Ow! I gin't here!”
gasped Bunter, “I wasn’t in the study,
and I never ate anythingl ~I—I got
hamper for a—a lark! Look
here, Coker, you beast, you .llﬁup off |
Owl I mever touched your grub!*

Af those duleet tones proceeding from
the hamper, the IFamous Five stood
transfized. They could hardly believe
their ears.

Right up to that moment, they had
belioved, without the shadow a
doubt, that it was Skip who was parked
in that hamper!

Evidently, however, it was not 8kip |

* Bib-bub-bib-bub-Bunter [  stuftered
Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter | gasped Harry Wharton,

They gazed, as if mesmerised, an a
fat head, a fat face, and a large pair
of spectacles, mﬂ?mfgdfmn the hamper.

Coker lid fl

id flew open.

Billy Bunter bligked round, in terror
for (‘r?oker. His elyaa nagﬂy poppec
i.hm%h hie spectacles at the eaght of
the Famous Five,

*“Bh ﬂlk??l"_imgﬂﬁpﬂ'ﬁq :

“ Buntor | said Harry, like a fellow
in & dream, “It's not Skip—it's
-Bunter! It's that foozling, Iootling,

‘frabjous fathead, Bunter!”

“1 say, {uu fellows 1” gasped Bunter.
1 say, where's Coker? I say, I was
jolly mearly copped in his etudy, and
got into tgﬂ hamper—— I eay, they
seem to have brought me here, goodneszs
knows why, aud cleared! Mavo you
se%nYthﬂm ;i ?
oW — you -~ you——" gaspe

Wharton.

" Bunter ¥ moaned Bob Cherry.
“We've ‘fngé;ed"here with that putrid
hamper, and it's only Buntor iu it!

‘Might have guessed it from the weight!

Blaughter him "
“1 say, you fellows—"
“Boy T sa 12 Houid
BA. aropooh: [¥  roa
Bantar. "Wim{r_g you kicking me
for, you beests? I haven't done any-
thing, have I? Look here, you kick me

again, and I'll—yarocoop! Oh crumbsl
astal! Wow ¥
- The fat Owl wriggled away, and fled
for. his fat life, yelling as he fled.
Harry Wharton & Co. were loft with
the hamper. Whether Skip was still
within tho walls of Greyfriurs School,
they did not know—Dbut it waas clear that
he Eu.d nol been parked in that hamper.
1t was Billy Bunter's tremendous weight
under « which they had panted and
perspired. Thero was only ono con-
solation—which was to boot Bunter. Bo
they left the hamper where it was, and
rushed after Bunter, and booted him.
Which wae some satisfaction to themi—
though none whatever to Bunter!

THE END.

ATke next yarn in this splendid series
ia entitled: “COKER'S BIG IDEA™
Don't miss ¢f, chums, or you'll mizs the
treat of the week/)
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REFORMING

YAWNINGTON!

By DICKY NUGENT
An Amazing School Story {:-2" Jack Jolly & Co.,,

of St. Sam's.

Ill-
* Yuwnington ! Yawny ! "
Doctor Birechemall's refined voice
farely thundered ncrosa the old
quadrangle at St Sam’s, causing
passers-by to look up at the winder
of hiz study in astonishment.

* Bounds os if the Head's fealing |

mad, you fellows ! " remarked Jack
Jolly, who was punting a footer
about with half a durzen other
Fourth Formers. " Surely Yawn-
ington hasn’t been doing anything
wrong ¥

“ Yawnington never does ony-
thing—right or wrong!’ larfed
Frank Fearless. " The only thing
that i:ﬁeresis that old bounder is

i

“Yownington ! Buck up, you
lazy yung welp!® Doctor Birch-
emall sounded os if he was nearing
the end of his patienes. He loaned
out of tho winder, looking somewhat
like an irate Bufi Orpmngton and
addressed his appeal to the grinning
fellows in the quad. " Has anybod
hare ssen Yawnington ' he harked,

“Yes, sir!" spoke up Tubby
Barrell of the Fourth, *' I've seen
him 17°*

“ Where¥* The question rang
out lika a pistle-shot.

* Please, sir, he wos in the Form-
room |

“In the Form-room ¥ Dactor
Birchemnall stared down at the fat
junior in shoer amazerent. ** What
tho dickens ia he doing in the Form-
room after Skool howes, Barrell 77

“ Oh, he's not there now, sir!'"
gaid Tubby innersently, * 1t was
a cupple of hours ago when I saw
him, sir—just when I was leaving
the afternoon class |

*“ Ha, ha, ha!'

The fellows roared. But the
Head evvidently failed to seo the
yewmerous side of it. He plared

mstead.
“ You—you yung idjut, Barrell,"
he hooted. * 1'm not intereated in

knowing where he was two hours
ago. I want to know where he iz
uuw 1 an .

“ Borry, air | *’ aaid Tubby, with a
shake of his head. * I've noidea!®"
“ Ha, ha, ha!®

“ Rilence ! " welled tho Hoad,
fowriously. *This ie no larvimg
maticr, you yung fatheads ! I sent
Yawnington to the tuckshop ever

half an hour ago to get me some
doenutts for tea. I haven't scen
him since, Whers is ha } "'

“ Giva it up, air!"

“That's egpagetly what I'm not
going to do!* deelared the Head.
“The yung raskal took half.a.
crown with him belonging to me
with which to buy my doonusts,
And I'm fammished, waiting for
them ! Get bizzy at once, all of
you, and seo if you can find out
where he is 1 "

* All sereen, sirt "’

The fellows scottered to eearch
for the missing Yawnington. But
thoy had not taken many stops
from IDroctor Birchemall's winder
before a shout from Jolly told them
that tho slacker of the Fourth was
found.

“T ean see him, siri" yelled
Jolly, " He's sitting on the peal

under that tree
over there. And
he’s fast asleep 1™

“ Has he got
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< SCRUM ENDS
) SOCCER v. RUGGER
DEBATE!

Qur Plea For Tolerance

should Lave ended in an un.
sccanly brawl

e Groyfrines 1lccald ™
carneatly veks all supporters

Wa havo always
maiitained thing public
debates ailhe Ra
shionld bhe eonducte

e Bl B

the doenutts ¢

wrapped ont
Doctor Birchemall,

" Can't see them, sir!" .

That roply seemed to infewriate
the Head., With a feerce growl
he disappeared from hia winder.
A few seconds later he dashed
out of the Skool House and made a
B-line for the sleeping Yawnington,

“You lazy yung jackanapes!’
he roared, as he scezed the slacker
of the Fourth by the scruffl of the
neck. * How dare you fall asleep
in the middle of an important
errand for your headmaster T And
where are my doenutts "

“ Ow | Yooooop | Lemme
E-g-g-go! * gasped Yawnington.
*S-a-8-800TY,
pir ! I folt tirad
on my way to
the tuckshop
and I thought 3]
I'd have forty
winks t **

Doctor Bicch-
emall snatthed
from Yawning-
ton the esilver
coin which satill
roposed In his
languid hand
amed gove it to
Merry.

“ Hun neross
to the tueka!m-fa
and get me half-a-crown’s-worth of
beat dosnutts, Merry ! ' he wrapped
out, Then, aa Merry dacied off,
the Head's gvim gaze roturned to
the alacker of the Fourth.

“ Something will have to ba done
abeut you, Yawnington ! ” he said.
“1'm just asbout fed up with this
sverlasting alesping atunt of yours,”

“ Yaw-aw-aw ! I mean, are you,
gir 1" yawned Yawnington,

* Morning, noon and nite,
nothing but sleep, slesp, slee
snid the Heod, “If you
chango, Yawnington, you'll remain
just as wvou are——that is to say,

ou do

(B3
L]

you'll get into wvery serious
trouble !
Y Yea, sir. Mind if I sit down 71

asked Yawny eleepily, ns he
collapsed into the scat under the
tree again.

“ I would remind you, Yawning-
ton, that you belong to a very
distingwished fambly who egrapeet
ﬁmia things of you,” said Doctor

irchemall, wagging a sollem four.
finger at the slacker of the Fourth,
“* ¥our grate-grate-grandiather is
Bir Frederick Fungusa, tho hon-
nored chairman of our skool Board
of Guvvernors. What do you think
he'll say if g:m grow up into a kind
of modern Rip van Winkle 1 7

“ Yow-aw-aw 1™

“ Bless my sole! Ho has had
the ordassity to go tosleep again !t "’

¢ the Head, *Why, I'll
spiflicate him | ¥

Bending forward, Doctor Birch-
cmall onece more grazped the slacker
of the Fourth by the scruff of the
neck and hent him over. The next
moment, Yowninglon wolie up with

on't +

a vengenz, as the Head's birch
started raiging clouds of dust lrom
the scat of his trowsis.

* Yarooooo! Yow.ow! Ilelp!
Perlice ! Meray !V

“You'll got no mersy from mo
unless you wake up your ideas,
Yawnington 1" ericd the Head
sternly, as he wacked awny at
Yawny, “I have wmade up my
mind to reform you and I am going
to start now ! Jolly 1 "

* Yes, sir 1 " grinned Jack Jolly-
“ 1 am going to make you respon-
sibul for Yawnington's reform. In
future, whenever L catch Yawning-

ton ste-:-pin% I ehall bireh vou black
and blow ¢

“Oh, crums! Chuck it, siv!"
gasped the kaptin of the Fourth,
his grin fading rapidly at that
unegpepocted annowneerment.

“ I shell, of corse, birch Yawning-
ton a8 well,” said the Hend, with o
leer, ' But T feel that there will bo
more chanee of Yawnington veform-
ing if 1 give you an interest in the
matter, Thera ! That will do for
the present, I fansy | ™

Doctor Dirchemnall tucked his
birchrod under hiz arm and mopped
his perspiring brow,

“ Remember, Jolly 1 ho cried,
o3 he grabbed the bag of doenulis
which Merry had juat broenght on
the seen. ** A birching for both of
vou every time I catch Yawnington
Yk qFi:ﬁgt 2

ith thrse words, Doctor Birch-
emall marched away to fecd hia face
with deenutts., He Ye-fﬁ Yawnington
dozing off again—and Jack Jolly
gazing alter him in sheer dismay !

JI.

“ Reforming Yawnington !
goda! What o tosk I ™

* It’s the giddy limmit, old chap
—there’s no doubt aboub that!™
said Fearless, with a sheakeo of his
head.

Angd Merry and Bright, who com.

leted the quartetie who hod just
Ea& tea in Jolly's study, nodded
simperthetically.

* What are you going to do, old
fellow 1 "' asked Merry.

* There's only ono  thing—tLo
reform Yawny in deadly Ernest.

Yo

That'a what T Intend 1o dod a
ever im’[m.l-;sihul it may sows* ™

“Wo'lll hack you up,” pmned
Fearlesa,  * When aie you pibe to
start ¥V ;

“ Right now ! " was Jackblly’s
reply. '

A few minnits lator Jack iy &
Co. presented {henselves ot rwn-
mgton's study. The sound ddeoys
and regular snoring grectedhem
when they opened the door ; bus it
wes quickly replaced by fdish
yvells, og Juck Jolly seemd the
slacker by his foct and yanks himn
olf the sola. ;

“ Yarooooo ! Lemmo geio !
"Tain't rising-bell !

“Up you get, Yawny!® said
Jolly, grimly. * I'm going § re-
form you and 1'm storting this
minnit ! No more rootingin &
stuffy study ; you're comingilorn
‘to the Jim with us instesd[”

And, grabbing the Srﬂﬁ
Yowny by the sholders, tho kpbi
of the Fourth ran Lin out'di;the
study—to crash, with o B
burgfj into somncone who wi just
sneaking up to the doorl

Wallop !

“ Ow-ow-ow ! By ngpéet
shreoked the neweomer, g he
recled back against the ite
wall of the passidge, and thew was
a siartled gusp from tho Co, ¢

“The Hoad !  Lhey gaapold’

Dectoy Bichemall—{or & was
ho—Ilenned back aguinst ibelwall,
nursing his domidged nazol fgen,
ond glored at them, o xj-dad
slitely as he reckemmised Yonly,

*Yuwninglon ! You s nake,
then ! I eprspocted to fied you
snoozing, as usval !

*Thut egpsplaina why you sere
sneaking up  Lhe pussidp so
atelthily, T supposoe, siv ! ™ t:]mfﬂad

Jaclk Jolly.

Dﬂct-::rr:rr Birchemall  Ligked
searlet. Tt waa casy to 2 thut
the shot Lnd goue hoine, of
core, ho could hardly adimil

“1'm wnot disappointed i al,
Jolly ! ** I pggseluimed. . $he
contrary, I wmu delited to se'thet
vou aro taking steps {o norm
Yownington., Keep up tlefr
work by all means ! You foow
what you'll get # you don'tl”

And tho Head tramped offgain,
nursing his nose with grate eder-

ness and mutlering into his bua
During the next  twenip

homs, Juck Jolly werked ¥ a0

Lheve ot reforming  Yawndton.
Yownington hod nevor halsach
an asclivo timwe in all his lm!df_m\h

r

o simply longed for somd
to hoppen to Eﬁm him ]Jiﬂ%
uld-dime peuce.

And it woaan't long Leflvr wee-
thing did happen.  When i ap-
peited, it was just ay wwh a
serprize to the Head as 10 the
Pourth-Formers,  But  the Jbad

roso Lo the oceasion far hoble i heay -

they did—nnd, in tdoing so) diwad
hiwnsoll up in his troo cullon!

What heppensd was the un.
cppspected arvival of Siv FPredervick
Fungusa, the chaivman of the St
Soan’s puvvernors.  sSie Fredeviek
was  Yawninglon's  grate-grate-
grandfathor, e happened to
dodder up from 1he gates just ot
the time when Joliv was Ziving
Yuwny a run rowsd the guad.

Jack Jolly was net sparing the
glacker of tho Fowth., Ho was
chasing himn round the quad snd
prodding him ab frcquent intervals
with an cbony rulor. And whon
Sir Irederick apotted that vuler,

hiz {wco turned perple aod ho
nearly had o blue fit !
“Htop?"” Do eried, amd hia

aristocrattick voico furely trewnblod
withs rago., " How dave you skrike
my  grate-grate.grandson,  you
beestly yung booly ¥ Where's the
Hend 7 7

“Here T am, Siv FPredeviek 1
answered the Head’s wvoiee, and
Doctor Birchemall appeared behind
a bush, from which he lhad Loeen
watching Yawny'a aoticks.

Ho gulloped up to Sir I'rederick
and cagorly dropped him & euvlsey.
Theu ho tul'H.EL{ to Jolly and gave
himm a glare. '

" You raskally wvung booly!™
Le cried, ™ Mow dare your treat
Yawninglon n this  Dbrootal
fushion ¥ A thowsand apologics.
Sir  Fredericlk, that your yung
relative should have had to sufler
at thoe hunde of this barborous

couth ! I will flog Lhe yung villun
wore and now | Y

“Well, 1 Dblowed!"™ gasped
Jack Jolly.

He farely blinkod at Doctor
Birchemnall,  Meny times i the
}:;mt ho had seon cggsamples of the

sud’s dubblo-dealing ways, bub
thig simply took lis DLreth away !
Less than twe days before, the
Head had promised iim a wockm
if ho fuiled 1o reform Yawny, an
now he wag poingz Lo give Lim one
for doing it !

* Bondd over 17 yoaved Lhe Hed,
aud ho swished (o oir with lus
birch.

Juek Jolly benl over. His pals
looked  on lelplessly  from
distanee. The triuml of Injustiss
secined assured !

But 1t was noi.
Head  vaised  his

Jusl az thn
bireh, Yawny

i”"rﬂ'i"f'rud fonrth,

“etop ! ho oried, v wringing
* Urate-grate grnudpop,
youw're mistaken ! Jolly wasn’d
Lboolying me. o was only domg
:j'rlmr- the el said he was to

u ! 1%

Then Yawny spitled 1he Lenana.
wir Iredericle lissened in amaze.
ment, whilo the lcad sihuply
paahied Lis Lecth wilh rage.

il ' This puots o dilforend
eowplexsion on things | renmked
sir IFrederick, when, Yawny had
finished. ** Secmingly it hes put o
dilferent complexion on vou, {oo,
Bivchemull, Your face is tho euller

with dignity and de- | of the debating suviety mmove-

S —

of & ripe tomarto! T sujjest that
wo adjern to your study Lo diskuss
this maliah "

He lad the way io 1ho Skool
House aiid Doctor Birchemall
crowled afted him, looking as if he
badly wanted the carth Lo open
and swallow him up !

A loud checr wont up from
Fonrless and Merry and BDright ns
the pair of old fogeys wvannighed
into the House,

“ Hip, hip, hooray '™

“ Good old Yowny ! "

“Cowe to the tuckshop and
sollybrato with us, okl sporg!™
gaid Frank Foarless, * My treat,
you know 17

LBut Yawnington dide’t scem
lo want Frank's {reat. He was
alveady treating himself—to a deep
sleep on the nearcst garden seat |

¥ ¥hall wo wake him T asked
Merry.

But Jack Jolly grinned
zhoole his heoud, ;

*Let im sleop on,’' he said.
“After old Funguss has {inished
with the Head wo shall hear no more
about reforining Yewuington ! ™

And Jolly proved correet. And
everybody was  happy  agein—
cggsept the Head, and he’ didan't
pmilter ! )

(Walch oul for another sparkling
yarn of St Samm's next weel.)

and

ment in the Lower Hchool to
exercise moro Lolerauee in the
fuiure.

Wo realise, of cowse, thag
the Fourlh supporicd Rugper
for {ho aole vreason that they'ro
utter duds at Succer. xﬁ‘u
know {hey talked like woults
ing parrots.

We quite agrce {hat iho
only argument these Upper
Fourth nitwita understaud is
g ripo tomato in he face o o
buit i the bread-boasket !

But all 1he samo, you cliaps,
do pleaso cut oul scrapping
from the august simwespheve
of ithe deb&binﬁ-tmm.

IF THERE'Y NO OTHER
WAY OF DOING 1T, PUT
THE BAR UF 10O ALL
THOSE WHO DISAGREE
WITH YOU 1!

Only in this way can you
retain that repulation fur
fairness ond impartiality for
which Greyfrisrs is famous 1

We sincorely hope that all
theso affected will talke carc.
ful nole of this, vur plea for
iolorance 1

corum. For this
reason we deeply deplore the
disorderly  scenca  that  oe-
eurred this weele dering tho
Soeecr v. Rugger debate,

By oo unfortunate  inis-
chance, the Upper Fowth
decided to support Rugger en
masse and the IRemove des
vided to support Seccer en
Gfoe. Exvitement incrcascd
ug the apeeches become more
grd mnove heatod and peysonal,
and o lining up as if in readi-
nesg for h&ltiﬁ heeanqa dis-
cernible among  the crowd.
COpen hostilities began with &
fomata, which landed in Dab-
ney's mouth juat 23 he wus
apeaking for the Ruggorites,
Within o few seconds of that
incident the rival factions
were at grips and o battlo
royal was soon in progress and
continued in progress titl pro-
fects slopped it with the aid
of ashplanta !

It is8 vory regrettuble that
o debate worthy of being con-
ducted according to the best
parliamentuary (raditions

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT
@ FANCIFUL FAG " (Third).—" I long to bé the driver of &
great locomotive.  1'm tough, I qwt" .
Sounds to us as if you'rs rather a * tender * Kind of follow !

CONKERS WILL

Forecasts PETER TODD

infra dig to know tho word—
Iet nlone koow what it moeant.

The gume of conkers ia rather
o hole-in-the.corner business ab
Greylviurs ab present.  Cliaps
who think table-tennis topping
and feel proud io play ping-

wi

Nugent and Sammy
: Bheving 2 round or two yestor-

Jda

1m

pong look down the nose at 1he
mere snontion of the anciont
pustime of conkers. . _
It's Juoked on ag juvenile
cven in Hemove cirelrs. An
Upjrer Fourtl man would pathor
die than be foundg playing it. A
Filth man would consider it

on advocalo of tho game, and I
think it's time it was adopted
by sportamen of all agea.
Next time you happen to
waich a couple of }u
dulging in a comker ducl stop
and give the
over, und you'll probably ngree

First Saminy dangled his conker
on the end of it s length of string,
gatel 1icky had o smaoclke ot it
with his,
dangling, and it was Bawny's

g T king " conkers and neither
geomed in the least danper of
cracking nnder tho other’s on
slought. It was a great {reat Lo
watel 'om and lLear the cheerlul
“elick ™ o they eollided !

Samny on the kouckles, Samuny

jurlied Lis hand up 1o Ins suouth.
Tis conkor Hew off ot a tangent,
Aund Mr, Wigging, who wayg
passing, stopped it with his
somewhut prominent nose |

The result was that both
conkcrs were confisceted and
the mauich ended in o verdict of
" No contest.”” Dut it was groat
while it lasted !

Couleors alwuys ia greal, any-
way ! I'd back 1t ogoinst
muebles any day. Iu any
opltion it's high Lime it was
dragpod out of itsa prescnt
obscurity and given a litile
publicity, What has boen dono
for durls can be done fw
conloera !

Who knows ! One of theso
days wo mny sco slately soniors
polemnnly playing the game in
ithe gym to the frencied cheors
of hosta of fana ! Weo may oven
see 1ho Heoad and Mr, Quelch
atopping for o friendly wnatch
in the Sulwol Mouse |

Conkers will conquor Creys
frinra ! ‘Fhe winner of the annuol
Conkeras Cham iunﬂhiP will Lo
lovked on wa the lewder of tho
sporting  world. Aud  tho
greatest woment of hia caveer
will be the moment when lio is
iukeon shoulder-high fo rcceive
hia proud reward-—to tho appro-

CONQUER
GREYFRIARS!

But in spite of all that, 1'm

Ld
-

da
amo tho onee.
LIy e, ]

I stopped to walch Dicky
Bunter
y. It was a thrilling mateh,
Then Dicky dul tho

rn (o strike. They were Doth

Which wounld havo triumphed | priate tune, of course, of
in the end will never bo known, | * Sce, the CONKERING Hero
The gamo ended inconelusively, | Comnos 1™
you soe. Dicky misened and hit l Beo il I'm nok right |

(B2 YOU =1Luv.)



