


2 Another New Long Compilete Cdravanning Story of Harry Wharion & Co.—
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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“THE SECRET OF THE CARAVAN!"|.

Ey Frank Richards.

The abhdve is the title of our next
grand, long, complete story of the chums
of Greyfriars on their holiday tour with
their caruvan.

Az vou know, there is & great deal of
mystery about the earavan the juniorz
hired from Lazarus, the dealer of Court-
fisld, and Coker & Co., 25 raiders of the
caravan, found it out much sconer than
Haorry Wharton and his chume.

But it 15 really Willinm Gearge Buonter,

the unwanted member of the parly, wha
solves

“THE SECRET OF THE CARAVAN!"™

and, naterally, he takes all the credit.

This i3 a splendid yarn, my choms,
and I want you zll to be sure not o
mrigs it by ordering your copies now.
MNext Monday may be too late!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

There is to be another of our most
interesting supplements in our pext 1ssue
of the ﬂ%ﬁEHE‘T Limnany, and IHarry
Wharton & Co. have succeeded in turn-
mmg out quite a remarkable number.

As we go to press some time before
you see your copy, 1 have the privilege
of reading Harry's supplement before
the preceding week’s istue 13 published.
1 amt therefore in & position to know
what the contribufors have writlen—and
I can safely assure vou that riext week's

pal, e e—— B
Address vour leiters to: The Editor. THE 4
MAGNET LIBRARY. The Fleetway House, "'E*'
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
) always pleased to hear from my chums.

II-_-._.
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supplement ia guite one of the very best
the chumsa have edited.

T SOMETHING TO WATCH FOR!

Old readers of the Maower Linnany
will remember some of the splendid
eevinls we puablished wears ago.  Other
readers will know them, as they have
appeared in the “Boys' Friend Four-
penny Library.™

Well, Mr. Sidpoey Drew, the most
famons of modern bhoys' fichion writers,
has  writlen another serinl for the
“Popular,” which he heas called

“THE INVISIBLE RAIDER !"

This story is centred round the adven-
iures of Ferrers Lord, whe owned the
Lord of the Deep, Ching Lung, the most
famous  Chinese adventurer of the
cenlury, (Gan Waga, the Fskimo with o
very keen =¢nse of humour, and Prout
& Co., the jollicst seamen you ever read
ahout.

Hal Honour, the engineer, by reason
of his very reserved ways, is vather in-
clined to be forgotten by readers. How-
ever, he comes very much to the fore in
the story of

“THE INVISIBLE RAIDER!™
By Sidpey Drew,

which will be pppesring very shortly in
the *“ Popular.™

Wateh for if, readers, and pounce npon
it! It-is the very fimest adventure serial
Sidney Drew has written —oand that 1s
saying something.

A further announcement on tho sub.
jact will be made in next week's issue
of the Magwer LisRaARY.

l_l}rand_“\f;lue-Fnr-Muney Story Books!
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HOLIDAYS.

Iz anybody ever irritated by holidaysl
As if 1t were htkely! And yet lo the n-
dividual who is :Eimi to o desk thera
might be someihing fairly tantalising in
heing told that such-and-such a place 13
looking- ita best, that the fish are large,
the effect of the heather and gorse
wonderful., But there 15 not really any
feeling of this kind. It 13 like magic to
hear of the country. If you cannot gel
there you ean thibk of it—the “misty
gardens where tha red and pink dahlias
are nodding, and of the -:jn:j(y evenings
in the lanes with the whir of big moths
and the call of the brown ewl, and far
away the sténdy plod, plad of the waggon
team en route to the farm.

A THUNDERSTORM.

It is quite possible to predict the be-
ginnings of a thunderstorm at wireless-
stations. Hours before the last big
storm the cffects had been felt at all
wireless-stations in the form of loud tick-
i noises in the telephone. Oudinary
tzah&phnn{:s will indicate the approach of
a storm, Somefimes, in my school-
masier's telephone, a distinct spark flies
off when a thunderstorm is in progress,
Hguealls make themselves apparent by a
hissing noise. At first the sound is quite
faint, then becomes londer and louder
until the disturbance i3 immediately
otcrhead —HL.  Holmes, 3,  Mayfield
Grove, Chain Lane, Knaresboro', Yorks.

NOTICES,

Correspondencs.

Correspondence iz asked for hy V. H.
She 285, Bilver Birch Avenue,
Toronte, Canada. :

William Griffin, 3, Post Office Yard.
Pontefract, Yorks, wishes to correspond
with readers interested 1n posteard wiawas.

H. . Hughes, 47, MHereford Street,
Murvlehone, N.W., wishes fo hear from
Alfred Howe of Kentish Town, at once,

Mizs A. Maguier, 14, Rue Co%t:ﬂih,
Boulogne-sir-mer, Paz  de Iais,
France, wishes to correspond with readers
knowing French. Al leters answered,

Your €ditor.

A

PIMPLE and his

Priceless Pets

The star sttroction of an all-ster paper.

The comic entics of the grest him

comedian will make you roar. See them Jl
cvery Monday on-the front nape of

CoNiC LIFE®

The " Pricalenz " Coloured ﬂ'nmiﬂl'i
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~In Next Week's Issue of the MAGNET LIBRARY! 3

LONG COM-
PLETE TALE

OF GREYFRIARS
EVERY WEEK
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n =5t be obliged if you will
%z\ hand this copy, whea

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
To Van or not to Van ?

ILLIAM GEQRGE BUNTER
W blinked into the doorway of
Btudy No. 1, in the Remove,

and couphed.

Bunter's cough, apparently, was in-
tended to deaw attention to the fact thab
he was there. _

If g0, it failed to achieve itz object.

Of the five juniors in the study, not
ong glanced in the diredtion of the door-
way—not one seomned aware of the fact
that the Owl of the Remove had dawned
upont them.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
ocoupying the window-seat; Frank
Nugent szt on the corner of the table;
Johnny Bull was astride of a chair, lean-
ing his arms on the back; and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh reclined at ease in
the armchair, with his feet reosting on
the table. The Famous Five of the
Remove were talking—two or three at a
time. Apparently fthey were too inler-
ested in their topic to have any atten-
tion for DBunier.

Bunter coughed again.

“The open air!" aaid Bob Cherry.
“That's the idea! 1 don't care much
where and how we apend the vae, so
long as at's right out of doors soine-
where. "'

Cough !

“It looks like being decent weather "
remarked Harry Wharton., “ It's warm
enough even for Inky.”

Hurree Jamaet Ram Singh grinned.

#“The present warmfulness s the
esteemed boon and blessing.” he re-
marked.  * But tho unceripmfuiness.of
this ludicraus climates 13 terrvific,™

¥1 say, you fellows——"" hooted
Bunter.

“Supposa we get a little rain,” snid
Bob Cherry argumentatively, *it won’t

hurt us. Tt won't wash off vour beauti-
ful complexion, Inky.”

“1 say, Wharton—"

“Halla, hallo, hallo ! ejaculated Bob
Cherry, ““is that a frog in the study?”

Oy fl:'{:lg'-"-'—"

“I heard a bull-frog croaking—""

“(0h, really, Cherry i

“Why, it's Bunter!” exclaimed Baob,
apparently becoming aware of William
George's Erﬂaence for the frat time,

“ Iook here, you fellows—"

“ Mot upless you put on a mask,” =aid
Bob Cherry, shaking his head. " You
can't ex%‘rm:t it, Bunter—not with thase
fentures '

Billy Bunter sniffed, and rolled into
the study, He gave a wrathful blink
round through his big spectacles al five
grinming faces,

“You fellows are talking aboul the
vae, [ suppose ™' said.

“Right first time !" paid Johnny Duil,
“Run away and play, Bunler; we
haven't finished.” .

“I'm going to give vou a ttF
the vac,”’ explained Bunter. 2
what I've come for.”

“Not beceuse it's nearly fea-time?”
nsked Nugent,

“No!"™ roared Bunter.

“A tip for the vae !"snid Beob, “Well,
it will come in handv, DBunter. How
much?" ]

“1 don't mean a tip, you ass—I mean
a ti%___::r

“The tucidity of the osteemed fat
Bunter iz——"

“Terrific!” grinned Bob. *If you
don't mean a tip when you mean a tip,
Bunter, what de you mean, if you mean
anything ¥"

“] mean T've got an ideg——-

“ Gammon !

“1've got an tdea—a stunt!" roared
EBunter. “1'm pgoing to give you

about
That's
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A Magnificent Long Com-
plete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., dealing
with their Adventures on
a Holiday Tour with a
:: 122 Caravan. 2 3

By FRANK RICHARDS.

fallows the benefit of it, so that you can
have & ripping time this holiday,”

“Iiear, hear!" said Dob. "Are youn
going to ask us all down 1o DBunter
Court? Are wa lo spread ourselves mn
the lordly Bunter mansion? That will
be one way of having an openair holi
day. I1t's never been built, so——""

““Ha, ha, hal"

“0Oh, don't be an ass " urged Duntor.
“Just listen to me, you fellows. 1've
been down to Courtfield, and I dropped
into old Lazarus' place. And what do
yvou think he's got 7"

A prize boke,” said Bob.

“1 saw it in the yard—" continned
Bunter.

“ What—hia boko¥"

“No, you ass! The caravan.”

“The ecaravan?” repeated Wharton,

Bunter nodded. ]

“That's iL! Lazarus took me out in
the yard and showed it to me  [le's
just bought it—at a bargain, I expect.
i's a qolly good caravan—fitted up tip-
top. And he asked me lo mention it te
#ny follows at Greyfriars who thonghi
of going corvavanning this vac.”

“Iz anyhody thinking of going cara-
vanning *" asked Nugent,

“"Yez, | am,"” said Bunler.

“Then you'd better mention it ta your-
self,” sugpested Pob.

* A fellow doean't want lo go caravan-
ning alone, of courss,” soid Bunter.
“I'm thinking of taking you fellows.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

1 mean it,"" said Dunter generously.
“T'm going in take all five of you
caravanning, All vou fellows will hate
fo do ia io stand the exea—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ja that all?" asked Johnny Bull,
with o ma I I,

“That's nll," said Bunter. i

Tie MaguweT Lisgagr. —No. T04.
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4 In the * Popular ! * The Great Fish Puzzle!” Story of Greyfriars School,

greeted them In fat and

As Harry Wharton & Co. eame out of the bun-shop in a merry crowd, a volce
friendly tones.
The Famous Five started back with surgrls&. “ Greal pip ! ™ gasped Wharton,

“ Bunter—you here ?*

“1 say, you fellows——*

(fee Chapter 5.)

*

thought 1I'd speak to you before I actu.
E”;." cngaged the van.™

‘Well, that was just as well," said
Harry Wharton, laughing. *“The fact
15, you chaps, 1 was thinking of a cara-
van. ‘The 5t. Jim's fellows had one
last wac, and they seem to have hod
W time. There's quite a lot in the

“Well, so long as we get inte the
DEON  ire—"

“¥ou'l do that—there won't be
much roonm in the van,” said Wharton.
“Wa should have o take a tent. Two
of us could doss in the van, and three
in the tent.”

“And what about me?” demanded
Buntet.

“You! Nothing about wou, old
top, ™

"I should prefer eleeping in the van,
I think,” said DBunter. “"You bhve
could have the tent. DBut we can

arrange all that afterwards. The ques-
tion is, are we going caravannoing "
“1 rather like the idea,’”” said Johnny
Bull thuugh«!i'uilg, I"I could play my
t

concertina roun e camp-fire of an
evening—"

“It would keep off tramps, and wild
animals, and dangerous characters,”™

ageonted Bob Cherry,

“"You ass—-7"

“It’s not o bad wheaze,” said Frank
Nugent. "1 don't care much where we
go, 3o long as we go in a butich. What
do you think, Inky?"”

“"The thinkfnlness is not terrific, m
esteeed Franky. dy
9o Jlong as we go bunchfully.”

“T say, you fellows, the six of us will
make a jolly little party,” said Bunter.
“1 sha have 1o docline Lord
Mauleverer’s  pressmpg  invitation o
spend the vac at Mauleverer Towers;
but I don't mind, for the sake of you
fellows,”

“Oh, don't deeline on our account,”
said Bob Cherry hurriedly. “Stick to
old Mauly, Bunler.”

“He, ha, ha”

“Good  1den,”  sawl  Jolinny  Bull
“We've had Bunler before, and Mﬂull_‘-‘
has always dedged him =20 far. Ttz
only fair that Mauly should have him
for onece—"

HEXT
MONDAY !

Tue MagNeT LipBaBY.—No. 0

I also do not mind,

“Why, you cheeky ass!” exclaimed
Dunter warmly., *Look here—"

“Ihnd old Lararus say how much he
wanted for the bus?” asked Wharton.

“¥ea; it's quite cheap,” said Bunter.
“"Only twopounds-ten o week so long
as wo have 1k

“That's cheap i it incluodes the
horse.™

“Ahem! Tt doesn't!™

‘" Bunter could send for a horsa from
the magnificent stables at  Bunter
Court I sugpested Flob.

“Well, I—=1 could,” s3id Bunter:
fl'hul Fr

“Oh, thers would hse a ‘but'”
grinned DBob,

“My pater would hardly trust his

valuable horseflesh to a lobt of school-
boys,” said Dunter, shaking hiz head.
Y Better cut that ount.”

“Yes, I think we'd better,”
Wharton, with a laugh., “We can hire
a _horse from some farmer, I dare say.
We'll think this over——"

“PBetter make up yvour minds at onee,™
urgedd Bunter. * That caravan’s going
cheap, aud somebody eleo may snap it up,
I've heard that Coker of the Filth s talk-
ing about caravanning.”

* Bow-wow !

* Might trot down to Courtfield and
see the contraption, anyhow,” gaid Bob
Cherry, rising from the window-seal.
Plenty of time for a spin befors lock-
ing-up.”

“ Lots,” agreed Wharton,

* May as well walk,” said Bunter, “ My
bike i=an't in poing order,”

"It never i5," said Bob,

“* Well, I've asked you to mend it often
enongh, Bob Cherry.”

“¥Y¥ou can go on asking, my fai
pippin,” grinnad Bab. “Come on, you
chaps, and got the bkes ont.”

“1 say, vou fellows, which of you 15
gninlg to give me a lift, then?"

“1 wonder which!' chuckled Boh.
“ Anybody keen on pulling a ton weight
up the hilli”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“The whichfulness iz terrifie,”’ chuckled
Hurres Jams=et Ram Singh.

Harvey Wharlen & Co. turned out of the
study, and the Owl of the Remove fol-
lowed them down the staircaso.

saild

" broking department,

Fivo |

bilkes were wheeled out of the shed, with-
out the question of a lift for Bunter
having been settled.

“ I suppoze you fellows are not going
without me, ag it's my caravan you're
going Lo see ™ snorted Bunter.

" ¥Your slr][i[mﬁt'l"s out of gear, then,™
said Bob Cherry. “Weo are.”

“T'd betier borrow  Smithy’s bike,
then—"" . -
YHad you? saudl  Vermnon-Smith,

coming alongz to the bike shed just then,
“Da, old barrell There'll boe a dead
porpoise to be buried zoon afterwards,’
say, Smithy, ald chap——"

The 'amous Five wheeled away, leav.
ing Billy Bunter engagoed in a warm
argument with the Bounder. And—
intquitons as it seemed to William Geor
—the chumsz of the Remove did actu GY
o down to Courtfield without W. G,
unter, to see “hiz” caravanl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Caravan and a Mystery !

R. LAZARUS gave the chums
M of the Remove a cordial and
shiny smile, as their cheery
faces looked info his dusky
little shop in Courtfield High Street,
Mr. Lazarus did a varied business in
his dusky establishment; he sold second-
hand clothes, and third-hand bikes, and
fourth-hand watches, Thers was an
entrance round the corner to the pawn-
and another en:
trance round another corner to a b:g
vard, in which damaged ladders, an
down-at-heel prams, and lame wheel.
barraws, wore at the disposal of his
clients. He was {)m red to sell or hire
anything or nn%mc y—or to buy any-
thing from anybody—the prices being
very diflerent in the two cases. The gld.
gentleman leaned over his dusky counter
and rubbed his hands and smiled in
greoting to the Greyiriars juniors.
“Vut can I do for you io-day, young
shentlemans?' he askea.
“Vou can show us the giddy old "busi®
sald Bob Cherry.
7 hath  told

“Ah!  DMaster
you Pt

‘ Exactly. Can we sco the caravan?”
asked Wharton.

“ Thertainly,” said Mr, Lazaras, “I6
iz & splendid caravan, Master Wharton—
the very thing you want——"

“Fits you like the paper on the wall,
what?" ashked Bob,

Mr. Lazarus laughed, He was too
good a business man not to luugh at his
customers’ little jokes, ]

“Thith way,” he said, opening a door.
“You will be pleathed with that cara-
van, I paid a very high prithe for it—
very high indeed, but I am letting it
cheap—"" i

“That's awfully good of you," said
Bob Cherry cravely. ]

“(Zenerous, I «call it,”

Nugent.

Mr. Lazarus chuckled again, and led
the way into the yard. As a matter of
fact, Harry Wharton & Co. did not ex-
wet great things of that caravan,  Mr,
tam.rus’ second-hand goods, as a rule,
reqquired a great deal of renovaling lo
make them egual to new. Tho juniora
more than half expecied to see some
tumbledown old gipsy van, in which case
they intended to decline the loan of it
with thonks—or without,

They were agreeably surprised when
Me. Dazarus led them inte a shed off
the yard.

There stooml the caravan—and they
stared at it.

Bunter

remarked

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUHIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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Certainly it was not an old gipsy van.
It was a handsome vehicle, looking almost
new, nicely painted, and in firskt-class
order. They looked into the interior,
which was iright and clean and very
conveniently arranged. The van did not

look large; but i1t was quite roomy
inside.
“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Dob
Cherry.

“Jolly nice!” said Wharton heartily.

“The nicefulness is terrific.”

“WNothing wrong with that var,™ anid
Johnny Bull, with rather a pm'ﬁrlf'xed
air; at which Mr, Lazarus grinned once
more. Apparently Johnny was surprised
to find an article in Mr, Tazarons® estah.
lwhment that had nothing wrong with
it.

“¥ou like that van, vat?" asked Alr.
Lazarus,

“Yea, rather,” said Harrv, "If wa

paravanning, we'll certaanly have if,
at two ten the week.”

“Botter make up your minds,” sug-
gested Mr. Lazarus. ' Thumbody else
may come along, and it 18 very cheap.”

“ Mot 2o jolly cheap, without & horse,”
said Jobnny Bull  “You can get a van
with & bhorse for thres guid -a week, I
balieve,™

Mr. Lazarus coughed,

“Let's settle on it, anyhow,” said
Harry. “We've as good as decided
we're going caravanmng, and this 15 a
jolly good van. It's mot dear, anyhow,
ll’mj Eﬂ!lﬁwa agresl" '

There was & general nodding of heads.

As a matter of fact, that very handsome
and conmodious van had taken the fancy
of the Greyfriars juniora, and helped
them to make up their minds,

“ Bettled?"" asked the captain of the
Bemove.

¥ es, rather !

"“Done, then,” sald Harry, “ We'll
%:af&u & deposit on the bus, DM,

zarus, to clinch the bargsin.'

# Thertainly.”

“It will be ten Lob a week each for
the five of wus,” said Harry. " That's
not steep for holiday quarters, what!™

“Right as rain," said Bob heartily.
ItIt-1-E & gﬂa”

“The gofulness 18 terrific,”” conecurred
Hurree Jamaet Ram Singh.
excollent and fatheaded Coker hears of
it, and comes along, it will be too lale-
ful."”

“Yes, rather,” said Harry., “ We're
taking it for the vae, Mr. Lazarus. You
fellows have got some tin, I hope? We
mllfht to pay five quids deposit.”

'here was & sovting ouf of cash. Some
of the Co. had already received holiday
tips from beneficent uncles and auuts,
and the sum required as a deposit was
easily raized. Mr. Lazars, beaming, led
the way into his little duskv office, where
the cash was handed ower, and the
receipt duly roade out and stamped and
stgned. Tf‘{a juniors had noticed that
hligr, Lazarus very carefully padlocked the
shed after leavipg it, and they had
noticed, foo, that he had a big dog loosze
in the yard. :

“Mow that is all right,” said Mr,
Tazarus, as he
and rubbed his hands, “and the van is
ready for you asz thoon as you bring a
horze to take it away. And the thooner

u do 50, young shentlemens, the better

ebail like it." .

# Hallo, hallo, balla! Anything wrong
with it?" asked Bob, asking that ques.
tion rather late in the day, as the deposit
was paid. )

Mr, Lazarus grinned, :

“*No, no, no! Not at all! Tt ith a
splendid van—Hfrst-class, Buk it is rather

HEXT
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t“ And if the.

handed over the receipt, ;

a troubie to me here. You thee, thum.
body tried to break into my premises
and thteal that van."

“Breal it!" ejaculated Wharton,

The old gentleman nodded.

“Phum rascal.”™ he said. “The dog
woke me up, and I looked out of my
window and thaw the van half out of
the shed, I called a palitheman, and
he nearly nabbed the rascal, but not
quite, New T have put on a padlack,
and keep the dog loose in the yard.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
old gentleman, wondering whether Mr.
Lazarus was gently [:ruﬁing their leg
with this surprising story.

“ Blessed if I over heard of stealing &
caravan,” said Bob., “Why, it couldn’t
ba taken far without heing spotted, and
the thieves caught ™

“That iz rtho!" assented Mr. Lazarus.
“But they tried fo thteal it all the
thame. They had a horse waiting in
the lane at the back to puoil it away.
And last night there was a dithturbance,
the dog barking, and the politheman
nearly caught a rascal trying to get over
the yard wall. I think it was the thame
rascal.” The old gentleman nodded very
serionsly. ‘I shall not be thorry to hire
out that caravan. I would rather sell it,
if you young shentlemens would like to
by ite--—""

“How much?’ grinned DBob.

“I would thell it for & hundred and
filty pounds to et rid of it.”

“Make it 2 hundred and fifty bob, and
it's 1 mo!"

Mr, Lozorus shook his head and
vrinned, Hs waz not prepared to make
the sweeping reduction in price, even
tor preb vid of the caravan,

“It is not really in my line at all,” he
satd, * But it was offered me at a reason-
able prithe. T did not know it was going
ip give me so much trouble. Nobody
hath ever tried to thteal anything out of
my vard before.”

he juniors grinned. o )

They thought that even Bill Bikes, n
hiz most burglarious mood, would hardiy
have cherished designs upon the general
contents of Mr. Lozarus’ yard.

The caravan was the only waluable
articie there: and certainly it was worth
stoaling if the thief could hope to wet

away safely with 1t. DBut undoubtedly it
was & cumbrouns article to sterl, and
could be traced by the police with the
greatest of ease,

“"Well, we'll take it off your hands as
snon a3 school breaks up,” said Hacry.
“*The giddy burglar won't burgle it
from us, anvhow. Good-evening, Mr.
Lazarua ™

Tha juniors returned to their bikes,
quite satisfied with their bargsin, and
rode towands the school.

“It's o bit queer about that coravean,™
Johnny Bull remarked, after a long and
thouphtiul silenee. " Jolly cdd semebody
trving to steal ik, There's lots of stufl
in Lazarus® shop worth stealing if a
burglar came arcvend; but bagping a
caravan iz jelly odd.™

“"The oddfulness ia terrific,” ebscrved
Hurree Singh. I have been thinking it
out, 1y esteemed chums. T do not quite-
fully eateh on.™

“1 den't quite see how Lazorus camo
by such n jolly good van, cither,'" sawl
nuygrent, I was expecting fo see some
old crocle—""

“Bame here,” said Wharton, " DBut
the van's all right. Lazarus didn't men-
tion where he pot 1t. No business of
purs, if vou come to that, lle come by
it honestly, 1 suppose?”

“More or less,” prinned Bob Cherry.
“1 say, do you fellows know it's past
tea-time?"

" Yes, rather! Get a move on!”

And the five cyelists, putting an speed,
came up to the gpates of Greyirviars in
a cioud of dust.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fall ol the Mighty !

L1 TP "
S The loud and commanding
voice of MHoraee Coker of the

Fifth Form greested the chums
of the Remove as they came towards the
School Hlouse afler putting up their
bicycles.

Coler’s voice was loud enough Lo be
heard half-way across the quadrangle, for
that matter. DPul the Famous ITive did

not seem to hear it. They walked on.

Twenty

rolled a handsome esravan.

minutes later Greene joined his chums—Polter and Coker—in the
High Street. He was leading a horse, and behind the horse rumbled and
Coker of the Fifth had irlumphed. He had
captured the Famous Five's earavan,

(See Chapter §.)
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Coker, who
thort wa

rided himself on having o
with fags, spoke a hittle too
commandingly for the taste of the
Famous Five. they turned a deaf
sar—to be more correct, ten deaf ears—
to the great Horace, and walked on.

“Do you hear me?” bawled Coker, in
wrprise and wrath.

. Biill afflicted with deainess, the five
unigrs welked in the School House,
eaving the groat man staring, Potter
and Greene of the Fifth, who were with
Horace Coker, exchanged a wink, wnsesn
by Coker. It wonld not have been dis-
creet to allow Coker to witness them wink.

“What's the matter with those dashed
fage?” demanded Coker, addressing
“space. "' They heard me, rizht encurh!”

“1 fancy 80, murmured FPotter.
“They'd almost have heard you if they'd
bean m Courtfield. Your duleet tones,
Cokey——"

“Ion’t be an ass, Potter ™

“Hem !

“"Cheeky young rascals!” fumed Coker.
“The fact is, they heard me all right,
and paid no attention.”

“{za hon!" murmured (reene.

“Ind you speak, Greenei”

“Hem! Tea-time, 1an’t it, Coker "'

;'Hemr mind tea n}::-w,”huid Coker.
“1 want to speak to that cheeky voung
eub Wharton, [ suppose I shall have to
go to his study. Fancy that!”

“If the mountain won’t come to
Mabhomet—"" said Greene,

“Mahomet has to jazz around to the
mountain,'” finrshed Fotter.

“Daon't fire off stale quotations to me !™
said Coker crossly. “I've got to po
fagging up the Remove staircase now.”

"ﬂwti:.:; P uidh Gr?a{%m with ex-
AgRera mpathy, "“"Why not come
nﬁd have t:g inp;,na::i?“ 7

“Qh, rot!"

Coker strode into the School House,

leaving his chums smiling. They were
Coker’s faithful pals; but they secmed
to find something amusing in the fact
that Horace had to go fagging up the
Remove staircase.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in Study
No, 1, getting tea, when Coker loomed
up. Billy Bunter was there, too, either
to help in getting tea or to help in dis-

osing of it—probably the latter, Coker's
Eurly form bulked in the doorway, and
Coker’s polite greeting was:

“¥ou cheeky litlle brutes!™

Bob Cherry looked round from the
spirit-stove upon which he was preparing
to poach egus.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What's that
Bown in*" cjaculated Dob. “ My hat!
It's some silly ass going about with a Guy
Fawhkes mask on!”

Coker stared at him. »:

“What do you mean, you younyg idiot?
T've not ot & G’ug Fawkes mask on!"

“Haven't youl” exclaimed Bob. "My
mistake. I thought you had. Only judg-
ing by appearances, old bean!"”

Coker breathed hard with wrath as the
Removites chuckled, Coker was not
exactly handsome, but his features were
not ko bad as all that,

“You cheeky little eweep—" he
bhegan.

“Same ta vou, and many of them!”
said Beb affably. * Where's those EEEE'E'
Have you busted the eggs, anybady?"”

“I called to you in the quad,” ehouted
Coker.

“Was that you?” asked Bob,

“OF course it was, you young idiot!”

“I thought it was a bull or something
ot into the quad,” eaid Dob Cherry
innocently. A chap with a voice like
Vour, Eni:&r, ought to get a back-pedal
brako put on it," "

“I want to speak to you, Wharton,
said Coker, breathing harder than ever,
but controlling  his
lofty wrath. Ile
realised that in the
Remove passage he
was i Lthe enemy s
country, so to spealk.
One yell from Studsr
Mo, 1 would bring
a swarm of fags
around him, thiek
a5 leaves in
Yallombrosa; so it
behoved Horace
James Coker to cone
tain  his wralh if
possible.

“Go ahead!™ suid
Harry. e
charge ¥

s
van,”
ic I’1 "I."E;..

LS I_'iiF.,-:. I

ey

EILLLL 1T

ey

abpout i
gaid Coker,
heard from
Bunter that old
Lazaros, at Court-
ficld, has & van——"

“ O, really, Coker
—_—T7 murmured
Bunter,

“The fat little
idiat jabbered some
rot about going cara-
vabning with me,”
satd Coker, “As of
I'd be found dead
with a Remove fag
in & caravan! Not

and a grunt. The Famous Five
Coker serambled to his feet,
roared.

Colier found himsell whirled towards the sindy door.
spun round in the doorway and sat down with a bump
ioned down at him.
“I'll smash you !** he
(¥ee Chapter 3.)

likely 1"
“I—I =av,
fallowg——""
mered Dunter.
“You're likely to
be found damaped

Ha FOu

stam-

HMEXT
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in & Remove study

if you're not a bit more polite, Coker]*
suggested Wharton.

“Don't talk rvot, kid! Now, look here,
I'm poing caravannine this vae,” gaid
Coker, “I'm locking round for a vaonm.
I understand that wou kids have been
'E]l:]-WI’]’ to Courtfield to lock at Lazarus’
v,

“That's =a.™

“Some daczhed old crock, I suppose—
not worth my while ! said Coker.

“It's a jolly good van!™

“You see, it standa like this,™ said
Coker. "If the van’s good enoungh for
ma 'll take it. There sooms 1o be rather
a shortare of caravans, frem what 1
pather, %t will be handy bemg on the
spot, DBut I don't want o waste my time
rcoting round second-hand shops. 8o 1
thought I'd rather sce whether you
thought the van good enough.”

“PBest van I've evor ween,” sgid
Wharton.

“Fairly roomy?" asked Coker.

“Quite roomy for a caravan.™

et Ducently done up?”

" Quite !

“Clean, and all that?®"”

“(Clean, and all that!” assented
YWharton.

“* Not some dashed old yipsy crock thag
Lozarus is trying to palm off 7" asked
Coker, suspiciously,

“MNot a bit of it!"

“In fact, & reelly good van that &
fellow could go vanning in gquite comfort-
ably?"” asked Coker, looking more sotis-
fied.

“That’s it!™ .

“Good!” said Coker. * Much obliged
in fact, I dare say what seems gi}:)d
enough to you wouldn't seem pood
asnough to me, Btill, after what you say
it’s worth my while taking the trouble to
go and look at it. Thanks!”

Haorace Coker turned to the door, the
Famous Five staring at him hla_nkig.

“Hold on a minutel” gasped
Wharton,

“Well 1" Coker glanced back im-
patiently, “Sharp "

“We've engaged that van'

111 Rﬂtl!.’

“You see, we're gninF CATAVANNING
this vae," explained Wharton, "and
wa'va engaged that van because it's a
jolly pood one and fairly cheap. We've
[mii a deposit—"

£l nﬂsh !?.

“And the van's ours!” roarcd Beb

Cherry.

“ How much deposil have you paid §'
asked Coker, unheeding.

“Five quids.”

“Shouldn't have thought you counld
raize it,” said Coker. ** Well, all right.
I'll buzz off and see the van, and if it
suits me UMl hand you your five guids,
and you can give me ihe receipt,”

He turned to the door aguin,

* But—-=" stuttered Wharton.

“I've no more time to waste here,’
zaid Ucker, over his shoulder.

P e ¥

Y Nonsense [

Horace Coker strode nway, the inter-
view over. The Fameus Five stared at
one another, and then burst into a laugh.

“Dear old Coker!™ pgurgled Bob
Cherry. * He thinks he's going to have
our van if it suils him 1"

“Only if it suits him ! chockled
MNugent,

YAnd we don't count at all ! grunted
Johnny Bull. “Of all the thundering
cheek——"

“1 zay, vou follows——"

“Shut vwp, Dunter! What have yom
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to Caoker for, anyhow "

been gasam
harten.

derfianded

“Weoll, vou fellows left me behind,”™

“T made Coker the offer
ko take him caravanning. I felt justified
in doing it. But vou chaps needn’t fecl
plarmad. Ti's all right. I've decided
not fo take Coker [ say, you've wonly
got six eggs here for tea, Iz that all®"

"Yos, ass!l”

“"Then what are you fellows going to
have ?" (inquired Bunter,

“We're going fo have the scal
the fattest Enig in the county of
if he dossn't shoat upt®
Bull ferociously.

Whereupon William  George DBunter
grunted and shut uwp., The Famous Five
gettled  down to ten, c'hnr.]i]ing agﬁin a5
they thought of Coker fooling it down
iﬂe%'uu;tﬁﬂld to look at the caravan. It
did not seem to have dawned upon the
owerful brain of Horace James that

arry Wharlon & Co. might decline to
relinguish the wan. That fact was to
dawn latoer.

The chums had finished tea, and were
talking caravanning, wheén the bulky
figure of Horzea James appeared in the
doorway ance meore. Coker strode into
the study with a siride that made the
table shole,

“It's all right 1" he announced.

“Been the van 7" asked Harry.

" Yes—and it's a ecorker " said,Coker,
“How old Lazarus came by such a real

gaid Bunter,

of
Cent
gatd Johnny

vipper | can't wnderstand! It's all
gerenal  Five pounds, I think you
said 7"

H Juet 20"

“Hand over the receipt, then."

“The receipt?’’ =aid Harry. s

“Yes, you young ass! Tgat receipt's
mine, as I'm going to hand you back
your deposit.*

Coker threw a five-pound note on
the study fable, and waited. Harry
Wharton made no movement to produce
the receipt. IHe amiled,

“Didn't Lazarus tell you we'd hired
the van for the vacation?" he asked.

“Yes, that's all right. I've explained
to Lazarus that I'm takipng it over, and
ha's agrecable,” said Coker. * Where's
that receipt "

“"In my pocket-book."

" Well, shell it out, you young duffer!
1 want my tea!” said Coker impatiently.
“Don't keep mo waiting here all night !

“Borry to keep you waiting for a
gingle moment " aaid the captain of the

ove. “*You don’t improve the land-
scaps, Coker!™
“He, he, he!” came from Rilly
Bunter.

“T don’t want any check,-said Coker
darkly. “I want that receipt. There's
your five guids.”

“Js that a present?" asked Bob
Cherry. *“Awfully kind of vou to tip
us five pounds for our little caravanning
heoliday, Coker !V

“It's for the deposit!” roared Coker,
“Now I want the receipt! Don't T keep
on telling you that I'm taking the wvan
over 1"

“We're not handing our van over to
you, Coker,” explained Wharton in a
yoice a3 pentle as the coo of 8 dove.

“Ton't be a younpg aszs " said Coker.
¥ I've decided to have that van. 8iill,
I'll do the fair thing. I'll give you an
extra ten bob™

Heo dived his hand into his packet, and
thera was a clink of much cash. Horace
Cokar was alwaye extremely well pro-
vided with that useful article.

“VYou silly ass!™ roared Bob Cherry.
"You'ra not having our van! Try to
HEXT
MONDAY !

got that inle your
thick head! You're
not having 18! Catch
en?"

# Loock hera——"

“There’'s the
door,” added Whar-
ton politely.

“I'm having thatl
van,"” smd Coker
calmly. ““I've told
yvou that TU've de-
cided on it. I'm nob
likely to let & gang
of fags do me ouk of
a van I've decided
on. Youcan hardly
sxpect ib1"

“It's our wvan!'
bawled Johnny Bull,

“Don't shout af
me, Dull. Cive me
thot receipt, Whar-
ton. Lazarus won't
let me have the van
without 1"

“Naturally — ns
he's let it to us,™
aaid Harry. “Pale
awa your fiver,
Coker, Nothing
doing !

“Take away that
bauble 1™ gt‘inued
Bob Cherry.

“I'm =a patient
chap,” Baid Coker,
breathing hard,

“but I don't take
much cheek  from
fags, I shall be

soery fo have to give

“ Bunter doesn't know for certain we are golng fo-
morrow,”’ said Harry Wharton, thoughtiully, * Wecan

get off while he is snoring, We'll have the
ready, and when he rolls down in the morning he'll
simply find tﬁl gone,

8

bags all

It’s the only way of glving him
sip1™ (See Chapter 5,) g

you a hiding, Whar-
% You will—if begin ! ted

ou will—if you begin! a
Wharton, v £ nen

“ Will you hand over that receipt?™

" Mot q;.llia."

“IFor the lust time!"™ roared Coker.

* Bow-wow 1™

Coker forgot that he was in the
cnemy’s country as he received that
diarespectful reply, He made & jump
at the captain of the Hemove.

Billy Bunter, unfortunately, happened
to be in the way, Bunter was swept
nside, and went sprawling on the
study foor with a terrifie yell. Then
Caoker's powerful hends foll on Whar-
ton's shoulders.

And at the same time hands that
seemned innumarable fell wpon Horace
Coker.

The Fifth-Former found himself sud-
denly whitling towards the deor with a
mighty whirl.

e spun round in the doorway, and
sat down there with & bump and a grunt,
not quite knowing how he had arrived
there. -

" Dooococh 17

“Ow-ow-ow !"” roared Bunter, sitting
uq. “SBmash him! Jump on him! I'm
killed=—T mean, injured ! My backbhone's
broken in two—yow-ow—places—ow "

*Grooogh ! glaspeﬂ Coker.

The Famous Five grinned at the great
man sprawling in the doorway. bher
serambled up.

“Why, I[—I—=I'll smash he
pasped.

“*Come on, Coker 1"

“Collar him!" velled Bob Cherry, as
the Fifth-Former rushed to the attack,

The next moment a terrific strugglo
was raging in Study No. 1. Chairs went
flying right and left.

Coker was a powerful fellow, but he

Fﬂu !ll

F fellows.

was not quite equal to dealing with five
active juniers at once,

Ile spun round the study, batlling for
his life. Billy Bunter prudently crawled
under the table.

Crash! Trample! Crazh! Bomp!

Vernon-3mith looked into the study ir
astonishment, and then there was a yell
along the Remove passage.

“Tumble up! Rescne, Remove !

Study doors opened all along the
pasInge.

The Bounder was the first in ta the
rescue: but Squiff and Redwing, Pen-
fold and Mark qf..inle:.r were close hehind.
After them came Bolsover major and
Tom Brown and Kippe and Peter Todd
and Newland, and five or zix other
Ii was surprising that =0 many
fellows could get into one study, but they
did. And they all wanied to get near
Coker,

Horace had woke up a hornet's nesgt—
not & new experienco for the great man
of the Fifth.

What happened to him next Coker
never quite knew.

A series of earthquakes, sir-raids, and
dynamite cxplosion: secmed to be rolled
into one for his bencfit~that was the
Lr!'tprﬁﬂaiun the proceedings made upon

im.

He cama to himsell, as it were, at the
bottom of the Remove staircase, sitting
on the landing there & wreck.

Hea zat and gas&(;d.

“Clome back, ker, and have some
more 1"

“Lots more on tap, Coker[”

“Ia, ha, ha "

The Remove staircose was crowded
with welling jumiors. Coker sat and
blinked up at them dazedly. He felt his
nose and his chin and his eves and hia
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cars. All those parts of him felt as if
they weren't there.

0w " fuﬁad Coker. “Wow!
Grooogh ! v hat! Yoooooogh!™”

ha!ll
“I say, you fellows, give him some
more 1"

“Roll Bunter down on him!” howled
uilf.

‘Ha, ha! Good egg!"

Here, 1 sy, you fellowa, leggo—

FRroooooh-—

Coker of the Fifth staggered up. He
did not charge up the Remove staircase.
The spirit moved hinm to do so; but
though the spirit was willing, the flesh
was woeak., He staggered away down the
lower stairs inetead, followed by a chorus
of howls and hoots.

It was a dilapidated Coker that tottered
into the atudy in the Fifth Form passage
and colls into & chair there. Potter
end Greene looked at him wcross the tea-
table and emilad.

uﬂqﬂ-n tﬂ“i‘l‘lg t-im l'nq'a whﬂ.t ﬂu".‘ﬂ
ﬁgﬂﬂd about the van?” asked Poflter

i T::r hear was to obey, of coursel” re-
marked Greene.

Those remarks would certainly have
bean followed by wor in Coker's study if
Horace Coker had folt equal to any more
war just then. But he didn't!  Even
Horace Coker had had encugh—for the
present, at least.

e E—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Coker’s Last Word !

@Y T'S dashed queer!”
I Boh Cherry made that remark
as he came in at the gates of Grey-
friara and joined his chums n
the quadrangle.

“What's queer now?" asked Nugent.

" About that merry old van.™

“ Nothing happened to the caravan?”
oxclaimed {\?harﬂm,

“Coker's been after 1t aganin,” grinned

Johuny DBull. “Ie zeems rather sore
aboat it. He had the cheek to offer
Lazarus ten bob a week more than we're
going to pay !
“That's all right,” said Bah, “ Lazarus
will stick to his bargain, ut azs 1 waos
in Courtfield 1 thought I'd dvop in and
have another ook at the van. Andd
!rha-lre's been apother attempt to burple
at.”

“Phew !

“Old Lazarus told me," s=aid Bob
“Ié's simply extraordinoacy! He's got
the bobby on the beat to keep an extra-
specinl eye on hir yard, and the boblet
nearly canght a man last night. Therc
was another man holding a horse at a
distanco—the bobby saw hin. They got
away. DBut there's no doubt they were
after the van., JIsn't it a giddy mystery!
'Wha’t the thump do they want that van
for®™

“ Nobody caught?™ asked Nugent,

“No: they gob clear. I could under-
stand it if they were afler Lazarus' grddy
jewellery  and  thines, hot that cara-
van——"" Bolt Cherry shook his head
“1t beats me "

The Co. looked purzled, ag they {elt.

“Jf a chap wants the van so badly, he
could have hired it," said Wharton.

“Well, vou can’t hire g van without
paying for it, and giving references,”
anid BBob. “The ﬂliiE conldn't get hold
of it that way, I suppoze. DBut Lazarus
says Lhere was a man came after it a
week or bwo ago—Dbefore we saw 1t—who
wanted to hire 18, He agreed to pay
what was asked, but broke down on the
question of references., ILazarus wasn't
trusting a hundred-and-fifty-guid van
minto his hands, of course, ns he was
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shifty. He's got an idea that it’s the
same man trying to sfeal it. They've
tried three timea now. What the thump
do they want it for?”

“ Gondness knows ™

“There's some giddy mystery about
that van,” said Harry Wharton thought-
fully. *“It looke like a really good van,
specially built for somebody with money
to burn., Lazarusz don't ecem to want to
mention where he got it, or who sold it
to him.™

“He's jolly anxious to geb it off hiy
hands,” grinned Bob., “1t's beginning
to worey him. He said that if he hadn't
lat it ta va, he'd have sold it at an auction
for what it would fetch to get it off his
hands. He's fed-up with the enterpris.
ing burglars.*

“ Rather a joke if they try to burgle it

when wa're caravanning in it 1" remarked

Nugent.

“The jokefulness would be rather too
terrific!” said Hurree Singh, with a shake
of his dusky head,

“Well, there'll be five of us, and we

can  toke care of ourselves,'™ said
Wharton.
“8Bix, you mean!"™ chimed in Billy
Bunter.

ul give !’l'dﬁ::iid Harry.

“8ix, old chap——"

“Buzz off, Bunter!™

“You fellows needn't ba nervous
about it,”” said Bunter, blinking at the
Famous Five. “T shall be there, you
kirow. Rely on ma!”

The Fumous Five chuckled. They were
not fealing nervous; but 1t was not the
praspect of Billy Bunter's protection that
reassured them.

“Wea shall be taking our ericket
things,”" said Heob, “and if a merry
burglar comes a-burghng, and I get n
lick ot him with my b« he will wish he

had tnken to work instead.  Buol ib's
dashed queer—we're starting with a
We'll

fid‘d:.r mystery to bemin with!
wve the van, though !

“Yes, rather!™

“That's seitled !

Coker of the Fifth met the juniors as
they wera going into the schoolhousze.
Coler had something #o say; and, ap-
parently, he preferred not to visit the
Remove passage agalm

" Abont that van—" he bogan.

“Clome up to the studv and talk it
over " safd Bob Cherry affahbly.

And there was a chortle.

Coker did not accept the invitation.

“T'm having that van,” sad Cohker.
“T'd decided on it and I wouldn't tuke
any other van now if Lazaros had fifty to
offer. Your cheek only makes me maore
determined. That's the kind of fellow I
ami"”

“ Gather rennd, mv infants !’ zaid Bob
Cherry gravely. *Coker’s poing to tell

ug the kind of fellow he 12!  Go on,
Cokor ™
Coker clenched has hig fists, But Mr.

nelch, the master of the Remove, was
chatting with Monsieur Charpentier at
a little distancee, and as ha saw him
Coker unclenched his fists again, It was
not a suitable moment for arpument in
CUolier's drastic style,

“{ro on, Coker!” chorused the junicrs,
with mock respect. * You're an awlully
interesting chap, Coker!”

“Bing 1t over aguin to us!” sand Boeb
Cherry.

Cloker breathed hard through his nose.

Wil vou hand over that van, Whar-
ton?" ho asked.

Wharton turned to Boabh Cherry.

“Will we hand over the van®" he said
gravely,

Bob turned to Johnny Bull

“Will we hand over the vant"

In the ' Popular ! * The Great Fish Puzzle!* Story of Greyfriars School.

Bull turned to Nugent. L.

“Will we hand——" he was begpinning:
but Coker interrupted.

“Wo're breaking-u
anid. T won't thras
day of termn——"

“You won't!” sssented Wharton, with
a smile.

“"The won'tfulness is terrific!™

“1 simply tell you that I'm having that
van., [ understand from old Lazarus thet
you've arrangnd to take it away in the
second week of the vac; you're m-Eﬁtimi
in Courtfield to start cararanning.
understand that——"

“Not really "™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“¥ou surprisa me, Colker !

“"Isn't 1t 507" demanded Coker.

~ "Yes, it's so. But what surprises me
18 that wvou understand it. 1 never
thought you e¢ould uwnderstend any-
thing !"'

“Hi, hﬂ, hﬂl!lj

If there had been epoplexy in the
Coker famuly, Heorace would cortainly
have had 2 fit on the gpet. Fortunately,
there wasn’t.

“1 shall be here!" he gnsped. "I'm
going to have that van! I've made you
a fair offer—your money back and ten
bob for yourselves. You oupht to be
gratefof——="

“Tt's an ungrateful world ! said Bob,
with a serious shake of the head.

“ Anvhow, I'm having the van, If you
refuse to hand it over, I shall simply
take it."

“Taka it?" ejaculated Wharton.

“That's the programme. I'm not
likely to he defiad bv a gang of tags, [
suppose | said Coker disdainfully. " It's
up to me now to have that van. T am
EIVINg Fou warning what to expoot if
you don’t do as you're ordered ™

“Thanks!" eaid Wharton, laughing.
“We'll ba on the look.out for you,
Coker 1™

HY T ba jolly glm‘l to see you!™ said
Bob genially. “If you come bothering
round our van, wo'll alter vour features
for you, Coker—and any alteration would
ba for the betier, wouldn't it, old beant"

Coker controlled his  feelings, and
walked away. The Famous Five re-
garded one ancther with grinning faces.

“Deoar old Coker!” murmured Bob.
" Always biting off more than he can
chew, and always pgetting it in the
neck [

E“I;I'h{a cheeky ass—"" gronted Johnny
Wi

“This 15 rather rich, even for Coker,”
eaid Harry Wharton, with a chuckle.
*If he means | Eh:

“dh, he means it!" grinned Bob.
“There's going to be trouble s soon as
we start with the piddy van. The more
the mervier.”

Coker glanced at the chums of the
Remove when the "Greyfriars follows
were cleaving off the next day. Perhaps
be oxpected them to come along and
expluin that they woere sovey, and that
he enuld have the van, or perhaps he ex.
preted 1o see signg of irepidation, In
either ¢ase, there was a disappointment
for the great man of the Fifth, The
Famous Five waved their hands to him
from their brake and called out a cheer
good-hye, and Billy Bunter—{eeling salo
out of Coker’s reach—put a fat thumb to
hiz fat little nose and exteanded four fat
fiegers m derision. And Horace Coker,
sunmertng with wrath, was left only the
| poou solace of slanging Potter and
(Greene,

to-morrow,” he
you on the last

L {Continued on page 13.)

DID TALE OF THE JUNIORE OF GREYFRIARA.

“THE SEGRET OF THE CARAVAN!'" * *"**:

By FRANK RICHARDS. 11
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By Harry Wharton. %
FEPIIH VBT IFETT OIS

I had hoped that this Speclal Scouting
vmber would come as a pleasant surprise to
my reader chums,

Doubtless it would have done had not Billy
Bunter—the fat eavesdropper!—overheard my
Ehn@.- wnd forestalled me by publishing a

pecial Heouting Number of his " Weekly,"

These two Scouting Nombers, howaver, will
be as difterent as chalk from -cheese Billy
Bunter's ia merely an apolegy for 2 number.
This is the real goods!

We are told by o famous oovelist—Charles
Dickensg, te wit—that Sam Weller's knowledge
of London was extensive and peculiar.. Billy
Bunter's kﬂowtcﬂﬁa of scouling is neither.
What he doeen't know about camping, trail-
hunting, and se on. would fill whole volumes!
He wasn't gualified to got out a Scouting
Number at all; and In ¢ribbing our ides, and
muking a hash of It, he has merely covered
himself with ridicule,

I think 1 may say, withoul being theught
conceited, that this 1s one of the best numbers
we have had, just as Hilly Bunter's Scouting
Number was the worst perpetration in the
history of achoalboy journalism,

Did Bunter go unpunished for his audacity
In cribbing our wheeze? Not a bit of it! [If
oW Want to see how lLe fared, turn to the
*Police Court Newsa." VYou will find it very
pmusing—but Dunter didnt!?

There are still several correspondents who
geem to imagine that | have got my knife into
W. Q4. Wothing of the sort. If Dunter
wauld only drop his queer little habits, and
behave himaself like s little gentleman, he
would be treated fike a decent member of
society. I he played erleket renlly well [
would gladly give him & place in the Remove
eleven., If he refrained from listening at key-
holes, and telling fibs, and cribling the wheezes
of a rival editor, we would even invite Iifm to
ahate Study No. 1 with us, like he 21d in the
old days, when we were practically new bovs,

Far be it from me to bear malliee towards
anyhody. Bub untll Billy Bunter mends his
ways hie will have to take a back seat.

And now, my chums--as Billy would say--
* 1 will leeve you to enjoy this wunderful feest
of fickshun to yore har{a’_ contempt **!

HARRY WIARTON.
Supplement i.]
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Week Ending Aufust 6th, 1921, :

Address all letters to BHARRY WHARTON,
&% The Magaet Library, The Flostway Houns,
Farringdon Sireet, E.C 4.

THE LONG, LONG TRAIL ! i

A Revised Version of a
Popular Song l

: Written by DICK PENFOLD.

;.ll-hn-‘-l e ¥ B T P e S

e i
o

Sung by W. G. BUNTER during a “ forced
march ' of the Greyftiars Boy Scouts.

Legs are prowing very weary,
Arms are stiff and sore;
Scouting isn't very cheery,
Life's a beastly hore,
See! The road before us stretches
Many o weary mile.
Cherry, take compassion! Let mo have
fn'::mr supper ration,
I'll aispose of it in style!

There's 2 long, long trail a-winding
Into the far distant comp,

Where the tents are toppling ovaer,
And the bods are damnp.

There's a long, long night of waiting
Until my dreams all come true,

'Tili the time that I'll be feeding
On a dish of Irish stew!

Eng, vou chaps, 1I'm nearly dropping !
shall we et there seon?
Ow! T really can’t help stopping,
Think I'm roing to swoon!
Hunger's gnawing at my vitals,
I cannot force a smile.
Stop a jiffy, Skinner! I'll relieve you
of your dinner,
Then I'll jog along in style!

There's a long, long trail a-windine
Into the far-distant camp,

Where we'll eat and sleep and rovel
At the end of our tramp.

There's a long, long nighe of waiting
Until my dreams all come true,

Till the time that I'll be drinking
Countless ginger-pops with you!

SHHSDRDIPDDBBDBHDB

S What I Think About It18

; &
% By Billy Bunter. %
(PATROL LEADER, “Owi™ Patroly

%@@@%@@@@@@@@@@

As the fond parent remarkt when he lonked
at his baby, * I think it's a crying shame!™

Whae first had the idear of & Speshul Scout-
Ing Number? Me! Who first put the idear
into print? Me! Who cribbed the ldear, and
tried to reep all the onner and glory? Me—
I mean Wharton?

Their are twa BSeout Patrols in the Rémmove,
One ia the Liens—and there anticke farely
make you rore! The other is the Owls, of
which [ am the commander-in-cheef.

What I don't know aboubt scouting lsn't
worth knowing. I have won avery Beout bad
it is possibul to win, and if T were to try
wear them gil they wood cover the breat of
my tunick, and the back of it as well. And 1
32&1:&1’ have to kontinew them down my
shorte!

Az a master of scouteralt, T am IT! [ can
follo a trail for miles and miles—espeshuliy
il their's a big feed at the end of it!

And yet Wharton, who s & tenderfoot—a
meer novvis—dares to get out a Speshul
Seouting Nomber of the ** Greyfriars Herald,”
a3 if he were an orthority on the subjeckt of
scouting!

Kompare thiz number with my own Sconting
Number of the " Weekly,” which appeered
Inat weak, and you will say, " One iz the reel

oods—the other is a farce!™ [Hear, hear!

ur readers will not need telling which iz the
farce!—ED.]

t's just like Wharton to cribb my idears
like thiz. DBut it's always the way. I'm
such a clevver fello, and Wharton's such a
duffer that he karn't hﬂf sucking my branes.
It he dido't, the * Greyiriars Herald ** wood
nevver be published at all, Tof Wharton
hasn't a single original idear in his hend!

[ am only slowd a foew inches of space in thia
issew, deer recders, so I karn't tell you
epgaactly what I think of Wharton's wicked,
wanton, Wiy wavs. But the neckst time he
dares to cribh one of my idears [ shall
rekwest-him to meet me in the Jim, with or
without gluvs,

Torking about the Jim, have you fellocs seen
my Speshul  Jim-nastick Number in  tha
' Popular,” now on sail?

H ¥ou haven't got it, Ay to yore pocss-
agent at wunce! My alroplane Is at yore
diaposal.

TaE MacueTr Lirrart.—No. T4,
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HEN T ecalled
recelve my instruclioos, 1 found

oo the
him im  scouting attire. Besides
being the Editor of the * Grey-

friars Herald," captain of the Form ta[:rt-nl)n

of cricket, apd president of this, that-. and
the other, he is the leader of fhe 1st Grey-
friars Troop of Boy Scouts,

" You louk awlfully smart in that ri
1 snid admiringly—" in fact, one
that you were fotching!

“Enough of fattery!” sald the Fditor

aut,"
might say

sternly. *' There's work to be done! I want
you Lo interview Patrol-lcader Cherry, who
holds 2 i responsible  position  woder my
command,

‘:Whﬂre ghall 1 find him?" I asked.

" Qondness koows! He might be Io his
study. On the other biand, he might be a
dozen miles away. It'a ]ynur place to Terret
hip::}gut, and Interview him?™

oure sewding mMe oft & 14-
chase!" 1 ﬂ'l‘u‘?led.ﬂ P gdohe

" Can't help your troubles!
bution isn't handed in by
be sacked on the spot!™

“ gh, crumbs ;"

Not wishing to lose my remuperative johe
I get half-acrown a year, and aothing found
=1 set off at once in quest of Patrol-leader
'I'S:{Iir {!ﬂhe:rr.l

~1¥ Orst place of eall waz Studvy No. 13.

“ Dol Cherry at homet™ I 1m§ruim:l* pop-
plf':g my haodsome face through the daarway.

‘He is absenttull away,” said Hurree
Singh, pausing in the act af playing the
lnfllun love lyrics oa his mouth-organ.

. Aoy {dea where he [af™

You may find him ou the riverful atream,

either pintfully puntin . or row!l
or swimfully swl:umingﬁ' o Temive,

1Tdhalui:i!" I said.
I at once made tracks for the river.
The first thing that grected my gaze when
I reached the boathouse was a hundle of
Bcont’s clothes. They were awfully smart
and stylish—just 1iké the togs which the
E{Ht}u Elmh h!tF'.‘II. wearing.
st about my size, too!™ [ T

p?kmﬁ u{:‘:.hrz sy murmured,

n't koow wha the tegs belonged to,
aad I didn't moch care. T was ﬂi!nﬂH by an
impulse to put them on, in order that I
inight look as smert as the Editor. Call it
vanity, it you like, but I seasn't going to
mlss this opportunity of arraying myeeif llke

Iomion im all his Slory.

Belng rather a scrapgpy
ahie fo don the scoul's
Etons.
hnl-ln{nghdnne !m.EI stenped Into the boat-

use, where a mirror hung upon the wall,
in arder to take stock of myself.

"My hat!' I ejacolated. “1 look the
complete scout! 1 must go back to Grey-
friars aud cut a dasn! I sha'n't worry about
finding PBob Cherry 1™

As T emerged from the bosthouse, a sten-
torian voice halled me.

Turniog, I beheld the very fellow 1 had
been secking—Bob Cherry.

He was about a hondred wards down the
rver, swimming at a frantie rate o the
dirertion of the boathouse.

“My togz!™ he shouted. ** What are you
doiog with my uniform, yon bounder 7™

1 had no idea It was yours,” I answered.

* Well, take it off, or 1'l puolverize you!™

I had no inteotlon of removiog the scout's
Hg-out which became me so well, o [ turned
on my heel mod burried awny in the direc.
tion of Greyfriars,

liph Cherry bellowed to me to stop, hot I
heeded not. T left him in the river, threaten-
ing me with all sorts of pains and penalties
unlest [ came back and discarded hie
ohniform.

When I arrived at Greyfriavs 1 caused a
great sensalion

There waz a party of Removitee In the
Cloze, and they gazed at me in wonder.

" Pidnt know you were a giddy patrol-
teader!™ zald Peter Todd.

I chuckled.

Tar MicHeET LIBRABRY.—INo. T04.

I your eontri-
five o'clock, you'il

Imlii vidual, I was
vniform over my

finent

By our Special Representative,
~—Patrol-Leader ROBERT CHERRY.

ot
g po i

Inlersiews

“1 ook jolly smart io this get-up, den't
17" I spid, " I'm supposed to %':-. interview-
ing Dol Cherry for the * Greyfriars Herald,'
but 1 prefer to walk round and exhibit
myself In this new toggery!"

* That wnilorm [ooks Suspiciously
Cherry's 1™ seid Vermoo-Smith,

I made po answer, bub strolled away.

Hall ap hour later Micky Desmopnd came
dashing into the scheol building,

“ Whither bonpd?" 1 inguired, meeting
him in the passage.

" Falth, an’ come epaipeen haz walked off
with Bob Cherry's togs while le was
bathin'!" said Micky breathlessly.

** And Cherry bas sent you bhere to fetch
him zomething to wear, I suppoze?™”

Hiﬂki.r Nesmond nodded, and poassed on, A
few miputes later I saw him going out of

ltke

the gates with a large bundiec under his ]

AT,

“ (Good thing for Cherry that he fouod
eomebody Lo go to the rescue,” I murmared,
"“or he might have had to stay im the
river indefinitely!™

I then took up my poaitlon in the doorway
of the porter’s lodge, and waited for Bo
Cherry to turn ap. As soon A8 he came [
intended to bolt ioto the lodge.

But when Bob Cherry 4id arrive 1 did
pot dodge Inzide. I etood in the doorway
like one transfixed.

“ M-m-my only aunt!” 1 efacvlated.

For Bobh Cherry was attired in a suit of
Sunday best—and the.suit was my own!

Bob is sturdy, and I am slim. (Conce-
quently, when bhe tried fo get into my tops
he had done conciderable damage.

“ My togs I shouted Bob Cherry, as
come down the steps of the boat-house.

“What are you deing with my
uniform ond
Moreover, Bob Cherry appeared to have

fallen into a puddle on his way to the school,
Tor my trouvsers—my pricelezs Sunday bags—
were caked with mud!

" llere we are again!™ said BRob Cherry
ﬁ;y. " Hope yon dido't mind my sending

mond up to the school to borraw Your
topr ! Exchange is no robbery !

* You—yron——""

Words failed me. I rushed at Bob Cherry,
aod the oext moment we were fighting fike
tigera. .

Altheugh a Fairly good ﬂghtin?mau when
I am roused—and T was roused then—I was
no mateh for Bob Cherry. Ile got my head
in chanecery, aod pounded it aomercifolly.
Then he rolled me in a muddy puddle in
the Close, but in 2o doing he oaly sciled
his own uvnilorny, which I was weariog.

The npshot of it was that BHob Cherry's
soouting  attire had to be scut to the
¢cleaners.

My own togs were z0 badly damaged that
they were beyond repair, and | made a
present of them to the old clo’ man when
he calied.

2o the joke was sgaiost me, after all. And
I shall thiok twice before I help mysell to
any more scouting apparel whilst the owner
of it i bathiag!

-
4
-
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i THE GREYFRIARS POLICE
i COURT !

A Record of all recent Charges
1 and Donvictions.

BY QOUR BPECIAL I-‘IEPCIHTEH.E
e 8 it . 4 § et § o g e 4y

CHARGE OF CRIBBING !

HE peolice-court proceedings took
Scouta,

place this week in a large
marquee, the prlIu'pert:f of the
1st (Greyfriars) Troopd of Boy

The presiding mayistrate—Mr, Justice
Wharton—was in full scout kit. He
looked an even bigger freak than usual.
(AH right, Mr. Reporter, you'll get it in
thae neck for this!)

The first prisoner to appear was
William (George Bunter, who was rollod
into the dock on a trolley.

Mr. Robert Cherry, K.C., appeared for
the prosecution, and Mr. Harold Skinner,
K.C., C.A.D, for the defence.

Magistrate: ““What is this Owl doing
in the dock?®™

Mr, Cherry: “Glaring at you through
his blinkers, vour worship.” ([Laughter.}

Maristrate: *““Yes, yes, Dut why 33
ha here? In pwhat way hath he offended
Qur Person?”

Mr, Cherry: "“The other day, your
worship, *some tima between rizing-bell
and bed-time, the prisoner wae found
lottering outside the editorial offica of
the * Greyfrinrs Herald' His ear was
flued to the Lkeyhole, and he was
Srinhingm" '

AL his

Magistrate: ““DBless may soul!

age, tao! What was he imbibing®™
Mr. Cherry: *“He was drinking in
your conversation, your worship.”
{(Laughter.) ’
Mapristrate: "I trust he found it
refreshing,  What was 1 talking about
at the time?” ]
Mr. Cherry: “Your worship wes

arraneing to produre a special Seouting
Number of the *Groyfriers IHerald.'
Prisoner overheard the stunt, cnd used
it himself in that priceless weekly of
his. "

Magistrate: “Ho, ho! Cribbing—eh?
We shall have to deal very z:e:vare]y with
this eavesdropping porpoise !’ i

Mr, Sl{inne?“ far the defence, seid that
his elient had merely stooped down out-
side the door of the editorial office in
arder to tie his bootlace, which had come
undona. He had not overheard any con-
versation, being afflicted with deafness in
hoth cors. :

Magistrate: 1 thought his name was
Bunter—not Putton! (Laughter.)

Mr. Skinner: “The special Scouting
Number was my client’s own iden. Hae
thought of it years ago, befora yon wera
out of your worshipful cradle,”

Magiatrate: “I will stand no cheek
from you, my learned chump! What do
the gentlemen of the jury think about
it

Foreman of the Jury: ‘

risener guilty before the proceedings

cpen, your worship.” (Loud laughter.)

Prisonar pleaded that his frail and deli-
eate constitution would not stand heavy
punishment, Nevartheless he was sen-
tapced to six sounding strokes with the
tent-pole.

"Wea founa

— —

REPORTS IN ERIEF,

Samuel Tuckless Bunter was charged
with stealing a billycan, the property of
his major, o

Magistrate: “Ts that why it is called a

{Continued on page 1£.) ;
[Supplement s,
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of the Fifth.
Coker's countenanee was beam-
Ing—likewise the conntenaneces of the Fifth-
Formers who gccompanied him.

It was Saturday afternoon, and the mem-
bers of the Kangaron Pateol, composed solely
of Fifth-Formers, were tramping along the
dusty road im seouting attire. Their des-
tination was the Beouts™ camp at Woody
Boy, = charnnibg resorb o few miles along
the enast.

Coker was at the head of the processlsn,
pusliing hiz motor-bicyele, Coker never wenk
anywhere, il he could help it, without his
beloved machine. Like Mary's little lamb,
wherevef Horate Coker went, his bike was
pure to oo,

“We'll prepare bea as sooh as we get to
the comp,” said Poiter.

“Faith, an’' T could d¢ with It for one!™
eaid Fitzperald., “1'm ravenous!™

“Bame herel®

“Put the puce on, Cokar!™

Coker spun round irritably.

" Not =0 much gas!™ he growled, ™Az the
potrol-leader, I'm privileged to go at what-
ever paeo I like™

In the heat of the July afternoon the
Beotts pressed  on, Their formation was
ragaed and disjeinted ; there was no method
ghout their marching.

Coker's patral was the laoghing-stock of
Greyfriars—chicfly becatse the Janky fellowa
of the Fifth lovked so ridiculous in scout-
ing garh.
tiEmm.t[F Coker uttered o ery of sntistnc-

ol
‘4The camps in slzht, you fellows!™

“0h, good !

Some dizsfavee abend a group of white tents
eould be seen, Close beside them a number
of dark, moving obhjects were visiblae,

"Hatle ™ ejaculated Greene, in
"There'a somehody it the camp,™

Coker frowned.

o Anme couniry volels, T expect,” he anid.
*We'll jolly soom send them about their
busineszs I

On pearing the camp, however, the Fifth-
Formers saw Lhat the mendow was aconpied
by their ald rivals, Tetnple & Co., of the

pper Fourbh.

Cecll Bepinald Temple was the Ieader of the
Wolf Patrol. He and his fellow-Seoutz had
lett Greyfriars in advance of the Fifth-
Formers, aml had commandeered the eamp.
They were quite jusiiffied in doing o, really,
for the tents were the property of the echoaol
authoritics, and were for general use.

The camp was nob large enougly however,
to pecommodate bwa patrols for the week-

end.

Either Coker & Co. would have to retreat,
and leave the camp in the haods of their
rivals, or Tem!-!e & Co. wounld have to boe
ejected with vielenee fram the mendow,

Coker's fighting instinct was fully aroneed,

“The cheeky bhounders!™ bhe shouked wrath-
folly, "They've collared our ecamp! Ky=h
theo

S0 saying, Coker leaned hfs motor-cyele
apainst a gate, and léed his men o the
altack.

Temple & Cn. saw what was coming, and
they ‘were quite ready for it. They had not
expected to be left in peace during the week-
eid. They lined up, shoubder to shoulder,
and preparced to reecive the onrush.

Coker & Co. came charging through Lhe
entrapee to the meadow like a hord of
bulfaloes. Bub by the time the¥ came 1o
close quarters with their rivals their energy
was almost exhansted A tramp of six miles
an a zcorchiog hot day is searcely a Atting
preparaticn for a hand-to-hand  battle.

"};{'urn o oout 1" effied Temple.

The attacking party Eecme
aeninst o brick wall
1."?I'm: members of the Wolf Patrol stood firm

Supplement dn.l

T E'RE poing to have a perfectly
“E priceless time!"” exclaimed Coker

alarm.

ta come up
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By Sir James Vivian.

a8 a rock, and the Eangaroos hurled them-
eclves against that solid line in vain., They
were boeaten baek, and hefore Coker could
eollect his scattered forces, Temple & Co.
were engaged in chasing the Fifth-Formers
from the meadow,

Taock 16 Inte them '™ yelled Temple glee
fully, “Chase "em until they drop™

Coker & Co. were in fulf Hight now., Their
nitacks had heen repuleed, and they bhad no
stomach for further fehtine. heir one
desire was to put as much diztance hetweon
the camp and themeelves as possibile

It was gailing to leave the camp in the
hands of the eoemy, bub it could not be
heiped.

The Wolves, kiving up to their name, were
dushing slong like a hupgry pock io search
of prey. They ehased {he Kangaroos across
several felds, and then canght upr with them.

Another hapd-to-harnd cnconmter followod.

It is only fair to the Filth to say that
they were less stroog,  owweerically,  than
their rivals, Consequently, Temple & Co.
had oo difficwlty in overwheiming them.

After & brief struggle the Hangarcos Iay
on their backs in the grass, with a Waoll an
each of their chests,

"Oood work!” sald Dabney  delizhtedly.
"What are we going to do with “em how,
Temple?”

“{h, let them go." rpid the patral leader
aof the Walves, "We mipght as well retieve
them nof their clasp-kKnives first.”

I
B W

-l

After a brief struggle, the Kangaroos
lay on their backs in the grass, with
a Wolf on each of their chests.

“The spoils of war!” chuckled Fry, help-
ing himself to Coker's knifu,

A rlght. you  pounders!  spluticered
Coker. “Just you wait! You haven't secn
the lagk of ns yetll™

* Bow-wowr ™

As soom as the vietarionas patrol Ll
collected the elazp-knives of thelr viciims,
Coker & Co. were allowed to crawl away.

Aa the trinmphant Wolves returned to the
camp, sounds of singing came o their cars,

Owver a seore of voices werg chanting, in
unisnp, & scouting song.

“Look cut ! Leak ont! the sonp of the Scout,

The ¢ry of the marching host.

Under command to fend 3 hand
Wherever it's wapted moat,

Body and hrain resolved to tralo
By afl that we bear and see;

EBach in his place, hia Job to face,
Whatever that job may hel”

An expression of alarm came over the
face of Cecil Repinald Temple.

suanumds  bHke Wharton & Co.!™
claimed,

“PBuck wp,” said Dabney, “or theyil be
raiding our camp!”

The Wolves quickened their pace.

On caming in sight of the camp. they
gaw IHarry Wharton & Co—the Lion Patool
of “the Greyfriars HKemove—[n the act of
marching into the meadow.

hie  ex-

“The—=the cheeky yaung cubs!™ pasped
Temple. " They've taken advantage of our
Lieks being turned to slip into the camp!”

“We'll seon lave them out of it" eald
Fry confidently

But hiz eonfidence was miapinced.

The Lions werc not only skitled in Seont-
craft, but they woery excoilent fiphting-men.

They lined up shonlder to shoulder, just os
Temple & Co. had done to meet the attack
nf the Fifih-Formers

The Waolves, wnder Temple's
Lamnelrest a fieres attack. Buot they got no
further than the entramce to the campb.
They were driven back in disorder, with the
wir-cries of Harry Whartlon & Co. rioging in
their enrs.

* Hurrah !

“That's the stul to give em ™

Temple, whe bad been lloored by o power-
ful strajsht left from Boh Cherry, picked
hitn=elf up, and shonk his st at the Lione

“Ulear off!™ he said heatedly.,  "This s
olr catmp!”

*There seems ta he some slight difTercoce
of opinion on that subpeet,”  zaid Harry
Wharton, with a orln.  * We happen to ba
in possesginon at the moment, and, what's
iasre, we menan fo romgin i possession ™

*Hegr. bear!”

Temple rallied his men, and another des-
porate attaek was made,

Thiz hirme the Wolvea lonked like suceeed-
ing, for hall @ dozen of them hroke through
intn tle meeddow

The Liowns, hiowever, fought with sueh grim
deteemination that they graduvally  over-
powerad the attackers.

Temple & Co. were sgeuttered like chafl
hwfore Lhe reaper.  After ten mimttes' fight-
ine they flied in wild disorder.

Tl shouts of the victors followed them aa
they ranm,

“Hurrah i

"The Rewmove are top dogs!™

TWe're here for the week.end ™

“Inzt veun waib, my beanties ! growled
Temple, a8 he timped 2lone with his followers,
“Woe'll spring a surpriee atteck on you to-
wisht, and you'll be cawght wapping ™

ftut the Lions dug themselves in, and they
were prepared for any emergency.

Harey Wharlon hoad s eplendid senbry aAys
tem. and when the alarm was piven ot dosk,
everyholy in the camp was prepared.

The Lioms found themzelves up agninst o
mnel  stifer propesition on this accasion.
For Temple & Co. and Coker & Cn. had
joined forees. and ther outnumbered  the
Hemnve to the fune of two {0 one.

It 50 happened. however, that Boh Chetry
had procured a lhoeepipe, and the Aeree jet
of woater which was diseharpod  therefrom
cilectnally kept the invaders at hay.

Half g dozen juniors hn_m;:ht.. soda-water
Sj'ﬁlllﬂﬂs inke play. and this completed the
FOUTL.

Deenched, demorali=ad, and defeated, the
Wolver and ihe Rangarond heat a retreat,
and crawled hack to Grevfriars, leaving the
cutmpr In the handa of the Lious

And the Removites spent a plarions: week-
enid wnder canvas, having succossfully out-
witted the rival potrols!

eommand,

KNOW THAT

The New Serial for
Next Week's issue of

THE POPULAR

Is the best Serial ever written

-
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By Frrr _Jopp

o Ay
i,

An Entirely New Sevies of Stovies, featuring Terrors Shocke, the Amaving
Ietective, and his assizstant, Shaker.

THE CASE OF THE
ERRQORS SHOCKE reclined at ease on
: hiz magnificent horgghair sofa, with
=1i|3 face buricd in the " Daily Reflee-
) i P

There was nothing in the police-court news
to interest him. He was reading of England’s
gloricus display in the latest Test mateh,

“They put up a fine fight, Bhaker,” he muor-
mured—"a very fine fizht! They were only
beaten by an tnnings and a few hundred runs.
Either the Australlans are going all to pleces,
oF pur own batting streagth is improving.”

“¥ou are interested in crieket, Shockef™
1 venturcd.

* Ever since 1 conld taddle on two stumps,™
wos the reply, * the pame has had an ahsorh-
Ing Tascination for me. Even now my rela-
tiver declare that T have bata in my betfry.”

“Bat zurely they do not mean crickoet-bats,
Bhocke

Before my friend could reply, the door of
hiz apartment fAew open, and o plump and
breathless figure barst in.

We recompiaed the newcomer at once. It
wae BEilly Bunter, of the Remove Form ak
Greyfriars.

A pt'ump and breathless ﬁ ure burst

into otr rooms. [t was Billy Bunter,
and he was dressed in scouling kil

Bunter was in scaniing kit, and he lookad
about ~ the weirdest freak thut had ever
galfied access to Terrors Shocke’s rooms—
and there have been a good mauy,

“Pray be seated, my young friend,” sald
dhocke, in his courleous manner., “ Mot on
the Windsor chair, or It will enllapse. ¥You
had better bry the eoal-seuttle,”

Billy Bunter seated himself on the scuttie,
which groaned beneath his weizht.

"Why are you dréssed in this qualnt
attire? ingnired Terrors Shocke.

*I'm eamping ont for the week-end, In
a meadow near Greyfrigrs,” aatd Bunter..
"I'm the leader of the Owl Patrol, you see.”

“You are camping out alone?"”

AN alone. We've only one tent, and it
won't accommodate more than cne person.”

“It would accommodate six of ordinary
gize," said Bhocke, with a smile. " But I ean
nuite understand a boy of your hupe hulk
mun?fuliaing every squarce inch of the tent-
board. Yut we are digressing. Why have
¥ou come to see mei”’

*Doubtless he g eollecting funds for his
patrol, Shocke," I murmured.

"Nothing of the sort™ said Blily Bunier
indignantly. “I'm not on the cadge. The
fact s, Mr. Bhocke, my supplies of groab
have hecn dizappearing in 2 most mysterious

way. I have now been camping out for two
pights. The frst pight I took with me a
huge tuck-hamper, and stowed it in the
tent. When 1 aweke in the morning the

hamper wae still there, but it was empty
*You had doubtless consumed the contenta

overnicht ™ sald Shocke, with a dry amile.
“Mot at all! The hamper was untouched
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when [ went fo sleep, and when T woke ug
there was nothing in it. That was the firs
night. And the same thing happened last
oight. I want to prevent it bappening again
to-night—my last night uoder canvas., That's
why I've gome to you."

Bhocke nodded,

“My prelimioary fTee 8 8 guinea,” he
hinted.
“Abem! I'Nl let you have it as soon as

my postal-order comes,” sajd Bunter. *“Will
you take up the cose, Mr. Shoeke? I really
tgn&baﬁmd to lose & tuck-bamper evéry
nIE .H

" shaker and 1 will travel down to Friar-
dale this cvening, and wisit your slesping
ll]uﬂﬂt“:r‘s‘" sufd Shocke. *“I have no doubt

gliall be able to elucidate the mystery.”

“0Oh, geod!™ szaid Billy Bunter. * What
tima may I expect you, sirf"

“HN'm! Let me eee. The houses of re-
freshment close at ten. You may expect
us ak about gquarter-past.™ ]

Bitty Bunter took his departure, and
Terrors Shocke and I spent a listless day,
sleeping and smoking alternately.

That evening we hired u couple of bicyeles
—there were no traing leaving London after
mid-day—and sped down to the charming
village of Friardale, Ever and anon my
friend halted, in order to aplit A4 small lemon-
squash with me. For the night was very
sultry, and the roads were dusty.

On reaching Friardale we dined at Ye Olde
Fryed Fyshe Shoppe. and then made our way
to the meadow in which Billy Bunter wus
encampHed.

The fat junior was waiting for us. He was
sitting up In bed, repding by the light of
a bicyele-lump. His elbow was resting on a
huge tuck-hamper.

"“Here we are!” gald Bhoeke cheerfully, “I
think we ehall just manage to squeeze our-
gelves ioto the tent. Bhaoker. That iz one
of the hlessinzs of being sllm.  Is that
hamper Tull, Bunter?"

“¥es, rather!” )

Billy Bunter liited the lid, and we saw
that the interior of the hamper was stacked
with all sorts and conditions of godd thinge.

“"Now, you go to sleep, my hoy,” =anid
Tetrora Shocke, “"ond we will keep guard.
No bharm shull eome to you or to your
hamper. ™

Eilly Dunter promptly zettled himealf down
to slumber, whilst Shocke and I, cramped
and wneomfortable, sat Wioking at each other
in the rays of the bhicyele lamp.

The houra dragged slowly by, and nobhing
hp.]';lpcned to break the monoteny of our
vigil.

Terrors Bhocke had forgotten to bring his
cigarz, with the result that we had sothing
to cheer us up. :

Midnight sounded at length from a nelgh-
benring chureh clock.

“How are you feeling, Shaker?" whiapered
my companion.

“Cold, hungry, snd mizerable.” 1 replied.

" Well. we can spon hanizh the huvger and
mizery, il not the mi?}. Pile im, Shaker!™

B0 saying, Terrors Shocke raised the Hd
of Billy Bunter's tuck-hamper,

"Shocke,” I pasped, *this—this I15 pothing
less than theit!”

"Nonsense! It Is the duty of our clients
to provide us with refreshments.  Away
with your seruples, and pile in!"

Wa were hoth ravenons, and we did full
justice to the contents of the tuck-hamper:

For upwards of an hour the champing of
cur jaws mmgled with the usmusical gcore
of Billy Buufer.

Shocke and [ polished off the provender
between ws; ond then, feeling deliciously
tired, we, too, dropped off to steep..

When we awoke we were greeted by the
twittering  of the birds, and the ahbrill
lamentatione of Billy Bunter. X

Supplemeni iv.]
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e how it vanished, Mr. Bhookel™

My friend gave me & knowing wink.

#1 have solved the mystery, Bunter,” ha
gaid. “It appears t.hat.h!.luu are in the habik
of eating in your sleep.

“*What "

“"We kept a close watch last night, and
saw’ you eit “ﬁcm.hﬂi- opent the hamper,
and consume the contentz. Yoo must have
done the same thing on the two previous

.M"Tm grob’s gone again?. Have you any

nights."”
“My bat!”
“HWow that we have solved this pretf

little problem, Shaker,” anid Bhocke, *we will
mount our trusty push-bikes and pet back
to town."”

“Really, Shocke, your methods are most
h_'tgehml.'m_!” I exclaimed, as we pedalled along
gide by side. " ¥Your theoary that BEunter was
in the habit of eating in hiz sleep wne ex-
cellent. But how de you suppose the food
realty dijappeared, in the first place?

“Oh, anything might have happened,” safd
Shocke carelessly. “The tent might have
been raided by one of Bonter'z sehoolfellows,
or some hungty cirpivorous ereabtures might
have entercd the tent by stealth, and com-
anmed the food. Dut enough of theorizing.
As a matter of actual fact, that was the
finest midnight feast I have had since my
sehooldays!”

And I heartily egreed with my amazing
{riend.

THE GREYFRIARS POLICE
COURT!

{Continued from page 10.}

Rilly-ran—becanse it's the property of
Giliy " (Laughter.)
Detective - lgnﬂ]}m‘.fﬂr Penfcld gave
evidence of arrest, and as prisoner had
already been in eustody since the previous
night, he was let off with a caution.

e ——

Foercival SBpencer Paget wnas charped
with being in possession of arms,

Magistrate: " What nonsence ia this?
Wa are all in pogsession of arms.”

Mre, Cherry, K.C.: * Yes, but tho=s
wera firearms, vour worship. Prisoner
was founed with two lended pea-shooters
on his person. It is bebeved that a plot
was on foot Lo assassinate your worahip
on the occcasion when you reviewed the
1st {Greyfriars) Troop of Boy Scouts.”

Magistrate: *'This young anarchist
must be mevaerely dealt with. Ile 1a
sertenced {o be bombarded for ten
minutes with his own pea-shooters. ™

The bombardment duly took place, and
when the ordeal was over, the prisonetr’s
face was perforated with holes.

Richard Nugent was charged with
atealing a coke,

Maristroie: ** What sort of n coke?™

Mr, Cherry: A cake of sonp, your
worship.” (Laughter.)

Magistrate: I am  delighted io
ohserve thix sudden desire for cleanliness
on prisonec’s part.”

Frisoner: I didn't pinch the soap for
myself, I was going to give Sammy
Bunter o bath.”

Magistrato: *0Oh, that alters the com-
plexion of things!”

Mr., Cherey. (emiling): ** It would -cer-
tainly have altered the complexion of
Sammy Bunter!” (Laughter)

Magistrate (to prisoner}: **It was very
wrong of vou, my iilile man, to appro-

rinte 0 cake of seap. Dut T will be
enient with you on this occasion. You
will be bound sver to keep the piece for
a fortnight!""

Prisoner I!cheekilyl:

Torzan of the Apes!” " Moy hgnks,
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The Greyfriars Caravanners !
fLonbinued .from poge 4.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
The Fight that Failed !
MPOSSIBLE ™

[ 1]
I *Quite '
“* Oh, quitel”

“ Not to be thought of I'" s2id Bob
Cherry.

" Wot for a minuta 1"

“"Hear, hear!”

1t was ‘o council of war in Harry
Wharton's own special "“den™ at
Wharton Lodge.

“By the way, where's Bunter now "
asked Bob Cherry suddenly.

“ Blosged  if l? know " said Harry.
“Thank goodness he's not in sight!
That's one comfork."

Wharton was leoking very thoughtful.
A problem had to be solved—and that
g‘uﬂ lem concerned William  George

nter, the ornoment of the Greyiriars
BRemove.

Ten days of the vacation had passed.
Thae Farmous Five had been scattered to
their varions homes—only Hurree Singh,
who had no “pecple” 1n England, com-
ing home with Wharton. On the second
day DBilly Bunter had dropped in
Colonel ¥ harton and Miss Wharton had
?EEd the fat junior a little, and Harry

harton had eyed him a good deal.

Bunter did not mind heing eyed—he
was only afratd of being booted, which
was guite a different matter. He stayed
on cheerily-—and talked cheerily of the
coming caravanning tour. He suggested
taking the van across the Channel for a
“run " in France—his great knowledge
of French would come in useful, and as
for the exponses, he would ask hia pater
for a special choque,

Lt was useless to tell Bunter that the
caravanning  party was complete, and
that the number five was a fixed and un-
alterable number., Bunier declined to see
the point—~indeed, whenever he referred
to the caravan he spoke of it as “my
van."

Bunter was there when Bob Cherry
arrived, he was still there when Johnny
Bull came, and he was there vet when
Frank Nugent drifted in, From the
Lodge the Famous Five were to go down
to Courtfield tomether to take possession
of the van and begin the tour.  And
Bunter was going, too—according
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not want teo
be inhogpitable. But they felt that they
had encugh Bunter during the term at
Greyiriars,

Bunter during the holidays was a little
too much. They really felt that, what-
over their sins or shorteamings, they had
done nothing to deserve this affliction.

Hence the council of war in Wharton's
dein,

On the merrow Lthey were to start to
take posseszzion of the van, and it was
sgreed unanimously that the caravanning
tour would be 2 hapeless failure if the
0wl of the Remove were not shaken off.

Wharton had tolersted the fat OQwl
with all the politenosa he could muster
during ten days at the Lodge. He felt
that ke was entitled to a rost now.

“It's quite impossible,” said Johnny
Bull. *“The fat bounder always grousing
pid complaining—-"

. “Bagging all the grub when we're not
Tooking "' prowled Bob. * Nothing will
ba safe in the van if Bunter's there ™

*And the horse can't be coxpected to

NEXT
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“THE SECRET OF THE GARAVANI™ * "%

utl his weught, sald Nugeni. " And
%:E‘a too dashed lazy te walk.”

“ Besides, why should a chap come
caravanning if ha doesn’t stand his whack
in the exes?” demanded Johnny DBull
“T don't want o be mean, but 1t's not
reagonable,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Agreed, nem con,” he said. " But
ha's such a gluey sticker. I don't want
any jaw before my uncle and aunt, of
course, The guestion is—how can we
dodge Bunter?™

“That's the idea—dodge him!" zaid
Bab thoughtfully, "It cught 1o be fairly
eusy. He's too jolly lazy to get up in
the morning now thers 130t 2 rising-bell
amd a prefect’s ashplant te make him,
Ho never rolls down till everybody's
finished broakfast, If wo catch an early
train—"

" Grood 1

“He's never down before half-past
ten,” said Harry, wilth & nod. " And
thera's a good train goes at nine=-that
catehivs the express.”’

“That's our train, then!" said Rob
decidedly.

The Famous Five looked quite relioved,
It was quite & simp!rs plan, and it hekl
out promise of shaking off Bunter,

“Not a word, though,” =aid Johnny
Bull. *If the fat bounder suspected, he
wauld be up early far once.”

“Yes, rather !

*The upfulness would be tervific,” saud
Hurree Singh, with a nod. “ The deadly
secret must be kept as deep as the

Jhonoovrable tomb.™

* Buntee doesn’t even know for certain
that we're going to-morrow,” said
YWharton th-::uﬁh fully. “*He knows 1it's
sgon, that's all. We ecan get off while
he's still snoring——=-"

“UGood ege 1

“YWo'll have the bags all ready., And
'il'h-l_'.rl hﬂ I'ﬂ"!é. {I{J“'I'I I'Il."'ll.l. F_IEH"I 'I-]:l? ﬁ“d ER R
gone,” siid Harry, * We're ;::I'ten all gui
in the morning when he comes down, fo
there's no reason why the fat bounder
should suspect anything. Mot beflore
lunch, gnywoy."

“And we shall be getbing lunch in
Courtfield,” grinned Bob, "“whtle dear
old tubby is geiting his here™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And immediately after lunch we'll et
the van fram Lazarus and clear out of
Courtlield,”™ sad  Tloery. “And then
Bunter iz welecame to track us down if
he can™

Y (zood egpe ™

hatte -E;-'L!:.- o ™

And the council of war broke wn. with
much satisfaction at the casy solubion of
the problem that had been arrived at.

Harry Wharton & Co. went downstairs
in a cheerful mood. When they were
gone and the door was closed there was
a mavement in the room.

From behind an Indian sereen in o
corner a fof fizure emerged cautiously.

id B!,'!-I].EtS !HI

Bunter whispered that word to himself.

Then he grinoned.

“Yah! Beasts!"” muarmured the grin
ning Owl, “After all I've done for
them! Talk about ingratitude " The
fat junior frowned scornfully.  * Just like
Thingummy says in the play, © How
shurper than » thankless tooth it iz—'
I mean, * llow toother than a thankless
sharp——"  I—I mean, ' How sharper
than a serpent’s {ooth 1t 13 to have a
thankless——"'  Something or other; I
forget what, Just expresees it1”

Ifu blinked round the room,
winked at the celling.

Billy Bunter had apparently had his
guspicions regarding that counell of war
in Wharton's den. If so, his suspicions

and
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had been more than justified—as he bad
learnwd whike curled up behind the secean
in  the corner—having precedod the
Famous Five there by & few minutes
belore they gathered in council, In hs
indignation at the ingratitude of these
thenkless fellows Bunter might bave oeen
expected to confront them with crushing
scorn—but he dido't! He crept gquietly
froma the room, grioning to himself.

And the next morping, when the
Famous Five came n early os usaal
Billy Bunter was still in bed. He had
been consulting a timetable over-mght,
and apparently he felt secure in Hpﬂl&ﬁg
hiz fat person as long as usual. 9
stirce<d at the sound of a motorcar on
the drive without, but only grinned
sleepily and turned his head on the pillow
again.

Harry Whearton & Co. whirled away
cheorily to the station—minus Dunter.
Thev knew their Bunter so well that
there waa an anxious moment when they
stepped into the train for Courtfield.

Bui no fat and ponderous form loomed
up. The train buzzed out of the station,
and they sat down contentedly.

“Hurray for ws!” chuckled Bob
Chorry.

“It seems ioo jul!;r good to ba truel”
ehortled Nugent., I say, Harry, what
will your uncle and aunt do with that fat
elug wa've left in the house "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Any old thing they like,” he
arawered. “They won't turn him out,
and Bunter can hang on if ha likes—I
dont mind! Thank geoodness the fat
bounder is still snoring.™

It was quite a cheery journey down to
Courtficld At that familiar old town
the Greyfriars juniors alighted, and went
into the bunshop—often patronised by
them in term time—for a suobstantial
lnnch. There was plenty of tima for
lunch, as they had arrived in Courtfeld
fairty early. and they had arranged to
take over the carfivan m the afterncon.
They lunched, and chatted, and then had
celfen ; and finally Harey Wharton called
for the bill, and they made o move.

And as tim:-:.* came out of the bunshop
in & merry crowd, a voice grected them
in fat and friendly fones,

“1 say you fellowsg——m"

“{ireat IJEPI"

“ Bunter I'*

The Famous Five stared al Bunter as
tf he had been a ghost. Bunter nodded
nnd smiled amiably,

“Awfully pond of you chaps!” he
said.

“Gegepood 1Y stammered Wharton.

“Yea, to let me have mmy sleep out,™
suld Bunter airily. "1 suppose you
kriew it would be all right for me to
vateh the cleven-thiriy here 7"

“Eh?"

“8Ho T have a good snooze, and a jolly
brekker, and came on,” said Dunter.
“T1 dide’t stay te lunch--there wasn't a
train in tme fo catch you after the
clevensthirty. Buppose I'd stayed to
luneh, T should kave missed vou alto-
gether, That weouid have been rathers

rotben—what "

“{h 1" ras Bob Cherry.

“He heard us lalking yesterday ™
voarced Johnny Bull swuddenly.

Bunter bhlinked at hin

“I don’t know what you're driving at,
Bull. I sav, w»ou lellows, I suppose
voutr've just lunched, 1 had a rather late
brekker. bt I could do with some Junch
if you lLike.”

B3ob brighiened up.

“lond epp ™ he exclaimed. " (o in
an:d have some lunch, Bunter, wlile wa
-=]J—— I mean, belter not miss your
Innch. ™

NDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRAMNK RICHARDS. 3
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“MNo goad,
Greeney shulting up
for a ‘minute, if
that's the game,”
gaid Potter, shaking
his head, " Better
shut up for a couple
of days, Greeney, if
Coker's poing to
start his chin.*

Greene chuckled,
and Coker frowned
maore portentously.

“Here we are in
Courtfield,” said
Coker.

“That's =z0." =aid
Potler, with r» nod.
“1 recopnise the
place.” He looked
round him seriously.
“Yes, it's Court-
Beld right encugh.”

“If you're gmoin
to be a funny %dintg.,

George Potter—-»"
Y“Nob oat all, ofd
follow—that’s  your
stunt. Worry on,”
said  Fotter  en-
couragmmely.
Tha tﬁlrea Fiith-

Foarmers of Groy-
friars had come .ont
aof Courtfield rail-
wsg-ﬂtaliﬂn, Pottar
a1 Gresne  had
been spending the

va¢, eo far, at
Coker's place —

thrown down on top of Potter.

(§ee Chapter 8.}

A pair of powerful hands gripped Coker and he was

14 ﬂ“‘,
framp ! ** he roared. He fried to struggle but he was in
the hands of a man much stronger than himself.

under the benevalent
eve of Coker's annt,
Judy, It wna =&
jolly place encugh—
—avervthing thers,
they agreed, was tip-
top, excepting Colker

you beastly

“I happen to have.come away without
wy §in,” zaid Bunter. “I've been ex.
secling & postal-order at the dodge, but
th?jﬂ:’s been some delay in the post,
%0 RS T

“I'll lend you ten bob.™

“Good! Come in with me."

EWe'll take a strofl—-*

“Eo will 1,” said Bunter.

And he did.

It wasz ihe first time on record that
William Eﬂ:}r%e Bunter had refused a
feed. DBut he felt that it was worth it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Btrategy !

TRATEGY ! said Horace Coker.

e spoke impressively, but

George Potter and {\"illium

Greene did not seem to be par-
ticularly impressed.

“What " yawned Poiter.

“*Which ¥ asked Grecne.

Coker frowned. ILike many great
leaders and captains, he had to contend
with obtuseness and slackness on the
part of his followers. It was one of the
penalties of greatness.
© M Btrategy,” said Coker, still more im-
Eresan'eiy, ““is the thing! “Tactics, you

now. "

“Are tactics and siratezy the same
thing 7" asked Creene. **I used to read
1 lot about ‘em in the papers in war
Hme, and the journalists always made
out there was some distinction hetween
them, though they never seemed te know
t'ather from which.”

“If you'll shut up for m moment,
William Greene, I'll explain.”

.NEXT
MONDAY !
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—and, of rourse, ns
reasonable fellows, they couldn’t expect to
spend 8 vac at Coker’s place without

oker. That would have been asking too
much, :

Fotter and Greene would have heen
quite confent to rub on, without bother-
ing about any caravanning tours. Dut
Coker had decided wpon a vanning tour,
;i:n-‘.l that settled it. Coker's word was
Ay,

(M eourse, az his chums were to come
as his guests, Coker fosting all the bills,
they hadn’t much to complain of. Any-
how, it wouldn't have been any use to
complain. .

If they gave Coker any hints that they

were prepared to  Ieave caravannin
alane, Coker cither did not hear or di
;mt heed. He went on his way regard-
BEE,
5o now they had arrived at Courtficld
in the sunny summer morning—at the
very time that Harry Wharton & Co.
were age-udin%‘ thitherward in an expreass
train, but hadn't yot arrived.

Coker had taid his plans, with what ho
Anttered himself was de;:éj strategy—or
tactics. Coker didn't mind which.

He was going to have that van. of
course; lhaving determined on that,
Coker was adamant. He condescended
to explain to Potter and Greene, more
than onece, that it was up to him. Tha
fags had been cheeky—a serious matter
when it was Cokar of the Fifth whom
they had cheekad. They had refused a
quite goneroud offer he had made them,
which was distinetly ungrateful. They
had bowled him out of their study at
Greyiriars, and folled him down the
Remove staircase~injury added te in-
sult, as it were. Tuking one considera-
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tion with another, so to speak, it was up
to Horace Coker te have that wvan.
Besides, he had said he would, and that
settled it

Coker was quite satisfied with this
reasoming ; and Potter and Greene, fosl-
ing that Coker wasn’t to be reasened
with at all, resigned themselvas to their
fate. They even mourished a hopa that
the caravanning tour, if it came off,
might be gquite enjoyable, theugh
Coker's presence in the caravan would
be a considerable drawback. -Bul Potter
and Greens had even a wild hope that
Coker might be dropped behind some-
where.

FPotter had told Coker to “worry on ™
with his explanation; but Coker did not.
He fixed a stern glance upon George
Potler instead.

“I'm running this show,"” said Coker.
“I've pointed out to you chaps sevoral
times that I'm leader, and that leaders
have to be obeyed. As you're my
%uasta, I can't vﬂrly well punch . you.

ut I want it clearly understooed, from
the start, that I want none of your funny
business, George Potter, and T don't
wank m:f' feoble, idiotic criticiam,
Greene. If you had anything to say
with any sense in it, of course it would
be different. But I've given up expect-
ing anything of that %;iu& from you

c!héps."
cker lpausad. but not. like Brutus
for « reply. He was prepared te do all

the talking.
. "Now just listen. What we're going
in for is strategy. I know the arrange.
ments those young sweeps made with
Lazarus. It's to-day they're to call for
the carzvan with a horse, and satart. I
don't know what they've done about ths
horse, but that doesn't matter. 1 know
I've ﬁxg.d up with the livery stables here
to provide g first-class horse, and it’s all
read{‘ for ug to lead away.”

Coker paused again impressively.

“ Now here comes the strategy,” he
sald. “If we wait 4l those checky
young scoundrela have got the wvan ont,
and then rush them, th-:}r'*.'e got cheek
enough to put up a fight *

“Thoy have!" assented Potller, with
conviction,

“Not much doubt about that!"™ con-
eurrad Greene.

“Asz they're five,

and we'ra only

three, it's barely possible that the

might give us some trounble," eai

Coker. *'Not much, of course, but it
would be undignified fo s=crap with a
gang of fags.”

“ Worse than that, if they handled their
cricket-bats " remarked (reene. " They
might.”
" “They
haggin
he rub

l_j;nl'!j well would if we tried
their van,” said Potter. And
d his head as if in anticipation,

“Well, we want fo avoid vulgar
sorappng 1f we can,” said Coker, who
also, perhaps, had thought of the cricket-
bats. “That's where my splendid
strategy comes in., We'ro going to bag
the van befora they arrive.

Potter and Greene blinked.

**But old Lazarus won't let you bag it,
Coker. He's hired it out to Wharton's
erowd, yvou koow——"'

“\What vou want to do, Potler, is to
listen, and not talk s much,” explained
Coker.

uﬂh !H

“I'm not going to show up,’” oon-
tinued Coker, “]E:-.az&rus knows that I
wanted the van, and he might he a trifle
guspicious of me. (Greene’s going to
drop in with the horse—-"

“Oh, am I#" said Greene.

“¥Yea., You'll simply say vou've got
the horse for the caravan, and Wharion
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and ths rest are coming salong!™ said
Coker triumphantly. “8ee? That's
teiling the exact truth. Wharton & Co.
certpinly  are coming along—I've no
doubt they're in the train now.”

lﬂﬁh !H

“Thousand te one old Lazarus won't
dream of smelling a rat,” continued
Coker. " Why should he? He knows
you're a Greyiriars fellow, Greene, but
that's all he knows about you. And with
your rather obtuse face—-="

[E Eh IE-JF

“With your rather obtese face, you
don't look as if you could get up to any-
thing deep. ™

Greene looked at Coker with a fixed
logk. The cheerful ITorace rattled an
unregarding :

“You couldn’t, of course—it's me
that's thought 1t out. Locking a fog]
really helps you through.”

“ﬂ-l-l-luukmg a fooll”  babbled
Greene.

“Yes: it's really lucky, in the circum-
stances.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Potter suddenly.
Greene seemed to be short of breath, for
he was gasping in quite a peculiar way.

“Mothing to cackle at, Poticr, that I
can see,” said Colier curtly. * Now, you
understood, Greene. We'll walk round
to the livery stables and get the horse—
I've paid o steep deposit en it already—
and you lead it io old Lazarus' show, and
mention that you've come for the van,
and Wharton’s coming along. Under-
stand "

i:I_'I_'_ﬂ

“The harness and things are all there
—gvarything but the horse. I'vo seen
all that—I went over the thing wvery
carofully when I decided to have it.*

' I—=I——" gtuttered Greene,

Y Suppose Wharton's been for the van
already 7" asked Potter.

"He hasn't! I know all their arrange-
ments—aold Lazarus let it all out when
I saw him last. I pumped him, in fact,’”
said Coker loftily.

“They might have altered——"

“"TRubbish! Theyra coming from
Wharton's place by o merping irain, and
they lunch here—I know that for a fact.
Then thev're calling for the van. It's all
cut and dried. It never ocourred to any

of them that it was necessary to keep it
a secret—"

“They didn't know there wos g
sirategical genius . about!” suggested
Paotter,

“Exactly—they didn’t! DBut there
" sard ker mmpressively.  “*Little
me. What!"

“Ha, ha! TI--I meun, vyes, exactly.
But—but I say, 13 it guite legal to bay
the van like that?”™ asked Potter.
"Couldn't they send tho peclers after
ue if weo lift their van "

Coker snorted.

“They weouldn't do that, Lieing Grey-
friara chaps. DEven those Remove faps
have a proper sense of what is due to
the school,” ha said. *DBesides, T
thouldn’t cara if they did. Wilh my
strategy, T should throw any pursuit off
the track. If a bobby ventured to inter-
fere with me, I shouldn't hesitate to
punich him."

“Oh, my hat!”

“Now, 1f you've dene arguing, let’s
get a2 move on,” said Coker. *“We'vo
got some shopping to do before we take
the van out of L:'ﬂ-urtﬁe]tl. I'vo pot ton
quids to lay out in tuck for the start.”™

Potter and Greene seemod to brirhten
up at that, somehow. Dotiter looked
quite enthusiastic, and Greene a little
lesz downhearted.

“Come on!” suid Coker.

And they came on.

HEXT
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Fwith a genial nod.

A guarter of an hour later, a horse was
being led out of the livery stables,
Greeno eyed him rather gingerly as he
took the halter.

“He's all right,"” said Coker. * Splen.
did animal. Now get o move on, Greens
—we'll wait for you to bring the van
round to the stores, to load up with tuck,
Mind Lazarus doesn't smell 4 rat. Don't
try to be clever—just be natural,™

And  with  that  cnecouragement,
Willlam Greene started off for Mr.
Lazarus® establishment, leading the
horse. And Coker and Potter waited
for him outside the stores.

And—rather to DPotter's surprise,
though not at all to Herace Coker's—
twenty minutes laler William Greene
rejoined his chums, still leading the
horse—and behind the horse there now
rolled and rumbled a handsome cavavan.
Coker of tho Fifth had toumphed—
strategically, or ta-.-:l:,imlil_v, whichever it
was—anyhow, he had triumphed. And
Coker of the Fifth, like the classizal
gentleman of old, felt like striking the
stars with his sublime head.

On the Track!
‘iHALIﬂ, hallo, hallo! Here we
cheerily into Mr. Lazarus'
dusky shop. Billy Bunter rolled in
et out of range of
%in spectacles.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
are again!™
The Famous Five came
after them. Bunter did not intend to
let the carevanners
Mr. Lazarus
greeted the juniors

He had just finished
negotiating the sale
of a watch to a cus-
tomer, and he bowed

and turned to the
i'u‘niurs, rubbing his
wands.

“ Goot-afterncon '™
he =aid. " Very
pleased to sce you
again, young shen-
tlemens! You have
thought of thum-
thing you want to
take in the caravan,
ves, andd wyou come
back to buy bhim of
old Liazarus: I canb
sell you a lofely
clock that ——*"

“Eht Wea're not
after «clocks.” =said
Wharton. ** We've
come for the eara-
van. "

Mr,
stared,

“The caravan?’
he repeated.

“Vou of course—
aceordilig to arrange-
ment,” saidd Harry,

Lazarus

15

rubbing his fat c¢hin. 1 do not under-
stand. It iz tree hours since your friend
took away the caravan !™

* What 7

“Which 1"

“Iowi?

“Took it away?” roared Iob Cherry.

“ ¥Yeth, thertainly !' said Mr. Lazarus,
greatly astonished. “lle brought the
horse for ii, and said that you were
coming alon

“Who did " yelled Johnny Bull.

“Grent Scott! Is this a dodge of the
merry  burglar who's been trying io
burgle the van 7" excleimed Nugent.

" Lazarus, yvou—you ass!® execlmmed
Wharton. ** Whom one earth have you
handed our van over to¥"

“"Young Master Grecno—"

YGroene ! howled Bob.

“Greene of the Fifth!
Wharton.

“My cootness?!” said Mp Tazarus,
“Isn't Master Greene going caravanning
vith you, young shenilemensz ("

“No!" roared Bob.

“ Not likely !

“Do you think we're taking
Formers?"” snorted Johnny Bull
& holiday 1*

“0Oh, my cootness! I shink when
Master Greene bring the horse, and sa
you are coming along, that it is all
right!” stuttered Mr. Lazarus. * Your

shricked

Fifth-
“It's

schoolfellow play & shoke on you, vat!™
“1t's Coker !" said Wharton. * Cokeg's
at the bottom of it

He's sent Greena

Stokes fell forward on his knees, and as the Rabbit was
then in full flight, the whole of the Greyiriars party piled
upon Mr. Stokes with one aecord.
and tie him np,”” sald Bob Cherry, kneeling on the

Bob tapped his stick on Mr, Stokes’ skull,
" % Quiet, you brute ! **

“Find something

“I'l clump him on the head if he

{See ChapterQ.)

surprised by Mr.

Lazarus’ SUrPFige.

“Tan't it readyi”
“3My  hat!™  ex-

claimed Dob Cherry,

in  alarim. Y You

don't mean to say

that you've leb it ho

burgled afler  all, |

while wa've been WIT_EEIII'IE ruflian.

away ! resists.”’
“My cootness!™

caidd Mr., Lazarus,
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£0 the van, in case Lararus snspected
m he came himself !”

¥ Yes, rather ™

“ My cootness! If it had been Coker,
shentlemens, I should not have handed
over that van," said Mr. Lazarus. * But
a3 Master Greene belonged to Greyfriars
I zought it was all right—"

“It's all wrong!"™ grunted Johany
E“tl!

“The wrongiulness is terrific,
sateemed and ludicrous Lazarus!™
"Three hours ago!™ said Wharton.

“1—I'd slmaost forgpotten abeout Coker
and kis rot. They must have come back
here to bag our van—I® suppose they
Enaw our arrangements—that it was to-

Q=

“I1f Master Greene had come any other
day, I should not have given him the
van,” said Lazarus. “ But I think he is
s little early, and that is all, and he say
you are coming along——"

Well, we've come slong, that's
certain,” said Bob. “But we secm Lo
have come along a little too late.”

“And Coker's got the van!™  enid
Nugent. *“YWhy, he's as bad as the
gid 1? burglar. It's our van!”

"1t i3 onlv 2 shoke, of course,” said
Lagarus. ' Master Greene will give vou
the van, voung shentlemens"

“Was Coker with him ?" asked Bob.

Mr. Lazarus shook his head.

“I shink

my

“Ha was alone,” he said
he come from you, snd he was going
caravanming wiz youn. He paid me ten
pounds for four weeks' hire; I shink it
come from wyou.”

“Coker, of course,” =aid Bob:
" G3reena hasn't gny ‘tennars ' to chuck
about, Coker means to pay for the van
if he has 1t."

- “He's jﬂﬂ;,r well not going to have 16"

“No fear!”

“Thrae hours sgo—my hat! They
may ba miles away by o

aned Bob, “We'd better get sfter

m at once "

“You shink they will keep the van?"
arﬁimmed Hri”llmzaruﬁ. in astonishment.

“But that iz not legal,” said Mr.
Lazarus. * M you like. vou shall use my
telephone, and ask for a politheman,"

The chums of the Remove grinned, in
spite of their wrath. They were not
likoly to call up o policeman to deal
with Coker of the Fifth.

“That's all right,™ enid Harry Whar-

ton. “We can manage Coker. Which
way did Greone go?’

He led the van down ihe High
Street,” smid Mr. Lazarus. I wasg very
glad to see it go—that van has given me
great troubles since I have bought him !
After he is brought back to me again
1 sghall sall him at vunee! 1 do not like
burglars coming round my blace! The
van wenb towards the common, and zen
I come into my shop and see him no
miore., '

Haurry Wharton looked at hiz chums.

“Well, Mr. Lazarus 1sn't to blame,
really,"” he said, " He thought he could
trusf o Er#}*friurs follaw with the van.
What we've got to do is to get after
1, and gat 1t back.™

“"You bot™

" As they've paid a month on the van,
wa neadn’'t pay mnylhing now," added
Wharton, “We can zeitle that with
Coker. Come on!”

“1 say, you fellowa "

“Shut up, Boanter !

“But I say!"” howled the fat junior,
s the party hurried out of the shop.
“1 sav! It's important!”

“Well, what 13 it, then?” exclaimed

arton impatiently.

1 haven't had my funch yef!™
NEXT
MONDAY !
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thise time !

Biff ! Boeb Cherry's vigorous hand
smote Bunter’'s straw hat down oa his
head, and Bunter yelled, That was the
only answer the Owl of the Remove
received to his plaint.

Then, without wasting furlher atten-
tion upon Bunter, the Famous Five
started in pursuit of tha van.

Coker & Co.—for they had no doubl
whatever that Coker and Potter had
joined Greens as soon as he was clear
of Mr. Lazarus' establishment--had had
three hours' start. Bul Harry Wharion
& Co, were first-class Boy Scouts, and
they had no doubt about their ability to
track down the caravan, It was a fairly
conapicuous object o track,

“Hold on & minute!"” said Harry, as
the juniors came by the Courtfeld
Stores. *'There was nothing in the van

in the way of grub—they'd hardly start
on & trip without getting in some
supplies, e were going to shop at the
stores here before starting. Most likely
Coker did the same."

~ "Good egp!” said Bob.
inquire.”’

1 say, vou fellows, there's a tea-room
here!" said Bunter. “Shall 1 get a
snack while you're mguiring "

“"You can go and eat coke!™

“0h, really, Wharton !™

“HKill him, semebody 17

Harry Wharton hurried into the
sbores.  Inquicry there clicited. quite =
groat deal of information.
was well known there—had done guits
oxteneive ahnﬁpmg, and several assiatants
had been called upon to carry out the
supplies and stack them in the caravan.
And then the van had been driven out
of Courtfield towards the common., And
helf an hour or so had been occupied in
the shopping and stacking.

“That roduces Lheir lead to 1wo hours

and a half,"” said Harry Wharton, “We
51“:": run thers down all right., Come
on'’
The jumors hurried on, walking at a
great rate, with Billy Bunier fagging
behind, his fat little legs going like
clockwork.

Bunter was looking discontented and
wrathful. Ha had set out to go cara-
vanning, not to go walking—and at such
a rate. Bunter felt that he was being
wronged and injured. DBut his wrongs
and his injuries were utterly disregarded
by his heartless companions. ey were
'-h;l'!kj]"lg‘.ﬁﬂlj? of the ratded caravan, and
did not give o :iing‘]:.- l,llm:lf.':ht. to William
Genrge DBunlor,

“1 say, you fetlows” howled llunter,
dropping bebhind at last, I can't keep
up with you, you know I

“Good !

“You awful beast, Bob Cherry!”

“zood-bye, Bunter ™

i€ Eah ['!‘

Billy Bunter put on a spurt and came
up again. .

“T11 Lall you what." he gasped. ** You
fellows can join hands—two of you—and
CATEY Ime. {‘tht?"

“Hn, ha, ha!"

“Well, [ can't keep up this rate ™

“Roll away, porpoise !

“Let's eut back fo the {own and hire
a taxi then!"” gasped Bunter. *“We can
track them down ever so much betler

i Lﬂ't'.!-

in a taxi, It's only a ahiIEinF a mile,
you know! J—1—I'l} pay it!

“You cut baok, then,” suggested Bob
Cherry.

“You'll wait for me?"

“"No [ear!™

““ Boast !

Bunter decided to carry on. Ha

dropped behind again, but hs came up
onea more o3 the trackers halted for
ronaultation ab the crose-roads, Thero

Coker—whao
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was & good desl of traffic on the dusty
roads, and picking up tha trail of tha
caravan was rather a hefly task,

But there wero sheep on the common,
with a lad in charpe, and Wharton cut
across to ask hio for information.

Fortunately, tha youthful shepherd had
seen the carsvan pass, and he informed
Wharton that it had turned into the lane
for Redelyffe,

The juniors headed for Redelyfie at
once, and Bunter, refreshed by a resk
in the grass, rolled after them manfully.

In Redelyffe Lane thoere was less
traffic, and the scouts were able to pick
up the track of a large and heawy
vehicle, They had no doubt that it was
the track of the caravan, and they held
on at a good speed. There were many
turt‘ﬂnﬁﬂ in the lane, but the track held
on, and was picked up again and again,
till Redclyffe village came in sight.

By that time Harry Wharton & Co.
were gothing a little tired, and more than
a little exasperated. Their intentions
towards Coker & Co., when they should
have come up with the raiders, grew
more and more ferocions, They tock a
brief rest and a hasty meal of bread
and cheese at the 1-511?&513 inm, and in-
quired eafter the caravan; but it had
not been seon in Hedelyffe, The
guessed that it had turned into the hig
road near the village, and on the high
road tracking was difficult, i not im-

Easaihﬁh Tha juniors started again
efora Bunter had Ffnished re-fresgi&
himself, and the f[at junior fﬂlluw;?

complaining loudly, with a wedge nf
cheese in one hand and a chunk of bread
in the other.

“Iucky it keeps light jolly late now,”
Bob Cherry remarkad. ' We'll come up
with the brutes soconer or later. And
then won't we jolly well wallop “em !

“WYea, rather." gasped Nugent.

“We'll bag zll the grub thev've laid
in, too,” sard Johnny Bull, *“That will
be it for tat!"

“ A giddy Roland for 2 merry Oliver 1"
chuckled Bob Cherry. * We shall have
earned it by the time we got it!"

And even Rilly Bunter brightensd up
at that thought, Coker’s supply of tuck
;vn.a B prize worth exerting his fat limbs
or.

Luck befriended the trackers on the
matn road; a carter had seen a cara-
van passing on tha roond towards Ashford,
It was puainted green, in pale green
picked out with dark, And that deserip-
tion was epouzh: it was the Greyfriars
van. Fatigued, but hopeful, the juniors
trudged along the AshIfJani road, asking
gquestions of nearly every pedestrian the
met, and getting information here ang
there. And as the san zank behind the
wooded downs, the dusty pursners still
pressed on, and thoy flattered themselves
that at last they were gaining on the
ratders.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

In the Hands of the Philistines !
LIGHT fashed in the darkness
of the caravan. Potter of the
Fifth grunted and awcke as he
was trodden on. There was a

mutter of voices. The Lght, which
caome from o lantern, fashed to and
fro, dazzling in its glare. Coker sak
up in the bunk, banged hiz head, and
gave & howl, Greene yawned and stared
and blinked. There were two more
figures in the caraven now-—dusky
figures=-and the door wzas wide open,
the night wind blowing in, Coker
rubbed hia hosd-and roared.
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#Thosa young gweepa! They've got
here! Collar them! Kick them out!
You cheeky litile villaing—="

“Bhut up!” came a deep voice,

Caoker fairly jumped.

That decp, threatenmg voice cevlainly
was not the voice of any moember of the
Greyfrinrs Remove.

“Wha-a-at " oatuttersd Coker.

“Tramps!" muttered Polter, [rom
the blankets on the floor. I lold you
g0, Coker! Your deing!”

Potter wisely remained quiescent in
the blankets, JEIH was not out for a fght
with musealar trampy,

In his view, Coker had asked for this,
and Coker could take the conseguences.
If the van was robbed, there was con-
solation in the thought that everything
there belonged to Coker, or would have

be made good by Coker. Potter was
only anxious not to get a tramp’s cudgel
on his head, or a tramp’s konuckles on
his features, 8o he lay quiet. Greene,
ag if he read Potter’s thoughls, and
agreed with them heartily, remaimed in
g bunk, blinking. Only Coker of the
Fifth thought of fighting.

“Tramps!” repeated Coker. My
hat! You dashed raseals, how dare you
shove into our van! Line wup, you
fellows 1"

Coker's long leps sprawled, out of the
upper bunk, as he hurled himsell reck-
lessly at the enemy, without seeing them
clearly, or hoving anything like a clear
idea who or what he had te contend
with.

He dizeovered wvery quickly, however.

A powerful pair of hands gripped him,
jerked him away from the bunk, and
threw him down, and he fairly walloped
on top of Potter, who yelled and raved.
Coker struggled spasmedically, surprized
by tha strength with which he was

grasped. Ho was no infant; but he was
in the hands pf a man who treated him
a5 o,

“Ow, ow! Ogooch!” spluttered
Coker.

He was able to get in only one hefty
blow, and that, unfortunately, landed on
Potter, in the confusion. There was
another dismal howl from Pofter. It was
evidently net Paotler’'s lucky night.

The flashing lantern waos stationary

now; tho man who held it had stuck
it on the shelf in the caravan, Its light
gleamed on a slrange scene. A burly,

powerful man in a speckled muffler was
gI:as ing Uoker so powerfully that even
the helfty Horace had to take it quistly.
Another man, & smaller fellow, with a
pock-marked face and only one aye,
stood by the deoor, with a thick cudgel
in his hand.

“1f they lift a finger, Rabbit, brain
'am ! panted the big man, compressing
his grasp on Coker.

"Leave 1t to me, Slokey!” said ihe
little man. “I'll brain "em fast Ef'lﬂl]l;;]l!
Get a cinch an that thundering focl '

“Fo-wo-wooop 1™ splutterad Coker.

He sprawled on his back now—and on
Potter's chest—Dblinking up  dazedly at
Stokes” savoge, theeatening face. A
beawny fst waz drawn back over him,
and Coker falt sick az he saw 1t.  II that
huga fist had been dashed inte his
face, it would have stunned him. DBut
the blow did not fall.

“Are you giving in, you young fool?”
hissed Stokes,

H¥es," gaspod Coker,

“Bensible of you!™ smd Mre Btokes
grimly, '

Habbil gave a soft chuckle.

“Ferly easy job, arler all, Stokeay.™

“You bel—easier than gotling into
that cussed old sheeney's place ab Court-

NEXT
MONDAY !

field I"* growled Btoles.
now."

Coker starfed.

He had heard, of course, the story of
the szeveral successive attempts to
“"bhurgle ¥ the preen caravan at Mr.
Lazarng’ establishment. He grasped the
fuct now thalt this atiack was not by
common tramps of the high road. The
caravanners were in the hands of the
thioves who had altempted to steal the
van at Courthield.

“MNow, if you're taking it quiet, you
won't geb ‘url I said Stokes. ““Wo ain't

“We're 0. K.

arter hurting you, but wo'ro ready to
smash you into o jelly if you give any
trouble ! Catch on to that?™

“Yeg," gasped Coker

“"We want this here van,” continued

Slokes.  “That’'s what we're arter,
Now we've pot ib—soe?™
“Ow! Wesl"

“If you want your jaw knocked
through the buck of your "ead, you've
only gobt fo raise a 'and!”

“Oh dear!™

“Now get up!” snapped Mr. Stokes.

He roleazed Coker, and the breath-
less Fifth-F'ormer  of Greyfriars
gerambled up—much to Polter’s reliel.
Polter was still rmore hreathless, and he
sat up and pumped in air.

Coker leaned on the side of the van
and panicd. Ceker seldom knew when
he was beaten—but he knew 1t now.
Rabbit was evidently ready to use his
cudgel; and the big rufhan was alone
a match for the three Grevirviars fellows
—cartainly much more than a match for
Horace Coker.

“Now take it quict, the lot of you!™
said Btokes. ** Wo sha’n't hurt you—but
keep guict! If any of them calls out,
Rabbit, hit him on the head!™

“rAard 1" sid Rabbit, with a nod.

“ Fat outer that bunk, you!™

Green crawled out.

Coker was still gaszping; Potier and
Cireene looked ab one another with pallid
faces. In what lawless, ruffianly hands
had they fallen®”

(et your clothes on 1"

“Took here * began Coker.

*You Tear mai"

Coker said no more., The threa Fifth-
Formers hurried on their clothes. Then
Blokes, who had been locking round the
van, picked up a cord, and procecded
coolly to bind their hands behind their
backs. DPotter and Greene submitted
to their fate with exemplary meekncass,
Coker gave a sort of wriggle, but he did
not ventura to resist.

Their hand: having been  bound,
Siokes looked round for some more cord,
and found some, and tied their ankles.

Then the three were bundled roughly
out of the van and dropped inte the
grass. . .

Horace Coker contrived to wriggle into
a sitting position. iz brain was in a
whirl.

From the open doorway of the wvan
camae an incessant (Mashing of the lantern
a5 it moved about. The two ruffians
seemed to be searching the van, though
what they were searching for passed
Coker's comprehension. ragments of
their mullered talk came to his cars

“Th:r; cap'n had them—we know ihat

E—I.l-l.-

“Wo'va got
the chiel thing.
time™

HAN vight before tho morning.”

“1 reckon so.  Anvhow, we're kooping
the van Ul we've done.  MNobody's hikely
to ran acrnss us here.”

Rabbit chuckled.

the wan, Talibit—that's
Ii's only a qgueztion of
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“Couldn’t have camped in a belte
place for us, Stokey!™

“Couldn't " agreed Siokes.
Their mutterning voices died away as
they searched through the van, Ded-
elothes, crockery, and tin-wars wera
lossed carelessly out upon the grass
The ruffians scomed to be rvooting
through the van from end lo end, come
plelely gutting 18 in thelr mysterious

search.

“My only hat!” murmured Cokes
breathlessly,  “They must be a pair of
lunalics, think. They haven’t even
been through our pockets, and they're
rooting through the van, and there's
nothing there but grub !

“They'll come to our pocketa later,
you bet,” mumbled Greenn morosely.
“Lucky I brought only my gun-metal
waloh ™

“(th, you ass, Coker!” groaned Potter,

“Is 3t my fault? snapped Coker.
“How was 1 to know that two hooligans
were paing to drop on na Besides,
put up a hpht, and you fellows didn's 17
If you'd backed me up—-=—""

U1 don’t want my head ecaved in!®
snarled Polter, ‘‘Besides, what sorl of
a fight did you put up, anyhow? ¥You
punched my hemj, you silly owl!™

“I'd punch it agnin if my honds wera
looge,” retorfed Coker. * You ought to
have backed me up. Now they can do
as they dashed well like with our
things!""

“What the thump de they want?”
muttered (reene, siting up and blink-
ingr at the doorway of the van, “The
must be the rollers who tried to stea
the van from old Lawmrus e

“That's plain enough™

“And they watched uz get it away,
and they've been following us all day,
of course,” said Potter. " Coker never
thonght of that."

“1 couldn't think of i, could I%"
howled Coker.

“Mot with your brain,” said Potter,
perhaps encouraged to wousaal  frank-
ness by the fact that Coker’'s hands
were tied, “ You couldn’t think of any-
thing 1f vou tried—and you never c{o
try. You burbling ass, you've just put
us into their clutches by camping in
thiz out-of-the-way corner.  Just what
they wanted. If we were close to the
village, they wouldn't dare rush us like
this.™

“J1 dare =say they'd have iried it on,
anvhow,” zaid Coker. *They seemed
jolly determined to get hold of the van.
They seem to think there's something
hidden in it.”

“Bother them!” groaned DPolter. *I
say, my wrists are aching. I wonder
how long this is going 1o laal?"

“(h, don’t grouse!” said Coker.
“Brer-r-r!  Fathead !

Yags ™ sand Greene,
Coker gasped.

“1f my hands  were loose——"
bresthed Coker.

YU¥our tongue's still  logse,  waorso
luck ! aaid DPolter. “*Give it a rest,

Coker, and give us a vest!”
“Yes, do!" urged Greene,
Horace Coker relapsed nte  [urions

silence.  High above the wood near at
hand, the moon  smiled into  view
botween  floocy  cloneds, Tha  light

alroamedl down on the lonely camp of the
enravanners, on the three bound school-
bovy sprawling in the grass, on the van,
and the heap of furnidure and wiensily
acubbered under the doorwny. From
the van ecame the inccswaunt Hashing of
the lantern, moving to and fra, and the
wmnttoring voices and cwrses, of the two
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raflians seeking—what? Coker & Co.
eould not even surmise what they wera
seeking.

But they wero evidently
on their search, whatever
might be. As the minutes dragged by,
curses bolh lowd ond deep came from
the two rascnls, disappointed so far

“They ain't ‘'ere, Btokey?!" Coker
heard, in the Habbit’s discouraged
tones,

A savage cursa from Slokes anpwared.

“They must be here you fool!l”

“Then where's the enp’n  hidden
them

“That's what we've got to find out,
you jay!"

“It don't look to me—"

“INd you expeel to see "em lying on
tha blooming floor?™ jeered Stokes
savagely. “Shut your head, aond ‘elp
me ook for thoem "

The muttering died away again,

“Them ! ropeatod  Potter  wonder-
ingly. “What the merry thunder are
they locking fort"

" Goodness knows

#They may think we've hidden our
money m {he oven,” said Coker. “1've
got my bankoetes in my pocket, I know
that. "

“Rot!” entd Potter.  “They haven't
gone to all this trouble only for that.™

“Trusi Coker nol to ser what's as
plain as daylight,” agrecd Greene.

Coker  breathed hard throurh  his
nasa,

“Whon we gel out of this," he said,
“I'm poing to thrash you twe rotters,
first thing. Then—-"

o 'Dh, shut wp, Coker!™

13 whu_a_at ? 3]

“8hut up!” satd Potler,

Coker shut wp, in sheer astorishment
and wrath. The worms wers {urning
with a wengeance !

Stokes came out of the van at last,
tramping down the steps. and came
aver to the three bLound Fifth-Formers.

very keen

[LES

In the moonlight his face showed up
savape amd threatening, and even
Coker felt a tremor at his glance. The

bulky ruffian loomed over them.
"Just answer me a queshion” he
gaid thickly. “You've heecn over that

its object-

there wan pretty thorough, 1 &'pose?"

“Yewes,” stammered Potter.

;'Huva vou found anything oul about
i[-.”

A I=I don’t know what yen mean.
Wo—we found it all right. It—it's a
good van--—"

“Talk sense, you woung jackanapes!

Have you found anything lhike a cecret
cupboard, or a drawer, or any-
thing '

Y N -nenn [

“Bure?" snarled the ruffian.

“Quite sure!" pasped Poiter. “*We

—we never thought of lecking for any-
thing of the kind, you knew. “It—it's
just 03 Lararus haoded it over,"

Stokes muttered a curse, and wentk
pack into the van. The movement of
the lanlern was resumod, as the two
ruffians flashed the hght nlo  every
ﬂﬂrni!r-—}i{.‘l’."k i.I'II{'. H{'I‘In]‘]iﬁl;_'. Lo !'If"!'li'llg
into every recess, in quest of only
themselves knew what.

el ey

THE NINTH CHAPTEE.
Harry Wharton & Co."s Triumph !

1 OO
l Eob  Cherry breathed {he
word,
L] “rhﬁ-t—"

A light!™

YO0, good Y

The hour was late, amd Farry Whar-
tenn & Co. were [atigued, They wers
moere than fatigued—they were very
nearly tived ont,

Heow many miles they had  foliowed
the elusive caravan they did not know
but they knew that they were tired out.
Billy DBunter had ceazed to grouse—he
hadn't breath enowgh te pronse with.
He just rolled en hke a fellow in n
dream—only his fear of being left
alone in the dark lanes preventing him
fram rolling in the grass to sleep,

Apain  and again the chums of the
Remove had picked wp Lhe trail of the
caravan. Cerlers and carmen, workera
in the fields and cyclists, nearly every-
body they passed, in fact, had been
called wpon for information. And, for-
tunately, the handsome, green-painted
CATAVAL W03 80 conspicuous an  object
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that faw had passed it without nolicing
it—and plenty of people had passed it,
or it had passed them.

3o, from one clue o anolher, tha
chuma of the Remove worked their wa
onward, {ill darkoess found them well
off the main roads, and invelved in a
tangle of lanes and footpaths—with few
passers bto ask for further information.
A lbourer, plodding on his homeward
way late, however, enlightened them
further, He had scen the green cara-
van, and bhe thought it was heading for
Ockley’s Rongh—a region of which
the Creyfrinra chums, naturaily, had
never heard, The agricultural gentle.
man was surprised to hear that there
was anybody who had never heard of
(ekiev's Rough—be had koown it, he
told the junicrs, ever since he was a
boy, so high,

“And it be queer,” he cootimved;
“vou're the second lot thal’s ashed me
arter Lhat caravan, and the others
‘udn't ‘eard of Ockley’s Roogh neither.
JLhat be gueer, beant it 2"

“Bomebody clse inguiving  after the

caravan'” yepeated Wharlon, in sur
prise . . o
"Two covies,” said the man, * Nigh

on two hours ago. U'roper rough-louk.
ing covies they  was, too, one e
with cnly one eye. Savs Lhey'd mnisged
their friends in the van, so they says
Well, sir, you folier this lune as far as
the pond, and turn to the left and koep
on till you sce the hawvstack. Dou't go
as fur as the haystack, buf soon's
yvou see it bear off to the right and
ook for the bridge—leastwise, it ain't o
bridge now, but you'll see where it
‘used o be—and strike off across the
fields Ly the footpath till you =ee the
wood, and then bear round sounth, if
you foller me, and you'll see Ockloy’s
Rough afere you—open for miles. But
if you'd rather go by the lane—=""

‘h}\’il.h these explicit direclions, Harry
Wharten & o, pushed on, Dunter
coming ont of a short nup, and pled-
ding on behind.

Tired as they were, they had high
hopes-—for it was certain that Coker &
o, must have camped long before this,
and it was only a question of finding
the camp. The'fl could guess, too, that
Coker had sought a lonely spot. m case
of pursuit; and however determined he
was to push on, he was bound to cam
gocner or later, and Ockley's Roug
seemed a likely spot. But  whether
they were approaching Ockley's Rough
or not, in the dimvesa and the tangle
of felda and lanes, the juniors were
blissfully ignorant—they hoped for the
best but they had lurking doubts. And
than the light caught Bob Cherry's
keen eyea.

The juyniors camo to a halt.  The
moon had long risen, but the [ight waa
indistinct.  From the dimness of the
distsnce came p flashing light, as of a
lamp or a lantern moving rapidly in a
doorway.

“Some shepherd—"" said Nugent.

“"Whoever he 13, we ean ask him for
the direction to Ockley's Rough, blow
it.” said Bob. *“I'd be jolly glad o
see a human being agmin, anyhow, 1
feel like a merry cx;ﬁﬂrar in a giddy
desert.”

“I say. you fellows——" came feebly
from Dunter.

“Cloma on ! ]

The juniors pushed on with renewad

determination, Billy Bunter {agging
dismally mt the. rear. »
They found themselves skirting a

wood—and hoped that it was the wood
the countryman had mentioned. The
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light dizappeared at intervals, but it con-
tinually reappeared, and 1t scemed
almost incessantly in motion,  Evidently
it was gleaming from a doorway; and as

they drew nearor, they saw that that'

doorway was well above the level of the
ground,

UTt's in o van!™ breathed Nugont at
last,

“A caravan——

“Our van 1" gasped Wharign,

L]

“Hur-

r ¥¥

&%]mm was no doubt of 1t, a5 they drew
nearcr.  Thoe moonbght glimmered on
the shape of &t caravan, and it was from
the open deorway at the back that the
moving light flashed and glimmered,

“Tut what the merry thunder are th@r
up to?"” gusped Bob., *It's past mid-
night now, I should say, and they ought
to be fast asteep. What the dickens are
they jerking that light about inside the
van for?"

“{Foodness knowal”

“Bother them!” growled Bob. “If
we'd found them asleep, we conld have
handled them without any trouble. Any-
how, we're going to handle them.™

“What-ho !

“Quiet,” eand Wharton. “There's
only five of us, and they're Iifth-I'orm,

know-—protty hefty [ov us to tackle.
m\'ill be a bit of a serap, gven if wo
take thom by surprize. (et as near as
vou can withoul alarming the rotters”

“T gay, you fellows-—-"

“"You'd better stay here, Bunter—
you'ro not good in o serap.”

Bniff, from Bunter.

" After that reroark, Wharton, I shall
decline to take a hand in the alfair at
all,” said the Owl of the Remove. 1
shall stay hore now !

And he did. . .

The Famous Five pressed on, very
cautiously. What Coker & Co. were *' up
to " they simply could not imagine. But
thoy were confident now of taking the
caravan-raiders by surprise.

only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry suddenly. “Hold on, you chaps!
There—thers’s something wrong there.”

The juniors, at a distance now of only
fty yardas or so, halted, and: surveyed
the scene befora them.

The moonlight was decoptive; but ihe%
could make out that there was, beyonc
the shadow of a doubt, something
“wrong''. at the caravan camp.

Three figures were sitting in the grass
at a short distance behind the van; and
there was & pile of goods from the van
near the steps. The awkward-locking
position of the three figures, and the fact
that they were sitting there at all
puzeled the juniors at first. But they
discernad the reason at last—the three
were Coker & Co., and they were tied
hand and foot. And the shadowy forms

' they could discern moving in the van—-
two of them—carrying the light about—
were the forma of etrangers—the juniors
caught enly glimpees of them, but they
saw that they were roughly-dreased men.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,

“Caker's run up againsk trouble!”™ he
said. “The van's been raided by u

couple of tramps, and thay've tied those
three idiciz up. 1 suppoise they're rob-
ping the van now [

The juniors erept closer, taking ad-
vantage of the cover of the thick bunches
of rough grass and straggling bushes.
They were zoon able to lock right into
the van from behind, through the open
door., A big man was on his knaes,
sxamining the Hoor, while a amaller man,
with only one eye, held the lantern.
Coker & Co.'s mullering voices came to
the ears of the juniors now,

A pair of tramps,” said Wharton in
a whisper, ““and 2 mﬁh-!m!—:ing pair
at that!! They've got the van.”

“This iz where we come in!" mur-
mured Bob Cherry. “ From the look of
things, it's pretty lucky for Coker that
we ran him down.”

“The lackfulness is tervifie,”” whispered
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. " But the
peteemed rufliama look very hefiy, my
worthy chums, and we are unarvmed.
think the proper caper would be to arm
ourselves stickfully.”

Folr Cherry chuckled softly.

“*Inky's right,” ha said, "“We ean
cut some Etin:l]:ia it these bushes, Quiet,
though 1"

It was evidontly & good idea, and the
chums of the Remove lost no time. Thay
opened  thair pocket-knives, and cnt
sticks from a thicket near at hand, Then,
after a whispered conversation, having
arranged their plan of campaign, they
advanced agam,

Each with a thick atick gripped in his
hand, the Famous Five crept towards
the caravan, keeping out of the line of the
door in case the ruffians ehould glance
out and take the alarm.

“Greaty Scott? Those cheeky fags!™
exclaimed Coker. “You checky young
rotters, what the thump——" :

* Bhut np " hissed Potler.

But it was ftoo late. " Stokes looked
out of the van, startled by Coker's
exclamation. He started vicolently as he
saw the five figures coming on—only a
few wyards distant now.

“Look out, Rabbit!” he shouted.

He leaped down the steps of the van,
cudgel in hand.

At 'em!” roared Bob Cherry, as
further caution was useless, And the
five juniors rushed fiercely on,

Rabhit came leaping out of the van
after his comrade. He also bad a cudgel
gripped in his hand

“(o for "em, kids!” gasped Potter.

Harry Wharton & Co. came down on
Stokozs with a determined rush. The

ruffian’s swinging cudgel met three or

four sticks, anil crashed on them; and
befora he could lift it again a fifth stick
lashed across his head, and he staggered
with & howl of pain,

As he staggered, Harry Wharion
struck, and Stokes rolled in the grass,

cyelling.

It was at that momnent that Rabhit
jumped out of the van, cudgel in band;
and the juniors turned on him and met
him fercely, Rabhit retreated round
the van hefors the lashing sticks. Hia
cudgel was linocked out of his hand, and
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ho yelled as he reccived a crack on the
head —and then Beb Cherry's stick
crashed on his shonlder, fairly numbing
it. Rabbit howled loudly, and took ta
hiz heels.

Stokes was on his feet again, cursing
luridly, and groping for hiz weapon in
the grass, where it had fallem when he
fell. But he had no time io recover it.
As he stooped, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh rushed at him, and lunded a hefl
lash on the back of his head. Stokes fell
forward on his knees, and ag the Rabbit
was then in full ﬂ'i;f;]lt, the whole of the
Greviviars party piled upon Mr., Stokes,
with one accord.

“Find seunething and tie him wup,"
seid Bob, kneeling on the wriggling
ruffian. *I'll eave in the back of his
head if he resists!” Bob jammed his
stick ot Mr. Stokes’ skull. * Quiet, you
brute [

And Btokes, cumsing eloquently, pave
in, and Nuogent whipped a length of
rope cut of the van, and ihum;:ghy and
gorentifically  tied Mr. Stokes’ rough
wrigts together, and then his ankles.
Then, for additional safety, he was tied
ta the wheel of the caravan,

" Looks to me like our win " chuckled
Bob Cherry, *“The other rotter’s got
clear, though. Bunter!" Bob Cherry
Put his hands to his mouth and roared:
*Bunty! You can roll in! Safe now!"

“Ha, ha, hat™

“(h, really; Cherry——"

Billy Bunter rallad in.

“Come and let us loose, you fags!™
shouted Coker of' the Filth, * Mind,
you're not going to hove this van, It's
our van, you know. Duat come and let
me loose, Do you heard”

There was 8 joyous chortle from the
Famous Five,

““Dear old Coker '™ said Baob. " Alwayn
the same old Coker! I think you'll do
very nicely ug you are for the present,
Coker I '

“¥You cheeky young rotter!™ roared
Coker, m great wath, “ Come and un-
tie me at once! T'lIl smazh you!™

““Ha, ha, ba!”

“1 say, come and let us loose, yon
kids ¥ stammered Potter,

“Ig it pax?” apsked Harry Wharion,
“Is it our van, and 8 1t pax?"

“Neo!"™ bawled Coker.

“Then you can stay as yon are for the
present,”™ =aid Wharton coolly. * Now,
yvou fellowss, what about camping?”

“YWhat about suppery” said Bunter,
And he dived into the van,

“Bunter's right,” remarked Bob
Cherry. 1 could almest eat Coker!

Let's see whut they've got in the way
of grub.”

There was plenty in the way of grub,
and Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to
a substantial and very cheery supper in
the moonhight —ealing lo an accompani-
ment of lurid remarks from Coker—
which had no effect whatever upon the
Greyfrinrs Caravanners!

THE EXI.
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Balf-Conscicustoss, Blushing,

Thovannds of aimiiar

Y Moarvel fhe

wEPERELY HAITRD™—"Ts wonderful,” writes BE.
Yrool =ent. Row® " WAVEIT™ CUKRLS ZTHAIGHTEST HAIR.
{StEmips - goceplod, }J=ROS8 (Dept, M.T.}, 173, Mew Norlh Rel., Lépdon,

10000 Testimankals,
113, %I?—

Goent.'s Wiristleb

LARGEMENTS, Bd.,

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOTURBELF, 1/3 dox
ALSO CHEAP FHOTO MATERIAL ~CATALOGUR
AND FAMFLES FEEE~HACHETTS JULY ROAD, LIVERPMHL J

2 by 10 EN-
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YOUR HAIR'S HOLIDAY.

Luxurious, Abundanl:; %Vavy Tresses for All
Who write TO-DAY.

1,000,000 * Harlene Hair-Drill”” Outfits FREE.

T]IE glorleus holiday season is onee more upan us—ithe season when

we not only enjoy oursclves, free from the daily routing, but
secure. -health recuperation amd atore up energy and vigour to
enable us to combat the coming winter meenths.

"The renewal of health, of course,
megns the renewal of beauty, for there
can b no real beauky withoot health,
But nwrely faclal beauty is not swifi-
clept, It muzt be accompanied by
hair beauty to make the complete
pleture of attractiveness,

It is at this opportune time that Mr.
Fdwards comes forward, as he has on - . 5
prévious " océnalons, © with  the mosk ©F
mainificent ]y Igmewus offer of a Four- 2%
Fold-Free Tri utit for Hair Culture,
By 93 to enable. all readers of the
MaoxeEr fo  start at  once in the
development of Jair beauty in readi-
nesa forf the holiday scason,

WORLD-RECOGNISED SCIENTIFIC
METHOL.

But you musk ecultlvate halr Tiealih
and beauty just g you indulge’ in
exerglse Tor the, remtwal of health,
* Harltne Halr-Drill *' 18 the waorkl-
recognised sclentific methed for pro-
moting hait health and haicabundance,

1s glways falling out, splitiing at the ends, or losing Ifs brightoess
and " tone,

Here in detail are the sctual contents of your gift ** Harlens
Hair-Iirill ** parcel

L] ]

L A trial bottle of '* Harlens ' the
soientifle liguid hair-food and oatural
growlth-promoting tonic.

2. A packet of * Cremex ' Shampoo
Powder. This is ean antiseptic
purifier of the hair and =calp. I
takes away the musty odour of hair
that is ont of order by clearing nway
all decaving scarf, etc. - After use
the hair is swest and fragrant with &
most delicate perfume.

3. & bottle of ** Uzon ' Rrilliankine.
which gives the final touch of beanty
to the hair, and 19 most baneficial to
those whose soalp is ** dry.™

4, A copy of the newly poblished ** Hair-
Drill ”* Manual, the .most authori-
tative and cleatly written treatise om
the toilet ever produced.

Let ™ Harlene Hadr-Tnill ' entich
A, sour hair snd ioereage (s value to you

To obtain oneé of these . pAcKAges
write vour name and address snd st
voul. are: & réader of the Maoxer
on &'sheet of paptr aml.poit, togabher
with four penny stampa 10 cover oogh

A _GIFT EVERY READER WANTS.

Everybody “should fry the dellghtiul
experfence of * Harlene Halr-Drill,”
and, of course, ticularly: those who

-Lin't it grand to be able to fudnlge in the exbilaration

of @ Sea and Sunshine Bath, happy in the posicssion of
Wil this be your

a radiuntly beautiful head of Haird - :

erpericnce when you go away? It may be if you ﬂllfi

only devote two minutes a day to U Horlene Hair

Drill," which enjoys world-nide reputation for producing
Iururinnt, abundant, wavy tresecs,

of postage and packing to your door.
Address your- application {¢@ Hedwarda®
Hatlene, Litd., 20, 22, 24, and

Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C.1.

Any of thess preparablons may be
obfained from Chemists smed Storeg sl
over the world,

have thin, weak, straggling” hair’ that

can make

3 Everq boy
-
postage 6d. Iarger Size, 8/8; postage #d.
ELECTRO MAGNET,. 9d.; postage 3d.

Electric Light
Buttery, Switeh, Wire, Lamp, Tolder, Reficctor, Instructivns, cte., 4/8)
; : {Lifts 1 pound.)
TN B R L e
W\

LHARBORNE SMALL POWER Co 38 Queens Rd Aston BIRMINGHAM

atage &l Clabd alogae 6d.

e - WA AT W T e L == T

) SHOCKING
. COIL!
o

et of Partz for making, 119
BATTERY PARTS, 1/8
Postage 3d. each.

THE BEST HOBBY

Easy Terms. ‘2;6

ke photos of sour friends aml relatives and of fhe
Tﬁam:?:r’ days Hﬁn have this bollday, A splemdid furld -
SR ing camers, taking pholos f3ims, by S hine. and priced
8 ot 1278, 1a the best value we have ever offeral,  With
apecki] mmpld shatter, for spaps or time exposures,
linest lens, and direct view finder,  Leatlior folding
. bellows and mnetal base plate and body,  For
Folls into small space and
. et with  slide, et Easy

gﬁr’ment price, 15 {3- down, and four payments of 2 ),

d, . Send f{o-day and secore this bargain,  Lists free,

" GRAHAM & CO.,
: 5,_D¢vnnlhirn Street, Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

FULL‘SIIEB MEH =Theése are the men who win swegess in
i Y- : i E:_liainmﬁ;. .I.I' Fou abﬂ "i'lrd"l iuiénmzi,lin-
:-'i‘“l.a. Four height by the Qlrvan Sclontific Treatinenl, tid Lraatmeni has
exen, incremsed. ﬁhn vight of soldiers afrer years of Army drill, Btudents
report from 3 o inches fnereane, Bend o posteard {fof partioulars and
our, £100 guaraotes to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM P, 17, STROUD GREEN
BROAD, TONDON M. 4. :

TOBACCO HARBIT POSITIVELY CURED IN THREE DAYE—Famous
B 'ﬁ%]l':?ga_'%ﬁi'wﬂmwn. 1/6,— H, HUGHES (Box B.P), HULME,
A - ]

CUT THIS OUT

*The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Valus 2d.

Bepd, thls coupon with P.0, far “nlir 5}_1- direat to the Fleat Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Bt.. London, E.C.4. 1o relurn yow =racoiva [ poat f) a
splendid British Made 14-ct. Qold ¥ibbed ‘Fiter Pountaln Pen, valus 1006, "I
wou gave 13 furtlier conpong, sch will n;:u.frt aa 2d, off thi price; g0 Foi may
gend 13 toupons and only F/- ([ Pookel Clip, 4d. extra.)  Ask for find, medium,
or broad oib. This 3reat offer s made to intriduce the famous Fleet Pa
o ‘the MAGNET renders. Batisfaction gusrontesd or cagh returned, - Sel
Ning, or Safeiy Modéle, &/~ ril.

BN

plates or fify,
gupplied

HALF-PRICE SALE!

Toclear stock quickly we offer overhauled ard renovated
Lovernment Dicveles at HALF usual prices.

H OR EASY PAYMENTS.
D5 A, ROYAILENEIELD, RYSNOUCH, I 12 R
HUDSOM and other eelebrated makes—all iy exgelliont
risling copdition,  Many squal to pew, Mo ressesalls
offer refuded.  Tyres ansd Accessories at biE Pecucisog
fecan shop prices. Write for Feoo Lists and Spocial Offscg,

ME A CYCLE mrmmuml.

Dapt. BBO7 NENAML.

Poatage |

TUBOGLIDER. Really glides. Post free, sixpenco. 3 for 1/-.

NEW DART GAMES. Book and darts, sixpence, or book,
12 darts and target-box, 3f-.

Sloid Manofactaring Co., 15, Hanbory Rd., Acton, London, W.3.

FOR THE WEEK-END!

The POPULAR’

IS THE BEST
PAPER FOR BOYS!




