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of ¢ pages are scorched !
careless voung ass|”

“You sea—

“Don't. talk | zaid Coker. .

Again Bob Cherry suppressed his feel-
ings. Coker sat at easc in ihe grass,
turning page after Eu,gu of the Holida
Anntial, and Bob busied himself wit
the duties of the camp, which Pon &
Co.’s attack had interrupted.

Coker, as a matter of fact, was
rather keon and curious about the
Holiday Annual after what Bob had
told him. He examined it with very
great eare.  If there was; as Ponzonby
certaiply believed, a secret message in
the book, from one crock to another,
telling where, the . lest plunder was
hidden, the discovery was worth making,
and Coker had no doulit that he would
make it., Brains, of course, were needed
for this sort of thing, and Coker was
far from suspecting that he was short
of that necessary article. If the secret
was there, Coker was going to spot 1t
If he fmiled to spot it, obviously it
could not be there.

The latter, it seemed, was the case.
After about an hour with the Holiday
Annual Coker gave it up.

WAl rot!” he pronounced. * That
young rotter Ponsonby is a, fool to
think there's any sccret messige in this
book, and you fags are fools fo take
any notice of his rot—fools all ‘round|
And that's that{”

_ Bob Cherry glanced round from peel-
ing potatoes; and siniled genially.

“Think s0?"” he asked.

“T don't think so—I know,” szaid
Coker.
it'’s all rubbish! You're rotten careless
with your books, Cherry—lots of the
pages are scorched, and pencil scrawled,
and all that—" '

“1 don't remember secrawling with
A pengl—="

“Ju=t slovenliness.” said Coker—"a
book like this 1s worth taking care of.”

“1f thers's anything pencilled in that
book, let's see it——"

“Only & scratch like a cross ecrawled
on a page! There's no wriling in the
book,” sald Coker. *As T've said.
voung Ponzobby is & fool, and vou're
aucther. But Il tell you what—there's
a jolly good story in this book—a South
Sea story—and I'm jJolly well going to
read it, Shut up and keep quiet while
a fellow reads1”

Coker stretched his long limbs in the
grass, rested his chin on his hands, with
the Holiday Annual open and, up-
turned, and started reading. Bob
Cherry, as bidden, duly shut up, feel-
ing quite glad that Coker, on his side,
had shut yp—a thing Coker seldom did !
And so the sunny September morning
passed quite pleasantly till Herry Whar-
ton' & Co, came back from their ride.

You're a

——

THE TWELF1H CHAPTER.
A Bombshell !

3] ORER!I"™ murmured Harry
q Wharton, rs the chums of the
Remove came across the
bridge into the camping field.

“ The esteened and ludicrous Coker [

"1 say, {'ﬂu follows—*

“The jﬂ!J old lion and the jolly old
lamb,” said Frank Nugent, laughing.
“I fancied that Coker would be on the
warpath, if we met him again.”

“Tooks peaceful enocugh, begad|”
remarked Lord Dlauleverer.

“1 =zav, you fellows, we don't want
Coker here,” said Billy Bunter, ol |
knocked him down last night—"

“1 can sea you doing it!” grunted
Johnny Bull.
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“You can take it irom me thay YSURE

“Well, I jolly well did—and the beast
wig be kicking up a shindy about it,
an Bt

Billy Bunter blinked at Coker of the
Fifth very uneasily through his big
spectacles.

“Well, if he kicks up a shindy that's
all right.” said Harry. “You can knock
him down again!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

Bunter grunted, Ie ﬂr:}pﬂed behind
the chums of the Remove as they walked
into camip, The juniors had enjoyed a
scamper on horsebaek, with the excep-
tion of Biilvr Bunter, who had fallen
off and stayed off. On second thoughts
—often the best—Dunter had decided
that he preferred tercea firma to the un-
cortainty of a saddle, and he had not,
after all, shown the other fellows how
to ride. He had found an orchard
and apples, which ha really liked better
than riding., Bunter was feeling, on the
whole, quite pleased with his morning,
but he was not pleased to see.Coker
of the Fifth, He eved that hefty and
long-limbed vouth very uneasily.

All the fellows were surprised—not
go much to see Coker there but to see
him so peaceful. Apparently he wos on
quita friendly terms with Bob Cherry,
which was extremely unexpected, Coker
had just finished reading that excellent
South Fea story when the juniors came
baclk, and he was sitting up 10 the grasa
speaking to Beb in quite a benevolent
manner—for Coker |

“Jally good book !” said Coker. "
atdvise yoi to take hLetter care of it,
, 1 E'TIF [u

#Thanks!” said Bob meekly.,

“INot at all!” said Coker graciouslr.
“As a Fifth Form senior it's my duty
to give advice to silly fogs, and whe
them too, il neceszary. I say, that st
vou're cnﬂking smelils all right! You
seemm to be able ta cook| You're not
such a faol &z you look, Cherry.”

“I'd say the same of you, Coker, if 1
wasn't sg jelly truthiul—"

i Eh 1.“

“I—I—1 mean, stay to lunch anc
gample the stuff!” said Bob hastily.
“Here come the other fellows—they’ll all
be glad to see you when I tell them
how you stoed by me.” .

Coker glanced round at the juniors
coming up. He seemed thoughtiul.

“ Pl stay,” he said. “It's a bit inira
dig to mix up with a lot of fags; still,
we're not at Greyfriars now, and there’s
no need to mention it there next term,
gee 1"

“0Oh, myr hat!
gasped Bob,

The Yaraous Five and Lord Baul-
everer arrived. Coker gave them a
nod, That was rather civil of Coker!
He had, of courze, not very much civil-
ity to waste on Lower Fourth fngsl
They could consider themselves lucly,
in Coker's opinion, not to be thrashed
all round, as they desarved!

" “Tlallo, hLallo, hallo!” sang out Dob
cheerily. “Had a good time

“Ripping!” noswered Harry. ™ The
old eolonel is a jolly old sportsman, and
he's got some jolly good horses. Hallg,
Coker 1"’ -

“Pon's been hera,” said Boh, " Hae
eame with the other two cads, and they
had me in & fix, and Coker barged in
and mopped them uwp. Pon would haove
got away with the Holiday Annual this
time, if Coker hadn’t happened! And
T should have got the rapging of my
life! They dido’t stay long to argue
with Coker.” ;

“Oh!” said Harre. Tle juniors un-
derstood now tihe unexpected state of
affable peare that reigned between the
lion and tla lamb! “Tiat was jolly
good of vou, Coker, expacially after the

I mean Yyes, quitel”™

ey
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wav we handled you wyozterday, Htay
to luneli, old tulip?” .
“I'm pgoing to lunmch here,’ said

Coler. * But don't call me old tulip!
It's cheelc !

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“And don't cackle when I speak!
added Coker.

“Well, you're really conouzgh to maks
8 cat Jaugh, ain't you, Cokeri" re-
marked Johnny Bull,

* Look here——'"" roared Coker.

“QOrder, my infants!” interposed Bob
Cherry. "Gentlemen, c'.lm{)s, and fel-
lows, Coker weighed in like a good
little man, and got me out of a fearful
fix. Pon & Co. had me tied up like &
turker, and Pon was whopping mo
with a frying-pan, when Coker barged
in. I'm awfully obliged to Colker—and
vou fellows—" _

“Just the same!” gaid Harry.

“The samefulness is terrific.’

“Yaas, begad!” sanid Lord Maul-
everer. “Vote of thanks to Coker, all
round.”

“Hear, hear "

“Jolly glad if vou'll stay to lunch,
Coker | onoured 1 '

“The honarific joyfuloess will be pre-
posterous.” _

*“1 =say, you fellows—"

f5hut up, Bunter |”

_ “That fat young scoundrel hutted me
in the breadbasket last night, when I
was whopping him,"” said Coker, frown-
ing at the fat Ow] of the Remove. “I've
a jolly good mind—"

"Keep him off I"”" roared Bunter,

“Let him off, Coker,” said Harry
gravely.” “Not worth your notice.”

“Well, there’s something in that!"
agreed Coker. Tortunately, it was
elways easy to dpull Coker's legz. "1
aupE’usu you kids never saw anything
of Potter and Greene?”

The junigrs shook their heads,

“They've gone home, I fanoy,” said
Coker. *I thought we were going to
get on all right, after I'd knoe edniitmr
heads togetler, you know, to show them
that I wouldn't stand nny nonsonse.
But they seem to have got their backs
up sbout something and cleared off,

ell, let ’em rip! If that grub's
ready, I'm ready.”

“Just on !’ said Bob. " Bort out the
gold and silver plate, you fellows.™

The gold and silver plate—otherwize
tin plates and dishes—were sorted ont.
Bab had coocked an Irish stew, in which
he had used up nearly everything that
was left in hand in the provender line.
Bul it was quite a successful stew; and
evervbody was hunfrﬁr, and every
follow paszsed his plate for more—
Bunter a good many times.

Colker talked during lunch,

In the circumstances, feeling ex-
tremely obliged to Coker for the help
he had given Bob at a critical time.
the hikers gavé Colker his head—and
let him run on without contradiction
or interruption.

Coker was, 1in his own belief, one qf
those strong, silent characters—and his
conversation was unlimited,

He told the juniors what silly asses
Potter and Greene were, and how the
had tried his patience on the hike till
he had been fairly driven to banging
their heads together. He also told t
what silly ;uung assos they were them-
selves. FHa told Bunter not to make
such a8 row eating—advice which elicited
a grunt of wrath from the fat Owl. Hae
told Lord Mauleverer not to yawn—
mhich was really asking a lot of any
fellow who was lmtenmﬁ to Coker's con-
versation! He told Bob Cherry to keep
his hoofs still—and pever dreamed how
narrow an escape he had of a drive
from one of the hoofs! Coker, in fact,
mada himself pleasant nnd agreecabls
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it had to stop. And Coker reached it

ssped it, received a swipe on the he
rom Pon's cann without even feelin
it, and clambered over the back, an
came headlong into the green Austin
like & thunderbolt !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Lending Coker a Hand !

ONSONBY velled, in the mighty
P grasp of Horace Coker. Ho Hew
out of the car as bhe yelled, and
landed in the road. j
Gadsby end Monson were trying to
geramble out, before their turn camel
A hefty hand grasped the collar of
each of them, behind. Their heads
came together with a sounding crack!
“Yarcooh |” yelled Gadsby and Mon-
son_together, .
Bump! Bump! They landed beside
Ponsonby.

Pon and Co. sat up in the road, dusty
and dozed and dizzy. The farm cart
was passing slowly across the road
nhmdp;- the wa¥ would soon be clear—
but too late for the Highcliffians}
Coker turned to Jervis, who sat like a
wooden image in his zeat.

“You in this?” demanded Coker,
unpleasantly, . _

_“*No, sir!” said Jervis. “Not at all,
Bir.

Coker's gleaming eyes and jutting jaw
were enough for the chauffeur. Jervis
did not want to sample his leg-of-
mutton fists. The biggest and burliest
fellow in the Fifth Form at Greyfrars
could have handled Jervis twice over.
Jervis was not keen on it.

“Oh! You're mot?” snorted Coker,

“Not at all, sir!” said Jervis, very
respectfully. He did not “sce ¥ having
his features altered in shape, on account
of the festive Pon. ‘

“All rlght; then |” said Coker. *“Get
off the car ' - :

“I'll stay, if you don't mind, sir.”

“I'm not having you cut off,” eaid
Coker. *Get down!”

‘“You see, sir—"

“Y said get down!” remarked Coker.
“] don't care twopence whether you
EEEE off, or whether I bung you off.
Take vour choice.” -
Jervis decided to step offi—and didl
Then Coker ntEEp-ad out.

He surveyed the three Higheliflians

grimly. They had been about to get
up! On second thoughts, they re-
mained where they were. Coker at

close quarters was terrifying,

“Well, I've got you!” said Coker.
“You cracked me over the nut with a
stick, young Ponsonby! Some of you
bunged things at mel I'm going to
kick you! Hard! Get up.”

“You bullyin' rotter!” panted Pon-
sonby.

“J—I say, it was only a-a-a joke!"
groaned Gadsby. .

“Look here, chuck it,” maid Monson.
“We've had enough, sce?”

“You may think so!” assented Coker.
“But I don't agree ! My hat's wrecked,
and I've a bump on my head!

Stand up !’
to be kicked—

they were goin
by the largest fect at Greyiriars School

—when they stood up Pon & Co.
naturally preferred to sit!
“Jerviz I vwelled Pon, desperately.

"Collar him! We'll help 1™
Coker looked round at the chauffeur.
“"Get on with the collaring,” he
remarked. *I'd just as soon knock the

stuffing out of vou as not.”
= [1] Eﬂ

“Not at all, sir!” said Jervis,
business of mine."

“You rotter, Jervis,” yelled Pon, “If
TeeE MAGKET LiBRARY.—No0, 1,336,
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you don't back up, I'll ask my Ifather
to sack you.”

Jervis gave Coker a look-over. But
evidently he decided that it was not
good enough, for he shook hiz head.

“ Borry, sir, but I'm engaged to drive
the car,” he said. “ After all, you struck
the young gentleman first, sir "

“No bizney of yours, you rotter!
Tackle him." L

“1 don't think that comes within my
duties, sir !” answered Jervis, smoothly.

“Go and get help, thenl|” howied
FPonsonby.

_ “8tir. & stump, my man, and Tl
jolly soon make you wish you hadn't,”
said Coker., “Don’t a’penk to the man
again, Ponsonby! I'm giving orders
here! Are you getting up!”

“You bullyin’ Greyiriars
groaned Pon. '

Coker stepped to him and grasped
him by the back of his collar. Pon
came to his feet then, with a swing of
Coker's hefty arm. :

Holding Pon by the collar, as if he
did not want to part with him, Coker

rotter ™

then turned his attention to Gadsby

and Monson.

They squirmed swiftly out of the ‘F‘f'
But they did not equirm quite swiftly
h. TCoker’s heavy foot landed on
Gaddy, and then on Monson—and then

they were running,

Thev mt:ddnﬁmk along the road,
and did not stop till they were fifty
rards distant. hen, panting, they
alted and stared hauf: ready to run
again if Coker pursued. '

But Coker did not take any further
heed of Gadsby and Monson. A kick
apiece for them scemed to lwﬁf% Coker.

He picked up the cane that Pon had
dropped in the car, and holding Pon'a
collar with his left hand, whacked with
his right. Half a dozen swipes rang
like pistol-sliots on Pon's elegant
trousers. And Pon's frantic yells rang
far and wide.

“That will do, I think,” said Coker
cheerfully. “ Get into the car.”

He tosted Pon into the car.

He followed him in, sat down, and
f]nrked Ponsonby into the stat beside

im.. Then he called to the astounded
JerEi:. st

ik Et H‘ﬂtt’tg r

“But——" gasped
b iting)

‘1 gaid get going!”

“But Master Ponsonby——" )

“We're going motoring together this
afternoon,” said Coker, with grim
humour, *“I'm borrowing the car!”

“0Oh, my eye !"’ said Jervis blankly.

“Don't start the car, Jervis!”
nhriuh:zd Ponsonby. *Run for a police-

“You didn't want & peliceman on
the scene when you were cracking my
nut with that stick!” grinned Coker.
“You won't get one ‘now, my boy. I
was badly in want of a lift when you
came along. You're going to give me
the lift I want. 8till, 1t’s yoir car, and
'ou con give orders to the shover. Tell
Lim to drive.”

“I won't!” yelled Ponsonby.

“I think you will,”” smiled Coker.
“You sce, if you jib at my orders, I'm
going to pull your ears—like that—"

*“YWhoooop !’

“ And like that—""

“Yaroooh !"

“And I fancy you'll got tired before
I do. Are you telling that shover of
yours to drive, or not?!”

Ponsonby gasped with pain and rage.
He felt rather like the man in the story
who went out to shoot a rabbit and
woke up a tiger. He was utterly help-
less in Coker’s hands; and even if
Jorvis had put up a fight, Coker would
have knocked the chouffeur out quite

the amazed
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easily, Pon had started this little game,
and Coker was going on with it—and
Pon repented, from the bottom of his
heart, that he had started it!

He could hardly believe that Coker
really intended to take possession of
his ear, snd him, and the chauffeur,
for the afternoon! But Horace was In
deadly earnest. As he had said, he
wanted a lift—and Pon had barged in
just in time to give him the Iift he
wanted |

“ Get going, Jervis!"" spluttered Pon-
gonby, quite unable to stund the hefty
pulling of iz ears “G-g-g-et

g-%:gmng " :
oTée WwWas & nup;;lmaaed grin on
Jervis' smooth, clcan-shaven face as he
took his seat at the wheel. Perhaps he
was inwardly a little entertainod by
this fall of the lofty and lordly Pon!
“Now, I've lost some fellows,” said
Coker, “You know the fellows, Pon-
sonby—those Romove kidas, of Grey-
friara, They've wandered off some-
where, losing their way, like silly little
idiots. I shall never find them on
foot, that's pretty clear. You're going
to %?’nd me the car till I find them—
800

Ponsonby could only pant with rage.

““You catch on, my man?" said Coker
to the chauffour. “Lock out for a
ang of hikers. You've scen them
efore, and you'll know them. Up one
road and down another—sll over the
shop—see?! Get mel”

"“Dhnjrea, sir | gasped Jervis. “DBut
sir—

‘; I've no use for buts '’ Coker pointed
out.

“I—I have to take my orders from
Master Cecil, sir.”

“Don't you worry about Master
Cecil,”" answered Coker. " Master Cecil
is doing exactly as I tell him. Ain't

ou, Master Cecil?” He grinned at the
nfuriated Ponsonby. * 8till, as 1 said,
it's, your coar, and you can tell your
shover what to do. Tell him to start
looking for those hilkers,”

#[—]—=I—" gurgled Ponsonby.
“Oh! Ow! Leggo my ear, you
thunderi brute! D-d-do &s you're

told, Jervis! Wow!"
“Yea, sir|"” said Jervis.
And he drove on.

Gadsby and Monson, in the distance,
saw the ear start—and sa&w it vanish.
They wore left bechind. Coker was not
thinking nhout them, and Pon was only
thinking about himself and the extra-
ordinary predicament he was in. The
green Austin rushed on, leaving Gaddy
and Monson to disappear astern.

“Not a bad ecar,” remarked Coker
approvingly. *“Rather lucky you camo
along to give me a lift, Ponsonby.”

“(Oh, you rotter! I'll have you run
in for this!"” gasped Ion. .

“For lending me your car?” grinned
Coker. “My dear boy, you can refuse
to lend it to me if you like—though
I'm sorry for your ears if you dol
Keep your cyes open for those hikers,
Jervis—if that's your name. You've
got to keep on driving till you find
them, if it takes you till midnight.”

Pon sat beside Coker as the green
Austin ate up the miles, smouldering
with fury. nee or twice he thought
even of jumping from the car, but he
dared not! He even thought of tum-
ingsdesperately on Coker, but still less
did he daro to do that! He thought
of shouting for help to people on the
road, but Coker's cxpression was so
very grim nnd unpleasant that he did
not venture to do so. Once, when a
constable was passed on the road, he
very nearly made the venture, but a
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Having found the hiking party,
authority on the spot.
¥ Now, then, get & move onl”

“Shar’t ! hooted Bunter. . emough slsckin
S ven j:il:: :‘I’ grinned Coker. "We'll ““ywity a fai gl
other young swee
I don't uup

had resumed

“YWon't

you for sl

“0h, my hﬂ{"
“And I'll see that Bunter doesn't
slack. Now, then, up with you "

Coker took Bunter by his [at neck
and heaved. Bunter lprlwled and

liu ‘r;u 're not slackeres.
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I'll say this for you

all have to whop
chips.

Coker and blood could

Coker ceven for a
Anvhow, there was no resgson why

Buutar should slack. Bunter had dnna
on that hike.

ca crimson with fury,
Bunter sorted out the plates.
Cherry served out the supper.
a savoury supper of

ut up with Horace
ew hours.

It was
sausages and

“Where's the salt?” assked Nugent.

“ No,
“Get it out,

roared. A jab from Coker's foot hastily.

helped him up.

“Beast !” roared Bunter.
You're not wanted
well tell you!l b
mess! 1 ssy, you fellows—— Yarooh!* & Dump.

Emm:k

“ Whoooop "
“Get out those platea!” gaid Coker. .

“You won't!"”

" (et out! down!

here—I can jolly B8V Frank N

Mind your own busi- %88

“Didn't you get it out, Bunter 1"
dido’s,” grunted Bunter,
unter | said Coker.
“All screne; I'll get it[” said Frank

said Coker,
Get the salt, Bunter!” He
jugent & push, and Frank
down 8 ain, rather hurriedly, with
ow, then, Bunter——*

#8it

“1 say, you fellows—" squeaked

Bl.ll!lﬂr.

Billy Bunter blinked at Coker, with lrgu&d with 1

an infuriated blink
acles.
Buntar

his lpect
tnn—-!nr

The other hikers had

work sometimes—not i
it was no easy task. But kick him out! C;o

' that almost cracked

“ Look here,

the lot of them together were not so0 YWharton tantwﬂ

ad ss Coker,
igh-handed Horace,
mn-uuh:ht unto sunlight, s water unto

Hur,r Wharton & Co.
rather worried.
s shindy with the

Compared with the

L1 L
they were as Don & javw;

“Hold

-] Dnnt jaw!” said Coker.
you're toldl I'm not here to

You l:hEEk]l' beast !
BAY, You fulluwu. ra

e JﬂEt

Yaroch! I
that beast, and
Bunter,

ker——" begon Harry

hlrtnn b
“Look heré—" roared Johnny Bull,
your tongue

Bull! Now,

then, Bunter, if you don't want your

They did not want thn.t salt "
ellow who had Bill

rescued Beb frem Fon & Co. They did quickly.

not want Coker runni
Bo they ncrﬂ |n rl.thar l
It eeemed ﬁ idea

decide the matter p-enm':nh by puttmg talk,

either.
dilemma,

the show,

ﬂﬂnﬂﬂl'llﬂ

looked on, head smacked again, hurry up with
Bunter found tho salt quite

Bupper was disposed of—rather in
silence, m far as the
Even Bil
for nnnﬂ tlmu

[)umnr hikers were

E Hunt-ar dui not
lared con-

up with Coker for one night, and then tmunllr at Coker wlth den ly, almost

ﬁtmg “lost ¥ again on the morrow.
question was whoether human Hesh

demon

go glares. Coker, however, did
talking enough for the Jot.
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Coker was in a cheery good humour.
Quite unaware of the reason why the
schoolboy hikers were giving him his
head, Coker had an impression that
they were gratified and honoured by
F1 th Forin man joining the party.

So long as they did what they were
told, and shut up, it seemed to Coker
that this hike might be quite a lucceas,
though, of course, he could not for
that it was a little undignified to
hiking with Lower Fourth fags. Coker
talked a good deal, laying plans for
the murraw mapping uul: & route. It
was mot the route the juniors had

lanned; but that did not matter.
ker was in command now, and his
word was law,

“ Now, then,” said Coker, getting u
at last, “wash uﬁ before going to bed.
Nover put off till to-morrow what you
can do to-day., Bunter take that
bucket and I.'etch water from the pond.”

"I say, you fellows—"

“I don't want to hava to tell you
twica [” said Coker.

Bunter fetched the water.

“Now wash up,” said Coker. "Don’t
you kids help—it's Buntﬂra job. I'm
going to stop his slacking
B;'hﬂh we'll all lﬂl'-'l-d % hand!” said

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” said
Coker. calmly. *“You'll do enr.-tl;r as
I tell you, and nothing else, go long as
I'm giving orders here.”

‘"I udy you fellowe—"

your tongue, Bunter! Get
on wilh the washing- up! 2

Billy Bunter cast an appealing blink
at tha other hikers. Lu Mauleverer
grinned. The other fellows exchanged

glances, and were silent, Somchow,
anyhow, they felt Lhnf. they were umg
to endure Coker till they ﬂ'-l]-l.il].

him again. If it could pnmhly hﬂ

done, they were going to do it,

Buntef washed up.

He did it in his usual way. Coker
surveyed the result, and shook his head.
Coker was not satisfied.

“(Call that washing up, Bunter? ™ he
gaid. “Dirty little beast! The things

have got to bs washed. Wash ‘emn all
over agamn|”
“I eny, you fellows—" moaned

Bunter.

“1 said, wash 'em over again! ™ said
Coker ominously.

Bunter, with feelings too deep for
words, washed the things over again.
This time he washed them clean.

“That's better,” said Coker approv-
'g . “Now pack them all away
tidily. There's guini to be no slovenl-
ness in this camp.”

Bunter packed them all away tidily.

After thnt, the hikers turned in. There
was no room for Coker in the tent,
which was [airly well pln].m:l at the
best of times. ker took his ground-
sheet and blankets outside. It was a
fine, mild night, and Coker was, at
least, hardy. The lantern was put out,
and- the hikers settled down to repose.
There was a murmur of voicea in the
tent; the hikers, as well as Coker, had

lt:u to lay for the morrow.

“Quiet, therel” called out Coker.
“Don't jaw! Go to sleep "

There was silence in the tent,

Horace Coker slept like a top. He
did not open his eyeca tiil the sunshine
was streaming down again on the
common. Hes was up with the sun—
with sll his little faults and weaknesses,
Coker was an energetic fellow, and no

slacker. He bawled into the tent:
“Now, then, turn outl Up with
you | ¥

Snore from Bunter,
(Continued on page 28.)
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William, as the needle crawled up,
wavering between seveniy-five and

eighty.

{thr-rrmmm[ The roadster cata-
pulted under a railway bridge, leaving.
thunderous echoes in her wake. Over
unother steep rise—down, Tortured
tyres screeched as Mike took the next
corner on two wheels, with Klaxen
blaring. Then they were smnl'mﬁ
through a long flat valley, with black
hills to the right, and fleeting glimpses
of a river to the left.

Wharr-rr-m ! Another car leapt into
view. DBill glanced at it, eaw that it
was o small saloon, and forgot it. They
passed it in 8 flash, skimmed across an
old stone bridge, and pelted through a
sleeping village.

n and on. The hedgerows were
mere black blurs, trees swished down
on them wsnd whipped behind, eign-
posts pointed, flickered and then van-
1shed. On—on, past more houses, a fow
more cars, but still no sight of the car
—Valetti’s ear. Fifty miles from Avon-
port, Bill stirred and relaxed his taut
muscles,

“Think we'll catch him " e eried,
with a note of :g eal in his voice,

“Yes!” was nrthnt Mike said, as
the tourer raced onwards,

They crught up with Corsica Thil

Valetti five minutes later !
P like. DBut they caught him, and

on & long straight stretch of
road into the bargain.

Until then, Corsica Phil, in his own
plirase, had been “sitting pretty.”

All the way from Avonport he had
maintained a steady fifty, breezing
slong at what, to him, was & nice, com-
fortable pace. He had no need to
hurry. Plenty of time. The ease with
which he bad out loose from Len, and
made his treacherous flit, filled him
mltfh a boundless admiration for him-
self.

1t had been all so simple,

Len, that poor, credulous roung fool,
could not—dared mot—try to stop him,
he knew. And though Mike Doyle and
“that cub” Bill Allison had fput more
than one spoke in his wheel of late, the
last and best laugh of all had come his
. way. He had finished with them all

now; fnished with Avonport and
England, too, for good.

rue, he had delayed rather longer
than anticipated in Len's house after
the succeasful theft of the Allison plans,
but that had been unavoidable. aw,
however, Portsea lay ahead. Ie even
knew a “snide” garage there, not far
from the docks, where he could dispose
of Len's fine roadster quickly and quietly
befora crossing to Ireland soon after
dawn.

After that—America, the land of the
free, where money is iii.il].g' and the law

— ey

Valettl Crashes Through !

ERHAPS it was just luck, per-
haps it was Fite, whichever yvou

something to snigger about! One of
the thinlql that seriously annoyed
Corsica Phil about Britain was tho

ridicnlous fact that judges and juries
couldn't be squared or scared.

In Detroit or Cleveland, U.8.A., he
could lay hands on hall a dozen
“colients* who would bid feverishly
against each other for the plans of the
‘Allison supercharger, now snug in his
pOESEsS100.

Therefore, Corsica Phil amiled like the
praoverbial f]hﬂhire cat as he hummed
along in his stolen roadster. He wasa

stilk smiling when suddenly tho rear of
s supercharged engine beat riotously on
his ears, and caused him to fling a
hasty glonce to the rear.

For the first time a slight frown
puckered hizs beetling brows.

Traffic, up till now, had been scarce,
for the hour was late. A few homing
cvelists, a farmi-wagon or so, and a
sprinkling of motors, that was all. But
now another car was coming up like the
wind—travelling at a speed far greater
than his own; and the long, brilliant
beam flung out by its headlights
whitenod the hedges and road as it
swam steadily upon him.

Expertly he judged the other's pace—
and whistled thoughtfully.  Then his
frown deepened a little, as, of a sudden,
strange misgivings stirred in his breast.

Somehow—for some occult reason—he
didn’t quite like the look of this fyer
m*er}imuﬁng him =&t such breakneck
speed.

It was absurd, of course. Nerves, per-
haps| No one was chasing him—no one
could be. And vet—and yet——

The farther he went, and the closer
the other car came, the less he liked it.

All his life Valetti had lived by his
wits and “hunches,” and now something
—a small, insistent voice in his brain—
began to whisper warnings. The new-
comer's speed, the reckless manner in
which he was burning up the road,
worried him. During the next mile, the
pursuing searchlight crept closer still,
then suddenly caught him full in its
glare and flung his distorted shadow on
to the windscreen. And aslways that
girident bellow of the supercharged
engine grew louder. .

E %rer to rising uneasiness, Valetti
thought fast.

Should he pull in and wave this erazy
fool on? Or should he pccclerate and
sce what happened? After a moment’s
hesitation he chose the latter course, and
eursed huskily at the result! )

Spurt for spurt the other driver
answerad, and, still that infernal head-
light bathed him in its clear, merciless
radiance. Valetti’s smouldering doubts
flamed up into hot fear then.

Somewhere or other » cog had
slipped in his carefully-made plans, and
the game was up. He was being pursued
—hunted by a car yards faster than his
awn !

But who was behind the hunter's
wheel! Not Len Allison—he wonld
stake his life on that! Nor the police,
for they would not chhse him, they
would telephone shead and have him
stopped. No, there was only one answer
to the question—and Phil Valetti’s blood
ran cold as he guessed it.

Cannonball Mike Doyle; his old and
bitter foe on the race-tracks of America!

He was the only man Valetti knew
who would, or could, slam & private car
through the night at such o killing bat,
“The Cannonball” was racing again,
after four idle years, And—

“With the new Allison supcruhqrger L3
roaned the dismayed, bewildered
ugitive, listening to that menacing roar

at his back.

Corsica Phil Valetti's face, almost
touching the steering-wheel, was as the
face of o snarling fiend,

Putting forth all his skill and daring,
he streaked away in a desperate effort to
escape. Portsea was forgotten—his
arrangements there would have to be
postponed until be was clear of the
relentless pursuer. Keep moving, twist-
ing and doubling’ in his tracks—that was

THE MAGNET

his only game now! Valetti stepped om
the gas.

Deeper and deeper he plungetl into the
network of guiet lanes, ecaring nothing
for direction, At every corner he risked
his neck, and once, cut straight across a
triangle of grass at some crossroads,

missing the mﬁq:}mb by a hairsbreadth.

But always Mike trailed him like a
weasel al?;r.-r a rabbit, creeping up,
creeping up, wntil—

A sudden hoarse well tore at Valetti's
throat.

Right before him at last glimmered
the white gates of a level-crossing—
nnd those gates were closed. There waas
a train coming: he could sea it gliding
on like some monstrous he gerpent
athwart his course. His yell RING &
sob, and for a moment he hesitated.
But then, in the next, he saw his slender
chance—and took it!

Crowding the roadster to the utmost of
its power, he simed dead for the cenire
of the Iah-hagd gote. He gripped the
wheel convnlsively; ducked at the last
split-second, and—

Crash-sh !

Valetti burst through!

Stout timbers snapped under the
smashing impact, the windscreen cracked
into an myriad whorls and stars. A
heavy blow punched the zoadster
squarely on the nose, the noise of the
train added itself to the din, and then—
crash ! again. Valetti shattered the
second gate wide open, whooping like a
maniao.

“Now follow me, curse you!” he
howled, and flashed a triumphant glance
backwards.

He was just in time to see the Cannon-
ba'l hurtling straight for the ragged
gaps he himself had made!

pes

Yet it wans Bill—young Allison, of
Avonshire—who was the real hero of
the death-defying feat that followed.

With the traip almost at the a_'.:mss}nﬁ
and the thought of Bill in his mi
Mike had faltered; grabbed at the
brake.lever. Speeding was one thing,
nipping in front of a train something
elsa entirely. Bill, however, thought
otherwise.

Delirious with excitement, the reck-

less youngster half-rose, shouting at the
full pitch of his luﬁgl.
“Go on, Mike, slam her through—
slam her through! Hang the train—
vou can do it! Don’t let Valett: escape
—chance it, man, chance it—"

Mike chanced it!

Wharrrr-mmm ] The tourer sesmed
to leap forward suddenly like a si:un,'m:l
racehorse, while broken gates rushed to
meet her. Bill saw & man leaning out
of the signal-box, shouting something,
waying his arms; saw a huge blas
and fiery mass rear high above his head
and heard the piercing squeal of locked
wheels dragging on steel metals. For
one hideous second, death hissed at his
elbow, and the whole world rocked.
And then:

“Wirrrooooo !"' i

Above -the uproar sounded a wild
Irish yell. The demented signalman,
the train, the wrecked gates, all
vanished as by mn%u‘: and forty yards
nhead, the tail o Valetti’s roadster
was whisking round a bend. They were
through—clear !

Bill, limp as an empty sack, glanced
foggily at Mike, who sat grim and im-
placable, but with beads of sweat
glistening on his seamed brow.

The Irishman's tight lips were
moving.

“ Bill, you're 8 knockout! I'd mever
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OLD GREYFRIARS
CUSTOMS

New boys end fags instructed in the history
and meaning of old Greyfriars customs,

ceremonial and ritual., Avoid pitfalls! Do
the right thing at’ the righi {ime! Don't
learn by painful experience—learn from the
guy that knows, instead —FISHER T. FISH,

Instructor, Study No. 14, Remove,

EDITED BY HRRY WHARTON.

WILL-POWER SPECIALIST

Hires out his servicea for five shillings an
hour. Let me will your Form-master to
forget that impot he gave woul Let me
travsfor to your skipper's brainbox a few
thoughts about giving you a place in tho
eleven!  Spell-cagting and bewitching o
gpeciality | Reduced rate for willing prefects
to have toothache—half-a-arown Tmm__uﬁﬁm
BULSTRODE, The Palace of Power, Remoave

Passage.

AS OTHERS
SEE THEM

What I Think of
George Tubb

By Arthur Carne

Yes, I've read the scurrilous, libellous
etteck on me by the inky-fingered Tubb, and
I'd like every reader of this reprehensible
jumior rag to know that Tubb shall pay
dearly for it !

“ How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is
To have s thenkless child | "

The words of the immortal bard ring in my
eara with renewed mesaning, as I think about
this pgrubby-faced king of the fags! I've
kicked him and cuffed him and wielded my
ashplant on him, just as if he were my own
young brother. And what have I got from
him in return ? Only base ingratitude 1

Tubb seems to imagine I've done it all for
my own personal gratification. Nothing could
be further from the truth. If only he knew it,
it has often hurt me more than it has hurt
him. But I've recalled the- old wuuuqnw_.»l
*' Bpare the rod and spoil the child,” and I've

one shead with it despite my humane
eelinge—just for George T'ubb'a pood |

Tubb is discreetly silent on mﬁ subject
of the burnt toast and ** pinched " chocolates
and wﬁnrw”wqpﬂn _for whish he has been
responsible in the past ; but I can assure my
readora that thia irresponsible youth is, at any
time, bad enough to bring down sny fag-
master’s grey hairs in sorrow to the grave !

..H.HE._.._ he has the makinge of a man in him,
I'll agrea. But if ever he does develop into e
he-man, you can take my word for it that it
will be mostly on account of the strict training
I've given him.

vow, wail till next term, young Tubb ]

R ——— e ——————

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

_ Young Paget's craze for guns and revolvers
is Hwn wild that it keeps him awake half the
nite.

He sits up in bedd gazing out of the winder
for hours, The only conclogsion I ean come
nmmuwmpz._hn he's watching out for * shooting "
B

Hiking or Biking?

Combine thoe two by carryving Fisher T.
Fish'a Patent Folding mmﬁ ! mnumw it on your
back with the rest of your kit—it weighs
only 100 Iba. !

SKINNER, WE'RE SURPRISED!

In bending over to pick up a penny he’d
dropped, Skinner split his trousers at ihe
rear.

- We always koew Skinner lived u
income, but it's the first time we've
bhim being behind with his “ rent * |

to ha
ard ol

i

/" MILK CHURN
;= JAPE REACTED

get through =&ll right. Other-
- wisge——""

“How could one releass the
churns, though 7" asked 'Lonzy.

“Eagily ] Just lst down the
tailboard, and lift the chain, Of
course, there’s a riek: but when
vou think of the liveas of those—-"

** Gracious goodnees ! Bomethin
indubitably must be done!" aai
‘Lonzy,

'‘Lonzy’s not usually a men of
action. But the thought of fellow
human-beings in  dire distress

urred him on. Wearing & look
of grim determination, he dashed
after the lorry.

As Pon eaid, it was a simple
matter to let down the tailboard
and loogen the chain that encircled
the milk c¢hurns—so rimple that
the man sit{ing beside the driver
could have done it easily, if there
really had been any danger—
though, of course, that didn’t occur
to 'Lonzy.

Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, came
back from the holidays last term,
full of bright ideas. He hlossomed
out with a particularly bzight one
on first dey of last term at Grey-
friara, Alonzo Todd had been left
behind in the rush for the school
bus, and was padding ithe hoof
irom the station, FPonsonhy and
his clever friends ran into our
Prize Duffer, and Pon gave his
claver friends a wink to prepare
them for something ?_m______“m...:u_,
clever in the way of japes.

Then Pon suddenly pointed a
trembling finger up the steep hill
that leads from the village to

Musgrave's Farm. "Lonzy * released the tailboard,
“ Look | Look !" he oried | then ?E%m_..._ on to the back of the
hoarsely. : lorry and untied the chain, And
Pon'a pi grinned. 'Lonzy | aa Pon had anticipated, the entite
dropped hia suitcass and stared.|load of empty milk churns started

All he could see wos s milk-lorry,
laden with empty churne from the
station, rattling slowly and pain-
fully up the steep incline. :

“ Pray, what ia the matter, my
good youth ? " asked 'Lonzy in
w_m_u.m.... -

“ It's tragic—terrible | ' gasped
Pon., " Something's wrong with
that lorry—it keeps on slipping
back ¥ In a few minutes they'll lose
control eompletely, and it will slide
downwards to crash to pieces here
at the bottom, unleggs——"*

aliding off the lorry !

What Pon had not anticipated,
however, waa that they would roll
down the hill at such a speed as to
give him and hia pala no earthly
chance of petting out of the way.
But that was what actually hap-
penad ! Before Ponsonby & Co,
realised quite what was happening,
they found themselves lying on their
backs with metal receptacles in
extremely awkward shapes rattling
over them !

It only remains to add that when

_ " Goodness ! "' gasped 'Lonzy,|the men in the lorry found out
mnoecently. * Unleas whot T from ‘Lonzy what had actually
" Unlesa some brave fellow will | happened, they compelled Pon &

dash after it and release thechurns!”
said Pon, with an artistio shudder,
*"If they lost their load they eould

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Co. to load up the lorry again for
them. We hope that Pon & Co.
saw the funny side of their jape!

A O e O R e
um ealing he
gaid he had seven broken bones,
Thiza makes & total of forty-three
from the same gource this term )

Cecil Ponsonby, the cad of High-
cliffe, is very ‘‘ lnddy ** over his
tigarat ‘and Emo nothing
but Egyp Thsy maks him
mick jost the same, bowever !

' for three mionthshrd |

Mr. Proul spent hiz sum
vacation on &
ervige, and is Iull of his rlike., Coker, who spends lavishly

ﬂwﬂaﬂn-ﬂﬁn_-ﬁgnﬂ_

ﬁ_e_u_:m on the
Approaping New Term

Hamny Waa I suppose it's natural that we
should want holde to go on for ever; but all good
things must convl an end and, anyway, we shouldn't
w_u:_uu!ﬁl_ﬁ&rﬂu ey didn't. One of my first jobs
will be te call tkiret meeting of the Remove Footer
Club—and in thihirl of activity that will [ollow,sl
shall seon settlé®m to term life again.

Bom Crenay here are roughly one hundred davs
of swet, Seccerad scrapes lying shead of us, my
hearties, and I ih enjoy every one of them |

Miexy Desvod Shure, an’ it’s meself that would
be glad to he thing of going back, if it wasn't that,
in a way, Oi'm i'm glad !

Msimz Linrevifersonally, I shall be very happy to
be back. You mMr. Quelch has kindly promised to
give me extra tuilp in Greek this term, and I'm keen
to start | (HelglED.)

Haroro SEmmmt I feel the same as I feel at the
approasch of everyiw term—Iliks a giddy conviet booked

Little
Letters

Dear Editor,~§
infelicitoua minmilamitiea of fortuitous description

bearing conmi mutual simiflitude inasmuch as
they originate irithe incrdinate complexities of that
popular marine recreation which consista
oi & hempen. ixtended over a timber framework,
and im ularljjven the cognomen of deck-chair,
and furt t, after imnumerable embarrasa-
mentis regarding igechanical subtleties (which produce
an inordinate inme in the activity of my sudoriferous
glands}) in the pial eonjunction of my anatomy with
the tervostrinl sulg, to indite & missive indicating my
comprebensive opgition to the unnecesgarily com-
plicated mature sijge apparatus in gueatidn, I hercby
place om record siptimenta in regard thereto and make
sntreaty te the maifacturers thereof for euch a struc.
tiral smphificatinas will produce an accessory of
infinitely lees pusle character |
Younj human betterment,
ALONZO TODD,

can get out of thia jumble is

lled by a numerous sequence of |}

as he gits in it. hes aw fo in fixing a deck-chair

{(The only meaj we
that when 'Lonsyise a devk-chair it collapses as soon
giatter, we don’t wonder at it |—ED.)

as he il in writin

Remove's Greatest
Soccer Season

With the approsch of the new
term, all thonghts are turned to the
fortheoming foothall season. So far
a8 the Hemove are concerned, the
outlook has never heen more rosy.
With a bit of Juck we may turn this
into the greatest fooler season the
Remove has ever known.

There's nothing like optimism in
the grand old winter game—especially
when that optimism is justified by
the solid facts of the case | The solid
facte in thia cese are that we still
preserve intact the team that finished
up last season in puch rattling good
style. Every man-jack is ap fit as a

dle, and as keen as mustard to
get on to the field.

What our old rivals from Bt. Jim's
and Higheliffe and Rookwood have
in atore {or us, we don’t know. RBut
if it comes to that, we don't care,
either ! In our present mood we feel
we're quite capable of meeting all
comers, and giving them a trouncing,

It will be great to hear the
“Plonk ! " of the good old leathern
sphere on Little Bide onte more—
greater still, to zes the forward line
streaking down the fGield, with the
ball bobbing between Wharton and
Bmithy and Inky, till it mum:ﬂq___. crashes
inlo the net, and the how! of * Goal ™
thundera acrosa the field !

Make no mistake about it, chaps,
anyway, thera'a a great season ahead

of us. We've got the men, and wa've
got the enthusiasm—and before
mony weeks are past, barring

necidents, we shall have the well-knit
teamn that will eut through our
opponents’ defences like a knife cuts
through butter ! To put it poetically,
taling liberties with some well-known
lines in the .process :

{Come the four cornera of the world
in' teamas,

And we shall shock them—

Nought shall make us rue,

Ii Greyiriars to herself do rest but
trua !

WOULD-BE SUICIDES !
Let Coker solve your problem. He
has one wvacancy for a pillion pass.

enger when he returns to school !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! -~

LETTER FROM AN
IMPORTANT PERSON

Deer Edditor,—I 1ite to
protest againet the ever-dimin.
nishing space which the railwa
companies provide undernset
the seats in railwoy carridges.
It'a a skandal and a shamse,
and somathing jolly well ought
to be done sbout it !

Time was when a fellow could
squesze underneeth any carridge

scat quite ecomiorinbly, DBut
that time, a lass, ia fast van-
nishing | Why, in some of 1he
moat reccnt eggsamplea there's
hardly rooin for a mouse to got
in, let alone a hewman bemg
with an athlettick, well-de-
veloped figger like mine.

Don't run away with the
idea that I should ever dreem
of pgetting undereeth railway
carridge sonts, deer Edditor !
Some fellows, of corse, would
squeeze undernceth so as to
dodge the ticket-collector and
evoid paying the fare. But I
should skorn to hide underneeth
o carridge seat myself, I feel
I couldn’t stoop 80 low.

The fellows whose interesta 1
sm konsidering are those who
have never acted dishounestly
in their lives, but who ars kom.
pelled by unfortunate circum-
slances to use a certain amount
of strategy in travelling.

Take my own case, on the
jerney back to school, just
befora the hols. Solely owing

to my foolish jennerosity in

standing treet to a number of
frienda m a tuckshop, I found
myself without the munney

1for my fare. What can an

honnest man do in such eir-
cumsatances ! Obviously he can't
diddle the railway company:
he’s much too high-principled
for thot, But he simply must
do the ?nﬂaw? What, then ?

There's only one alternativa—
to travel under a carridge seat,
firraly resolved to send on tha
fare to the company as soon aa
he receeves a postal-order |

I took that alternative, deer
Edditor, and if only I could
have squeezed under a seat, all
would have been well, for, with
my customary foresight I had
provided mysell with a plat-
form ticket for the other end.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t
squeeze under the seat—hence
the undignified spectakls of o

Greyiriars man being drapgged
out of a carridge by his feet to
the mewsio of t maocking

lariter of the ignerant rabbls?

I trussed .u.nﬁ._,_ support me
ior all you're worth in my
demand for rajlway carridges
with plenty of space under the
seats. Only when they're rein.
stated in all carridges will an
honnest man feel safe n travel-
ling without a ticket sgain !

In a state of boiling indigg-
nation,

Yorea truly,
W. G. BUNTER.

{Words fail us!—EDb.)

r =

PLAY POTTYBALL!

The pottieat ball in the world.
However you throw if, it
bouncea back and hits you on
the boko! Binge while it
bounces | Ags supplied to all the
leading kindergartens and men-
tal homeal C. R. Temple
(Fourth), writes, “ It simply
fagcinatea mel’ Ask your
Tuckshop Dame for one
to-day !

Mimble lets good cnstomers

Mediterraoe ** ron ' their bills as long es they
aADy
Bto

His only regret wuioften settles a bill for sever
pounds at once |

Bob Cherry’s cheery visage records
more ** hours of gonshine ** than

/..._.._..._._

s T O g
W & D
is at the other exiremse !

1066, W Sersn A
- UAT's \JRONG wWiTw

Mark Linley can reel off the dates
¢f the kings of England by heart.
Unlike PBunter, who only re-
members 1086—which he affirms
kg the year of the Spanish Armads.

OLD

IFriardale.”

to go !l

poiy |

Looking-Clerk : * Bosh !
to go to Friardale—you mean, you've gof

But only the
{axiz abt their n_n__Eu.Enn_ ]
to the pesrcst ralwey-statiom oo Shonks'

GAG REVIVED

Seene : Railway booking-office,
Serubby Fag: ' Please, I want to go to

You don't want

T — s — e

Driven from Home

rich folk with limousines or
The rest of us go



