


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to School !
in 1™ roared Billy

“ EMAME
L Bunter.
With both fat hands

: g
) ing the door-handle of the
railway carriage, Bunter strove to

turn it.

But he strove in valn.

The carriasge door was shut tight,
and the handle within was held in
gtronger hands than Billy Bunter's.

Bunter wrenched and twisted, and
roared.

“Lemme in)] Do you hear, ycu
beast? Lemme 1nt"

The fat Owl of the Remove glared
at the fellow inside the carriage with
a glare of wrath that almost cracked lus
big spectacles.

Rcally, Bunter had to boe
wrathful.

There was & crowd of fellows on the
platform at Lantham Junction. It was
the first day of the new term at Grey-
frinrs. Plenty of fellows had to changu
at L.antham, Bunter among them. The
teain for Courtfeld was waiting in the
station. and Greyfriars fellows swarmed
along it, bagging seats. Bunter, spot-
ting a first-class carviage with only one
occupant, made a rush for b r.A.l:t-cI, to
hiz intense and thrilling indignation,
the fellow inside refused to let him
enter.

He waz & fellow of about Bunter's
own age, but who he was the fat Owl
of tha Remove had neo idea; he had
never seen him before. He could make

Cause

put o rather thin face, with a sharp

nose and a pointed chin., The boy wn
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the carriesge was by no means hand-
some; neither, it seemed, was he good-
natured or obliging. Holding the door-
handle inside, keeping
grinned at Bunter—quite an unpleasant
grin.

The glass 1n the door was down, and
the iqlfow had heen looking out when
Bunter happened. Possibly he was
looking for another passenger going by
the train. If so, Bunter was ovidently
not the passenger he wanted.

“Cut off, fatty!” he said.
room along the train |”

“ Leggo that door ¥ howled Bunter.

“ Rats {0 you I

“I'll jolly well punch your head when
I get in | gasped Bunter.

“¥ou're not in yet 1

" Beast 1 roared Bunter.

He gave the door-handle another
wrench. The fellow inside held it fast
and grinned. . r

Billy. Bunter, holding on with one
hand, half-turned, and locked round the
platform. There were plenty of Grey-
frilﬂ“ fellows sbout, and. Bunter wanted
1elp.

Five cheery juniors came down the
platform in a bunch Harry Wharlon &
Co. of the Remove had not yet bagged
seats. They had delayed a lLittle to
knock the hat off the head of Coker
of the Fifth. The sight of Horace
Coker, carrying on &s usual as if the
whole universe belonged to him, had

“Laots of

it shut, he P

led the
under the cold tap.
temnpted  the cheery chums of the
Bemove.

Coker of the Fifth was barging fags
out of his way, to an accompaniment of
mdignant howls from the fags; so the
Famous Five merrily barged Coker,
spun him over, knocked off his hat, and
sent 1t whirl: along the platform.
Coker of the Fifth was now in frantio
ursuit of his hat, and they were look-
ing for a carriage. And as he spotted
them, Bjlly Bunter howled :

“I say, you fellows, this way ¥

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Is that Bunter, or & jolly old
porpoise got out of the Zoo ™

“Oh, really, Cherry ™ -

" Keeping seats for us, old fat bean I
asked Harey Wharton, glancing into the
carriage. " CGood man! Hallo! What's
the matter with the door ™

“Y say, you fellows, that beast in
there won't let me in " hooted Bunter.
“1 say, you make him open that door—
zep t"

The Famous Five collected at the
door. They looked st the fellow inside,
and did not much like his looks.

But as he wa= a stranger to them,
they were cheerfully civil. Had hea been
a émyfriam. man, they would have
dealt with him in unceremonious
manner of the Lower Fourth Form.
But it was not the Greyfriars way to
expend their high spirits on @rdinary
members of tho publi. 5

“Let's get in, pleass!” said Harry
Wharton, with great politeness. “Are
you holding the door-handle?”

“ Exactly 1" said the fellow inside.

“Well, Fet go!” said Frank Nugent.
“We want to get in ™ )

“Can’t you go along the tram ™
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YWharton stered at him.

“We could,” he ssid. “But the
train's filling up. Can’t gee any reason
why - we shpuld, as this carriage
ampty.”

It's not empty—I'm in it 1"

“Do you want=it all to yourself1”

“¥You've 3

“Well, my hat!™ ejaculated the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove.

“] eay, vou fellows——" squeaked
e Bull !

ocoony ava A growl. 5

“Let go that handle, you ass! Wae're
getting 1n here [

. “You're oot |” .

* Esteerned and ludicrous individual,
will you have the pre rous kindness
to let go that abgurd handle?” inquired
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

The fellow in the carriage stared at
him, apparently taken rather abaétk by
that variety of the English Eanguaim
ver{ often Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
English, learned from the wisest moon-
shee of Dbanipur had a surprising
effect on strangers.

“1 eny, you fel the trein will be
%:ain " exclaimed Billy Bunter, ™ Make
the cheeky cad o a deoort”

“{Give me hold of that handle, old
fat man 1" said Bob Cherry.

. Bunter rejinquished the door-handle

mLc-L;ltntb'u muﬂ!;”!rmrg wﬂiui Irlla.uds.h
InF gO as , thro

the window, with a cheery grin. »

The fellow inside scowled.

“Nol Leave this carriage: alome!
The fact is, the seats sre all taken, and
¥'m minding them 1

:l;._ilui::lmnn I” zaid Bob.

old on a minute, Bob!” said
Harry Wharton.

He looked into the carriage, One
seat, of course, belonged to the fellow
there, and on one lay a travelling rug,
indicating that it was taken, But thera
were four geats vacant.

1t looked as if the boy in the carriage
was wait for one passenger to join

him, and did not want ansbody else in
the carriage.

Which was not good enough for the
chums of the Remova | Huhﬁ-@djr had a
right to keep four seats empty on a
crowded train simply because he did not
cars for company on a journes.

Mean to say that you're waiting for
five ﬁmpiﬂ " asked Harry.

: es, exactly |

“Rot 1" grunted Johnny Bull.

Well, 1t seems rather steep!” said
Harry. “But let us in, and if vour five
friends turn up, we'll get out again.”

That wes & fair offer, if the fellow in
:l!:: carriage had ta:i}d the tru::lh. But

uniors were all very w
thiat he hadn’t. FRER RN

“You're not coming in I"” he snapped.
“Anyhow, thera’s no room for half a
dc:x:aen of youl Go along the train ¥

HBn::ma of us will stand,” said Harry.

You won't stand in this carriage I

Wharton's ]};n'w set grimly. Ha wanted
to be civil; but there was a limit, and
he considered that the limit had been
reached.

“Let go that door-handle!” he gaid.

*Rats "

“Twist it round, Bob I

“You bet|” frinned Bob

Bunter had failed to turn the handle,
but Bob's powerful grip was guite a
different matter. He was twice aa
strong as the weady fellow in the
“*Ermﬁﬂ' The handle began Yo turn.

. “Will you'let go1” shouted the fellow
inside savagely.

“Hardly I grinned Bob.

A clenched fist cama through the
open window. Ii.corashed on top of
Bob's hat, crunching it over his ears.

He let go the handie then, snd stag-
gered back with s roar.
“Now clear off, the lot of youl”

snapped the unpleassnt voice from the
carriage. “You're not coming In
here | !

“Why, you—you cheeky tick!”
bawled erry, orimson with
wrath. “I1-I-I'll—*"

Without wasting time in stating what
lén would do, Bob Cherry proceeded to

o 1if.

He grasped the door handle,

wrenched it open with a force that the
fellowr inside could not resist, and
dragged the door wide. hen he
}umped in, headlong, crashed on the
fellow within, and floored him, sprawl-
ing over him on the floor of the car-
riage. And the Co., chuckling, followed

‘him in, all of them treading on the

fellow extended on the floor, eiiniting

from himn a series of loud and anguishe
howls.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Losss His Temper !

HERE'8 that assi”
“Where's that duffer "
Potter and Creens of the

Fifth were, of course, allud-

ing to Coker. They were hanging out

of the deorway of a carriage farther up

(11

A rotter of the frst water !
That sums up Horace Coker’s
cousin—Edgar Caffyn—a nsw-
comer (0 Greyiriars. From the
moment Caflyn enters the
Remove Form tirouble falls
thick and heavy on Harry
Wharton & Co., and especiaily
upon the great Horace Coker
himself !

the train, scenning the platform for
their pal.

They were keeping & seat in that
ecarriage for Coker—with some diffi-
culty. More and more fellows were
coming along, wanting seats.

A fellow who missed that train might
hava to wait at Courtfeld—and nobody
wanted to have to wait at Courtfield !

There were alrcady six Fifth Form
men in that carriage; and Fitzgerald,
who was standing?%‘md & covetous eye
on the seat that was kept for Coker.
And fellows on the platform, seeing an
eripty seat, came barging, and had to
be shoo'ed off.

Juniors could be shoc’ed off easih:
enough from a carriage packed wi
senlors: but senior men were more diffi-
eult to "shoo ”*; while if a Sixth Form
prefect happened to come along it
wounld ba im ible to say him nay.

Potter and Greene were holding the
doorway, like Horatius holding the
bridge in ancient times. And they were
getting tired of it

“The howling ess was just behind
us1? said Greene.

“He started & row with some fags!”
grunted -Potter. *Trust Coker to start
& row first chance! He couldn’t wait
till *e got to Greyfriars!”

“"Coker 1Y shouted Greene,

“Coker 1” roared Potter,

. “TFaith, and ecan't vou let him rip
intirely " demanded Fitzgersld.
take t
doar.”
“Good egg!” said Blundell of the

o sest, and vou can shut the

“I'll Cok

Fifth. *“There's really ne room for
Coker's feat in here! Bhut him outi”

“Well, we told him we'd keep his
gcat I said Potter. “Hallo, Hilton!
Full up " he added, ss Cedrio Hilton
of the Fifth came slong with Price,

“There's one seat |" ssid Price.

“That's Coker's!”

' Oh, blow Coker 1" said Hilton,

“Blow him as hard as you like!
wa told him we'd keep the seati”

Hilton and Price went farther up.
FPotter scanned the platform again. |
small, thin- tleman, dre in
black, was coming along, locking at the
carrisges, blinking 1into each one
through & pair of gold-rimmed glasses
&5 he passed.

#Coker I” yelled Potter, in the hope
that Horace was within hearing, though
not in sight. " Coker 1"

The man in black gave a little start,
and stared at Potter as if the name he
uttered was familiar to him.

He came to a stop.

" Excuse me—" ha began, in & rusty,
squeaky sort of voice, reminiscent of &
hings in need of oil.

Potter glanced at him.

“Borry, siz; full up{” he said, under
the impression that the strangor wanted
the vacant seat.

“Eh, what?"” said the man in black.
“You are, I think, a Greyfriars boy!”

Potter was a Greyfriars man; but he
did not expect ordinary members of tha
E:hlh to understand thess things.

nodded

But

“I heard the name you called,” said
the man in black. “Coker—is Coker
here 1

“He ought to be, which naturally
moans that he isn"#" said Greene, *But
we hope he'll turn up befocre the train
starts. Fhow Coker, sir?” He looked
rather curiously at the little man in

black.

“0h, quite—quite ! I should ba very
glad to speak to him if he was here,
said the stranger. "I am fakjr® his

COUEin, & new boy, to Oreyfriars. He
15 on the train. Horace mith like to
travel in the samo carriage.”

“Jolly good idea 1” said Fitzgerald of
the Fifth, from within. “I'll have tha
gseat ! Shut that door, Potter [

“ Hallo 1” execlaimed Fotter suddenly.
“Hera he comes [

Horace Coker had fielded his hat st
laet. He camea trotting up the plat-
form, dusting that hat as he came. It
needed dusting. It had been among a
good many feet before Coker recovered
it.

“This way, Coker 1¥ chouted Greens.

o hers you arel” said Coker.
"Got my seat? I'll jolly well wallop
those Remove fags when we get to the
sohoo]—"

“This T&ntleman says he knows you,
old bean (¥ said Potter, with a gesture
towards the little man in black who was
blinking at Coker through his gold-
rimmed glasses. “ He’s got & cousin, or
spmething, of youra on tha train.”

Coker stared at the man in black.

That gentleman smilad—a thin emile—
and held out & hand.

tpparentlj he was pleased to meot

DEar.

If so, the pleasure was all on his side.
Coker displayed none !

Coker’s rugged brows Laitted.

Instend of taking the extended hand,
Coker stared at it for & moment, and
then, jamnung hiz hat on <kis :
shoved his own hands into the pockets
of his overcoat.

“You " he ejaculated.

Potter and Greene just stared!
€r’s manners were never polished,
but they had never seen them in so un-
polished =z state as this, The other
seniors in the carriage all looked out.
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.+ A faint Aush dawned in the thin face
of the gentleman in black. He dropped
his hand slowly to his side, f

“Mv dear Horace—" he began.

- “Ton’t dear Horace me, Mr, Sarle T
said Coker. * I don't want dear Horece
from youl Cut it out—scel” .

“Your respected aunt, Miss Judith
Coker——"

“I don't want to hear about Aunt
Judy from youl” mterru?\ted Coker.
“Like your cheek to speak to me, 1
think [*

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Potter.

“Coker, old man—" said Greene.

‘“Really, Horace,” said Mr. Barle,
“as your aunt's legal representative, 1
think you mlght treat me with some

elight respect.’

“Rot 1" sard Coker. “You know what
I think of you, Sarle, and I neadn't tell
vou over againl Just sheer off I

“1 am taking your Cousin Edgar to
the school—"" 3

"‘ghat little aml " gaid C.‘fc:ker.

“Your aunt will expect—"'

“If Aunt Judy expects me to be civil
to that litfle be Aunt Judy is going
to be disappointed !” aaid Coker.

“fidgar 13 on the train now——=>"

“Get along to him, then,” said Coker,
*Y¥You're not wanted herel”

“Coker—" gasped Potter.

“Dry up, Potter 1"

“I thought,” said Mr. Sarle, “that
you might hike to join Edgar in his
carriage, Horsce, and travel to the
school with him.”

“Did you?” said Coker unpleasantly.
“Well.. you ¢an think again, Me. Barle.
It's pretty thick, I think, to sond that
little enipe to my school at all. It's
your deing, I kmow that. Aunt Judy
would never have done it of her own
accord | Luckily, be can’t come into
the Fifth—" :

“"He is going into the Lower Fourth.”

“Well, the Remove are welcome to
-him! Tip him to keep clear of me!”
saide Coker. “Tell him I'll kick bim
first thing when 1 see him at the school
I see him at all 1”7
“¥Your sunt will be displeased—"

“No bizney of yours| Get out of the
way, and let me get into that train ™
snapped Coker. a shall be starbing
in_a minute I¥ : 3

Mr. Sarla was standing directly in
Coker's way. The burl ’ﬁﬁrﬂca almost
towered over him; but he could not get
in unless the legal gentleman moved
nzide. Mr. Barle did not move.

The Fifth Formers in the carriage
stared at the strange scene, quite decply
interested.

Potter and Greene, now that the name
was mentioned, remembered that they
had heard of Mr. Sarle before. He was
Misa Judith Coker's solicitor, and
Horace Coker did not hike hun.

Coker's Aung Judy was celebrated at
Greyfriara; hardly & week in term
passed without her dear Horaeo getting
a bamper, or a hendsome tip, from
Aunt Judy.

* Look hers, Coker,” said Fitzgerald,
over Potter’s shoulder, “'Why not buzz
slong and travel with you? young
cousin §

Fitz had an eye on Coler's seat.
‘“You shut up, Fitz 1" said Coker.

“Sure, you want to show your young
relativa a littla attention on hig first
day at school I urged Fitz.

“¥You wouldn’t think so, if you'd secn
the litéhe beast | asnswered kar,
“Last time | saw him I thrashed him
for tying crackers to s cat's tail,
That's the sort of little brute he isl
hope they’ll give him a warm time in
the Remove! Mr. Sarle, will you let
me get into that carriage 1™
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. "T think, m
Mr. Sarle, wi_li]
*Get aside 1
“Please hear mel
“Better shift, sir!” eaid Polter.
“Tho train's signalled to start. Coker's

dear. Horace—" said
out moving.

¥

got to get in.”
The man in black paid no heed to
Potter. He still barred Horace Coker's

Wn&p into the carriage.

oker's rugged face was growing
redder and redder with wrath, Mr.
Barle, on the other hand, was perfectly
cool—cool as ice. It really locked as
if he was trying to provoke Horace
into some outbreak of temper. Coker,
already rather excited by his encounter
with the heroes of the Remove, did not
need a lot of provocation.

“Will you shift?” he hooted.

“1I desire you to hear me, my dear
Horaco,” said Mr. 2arle calmly,

“The train's just going, vou assl Get
out of the way ¥

“Please do not lossa your temper,
Horace. It is s great fault of yours
to lose your temper so easily,” said Mr.
Barle.

Coker strode forward. Ha grasped
Mr. Sarle by a shoulder and twirled
him to one side. . Really there was
nothing else for Coker to do, unless he
was to lose that train,

Mr. Sarle had simply no chance in
Coker’s hefty grasp. But as Coker
twirled him awag he grasped st Coker's
arm. and jerked him back from the
carriage doorway.

“ My denr Horace—" he gasped.’

“Let go!” bawled Coker.

“1 insist—""

Doors were slamming along the train.
A porter waa speeding up to slam the
door of Coker’s carriage. i

Horaco Coker was not going to loss
that' train. As Mr Sarle did not let
go his-arm, he grasped the little man
i black with beth hands, spun him
round, and sat him down forcibly on
the platform.

Bunip !

“Oooogh !” gasped Mr, Sarle.

His hat fell off, his gold-rimmed
glasses slid down his thin nose, and he

aspid and gurgled for breath. Heed-
isa-_c’-f him, Coker bounded into the
carriage, and the next instant the
porter slemmed the door after him.

Coker plumped down in his sest,
Ea.ntinp;. Fitzgérald had to resign

imeelf to standing, after all, as far ds
Courtfield. Every fellow in the carriage
erowded to the window to stare back at
the platform as the train glided out of
Lantham. Mr. Sarle was still sitting
there gasping for .breath when they
lost sight of him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Boy!

“ E, he, hel”
H Billy Bunter gave utter-

ance to that fat cachinnation
in the ecarriage occupied by
the chums of the Remove. .

There were six seatz in that carriage,
and all of them were filled. There was
also, of course, & floor—and the floor
was occupied also. The Famous Five
and Billy Bunter occupied the seats; the
unpleasant fellow who had tried to
keep them out, the floor.

He was lying there in s breathless
and gasping state after the juniors had
finished tresding on hum,

Most of the wind seémed to have been
knocked out of his weedy form, and he

was gurgling to get it back.

E-uﬁ &argy, ugﬂ he sat, was squeczing
his hat into tha shape of a hat again.
It had been conziderably den by

being orushed over his ears. Bob had
intended to punch the stranger for his
audacity and cheak, but his. gaaping
and ﬁarglm%zmudnhcn sectned to indi-
cate that be had had encugh in.the way
of punishment, so Bob kindly left him
slone, snd punched the hat instead.

The train was ing out . of
Lantham Station aow. Harry Wharton,
glancing from the window, had a view
of a gentleman in black sitting on the
platform, and watched him rather
curiously till he was out of sight. He
wondered what the man in black was
sifting there for—unaware that Coker
of the Fifth was the cause.

As the train ran out of the station
the fellow on the floor picked himself
up, still gasping for th, very red,
and very dusty.

He at quickly to the window
and.looked back. was vanish.
ing in the distance behind.

ﬂHa's lost the train!” he exclaimed.
He, he, he 1" cackled Bunter.

The passenger for whom the boy had
been waiting had notturned-up before
the train started. His rug was the
corner seat—Bunter was sitting on it.

The Famous Five excha glances.

Thai did not -in the lesst regret that
they had taken forcible measures to

t soats in that carriage. But the
ellow Was entitled to one of the seats
as he had been in firps.

“Who's going to stand 1" asked
Harry Wharton. “What about you,
Bunter 1’

“ Oh, really, Wharton—"

The captain of the Remove laughed
and rose.

“We'll take it in turns,* he said.

*“ Her ou can sit down.,” 'He ad-
dressed the woody youth.

That youth gave him s scowl by way
of reply, but ke accepted the seat and
dr:? into J’% ?it oneo, Boo 1"

eay, you fellows, got any toffea?
asked Billy Bunter. Bt

HNQ ITI

“Nons of you got any?" asked
Bunter.

"H':' 1?..

Bunter grunted and drew s packet of
toffes from his own overcoat' pocket.
Apparently he had been going to keep
that kot in reserve 1f sny othor
fellow had a supply.

The weedy youth with the sharp nose
and pointed chin stared from the
window ior some moments: he seemed
worried. .He looked round at his
fellow-passengers at last,

“Did you hnﬁepan to see a man on the
platform—""" he began.

*Lots |™ answered Wharton, with a

-gmile,

“I mean a man dressed in black, in

lagses—a legal-looking sort of a chap.

e was -to have c¢ome inoto this
carriage.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. “I think
I saw him as the train ran out; he was
sitting on the platform—isallen over
something, I suppose.”™

“Clumsy old ass, then!' grunted the
sharp-nosed junicr. *That means that
he’s not on the train, All your fault!”

“Eh? How's that?” asked Wharton.

“X waa leaning out of the window to
let him ses which carriage I was in
when that fat fool barged n!" snappe
the boy. “Now he's left behind 17

“Sorry!” =majd Wharton politely
“But 1 don't quite see that it's oux
fault. You had no right to try to keep
pecple out of carriage.”

*“You told us all the seats wers taken,
and it turns out that you were waiting
for only one chap |” grunted Johnny
Bull. *I jolly well knew you were
lying.”



*N\re esteomed Johnny—" mur-
mumj Hurrep Jamset Ram Bingh.

Grunt from Johony Bull.

“Heo was lying, wesn't hel!” he
demanded. .

“The fibfulness was terrific,” agreed
Hurreo Singh. “But the politefulness
to an esteemed- and ridioulous stranger
is the proper caper.”

Another grunt from Johnny. He had
no politeness to waste on fellows who
told lies.

The object of his remarks did not
seem to mind, however. He pgave
Johnny Bull a stare and then ﬁhmg’gﬂd
his narrow shoulders, After -a few
minutes’ silence ho spoke again, ad-
dressing no one in particular,

“Does one change sgain for Grey-
friars Bchool 1™

_That question concentrated the atten-
tion of the juniors on him. It had not
ooourred to them so far that the fellow

a I
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A clenched fist came through the open window. It erashed on top-of Bob Cherry’s hat, ¢ It over his ears,
elear off, the lot of you ! ™ snapped the oceupant of the carriage. %

might have the samea destination as
themsclves, Now they guessed that he
was one of the new boya joining up at
the begiuning of the term.

“You're going to Greyiriars?” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. He did not look
pleased; he did mnot, in fact, feel
pleasad.

“Eh? Yes. Oh, are you fellowa
E‘ﬂil‘{% to Greyfriarsi"”

“Well, yes, rather!” said Harry
Wharton: * Most of the fellows on this
train are going there. ¥You change at
Courtfield for Friardale to get to the
school.”

He realised now that the lost

r must have been takiog the.
O oy your £ather’s lost tho train,”

“Borry your father's lost the train,
he added.

““He's not my father.”
, “Well, vour uncle—or whatever he
is1” said Harry, smiling.

¥He's not my uncle; he’s my aunt’s
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solicitor,” grunted the other. “Billy
old ssa to lose the train looking for
that fool Coker 1™

“Coker!” repoated: Wharton.

“If you'res Groyfriats fellows 1 dare
say you know a fellow named Coker—
a {‘.ig fallow with big feet and a voice
like & megaphone and the silliest fat
head a silly ass ever had '’

“1 see you know him,” grinned Frank
Nugent; and the Co. chuckled.

at description really fitted Cokor

of the Fifth to a hair. _ _
“Ves, we know him ol right,” said
Wharton. “He's in the Fifth, and

Wwa're in the Remove, so we don't have
much to do with him.” .

“ Except knocking his hat off occasion-
ally,” romarked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, you're in the HRemove, &ra
vou?” said the youth with the pointed
nose. “That's the Lower Fourth, isn't

it? That's going to be my Form.”

5

hour after this,™ sdid Harry.. *You'll
lose tho local ?m- Friardale, but thera's
a second one soon after™ .
“I shan't get into & row for being
late in?” ;
“0Oh, no! Fellows drop in sll times
on the first dnf' of term. ‘Bonie from
Wales and Scotlsnd don't get in till the

evening.”

“That's all right, then!”

‘Having obtained the information he
wanted, Master Edgar Caffyoe leaned
kack in his corner seat, and tock no
further notice of the Greyiriars fellows.
He groped in his overcoat pocket,” and,
to the surprise of the juniors, drew out
a oigarette-case, from which he pro-
ceeded to select a cigaretto.

They gazed at him.

There wore fellows in the Remove
who smoked—reckless fellows.  like
Smithy; dingy fellows like Bkinner

R\

L

L

*Coker's my cousin.” ;
B‘Lﬂh, my hat! More Cokera!”. gaid
Bah.

“My name's not Coker. I can have
a cousin named Coker without being
named ‘Coker~ myself, .1 suppose!”
snapped the new boy. “My name's
Cafiyn—Edgar Caffyn, if you want fo
know."

“1 den’t!” answered Bob curtly.

Bob had already-almost forgotten the
offence to his hat; but there was some-
thing so sneering and vnpleasant in the
new fellow’s manner that he was dis-
posed to reconsider his decision not to
punch his head.

“I suppose there'll be another train
from Lantham before long?™ asked tha

new fellow, after another pause. ™I
can . wait &8t Courtfield for . my
guardian?”

*Oh, yes! Next train's s quarter of ag

“.g
..‘.. !r ]|

* You're not ¢o

'ﬂﬁ

: ]

V7 S

!

“ Now
In here I ™

and Snoop. But smoking on the rail-
way on the way to school was rather an
uncommon proceeding, _

Heedless of expressive looks the new
fellow gtruck a match, lighted his cigar-
ette, and blew out g little cloud of
smoke. He removed n glove tovdo so,
and the junmiors could not help seaing
that his finger-tips and nails were
stained with tobacco, His smoking was
not  reckless “swank” like  the
Bounder’s, or an affected vice like
Skinner’s. It was a real vice. Boy as
he was, he was a habitual smoker,
it was not surprising to see that he was
weedy, and had a pasty complexion.

“I'd cut that out, if I were you,” said,
Harry Wharton, after & long -silence.

Caffya stared round at him.

“Eh! Did you speak to me?” ha
asked. '
*Yes. I maid I'd cut that out.”

Tax Maower Lisrasy.~—No. 1,404,
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"Eul-. what out 7'
“Bmoking.”
“You don't smoke?” asked Caffyn,

with his unpleasant leer.
i "q’ﬂ rF
“More fool you!” ;
“Thanks ! Sut take a tip from me,

and chuok it,” said Harry Wharton.
uietly. “It’s not allowed at Grey-

;lrll.rs. and & fellow caught mtr:-kmg goets

six from a prefect’s cane.”
“1 dare say. But wo're not at Grey-
fru.rs ;fet o

' o're getting near Courtfield now.
Ten to one there will o master on
the platform, and there's certain to bo
severs] Sixth Form prefects.”

Caffyn shrugged his shoulders.

e It.s rather putrid, anyhow,” said
Harry, “How the thump do you ex-

to play foothall, if you smoke liko
that 7

“1 don't foothall,”

“"Does ha lp as if he did ! growled
Johony B

"WcH Cﬂ.ﬂ':,m, you're a new fellaw,
n.nd we're old hands,” said “’ilﬂ.rtﬂn.

“and if you take my tip, you'll chuck
that a.w:&;

Il for your advice when I want
1t.

Harry Wharton's cheeks crimsoned
with anger. He made a movement to-
wards ter Edgar Ceffyn, with a

sm in his eyes that rather alarmed
that youth. But he checked himself at
once.

“Have it your own way,” he said. “I
meant to give you a tip as & new kid;
but please yourself.”

“I mean to!™ smid Caffyn coolly.

“Look here!” rosred Johnny Bull,
“This isn’t a smoking carriage.
that froway tick wants to um-:-ke. ha can

into: & smoking carriage.”

“Qh, let him ripl” said “It's

AYTY.
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!f a few minutes mora to Courtheld,
an we ave

shall be shut of him."

Bull” sportad, but he
wn "iﬂigl a glare of scorn at Caiiyn,
whmh d:d not affect Mastor Edgar in

t’E least.

The liu;.i.l.rm:n.m. F ive gave no more heed
ta the new junior as the train ran on
to Courtficld. But they w&m all cougn-
ing, and the atmosphere of the carriago
was decidedly thick before the station
appeared in sight.

‘nffvn smoked cigarette after cigar-
ctte, lighting one from ancther, and
the number that he pgot thrt.‘rugh
WAs AmMLZin Perhaps he was over-
doing it a Fit]c to irritate the feI]uws
who obviously disapproved. BE
already observed - that Master Edgar
Caffyn seemed to derive amusemeny
from wor?mg and irritating other
people, and making himself generally
chnoxigus.

Had the journey lasted much longer
some of the juniors would certeinly have
put a forcible end to Caffyn's smoking.
Tho carriage was mmpl rﬂELInﬁ with
smoke, almost like E:r:r when the
train ran into U‘uurti"c d But it
stopped at last, and Harry Wharton
gla threw the door open.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Wants to Enow !

ENRY 3AMUEL QUELCH, the
master of the Remove, zmiled
genially.

It was a cold and frosty, but
olear and cheerful day. And, like the
weather, Mr. Quelch's smile was frosty,
but cheerful.

ich fact, feeli ood, as
haqgﬁmd :ﬁ“th::n platform n?ﬂ%urtﬁalﬂ

¥ this éo what
Jones minot was'<;

4 re

e

waadsssnanassniddrddi i idd i NERE RREY

REBELS
ofSTJIMS|

Jugssannauannadiag
llllli:llllillllll

fr guards, and at "em!" is the
tte cry at St. Jim's. where Tom
Merry & Co. are spending their vaca-
tion in one of the grutear. barring-outs
ever, Tom Merry. the junior skipper
of the school, has been expelled on a
:hafge of theit, and his loyal chums,
despite a urﬂ stron uppmntlﬂn. arg

standing b keeping him at
school. Ask your Newsagent for this
unique length varn of the chums
of St. ]im'l tn-da:.r—it'l far too ex-

citing to miss.

Youw’ll find it in No. 236 of

SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

’é:;

\‘hjk OF all Newsagents
: ond Beokstalle
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Station, and watched a train steaming
in from Lantham.

First day of term was not a.!wn{w wal-
gome to Quelch's pupils.
if not all of them, would have liked
to prolong the hols. But to the veteran
Form-master it was a welcome date.
He felt Like Kipling’s soldicr who smelt
the amell of the ba or lika the

rracks,

m: war-horse who sniffed the battle

afar. . Holidays rather bored

Quelch, end ho was glad to get back
into herness again.

Ha was all the gladder, so to E-EE-E
because he had been away from Grey-
friars a considerable part of the last
term. And he had not béen surprisef
to learn that there had been a lot o
trouble in the Remove during lua

absence. While tha cat was away the
mice would play.

All was going well this torm. Like
zo many school-masters Mr. Quelch
always thought that cverything was
going well this term—at the beginning

the term. Later in the term, as a
rule, it turned out to be just like any
ather old term, with lta little mistakes
and troubles and worries.

Smaling and genisl, Henry Samuel
Quelch stood and watuhnd tho crowded
train stesm in, He was going to be
E]n::] to sce his boys again, and he
oped that they would share his glad-
ness. Quelch had a hopeful nature.

The train stop Doors Bew open.
Carringes ejected their human car u,
Almogt opposite the spot where -
Quelch stood was a carriage. 'Ec
with Removites—his boys, fai-'
low who threw tha dunr npan 'l'?
one he was h&st leased to meet frst—
bis head boy, H. Wharton.

Wharton jumped out.
'l;ml-:h stepped forward.

Wharton, my dear boy I

“0h!” Harry apun ruund and raieed
his hat. “ Mr. Queich! How do you
do, siri"

‘Quelch’s . greeting was unusually
gema.L Ha did not often address a
ellow as a "dear boy.” Further, he

sheook hmda with Wharton.

Then hm smiling glnnm turned into
the crowded carria

Inﬂnnt:]f the sma e was wiped from
his face, like chalk from = bl!::khuard
by a duster.

His brows knitted. .

Genial Mr. Quelch of the first day of
term immediately ma grim old
Quelch of the middle of the term.

“Upon my word!” he exclaimed.
"Wha.rtun Cherry,  Nugent, Bull,
Buntar, Hurree at is the
meaning of this?"

From the open doorway of the ear-
risge rolled & gloud of smoke. The
Carriage was thlr.'.k with it. It made
Quedeh cough as it caught him unex-

ectedly. He coughed, he snorted, and

zu imlet ayes gl

ere Was no mguretta to ba =seen
a.huut Edgar Caffyn now. At sight of
Mr. Queleh, whom he had seen oneo
bofore, and knew to be a Gm_r,rl'rmrs
mastar, Caffyn had pitched his i F
under the scat. Mow he sat, n-nkmg
as innocent as he could.

Wharton coloured. and stepped aside
as Mr. Quelch blocked -the carriage
doorway, staring in.

“Who has been smoking here?” ex
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“I haven', sir!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, in a great hurry. “I've been
eating toffee all the time, sir. - ¥ say,
you fellows—"

“Cherry-—"

“I'vo not been EII"I-'I'.'I]'EIHB". S!l‘

* Bull—-"

“I've not been a‘mnhmg, gir I” growled
.Jobnny Bull savagely.



“Wor I, ir!” said Frank quietly.

“Surely, Wharton, you, my
bn;.f-—‘,’

*No, sir [V

“ Hurree Singh—>"

“Tha apswer is in the esteemed
negative, honourced sahib!” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Cafiyn.

“Y think I have seen you before,” he
said. *You are Caffyn, the new boy for

my Form?” .

*Yes, air!” said Caffrn, _ .
.“"Have you been smoking in this
carriage 1"

“Ma, sir ! answered Caffyn cﬁlm!g:

That answer made the Famous Five
jump. Even Billy Bunter gave the new
fellow an astoni hlink. :

bﬁunur wae not frightfully particalar
sbdut the truth himself. Indeed, it was
said go the Remove that Billy Bunter
never told the truth, if he could think of
a fib that would do. -

But even Bunter was surprised by s
cool and barefaced falsehood like this.
Caffyn answered without turning & hair,

Mr. Quelch gave him & rather search-
ing look. Ha sct his lips-hard. The
carriage was reeking with cigareite-
gmoke, and every fellow in the carriage
denied having smoked. It was rather a

erplexing&puutinn for s Form-master.
ﬂir. Quelch was not the man to leave 1t
at that.

“(One boy—indeed, more than one—
has been smoking here I’ he said grimly.
“1 can hardly imagine that one smoker
could produce such volumes of smoke as

head

thiz! Has thers been sany other pas-
genger in this carriage, Whartoni”

H n’ Ejr I"I - - L] L3 [}

“Was the carriage in this shocking
state when you entered it at Lantham 3™

“No, sir [” :

_“May we-get out, sir?” asked Bob
Cherry. “This train goes on—="

“You may get out.

The juniors got out. - They were all
looking wery red and uncomfortable,
with the exception of Caffyn. That
rather extraordinary youth was as cool
as a cucomibet. .

Other follows, from other carriages,
mm§ that something was on, gathered
round, - Some of them sniffed the smoke
from the carriage.. _

“ Smoky little beasts I came the voice
of Coker of the Fifth. Horrid little
toads! They went whopping all roind.”

“By gad, they've been gomn’ 141" mur.
mured Temple of the Fourth. “Bit
thick, what 1" _

“Oh, rather " grinned Dabney.

% Putrid ! said Hobson of the Shell,
with & sniff. *“What a crew!”

Mr. Quelch scemed deaf to these re-
macks, and others. The Famous Five

were mot deaf to them.  Their _'i%ea
gleamed at the speakers. Only Quelch’s
resence  saved the heads Cecil

ginald Temple and. James Hobson
from , being banged together on the
epot.

“I must inquire jnto this, and at
once |" said Mr..Quelch, all his genislity
gone, and his face a% grim as & gorgon's.

1 require to know who has. been
emoking in that carriage.”

“None of us, sir!” said Harry.

“Do you mean that it was Caffyn,
Wharton ?* ,

Wharton's words, in fact, could hardly
mean apything elss; but he’'did not care
to_be ple in the .position of giv
information. He had a right to deny
that he and his friends . been
smoking on the train; and thet,. of
courss, left only Cafiyn. But he was
not gowng to say more,

“You hear me, Wharton?" snapped
Mr. Quelch,

ing wouldn't, sirl I

EVERY SATURDAY

I hear you, sir.”

“Well, what have you to sayl”

* Nothing, sir.” ] .

Mr, Quelch compressed his lips
angrily.  His temper was getting an
edge on it. (eniality was quite banished
nOW.

However, he did not address his hesd

hoy again. He fixed his gimlet eyes on
gar Caffyn.
“Caffyn! If you have been
smoki

“Qh, no, sir!” said Caffyn, with per-
fect coolness.

“Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bunter.

“ Bunter !

“¥os, sir! I—I mean, no, sirl”
%M ed Bunter. “It wasn’t me, sir!
—I've never smoked a cigareite 1n my
life, sir {*

“Tast term, Bunter, you were caned
for smoking a cigarette.”

“Oht I—I forgot—I—I _mean,
;—I:[[—it was one of Smith "E, r;_air-——thaf

wasn’ mithy'e—.
EI_::}EH 1t t one o thy .

“Have you been smoking in this
carriage, Bunter® .

“Oh! No! Never!” gasped Bunter.
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STILL THEY COME! 1

Six More Winners in Our
Hundred Prizes Competition.

The following teadera have been awarded
prizes this week for their eflorts In our
« GEM* Compelition:

Minchestsr.—Penknife.

J. LEWIS, 39, Watling Crosoent, Handbrldge,
Ghester.—Pocket Wallst,

Miss M. PENN Sydnay Terrace, Lower:
Gape, _'h‘uukh—'—hnitr Gass,

K. GRAHAM, West View, 10, Sscond Avenue,
Orange Grove, Johanneshurg, South
Afriga.—8pesial Prize.

F. STEEL, 55, Barcroft Strest, Cleathorpes,
Lincs.—Foiintain Pem.

Misas P. THOMEON, 14, Muthalga Place,
Durhan, hl-ﬂ'h friga.—B8pecial Prize.

{The OEM, our popular allschool-story
companion paper, Is on sale avery W ¥i
peice 2d.)
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“I—I—T've told yow so, sirl I~I hope
vou can take my word, sie.”

“Y am sorry to say that I cannot.
Bunter.”

“ Oh, really, sir—" _ _

“Last tetm you defiied that you had
been smoking, Bunter, when you were

actually * seen by a  prefect with a-

cianettﬁ ifh:mu:_mhuth—” )
fThat—that was last term, sir!” said
Bunter feebly.: “¥—I haven't’ smoked
since last tern, sir! 1 never bagged
sny of Hilton's cigarettes’ in the hols, sir
—you can ‘ask these fellows—they . saw
me smclcmg them-—"

“ What 1’

“J—I mean, they never saw- me
smoking them !” gasped Bunter. “That’s
what I really meant to say, sir !¥

“What you may have done in the
holidays, Bunter, 15 8 matter for your
parents to deal with,” said the Remove
measter. “Dut if you have emoked on

your way to echool on the first day of the

term, it 15 a matter for me to deal with,
and I shall dd so very severaly.”

“0Oh. lor'!' I—1 haven’t, sir " groaned
Bunter. . “I=I was eating toffee! I—I
didn't—I wasn't—I
mean, 1 never! I—I—I give you my
word, sir—"' .

“1 regret to say that your word Is
valueless, Bunter!”? said Mr. Quelch
grglrilg';:k- ‘];'J’!glnd I ¢can only behé'fﬁ—-'i’ir'.

“'Look here, you own up; you heast
hissed Bunter, with a ﬁl?arﬂa I:rﬁ:?: at

_matter to- be

T
Edgar Caffyn through his 51g speétacles.
“I'm jolly well not going to get a whop-
ping because of your ﬁh‘.iy smoking.”

“Caffyn! I ask you once more, if it
Wwas you

“Certainly not, sirl"

“Why, ho's got tons of smokes about
him now " yelled Bunfer, desperately.
“He's got a cigarctie-case full in his
pocket—that pocket !

“Boeak ! came two or three voices
from the %-atharing crowd.

** Beasts 1" roared Bunter., “Think
I'm going to be whopped because that
emoky beast has made the carriage like
s tap-room—-—>"

“Silence ! oxclaimed Mr. Queleh, in
s formidable voice. “Caffyn! Turn out
iuur coat pocket &t once—that right-

and et !

ﬂaﬂ‘g?fk hesitated. The ecol seli-

ssion was gone from hie face now.

o gave Dunter a bitter look—s look
that indicated, very plainly. what woukd
hngpnen to %ﬁa fat junior when Caffyn
had him to Himself. But Bunter, at the
mommeont, was too scared of Quelch to bo
scarcd of Caffyn. ;

“I—I have no cigarctte-case, sir!"
said Caffyn hn'ltmgl_g.

“1 trust not!” said Mr. Quelch. *If
Bunter's statement turns out to be false
shall punish him with the utmost
geverity. 'Tho matter can be proved,
one way or the other, by turming out
that pocket, Cafiyn. Do so at once!”

“J—1 don’t think I aught to have to,
gir,” muttered Caffyn. *“Wa're not at
the school yet——* ;

uelch’s face became hard as iron.

“Turn out that- pocket this instant,
Caffyn! This instant ™

Quelek’s look, and tone, would have
dismaved a stouter heart than Edgar
Caffyn's. Silently, sullenly, he turned
the cigarette-case out of his pocket,

“Hand that to me!"” said Mr. Quelch
in a grinding voice.

yn handed it to him. The Remove
mgmir opened it, revesling half a dozen
cigatettes still inside.

He fixed his ?'ea on Caffyn, whose face
was sullen and apprehensive. But it
was neither o time, nor a place, for the
e - pursued, Mr. Quelch
slipped the cigarctte-case into his own
coat Eucket. .

“ 1 shall speak to you further, Caffyn,
at Greviriars!” he seid aecidly; and with
that Mr. Quelch turned and walked

away, i
“gilly old ass!” breathed E!nlf;m, as
goon as he was out of hearing. “Look
here, you fellows, what shall I get for
this 7"

The Famous Five did not trouble to
answer him. They turned their backs on
that very uncommon new ' boy. B:}ﬂ{y
Bunter rolled after them hur:ned.g.‘ e
did not want to remain near Caffyn,
after giving him awsy to the Form-
master. )

Caffyn looked round, reading con-
tempt._and derision in most of the faces
he saw—exiremely st marked ‘in
the face of Coker of the Fifth, who was
staring st him*ass he might have stared
at a toad,

“Oh, “you're here, Horace!” ssid
Caffyp. spetting him.

Coker glared. : _

k to me, you little tick!”
he snapped. - “ You speak to me, and I'll
jolly well kick you, seel?™"

And Coker atalked awsy. :

“Phat little beast is my c¢ousin, and
they've sent him to G iars | he said
to Potter and Greene in tomes of deep’
aud,thriﬂ;’ng indignatibn. “Nica for. s
fhﬂp"r ain't  it! Ain't it the giddr
ii'l.'ll:t L i

‘And- Pottar and Greene, who' seldom

Tee Maaner Lriny.—No. 1,404.
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sgreed with Cokér, agreea nesrtily that
itﬂ w?s the limit—indecd, the ocutsidé
edge

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Strategie !

e BAY, you fellows, hold on I™
I Harry Wharton & Co., instead
of holding on, accelerated. _
Billy Bunter had stoppcd at the
doorway of the railway buffct at Court-
ield Btation. A little light refresh-
ment, before taking the,local train for
'riardale, seemed a good idea to Billy
Bunter. - The fat Owl of the Removae
could always do with a little refresh-

ment—indeed, a lot!

But the choms of the Remove, head-
ing for the local traim, marched on,
unheeding the voico of the charmer.

* Beasts I hooted Bunter.

Wherest they grinned, and disap-
peared in the distance, up the platform.

Billy Bunter gave a snort.

He frowned. But the frown was re-
Eia-:.ed by an ingratisting grin as Her-

ert Vernon-Smith sppeared, walking
with Tom Redwing.

“I say, you fellows called out
Bunter. “I eay, 8mithy! Come in
here, old chap! I say, like a hot coffee,
this fearfully cold day i

The B-aq.lu er and Redwing walked on.

“Taddyl I say, Toddy!” Peter
Todd showed wp with Ogilvy and
Russell, Newland and Xipps, and
Mic‘.&y. Desmond, in a cheery bunch.
“Toddy! Trot in here, old chap! My
treat !

“Anybody here rich enough to let
Bunter stand him treat?” asked Peter
Todd, “Only fellows with ready cash
need apply.”

“Hg. ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

Tm!&y & Co. walked on for the local
train. Bunter gave enother snort, and
blinked round for other victims, Lord
Mauleverer of the Remove came
elegantly slon and DBunter’s eyes
glinteneg behind his big spectacles. The
schoolboy earl wes his game—if he
could eatch him.

“1 say, Mauly! Hold on, Mauly—"

“Yasal” vawned his lordship.
“What is it, Bunter I

Heally, his lordship might have
guessed. as Bunter was standing at the
entrance of the refreshment depariment,

“Had good bols, old chapi” asked
Bunter.

That was only a polite preliminary to
the real business in hand.

“Oh, ysasl” :
rry 1 wasn't able to give you a
look-in st Mauleverer Towe old
fellow! I've been frightfully rushed in
the hols,” said Bunter. “I had Christ-
mas with Hilton of the Fifth, at his
littla place in Devonshire—"

“GFood ged! How did you wangle
that, Bunter 1" asked Lord Mauleverer,
inﬂﬂgﬁmshﬁwﬂ i 5

really, Mauly—

“Buck up, Mauly! You'll lose the
first train!” shouted Jimmy Vivian
along the platform.

“Heold on s minute, Mauly I gaspad
Bunter. “Never mind the first train,
old ¢chap. There's another. What's the
good of hurrying " ;

“Aren't you takin’ the frst traini?™
asked Mauleverer.

"N{}.”

“Then I am ™

And Lord Mauleverer scudded after
Jimmy Viviap and vanished,

* Beast [ gasped Bunter.

It really began to look as though he
w have to stand himself the re-
freshments he so badly required—if he

Tas Maiansr Lirary.—No, 1,404,
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had them at all.  Bunter's cash
resourcés ware limited, and he did. not
want to waste them, if he could help
it.  Hilton and Price of the Fifth came
etrolling along, and Bunter stepped
into their way.

Even Billy Bunter, whose "neck™
was unlimited, w-nuld' not, as a rule,
have thought of *“teouching” a Fifth
Form man for a feed. But, owing to
a concurrence of curious circumstances,
Bunter had spent Christmas at Hilton
Hall, and this, he felt, gave him a claim
on the dandy of the Fifth. It was onl
a few days since he had left Hilton Haﬁ
for home, and be wes prepared to greet
Cedric Hilton as & dear old pall

“1 say, Hilton——" he hegan.

The two Fifth Formers sto
stared at Bunter. "He had planted his
fat person directly in their path, and
they did not want to take the trouble
to walk round him. Prica scowled;
Hilton just stared.

“Who's that, Pricey?” asked Hilton.

Bunter blinked at him.

*“0Oh, really, Hilton—

“Do I know you 1 asked Hilton.

Apparently Cedrio Hilton had com-
p]atepgr forgotten the cxistence of the
Uwl of the Remove. Bunter, however,
was not likely to believe that that for-

and

k¥

getfulness was genuine.
“I say, old chap, don't be a goat!"
piid Bunter. “I say, you stood me a

decent time at Hilton Hall. 1 say, just
elep in heve end_ hove some coffes and
cakes with me. Mi treat, you kmow "

Hilton gazed st him.' Bunter, it ap-
peared, was claiming him a3 an
acqguaintance—indeed, as a friend. A
grubby faE:uf the Lower Fourth fancied
be could know Hilton of the Fifth, ot
school | .

Obviously, i1t was necessary to dis-
sbusa the fat and fatuous Owl of that
extraordinary idea at onca!

“Pricey, old man, do wyou mind
touchin' that fat animeli?” asked
Hilton. "“Ha looks rather sticky an’

grubby. But if you don’t mind touchin’
him, will you turn him rownd?" -

Price grinned, grabbed Bunter by the
collar and spun him round, with his
back to Cedrio Hilten. .

“Ow!" roared Bunter, in dire santi-
cipation.

is anticipations were immediately
reslised.

H:lton kicked |

“Whoop I"" roared Bunter.

Hea pitched over on his hands and
Enees. ..

Hilton and Price walked on, grinning.
They were done with Billy Bunter.
Even Bunter was not likely to claim
further acguaintance.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!” gasped
Bunter, as he scrambled up, and set his
big spectacles straight on hia fat little
nose. “Ow! Rotter! Wow ™

Tha platform was clesring now.
Most of the fellows were keen to get
the first train. Billy Bunter, blinking
round for ancther wvictim, BEG':EM only
one figurc—that of Edgar yn, the
new Bgﬂl'llﬁ‘i-'ltﬁ who was slouching u
snd down the platform with his hands
in his Lketa and a scowl on his dis-
sgreeahle face.

unter was keen to spot a Remove
man, but he did net want Caffynl
After the scene with Mr. Quelch, he
knew what to expect from the fellow
who wos booked for trouble as soon as
he reached the school.

Bunter backed inte the doorway
behind him. .

Caffyn, avidently, was weiting for the
next trein in from Lantham, on which
he expected Mr. Barla to arrive.
Twice %umgr, peering from the door-
wey, saw higi grope in his pocket, as
if for the cigarcite-case that was no

“was sign

fongar thers, and each fime he scowled
blackly. Appareatly Cafyn, after his
exploita on the train, felt in oeed of
snother smoke.

" Beast I” murmured Bunter.

It waes clear that Caffyn wes in &

sulky, sav temper, and .only too
likely to “take it out * of Bunter, if he
spotted him.

Billy Bunter would have been quite
pleased to handle bhim, and,give hin
the thrashiog of his life. But it un-
fortunately happened that Billy Bunter

was no fighting man.
Weedy specimen as Cuﬂ"ﬁn was, there
was little doubt that he could have made

rings round the fat Owl of the Remove.
Bunter decided to treat him with con-
taﬁﬁit-, uctnij keep out of his slat'll:lt. A

ny Dlﬂﬂ: PRESIDE 8 BpO
where Lo st noticed the fat figure
lurking there. A ecf.ittar came into his
eyes, and he jerked his hands out gf his
BWIT“ gnd came quickly towards

unter.

His intention was only too clear.

He was going to punch Bunter! He
looked as if he was going to punch him
hard 1

Bunter gave him one blink, and
backed through the doorway into the
refreshment-room. Even there he was
oot safe, for Caffyn was evidently about
to follow him in when the Lantham train
slled, end the new boy, changing
bis mind, went back across the platform.
BWhich was o great relief to Billy

untar.

The buffet was deserted; nobody was
there but Bunter and a waiter. Billy
Bunter immediately izsued orders for
refreshments, ‘liguid and solid, to the
valua of eighteenpence. He would have
preferrad to oxpand eighteen shillings
—in fact, eighteen pounds—but he had
to limit his expenditure to eighteen-
pence, that being the sum total of the
¢dsh in his possession.

He picked & table in a corner out of
sight of the door, lest Caffyn should
look in for him. ]

He hoped that he was dome with
Caffyn, but the bitter, malicious expres-
gion on the fellow's face made him
rather doubtful on that point.

If the eolicitor johnny came on the
Lentham train, no doubt Caffyn would
dismiss Bunter from his mind. Bug if
he had to wait for another train to
bring Mr. Sarle, it was very probable
that he would BI1 in the time looking
for Bunter. 3

Bunter, if looked for by that vicious.
tempered new fellow, did not want to
be found ! Very much indeed he did not
want to be found.

S0 he chose his place with a strategio
eve. Thero was & rather large table in
the c¢orner where Bunter sat. His
ooffes and cekes were placed on that
table. :

Sitting in the corner, Bunter had an
eye and ear open for the door. If it
opened, he was going to slip from his
scat under the table.

The beast, looking round, would not
see him there, and he would go again.
Then Bunter would only have to remain
whers he was till the beast went on to
the school, and the coast would be clear.

Satisfied that he had carefully
observed that excellent motto, “ Bafety
first,” Billy Bunter gave his attention
to his refreshments—still with: an eye
and an esr open for the encmy.

The waiter having collocted payment
from Bunter, dizappeared into the
regions hehu}a. _

unter finished his coffee and cskes.
There had been no alarm. He wondered
whether Caffyn was etill on the plat-
form. If he was going on by train to
Friardale, he had to wait. But he
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As Mr. Sarle did not let go hic arm, Coker grasped {he liftle man with both hands, spun him ronnd, and sat him down forelbly

on the plat

might have taken a taxi- from Court-
field—fellows with money often did.
Possibly the coast was already olear—
but very likely it wasn’é! DBunter con-
sidered that matter very thoughtfully
while he carefully finished the last
crumb of his cake. And he had not yet
decided or his plan of action when the
door gwung open—and without stopping
to think Bunter slid down under the
corner table.

The next moment he was. glad that he
had scted with such masterly prompt-
ness and presence of mind, as he heard
the voico of Edgar Caffyn.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Doggo!

(1 IT down here!”
S It was the hard, unpleasant,”

almost barking voica of Caffiyn.
He was not alone.

Billy Bunter squatting under the
corner table, had a view of Cafiyn's
boots and part of his overcoat. He had
a view also’ of a pair of elasticsided
boots, black trouser-ends, and =& black
coat, evidently worn by a man. He
could guess that Caffyn’s campanion
was the solicitor johnny—the unpleasant
new fellow's guardisn, who was taking
him to school,

They came direcily
corner tablel

Buntor guaked.

For & second, he supposed that Cafiyn
knew that he was there, and was going
to root him oub

He wondered dismally whether
Coffyn's guardian was such a beast as
to Jet him pitch inte a fellow in his
presance.

Dut the next moment his uneasiness
was relieved.

towards the

A pair of thin Eeggl in black were in-
serted under the table as the solicitor
johnny sat down. Bunter just dodged
an elastic-sided boot that nearly caught
him on his fat little nose.
“Waiter | Waiter!” barked Cafiyn.
" Yessir ¥ came a voice from unknown

regions.

“(offeo, pleate, and some sand-
wiches.”

" Yessir,"

Another pair of logs came under the
table. Billy Bunter breathed bhard.
Ceffyn was sitting down,

It was close a}ua:tara& and wvery un-

leasant under the table. Had Calfyn

alone, howaver, Bunter would
never have dreamed of emerging till he
was gone. But in the presence of an
elderly legal gentlemen, the fat jumior
bogan to consider the idea. Surely a
lawyer -would not allow his ward to
engage in a row in a public place, and
punch & fellow!

On the other hand, Caffyn might
Eumﬁ: him at sight, before the lawyer
ad time to intervens and kcep the
peace.

That, indeed, was vory probable! It
was quite a worrying problem +to
Bunter whether to chanco it or not.

On the whole he was safe, though un-
comfortable, where he was. And these
two beasts would be taking the next
train to Friardale, and it could not be
a matter of much more than ten
minutes. It was wiser perhaps to stick
it out. The more he thought of Cafiyn’s
apiteful thin lips, and the vieclous glitter
in his eyes, the less Bunter felt disposed
to chance it

“Did you sec Coker, Mr, Sarle? he
heard Caffyn ask.

Bunter remembered the new felléw's
statement that Coker of the Fifth was
hiz cousin. . .

“Do not speak till the waiter has

Bomp ! ** Doooogh | ** gasped Mr. Sarle, as Coker bounded into the carriage.

gone, Edgar!’ answered the squeaky
voice of the clderly man, in low tomnes.

“Heo can't hear—" ]

“You cannot bestoo careful, Edgar!”

“Oh, sll right!”

Bunter, under the table, blinked.
Apparently, Mr. Barle and his ward
wers going to speak about the latter's
consin, Coker. How it could possibl
matter if a waiter heard what they uidy.
was a mystery to Bunter.

Caffyn, however, appeared to under-
stand, if the Owl of the Remove &id not.
He sat silent. Bunter had a view of $he
waiter's shiny trouwsera and creaking
ghoes, as he brought a tray to the table.’
He wondered whether the man would
wonder what had becomo of him. But
the waiter had pot been present when
Bunter did his nose-dive under the
table, and certainly could not have had
the slightest suspicion that he was there.

The shiny trousers and creaky shoes
vanished again, Mr, Sarle and his ward
ﬁer? left alone—ns they supposed, at

asl.

“ How long is it to the train, Edgar?”

*“Ten minutes more.”

" Vary good|” There was a sound of
stirring coffee.

“ How did vou come to miss the frain

at Lantham ?" asked Cafiyn. “Did you
gea that fool 1™

That  complimentary exproasion
evidontly referred to Horace Coker of
the Fifth Form1

“VYes! I found him,” said Mr. Sarle.
“ As 1 knew that he had to change st
Lantham, T was sure to find him, as 1
told you when I left you in the carriage,
Edgar. [ missed the train because he
knocked me down.”

“*Knocked you down!”

“At all events, he threw me over,”
said Mr, Barla. "A little sxaggeration

Tag Magxer Lmriny.—No. 1,404.
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will not be out of place in reporting tho
cireamstanoea to Miss Judith Coker.”

Caffyn chuckled, ' g

“Trust you to make the most of it!"
he remarked. “Wasa.that the idea all
along, to got up & fow with that fool
Coker 9"

“Certainly I expected some un-
pleasantness,” answered Mr. Barle, his
squeaky voice low, but quito distinct
to' the fat junior under the table.
“ Horaco has always disliked me—and
he has mever trested me with the least
consideration or politencss, regardless
of the fact that I am his aunt’s trusted
legal representative.”

“1 know he losthes you!™

“The fecling is quite reciprocated!”
eaid Mr, Sarle, with & venomous note
in his acid voice. * How anyono could
like that 5tu£id clumsy, overgrown,
over-bearing hobbledehoy is -past my
understanding. I have never been able
to account for Miss Coker's attachment
to him.”

“Old cat!™ said Caffyn. -

“Pleazse do not use auch expressions,
Edgar, even when we are alone,” said
Mr. EErlu,, *Bomething 15 due to pro-
pricty.

“Well she is an old cat,”™ said Caffyn.
“I've done everything I can to make her
like mo—but she thinks more of Coker’s
little finger than of all of me. Not that
I core.

“The old lady's personal likes and
dislikes would be a matter of very little
moment, Edgar, but for the fact that
she has s hundred thousand pounds to
leave in her will. But that is a very
important fact.”

" What-ho 1" grinned Caffyn.

Billy Bunter was listening with all
his ears, by this time. Bunter was not
bright, but even Bunter could under-
stand that this was a very peculiar con-
verzation to be goi ‘
Judith Coker's solicitor, and Miss Judith
Coker's younger nophew,

“As Miss Judith's selicitor, I have,
of course, the metter of the will in
hand,” went on the low squeaky voice.
“I have told vou, Edgar, how very little
you benefit under it, It is largely your
own fanlt—"

“T don't see that!"

“You have some faults of character
Edgar, which have not recommended
you to Miss Coker. On one occasicn you
tied seme exploding firework to the tail
of her favourite cat—" -

_ “You ghould have geen -the brute
jurnp 1 chuckled Cafiyn.

“1 heard that your cousin Coker beat
you for it—*

“I'll pay him out some day!”

“Never mund that! You annoyed
Miss Judith very much, and Hotace,
of course, made capital out of it, by
aficcting & concern for the animal.’

“Oh, come off 1” said Caffyn. “Catch
that fool Horace putting anything on!
He hasn't the brains enough! He just
got waxy and went for me.”

“¥You must be more careful, Edgar!
158

You will never be rich uniess
Judith alters her will; and you will
not persuade her to do so by tormenting
animals of which ghe is fond.”

“Oh, ¥ know that. It was a lark.”

“No more such larks when you are
with Miss Coker, please.”

“1 know! I'm fly ! grunted Caffyn.
“I'm no fool, like Horace,™

“Fool as he is, he has succeeded in
being named heir to Miaa Coker's for-
tune, Edgar.”

“ Boeh |” eaid Caffyn. “ Fe's too biga
fool even to think about that. I don’t
believe he's ever given a single thought
Ln the old lady's money. He hasn't the

rains.”

THe Maaner Librapy.—No, 1,404.

ing on between Miss
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“ You must give thought to it, Edgar,
and very serious thﬂugﬁh That is wh
bu are going to Greyfriars. You wi
ave many opportunities. ' Horace is so
obtuse, to dense, =zo insensate, so hot-
hesded that it should not be difficult to
cause A breach between him and Miss
Judith, sod grag::j]y widen it. . You
will have every istance from me, Bt
my end.”

“ What-ho [* grinned Caffyn.

. "“The young ruffian will probably play
into your hands, as he has played into
mine,” went on Mr. Sarle. " Miss
Judith will hear that, when I expressed
a desire that Horace should travel in
the same ¢arriage with you to school, he
Im& hlsljﬂmper and knocked me down,
and——

“1 say, vou must have made him
awfully waxy, if he actually laid hands
on you!” said Caffyn, *“And, look
here! Don't pitch it too sirong, either,
Say he bar vou over. He might do
that. Coker would no more knock down
a man of your age than he would fly.
The old cot knows that, too ™

Bunter heard a rusty laugh.

“¥ou ara a bright bo dgar. You
may bs sure that I sha.ﬁ be judicious.
Be judicioua yourself, at school. A
large fortune is at stake, and Coker is
too denee and stupid to guard his own
interests. By judicious management
Miss Judith may be induced to take the
name of her elder nephew out of her
will, and substitute that of her younger
nephew. Keep that always in mind.

“I'm not likely to forget it.”

“Horaco has often been in trouble at
his school, and this has often cauvsed
Miss Judith worry and anxiety. I shall
expect to hear that he is in more trouble
than ever this term. I have no doubt
whatever that, in the long run, Miss
Judith will be tired of his folly, his
recklessness, hia ingratitude—-"

A bell rang from somewhere.

“That's the train !” said Caflyn,

Two_pairs of legs disa !Japenrecl from
Billy Bunter's view. r. Sarle and
Edgar Caffyn went out of the refresh-
ment-room. "

As the door closed after them, & red
and breathless fat face appeared above
the edge of the table,

Billy Bunter plumped back into his
seat and gasped:

“Oh crikey I*

o afil, —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
First Day ol Term !

Spatter !
“Wide !” said Johnny Buall,
“Ha, ha, ha|*

Dob Cherry glanced down from the
tugiﬂf_the steps and grunted, .

itting the study wall with the

hammer was not, so far as Bob could
see, a0 incident to provoke merriment.

Four smiling faces regarded him,

“If you don't want this picture

hun * gaid Bob.
"g‘n shead, old chap!” said Harry

Wharton, ©1It's ripping| Lovely, in
fact] Wa want it in this studs—;

“0Oh, all right, then [*

“But don't bang it through into the
next !” added Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

Bob breathed rather hard,

Beally, it was kind of Bob.- On the

first day of term a fellow had plenty
of things to do. It was like Bob to
“think of others before himself. And

Bob had brought back the georgeous
Christmas calendar as a present for his
friends in Study No. 1—a gift for which
Wharton and Nugent expressed due
acknowledgments, .

In point of fact, Bob's taste in colour

. Bpatter |

ran .0 the gorgeous, if not to the lurid}
All the colours of the rainbow were rfrﬁ-
minent in that beautiful work of art, -

Nugent had compared it to » Turner
sunsct.  Johnny Bull thought it was
more liké an’ eruption of Vesurius,
while it reminded Wharion of th? je-
brations on fire day. Grateful as
they wero to Bob for taking all this
trouble on their account, the owners of
Study No. 1 in the Remove had a faint
secret hope that something ‘woul
happen to that picture later on—and not
very lata! ¥

‘Bob” had & heavy hand with a
hammer, It was rather dusky up_there
near the ceiling.  He see to miss

nails ns often as he hit them. When he
hit them he uiultt&reﬁ_ pster round
them. , There was s sprinkling of white

on the study flcor, ost ms if it had
besn enowing.

Bang, bang!

Spatter |

Baig !

“Yarcoch !” roared Bob. He left off
to suck his thumb. He had miseed the
nail ‘again, but had not hit the wall, his
thumb being in the wey.

“Ow! Wow! Ow!” roared Boh.
old <¢hap?" asked Frank
MNugent ax'mgathetlenli e

“Oh, no!” gasped Bob, with biting
sarcasm. “I'm
iﬁl]? to hammer one's thumb,!

'm enjoying it! Ow” Lo,

“He, he I* came from a fat junior
who relled into the doorway. “He, hé,
he! Banged your thumb, old uI;xpf
He, he, ho!” : )

Will one of you fellows kill Bunter,
or must 1 get dowh to do it?” asked
Bob Cherry, in concentrated tones,

" Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Buzz off, DBunter[”
Wharton,

L Oh, really, Wharton——" .

Bang! DBob got going againl

outing because it's so
Wow |

sanid Harry

“I say, you fellows, you'll have to
sweep this study out,” said Billy Bunter.
“1I say, what 13 Cherry knocking the
wall about like that for? - Trying to
get through into the next study, or
what -

Bob Cherry left the picture hanging
precartously on one nm.E and began to
descend the stops,- :

Bunter cntchmg' the gleam in his eye,
backed tfﬂ:ﬂﬂgh the doorway.

[“Stop him ! panted Bob.

“Do you want Bunter 1*

“I'm going to brein him with this
hammer.

“Ow! Beast!” gasped Bunter, add
he disappeared like a ghost at ocock-
IO,

Bob jumped from the steps, put his
head out of the study doorwsy, and
roared :

“Come back, you fat freak |"

“ Beast [* floated from the distance.

Bunter was gone. '

Bob, breathing hard, reascended the
steps. Thae Co. were careful not to smile
till he had turned his flushed face away
to get on with his job.

It was clear that Bob, for the moment,
was not in & smiling mood.

Bang, bang, bang!

he nails were going in. Plaster was
coming out! ‘Wharton and N t
could only hope that there would be
eome of the wall left when their good-
natured friend had finished. :

Thers was snother footetep in the
Hemove passage. A thin, dissgreesbls
faca looked in. It was that of the new

boy, Edgar Caffyn,
ﬁ'n X glanced at him,

rry Wharton & Co.

but did not speak. They had no desire
whatever to improve the acqualntance
of Master Caffyn.

He gave them his usual half-meering



fook, and' then stered” st thé junidt on
luE ﬂl tha stepe. "

What on earth'’s Eum g on hera?” he
exclaimed.  “Breaking up the happy
BT, e i,

- 7 Putting up 'a pigture!” sa LY.
~ ¥ My h’iltl Is that a picturet” asked
Cnﬂm staring at it. “Fanoy having s

nhuﬁr;ph like that stuck up in
ths stud £
"Bob arrr looked down from the

it
’ ?‘Ei?ht did you call this picture " he
ll!w:! with dﬂﬂ-’lﬂj calm

‘,Ithr oleograph,” answerad Caffyn,

* Bhut and mind your own busi-
nass, Ca i* said Harry Wharton
Ihm‘pij‘* 'ﬁnhﬂdﬁ asked yoy for your
‘opinion.”

. *And thera is no more wnntfu'lnm

than askfulness, my esteerned and dis-

glustmg smoky (gaﬂyn ¥  remarked
urres Jamset Ram Singh.

In point of fact, Wharton's estimation
of that work of art agreed rather with
Caffyn's than Bob Cherry's! What Bob
Cherry did not Im-:rw about football was
not worth ¥nowing; but hia friends hld
to' admit that he id not know s fearful
lot sbout pictiares,

That did not alter the fact that Bob
was doing a kind and friendly action,
and that Caffyn was barging in with
-disagresable remarks unas

Bob made s movement to descend the
5 But he .did not want to punch a
fellow on his first day at the mh:mt—-
though he never seen any fellow .he
-.muh:l h:ﬂ iked more to punch than

T
- _ﬁ'ntum'sn back £o his job, turning his

hmkun

h.'l.
nﬁ'l uu’ﬂ want mmathu&g up
thar&, at this rate!" remarked lﬁg’ﬂ
“You'll get a &rnught thmug.h
wﬂl wimn that chap’s dope with it."
you mind your own business,
b
EI;E ?” asked Bob, over his. shoulder.
, o it1” said Caffyn. “Knock
ﬂiw? the whole blessed schoo
3

you
I say, I'm locking for a study.
The numbers seem to be rubbed cut on
these mouldy old dcors: Pretty sort of
a mouldy cld show n]m;ether; conaiders
mﬁ the feos thoy ﬂhﬂgﬂ. nin’t itf™
If Greyiriars isn't good pnough for
ou,” said Johnny Bull in a deep voice,
"can't you ask your.people to send you
somewhera alse ¥
“ Nobody here would miss you if you
dido’t stay "' remarked Nugent.
“"Tha missfulness would not be ter-
rific]” assovted Hurree Jamset Ram

Spatter |
l_gc& ﬂut 1 welled Cafiyn,
“Bome of your
&uhmi plutar want in my eyel”
“"Take vour e mm&whﬂra elsa, and
%c?bfm of you a ng with it 1" answered

“T please myself about that I*

“8hut up, then 1

Caffyn rubbed his eye.

“You clumsy ass 1™ he said.

;';I'l:a.t;a enough | Bhut up I*

ang

The steps rocked as Bob delivered a
ﬁtul hma- on an obstinate nail that
wau not go in It went in quite sud-

ander that bang, mnd there was

L{mr ahnwar
fll‘ahl: hgh_ fhn&fe Th:tu lmn'llledmte
ne u o pistura- or
was geiting a little thick e
“Look here, chuck that!™ exclaimed
Caffyn "Er.m h's: aa good as a
imtl" Hea h:d mada out the almost
indecipherabls nuinber on the door now.
“I eay, this is Study No, 1, isn't it 1"
“ As it's the first study in the passage,
you might have guessed that. without
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puﬁl:m; n wet fowel round your M P

Nugent.

i s o by g, Ein
are, ‘you on the steps, ¢ B~
claimed Caffyn. “'1t's too thick! Chuck
:t, I tell iou i
| hold of the steps and gave
tham & ulmice to emphasize 'hix 5.

The Co. simply stared at him.

Trus, Caffyn was & new man, unused
to the ways of Gréyfriars. But #
seemed a:tram'dml.rr at he su
that he could give orders in that study
—or in any study, for that matter.

Bob glared down at him.

*¥You cheeky idict! Let thoss steps
alone 1*

“Come down !"” answered Caffyn.
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GBEYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

No. 28.—CEORGE BLUNDELL,
The Capiain of the Fifth Form.

a tumnmluui Iilnml,

A triple-colour man

Tha grantest fallow since the Flood,
Or since ths warld began.

Qld Ilundﬂl";

Ramovites bow whan he out §
They bow and ralse & htu.

But when he orders tham lbnut
They—waell, they answar: “Ratsl"™

T e TR T T T T

“If I come duwn you'll be sorey 1
did 7 answered Dob, bresthing very

A shake of the steps was Caffyn's
ANEWOT. .

Bob came down at that—rather unin-
tantionslly | He lost his footing, and
plunged 1

Ernihi

eawdm certainly, whatever he had ex-
had

nndadw;zrdl; l::;' axﬁvwhod that. Bob

fellow crumpled up
u.nda‘r him.

w howled, and rolled over,
ﬂh on top. Bob's fall was

roken, To judge by Caffyn's fearful
huw! ‘he was broken, too,

% Oh, iy hat 1" gasped Whartan,
H&j hﬁ:- h‘l

-Yon clumsy d

I

Bob-soranibied up. Ceffyn sprawled
and roared. ,Bob round hna on
the floor. He had dro ths hlmm-ur

“YWhere's that hmmn ? ha gasped.

“Vow-ow-ow 1> howled Caff He
struggled to his feet. “You ul{:ldml:l
ummy! Ow! ¥Yow! You

blithering fsthead! Wow 1"

“0Oh, hare it s |*

Bob grabbed up the hammer. But
he was not thinking of hammering nails
now; he was thinkiog of hammering

T ta
arooh 1 ﬁm keep off t Oh, my
hat! Gons mad! Whooo hmnp "
yolled Caffyn, dodging wildly cut of the
study as Bob tapped with the hammer.

*Yaroop

“Bob 1" gasped Wharton.

“T'll smash " roarad Bob.

“You' ve 3::.1!3' nearly smashed him
already 1™

111 E‘h 1"

Bob dashed out of the study, hamme:
in hand. Cafiyn was flecing up the

at top. . The Co. rushed
after and dra him back mntoe
Btudy No. 1 !:q- main force.e

“Took  here~—" roared Bob
struggling.

"My dear chap, we want that pmh:ra
hung |” said Wharton. “Get it don
before teal: There'll be & scramble in
Hall, and we don’t want to be late.”

“If I seo that sneaking tick again,
I'—

“That's all r,xl,'hti
back zo0 lon

.Hes womt come

as you've got hold of that
hammer | e looked as if he disliked
hammaors "

“Hs, ha, hal"

. Beb'a Huths' face broke into a grin.
Hammer in hand, he ascended the steps
onea more, and the gorgeoous pisturs
was hung at-last.- Leaviog the debris
for the boys' maid to sweep up at her
lsisure, the Famous Five went down
and anad the crowd in Hall at tes.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Problem 1

(13 OT |” said Coker of the Fifth,
R0
“"You. dm’t want to
that mob in Hall1”

“ But——"

i | :md rot, and I mean rot!™ said
Coker. * Just p me unpack this
hamper. There's something good in

it ™
and GCiresns exc ed =
hang

EPnttﬁrﬂnd
glance, mqu

Acoording to Coker, they did not
want to join the mob in Hall; but, as
e matter of Fmct, Potter and Greene did
want to join the mob in Hall.

It waa like » gathering of the olana
on the first day of term, and Potier and
Greene did not want to be left ont of it.

8till, th&ru was consolation in Coker's

hamper
Iud baenﬁ

Nu daubt that !:mm
ﬂdtgdhfwbj'%'r:ﬁ h.& tJudjr
with him, is affoctionate Aun

Nothing, from Aunt Judy's point of
view, was oo for dnrlms‘
Horace 1

Mr. Barle was not the only person
who was .perplexed by Mim Coker's
affection for her burly rephew. Potter
and Greene often wondered. :

Coker was such an siach o fat-
head, such & barging &unﬁuthamll Ha
never moved without lmocking sdme-
thing oveér. He valued no opinion but

is own, which was generally a mis-

n one. Brawn and muscle Coker
TEE MaoNer Lmeany,—No. 1,404,
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had in plenty, but he reemed to have-
been . unaccountably overlooked w
brains were served out.

Perhaps that was the reason why
Aunt Judith liked him so much., " As
Caffyn had-said to his guardian, Coker
hadn't brains enough to think or worry
asbout the probable destination of Miss
Coker's mwa_\;] The lack of that sors
of brains probably etood him in good
stead mth a rich old lady who had had
plenty of experience of Jegaoy-hunters.

Aunt J always kind to
Horace, and Horace had always been
fond of Aunt Judy. Had he not been,
it would never have ocourred to him 1o
pretend to be, Coker ocould no more
pl ;%' a part than he ooujd play football,

o doubt that was his way to the old
ﬁa heart—a way that Master Caffyn,
tﬁ;:tﬁna,]l hiz cunning, was never likely

As the hamper was opened Fntter.
tiut

and Greene ce to razrut
could not _mm the mob in Hall. E}u!d
chickens and pu and plelt,l jellies
and candied fmltl,uﬁi sorts condi-
tions of good things, were there in
abundance

""Guker, uhi man,” said Greene, with

feeling, nu ever want to part wit
your Aunt udy, I've a couple
uneles I'll swap for her |

Coker grinned.

“Might ask & few of the fellows—"
remarked Potter,

“Later1” said Coker, - “We'll Lhave
» at'ud:r supper, if you like. But not
now. I've got something to say tn:r you
men."”

“Oh dear !

“What did you say, George Potter !

“I—1 said—all serene, old chap!”
stainmered Potter. *“Dash it all, ta-]]t
football, if you like !"

“Do I’ sard Greene,

1f Coker was going to stand them &
free run-of that magnificent hamper,

otter and Greene felt nobly that it

wu up to them to stand r's jaw,
even on the subject of football—which,
being the subject of which he kpew
least, was his favourite topie.

“ Football I said Coker, with & stare.

“I'm not gmn to talk footer 1

“0Oh, good—I—I mean—="
"I'va t mfnethmz else to spesk
aBout. e fact is,” said Coker, wn.h

lofty mﬂemanmml, “I'm going to ask

your advigs.™
Hm friends tried to look duly
and elated. This was, in fact,

v mndﬂ di f Cok
nﬁ scending o

ar,

ave advice freely—too freelyl

But nfﬂum. or never, was ha known %ﬂr
ask for it, or. to listen to it if offered.

Homething ur ather o! |. serious

nature must have a];-ipen f Horace

was prepared to ask nud hoar it

when given.

Potter and Greens would bhave
wondered what it was if they had not
30 keenly interested in the contents

of the hamper !

The mob in Hall, it was certain, had
no such splgn d:d aprsmi a3 was sat out
on Cokar's t‘; tabla.

i Tiie chr:t:r tg ﬂarm men :nl: down
o it—Pa an reene quite merry
and bright, as was natural Ern‘,h hun
fellows desling with cold chicken that
scemed to melt in the mouth, But on
Coker's brow sat sombre thought.

Ha did not rmfiﬂtt tha fwd Coker
bad a good, healthy a ite, and was
sccustomed to giving it its bead. But
it was clear that his thuughh wera n
like Potter’s and (Greene’s, condentra
on the table.

+ It's that beastly little snipe | said
Coker at last,

“Eh, which?" asked Potter with his

‘Maiguet T.~No. 1,404,
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mmth ful} “] think you said some
Inocked our hat off ot
mle.lmi Iﬁil look for him after tes

“We'll strew the hungry churchyard
with his -bones [ said Greene,
“"Eht Hawr mind him 1" =aid Coker.

o I‘ mmt of that dmﬁa littla enipe

e Eh I rememh-arl” Potter had for-
Entten the matter not hnmg 8o much on
is mind as on Euktru. “Coffee, or

Coffin, or somethin

“E‘lﬁj-n 1" said Coker

“Ohb, yes, Caffyn!
him barged in at .Greyiriara!
he'll be in the Lower School—you
never. see him,” said Pﬂtter “There
are men here who have minors that
they never see  from the itining to
thum&ufthatarml And he's not s
mmﬁr, tf.i'talzrm|L al]il

“Not =0 as that!1” said Greene,
“ You needn't let him know you, Coker }
1{1:5 thlm if he comes up to you in

1]

“Well, of course, I shall kmk the
little beast if ho comes nesr me,” said
Coker. “I bar him, you know! Never
could stand him! ind, I'm not an
unkind fellow, I hﬂEE' Any Fifth Fﬁrm
man would hate to have a small relation
bunged inte hiz school; but I can tell
you men I'd look-after him a bit and
take him up and be kind to him, so
far, of course, as & senior eould, if he

Rotten to have
Btilt,

was that i:md of chap] But he isn't!
He's a saips |
Coker grunted.
* Aunt Judy uld I ou &ht to be kind
hg him, orphan and at; and she's
ightin a wn If hﬁ m d&i‘;ﬂhhf But
l:m isn't| Plays tricks—rotten tricks,”
said Coker. * t do you think of »
fellow putting freacle in a fsllnw 3 best
k tﬁppﬂ?"
BN
ou think it's funny, do yout*
bawled Coker. ¥ :
“Ohl Neo! Rotten *
“ Horrid 1"

“8mokes like a furnace—a mere kid,"
went on Coker. “Plays cards for money
--m:tun!l had the neck to ask me to
Rni er for bobe! I kicked him,

he went and howled to ﬂunt Judr.
and she was waxy! Of
couldn’t tell her what 1 hmleﬂ the Iittla
beast for. would have turned him
out of the houss if she'd kn
had me there 1
Gniar frowned and shook his head.

“Whenever 4o’s been at Aunt Judy's
the samo time as me thers's mlways
been somo sort of trouble, and it always
seemed to be my fault, and it never

own |

was |¥ said Coker. *“You fellows know
how good-tempered snd patient I
m‘—
“Eh1*
“Nothing overbearing about or
nnrﬁnng 2?1‘.11:# m:'t-ﬂ" e
ha-a-£

"Buh, do you know, Aunt Judy told
me one day thnt I was self-amsertive |

said Coker sorrowifully. “.!.]l that little
bea-lt ¥ doing, of course™
“8he—she said you were solf-

assertive I gasped Potter. " Now, I—I
wonder- what ¢an have made an:rbg&y
think that !

“I wonder |” gasped Greene.

“ But. t.hut.s of worst,” went on
Coker. *“ Aunt Judy’s lawyer man is his
guardian, and I can’t stand that sneak-
g bh ﬁter! Just can't stand him!

Tm: AW ﬂw he- acted st Lantham
a fellow push him over !
wu nl:ﬁ-r I'd hit him| Ywve advised

Aunt J ud]r to sack him more than -::tlr.:al
shouldn’t wonder if that'’s Whé?
d::i:kaﬂ me 50 much!” added
Ia'htinl}jr
t's barely

possible {2 assented

Potter. And Greene winked st his
chicken.
“ Wall naw he'a landed on me bere™

“idt Co bu : ﬂdlunt!dnm't hﬂ:;.r
anything abou s, of course. &
F lsm bhave the little in my

ntudg and hel
And I'm to

l:m:n with his lesschs I”
, rt if. any. pasty
I:-: I:I-l:i_'f! bully Y's her, uiu of

e Tﬂur sunt knows mora sbout
hampers than about &uhmi Coker |
saide Potter., “Of course, s Fifth Form
man might have s inn‘ éousin to tes
u;' onee in the term.”

Help him with his lessons |* Greene
murmured, “Oh, my hat!”

Greene could not help wonderin
what a f8llow's work would be like %

Coker hel him with it] Coker was
far from ht in tho scholastic line.

"1 wuuld t have him rn the studj
not onoce in a dozen terms,” said Co
“ He smokes, plays cards for mon &ot-ails
lies, ‘and torments animals! rrid
littlo beast al! round 1

“ Bounds nice I* murmured Potter.

“As for games, he wouldnlt be found
daa& on a football Eel&" said " Coker.
" Aw for protecting him, I've no doubt
he'll] be kitked from one end of the
Remove to the other! And I know he'll
damva it, and morel Now, what

fuu follows advise me to doi”
you can him |2 said
Pﬂﬂﬁt‘.

“Every time you ses him |* suggested

Gﬂq’f“ vy that's all 1,
o8, at’'s & o wall,™
grunted Cze!er “But ¥ don' trgmt him
at Gre;urfrurs! I told Aunt Judy so
and she was quite croas! She seem
to think it unfeeling! I can tell you, I
jolly nearly lost my temper! But, of
course, I can't row with Aunt Judy.”
“For noes’ esake don't!¥ uld

Greens, in alarm. “Look &t the
E&m ‘she sends you sll through the

" ¥ou silly as%li" snorted Coker. " Da
m think ould think nbﬂut the

pers? Blow the parsi

There was no reply hamndutu
that. A fellow whu muld “blow * such
hampers as the cne that now stoed in
the study was pml: reasoning mth

“Lot of good miernu
advice I" Mnappe “I dun 3
want that snipe hera] How can I get
shut of hjm, wha.tf”

a Was raply to be made to
that, either! If at was the advice
that Horace - wanted from his ﬂhumu
they were not preparad to offer an

mt-stﬂpld l:-tnma :Iilpti:‘,liua &!.i"lith
passage and stopped a OOr.
Coker glitﬁdli'%und
“He's coming 1" he said. “T expected
him to butt in as scon as he found out

ml

r stud and here he is, Well, I'll
jolly w uhew him what to expect as
BOON u puts his nosa in my study.”

Coker ?ahhad up & large, rich, juicy
jam tart from a dish. He tum&d in his
chair to faca the door.

The door opened.

Whiz!

Smash |

" Yaroooooch I” roared Billy Bunter,
as tha jem tart squashed on his nose.
* Ooooooogh | Grnnlrﬂghl Wheat the

thump—

He liked them lsrge and juicy
and with plenty of jam.
But circumstances, like ecar-
penters, alter cases |
That jam tart was large, it was juiey,
and it had lots of jam, Aunt Judy's

BILLY BUNTER liked jam. tarts.



“ Uipai my word 177 exclatmed Mr. Quelch. * Wharfon | Cherry
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i et =
e o

s the meaning of this? " From the open door of the

heme-made jam of the very best quality,
Taken internally, in a unu of bites, it
would have been delightiul.

Taken cutside, on tha noss, with »
bnn it was not delightful. 1t u&unhud

unter's nose, it shed jam an
uE oxcellont. psstry sll over Bunter's fat
countenance, a . blinked dizzily
through & clouded - with jam.
He miffed and snorted and saeezed jam !

“ Urrrrrrggghh 1™

Coker ﬂa.r at him.

He hm:! a1 that it was the
! sni I mmmg th hiz study.
He had ta'kan it for &r

Coker often took .things for

ker ranted.
He did not stop to think{ His tﬁ

ink1 mg,

pethaps, would not have amounted to
much even if he had stopped! Intel-
lectual effort was not Coker's long auit.
“Ts that Bunter!” grunted ker.
"My hat! You silly young mss, what
{au butting in here for? Berve you
ngh
Bunter grabbed

sgﬂaﬂmd tart from
his fat fma with fat

" Boast 1" he roared.

Coker pointed. to the door.

“Get mtt M he aaid.

And he turned back t6 the tea-table,
He was rather sorry that Cafiyn had
not got, that jumicy tart, B8till, Bynter
was we mutoltasfar;lthutwent

Bﬂ t‘fﬁnur toqli:"i:iti ip-wt?clm and

&m of A erchigf alread
ltmkz ﬁ'ﬁ &:hims
face wi chief.
at the lck ﬁ hamil.
Gnket tm:i no further nntm of him.

Perh be thought he had ‘al
::;]:?p:n h ﬂﬁ im 'h} B, wdlﬂ;:*
t

ﬂvlgd wis, OF “ uld lwa im-n law to

lesser mortals,

&%ﬁ?’h& apad““f“ & s
w an ru I:Il

d:hbud Ho oleared off miost of the

tart. Even-while e wis busy with the

jam tsrt on his features hi- blinked

sough, as H caught

! Nugen

t)

longingly at the good things stacked on

Coker's tabla.

It was the fead that- had drawn
Buntm- thara like » m
Emlt.mt would not have ex-

F"‘*"‘m

mgm

thﬂughﬁ wu worth listaning to,
Bunter had no very clear idea h:r'f ;:3

meaning of the
overheard ot

Cour

mnvamt‘rwn
station,

gsked to & feast in the

mlrj' cironmeatancesy but he
tell Coker “which ha

But

one thing at least was fairly clear to
him; something. was going on, and it

was u
8OTt O

against Coker. There was some
a scheme on betwean that new

tick Cafiyn and the lawyer johnny to
Ak ¥ Jor §

Laoker.
wnu

Caffyn, somehow or other,
oing- to get on with it at tha
rikrs end while Sarle
lt nl‘. tha other end.

t on with
The idea was to

diddle Coker out of his auni’s money.

That was a tip

worth ¥ somethi

ng to

Coker—-worth at least a little m"rthtﬁ

and a share in

the!hampﬂr he

brought back to schoo
Bunter was going to put Coker on

his
frus rntn their

kpavizsh tricks, so

uard: Ha vas going to help him

to

B
po?t,hnt was hot worth s oold chicken

and & alico of

Christmas pud

ding,

Bunter would have liked to know what

was |

Instead, therefors, of retiring from

Coker's study af

gmatm

nt.m
'ﬂw!‘ of
down to businoas,

tor the

unoeTamonious

he receivéd, Bunter re-
mlma& H“mg dabbed off most of
an extremely

*1 say, Coker——'
Harace Coker etared round.
“You still there?” he. -ana.ppe:;.

“ Yo, old chap 1

You: seo——

ndi:emhmi 4o his poo&al: tha
ha Remove proceeded to come

“Do nuwmttnaiutakp :ﬁmbgthﬁ

soruff l}f the, neck
ot tht ﬂmr?“

m:[uirarl ﬁnﬁ

'HH

Bull ! Bunter ! HurreseSingh! What.
rolled a volume of smoke. It mads the Remove masler
unsxpectedly

o, you've only got to call ma old
ch& agnmi“
Coker—"

i Elmt thﬁ cim:-r lft-ar guu

“I've comé hers—

Coker rose to his feot. He glanced
round him.

“¥ou fellows sea whare 1 put that
walking.stick 1" he asked.

“There it is—against the bockoase,”
said Potter.

“*0 ood |

ﬂaﬁrﬂm d across to the bookeasas.
He gras the stick. 'What he was
ing to do with that stick hardly
nesded explaining. . . :
Bunter backed warily into tha
doorway.

He had come there to do Toker »

ood turn—to warn him, snd help him

rustzate knavish tricks, Buf reslly
Galllmr WwWas adli;fgﬂult ial]-:m to lmlp.

unter, in was like & more

in of help than an-kar when

Horace got going with that walking-

stick.
“Look here, Coker-——" gasped
ive you nna socond to hop itI*

Bﬂnltar.
said ‘kar nmr

“ Oh, all right[* Bunter's tpactm!l:at-
gloamed angry scorm. “AN t:ghl. '

go!l I won't tell you now! - I was

oing to &l p you w af was going on
%nw I won't! ¥ah!"

Coker stared. The walking-stick was

ir. hia rm?:r but for tha moment he res
ne-ei establishing  contact
batrmn it and Bunter.

"Wha.t’a that 1"’ he snapped. " What's
going oni - ¢ do you mdan, you
young assl”

*That's telling 1" u:& Buntar loftily.
“%ar‘h:a I iwlskﬂ th :;rt SMkEI 3nung
ca affyor talking it over
skinny lawyer man! 'Perhaps they're

{Continued on page 1)
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to ¢ut ou out with that old
e e

"Thu.t- w H"‘ gasped Coker.

“Thlt- aunt -:rf mﬂ," said Bunter.

Perhaps {0 don'g, know.that young
Guﬂ-':.rn u after har money, same as you
are—""

“Wha-st
“I could tell you if I liked,” =aid
B:untur. hll.pkl.l’lﬁ gt tha astounded
tell you what they

mml to one another—=>

“Is he mad—or whatl'“ epid Coker,
h:nu snoaking fat B;&urmt t]i::'ahiﬂﬂ
n uvu-dmppmg cheek

to come hare and tell me F
Potter and Gmna wara staring at

Bunter. Coker took & frmer grip on
the walking-stiok.

“1 hoard what thng said by I.mdent,
of conrss,’” said Bunter,

the iable beécause that beast an. fiyn wu
after me, and then they came and sat

down. Tl tell thi the
said, Coker. But Eﬁun evag} ]Engn ’?
bad my tea yet,

Bunter broke off suddenly as Coker
jumpad

Buli h odged too |

Coker's left hand grtnped his adlln.r'
bis. right brandished the  walking-stick

- Bunter wa a roAr nf alarm,

“Yaroo § esp thit =tick
awayl 1 u I'}l tell you' i about it,
Cokert I u;, I ‘aAn Jol.lr waill tell you
yuu re goi dled! You fanoy
{eau re sife ﬂt tha'.'r old skistch’s money,

it I :riﬂ jolly wel say—— Varooopi” 2

“"&'ﬂw-nw-wnw ™
Whack !
"le'!*_ Beast! Wow!l Leave offl
ck !
Coker of the Fifth had & heavy hand.
The stick swiped on the tightest

trousers at Greyiriars with s series of

orts like pistdl-shota,
ﬁuntﬁr ru-uf'ﬂd and wriggled.

Coker, of course, did not understend.
far. as he could see, Bunter was
butting into family matters that did not
concern Bunter in the lesst. Dunter
referred to Coker's aunt as & “sketch ®
—and Coker, little as  Bunter would
have guessed it, was affectionstely at-
tached to his Aunt Judy, Bunter: sup-
posed, &8 = - mattor: ol 'course, that
Coker's interest in- Miss - Judith was
wholly-of & financial mtﬂr&-whm:h was
not the case in the very least. 8o far
as Coker could see, what Bunter wanted
was & hiding.
he gave him anel
lker rather prided himself on hav.
mg a_short way with £ His way
with Bunter on this ocoasion was vory

short and very sha
Whaok;, whack. riack, whack 1
“Owl Wow! Eiwl Wow I”
Wlmel: wh
'E"Mnmp il
W-ﬁlﬂk! ]
‘TER MioNgT LiseaRy.—No.'1,404.
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Whae?: whmt whaok |

“There I said Coket rather breath.
lessly, “Thet will do! Thet's & tip
for you not to come barging into my
study snd gabbling | 'Ei-ﬂt out I

A swing of Coker's. powerful arm sent
Bunter spinning m:‘z] &t; passage. He

bum there snd v :
“Owl Oh crikey! Beast]l Wow!"

Coker stopped out and administered
a final lick with the walking-stick.

Bunter scrambled up and ran for his
into the astudy

‘life.

Coker wont  back

breathing rather hard. He pitched the -

walking-stick into & cormer and sat

down again,

| flmc:f that cheoky rnuhg tipk wun
come back here in a . burry'®
remarked.

Coker wes right. Bunter didn’. If
Coker of the Fifth was ever put on. his
guerd against the knavish tricks of his
enemies, it certainly would not be by
Billy Buntar!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

* Look here—" he
“Wharton followed IIT:?H ‘round

the
table. N t round the other
s:d& Tha?::imﬂmﬂ y
# Hl»:l:du uE 1" yelled C . *I'll ol
I—",J

Queleh |
“Hook him out, B‘n.n.iy 1*

Pt e o, 8

n graap of ¢ two juni
ing and wriggling, Cafiyh went through
the doorway into the Remove passage.

“Bring him along to the tap|” said
Harey.

“ What-ho |”

“ Lot .!.’-l}!h shrieked Caffyn. *I tell

bum: “‘13
Nuﬂ:ant hooked him up
l':he Ramm &9 , bumping him on
the floor as they went. Caffyn having
asked for a lekson, they were giving
him cone. Fellows stared out of the
studies at the procession.

“What's the name of that game?l”
asked Vernon-S8mith, from the doorway
of Study No. 4,

“Bal a new kid?” askedr Bkinner,
with s snoer,

Thes next moment Bkinner was

Wet! that e had spoken Buiijrmg new
was rather in Bkinner's own line; mr-
L 'HAT the thump— , tainly not in Wharton's or Nugent's.
You ﬂhmk:r udl This particular new kid bad asked for

"Wharton and what he was gé , and more.

; uttered those a:c-lnmatmnﬂ Wharton and ugmt awung their
!qlmuitnna:gﬂw they came into Btudy piim:mer round, and crashed him into
No. 1 in the Remove, Skinner. That youth went spinni

As they had left their friends in Hall — * Pooop 1 b Sollod. e b ooantog:

the chums of Btudy No. 1 did not

Wharten glared down at him:

expect {0 find anyona there. But they thing more to say?” he roared.
*Yow-ow-ow ¥

The light wes on, and a fellow was “Xg hs hal”

in the study; no other thm: the new  © 8 nn...Frl-nkr

“tick "—Edgar Caffyn. “Ow ! Leggo 1™ howlad
‘His cccupation waa rather surprising, Caffyn, *I ta!l you—— Yarcoooh |
He had down picture that Qw{»

Bob Eh:ﬁ'rr End nmlﬂdd“tﬁ th:.!t after-  Bump, bump, bwop| went Caffyn

noon with such an expenditure of energy slong passege. Skinner picked h:m-

and piut-ar Not only had he torn it golf up, gasping, with nﬁanra it

dnwn, but he bad torn it into several
Thesn !rngmenh he was now stuffing
into the stu

'Wharton and Nugent gazed at him in
&'Y amazement. They siready dis-
hl:a the new fellow, and would have
d him, anyhow, what the dickens
h& was doing in their study, where he
vortainly was not wanted ; nt what he
had dono filled ‘them with ADZry sur-
priso and indignation.

True, they were nﬁt fmghl:i‘u
on that gorgeous e-atgl
soaret dapths of thei earts thajr ‘had
rather hopeud that some acoident would
happen to it.

But thﬂ mgl élﬁﬂﬂ of J:hi]l eantg:r _iaﬂm:
in tearing it down an ing 1
uami the:r daapaat- wrath.
If Maste ﬁ supposed that he
n-uuld nnrr on 11 that in.a Remove
study he was making a mistake, and
that fact had to be :mpreuad npon him
immediately and drastically.
the

He tumai from the fire, givi
aﬁgjdanh g last jam with fu: boot, and
at the two juniors,

“"That's that!"” he said.

4 What the thump do you mesn by
this 1" roared Wharton.. “You im-
pudent littlo beast, what are you doing
m this study aeallt How dare you
touch Cherry’s picture I

“That en rubbish wasn’t wanted
here,” said ©affyn coolly, “and that
fool Cherry had er do something to
the walll He's knocked half a dozen
boles in it 1™

Wharton-

keen

ccame across the study

naw boy. e:p:‘amun

E “the Im ufj the tu in of mﬁ;
mnove oau a odga

round the study ta "

plauant ramarks to maka.

At the end hgf the é’;amnﬂ
was & tap, where #tudy kettles were
filled. Fellows sariously in need of in-
struction had sometimes had their heads
held under that tap.

Caffyn’s head went under it now.
Wharton held him there, and Nugent
turned the tap on.

Splash | cama the streaming water.

"Gurrrgghi Urrrggh!  Gug-gug-

1" gurgled Caffyn,
o struggled frantically, bewling and

n the kmkmg A crowd gathered round, stér-

mg on in astonishment ‘The mgh’b of
the head boy of the Form engaged in

rAgEIng B Dew was surprising

enough.

Bob Uharrg and Johmmy  Bull and
Hurree Bingh, coming up from Hall,
heard the uproar, and came nlong to ses
what was up. They stared blankly at
the sight of Caffyn, in the grasp of
Wharton and Nugent, under the stream-

mﬁ hﬂ

Ici,hoh:lla imllq ¥ gusped Bob.
"Whttt thump's that game, you:
mien

“Tewching & chesky cad s lasson I

ﬁid Hntr{l
! Help! Gurrrggh!®
ssonfulneas is and pre-
my esteemod Wharton I re-
mtrl: %urraa Jamset Ram Bingh.
“Urrrggh! Leggo! Gur hl"‘
‘*I}Mh it all, draw it
beans I said Bob. “Ho's a Iitth i:ﬁel-lh

but be's only & new kid, you know1

Dy e i figio
o o i

Gurrge hg'a i i

"Imak here, Wharton—-"
“Oh, don't be an ass!” mapped the
captain of the Remove. "D you fsnoy-



I should be- r ng the -yo
:-E;:t“#m like this if- ]:m ;dn’t nkadntl'nl:rgr
it

“Well, no. But—*

"Urrrr:rrm;-gh *  gurgled Caffyn.
“Wurrggh 1"

“Well, what has he done, n.:;rhnw Lo
demanded Bob, rather grufily. “I don’t

seo how & new kid can have aalr.-ed for
all this, I'd like to know what he's
dona.” '

“0Oh, nothin HF said Wharton sar-
mt‘-lcﬂ]]j’ a's only yanked down
your.picture in my study and bunged it

into E} hﬁra g 3
erry jumped.
“Wha-a-t 1* -he stuttered.

“Ha, ha, ha | roared Johnny Bull

“Why, the cheeky young rotter!”
pad Bob, “Here, let me get hold of
I'l} show him whether he can

I:mng pictures into the firel After all

EVERY SATURDAY

the trouble I had with that picture!
Give me hold '! him 1"
“Ha, ha, ha P
“Urrggh! Will you leggo? 'l go
to Quelch! I'll go to ¢t urrggh—
headmaster 1 I'll—— . Gurrggh ™
Wharton and-Nugent released E“Eﬁ‘g
‘But their ?rnup was replaced by
Cherry's helty grip.
“Ho you've pulled down the picture I
stuck up 1"’ roared Bab.
"Urrrggh | I
::Euu Yo bt;lnlg_ad it in the fire1”
UrIrggg
“You tﬁfk! Youn toad! Yon dmeg
ive you a wash 1* hoot
Ba l.n-‘.! a 151;:1111&1 the wratched
under the tap again.
raw it mild 1” chuckled Nugent.
I'I' h@l‘hut-up.!"
“Hs, ha, hal”
"Eurtg’l:l Wurrgh | H?Jp
Caffyn. “Yooo-hoop!

Loy shrmkﬁd
zggh !l

=

F.—l..'ﬂ"

* Linesman ** Iy

the groatest auithority on football

r ﬂ?’ooter 7ans

He'll salve afl your Bocoer

problems ¥ you'll lat Mm. ‘Write to him, o/o The ME:ET. The Fleelway Houss,

Farringdon Str
Ilh'ﬂll HORSES |

HE l:}up competition is the football |

topic of the moment, and I rouat
be in the fashfon and tallk about it.

The players of sixty-four olu
am™ now t-umﬁgu Eurt thm:lmunh
m. what 12 Imawnutha
u,ﬂ.nnﬂjr speaking,

nggah Cup, but w

‘Plans are bamgh:lnmt- carefully laid for

muccegs in this ook-out competition.

SBome of the players are FEOix
ial tmming, others are on

iet, and durin

g:;naat&mﬁw be extra talks on. the
tics which shall be employed when the

itmgglﬂ takes place next Saturday.

i eternal in the broasta of
the 'mg pﬁyﬁrﬂ when they stgrt on a Cup
competition. The membern of

which have not done well in the

regard the Cup oo ition as their second
chance of earning fame.

It very seldom happens thot the
succesefi-i sides in the are
alzo successful in the ﬂ‘np. Much
more frequently does
that the comparative fallures in the
-Leagus achieve - suwcoess in ihe
noch-out business. '

This third round is, of course, the firss,
so fa» us the clubs of the Firet and Becond
Divisiona ere concerned., They have now
been joined by seventesn others who have
fought their way through oertain earlier
stoges. For the moment, I can leave
thean claps to look after themaelvea,
and talk about the s

outeide the Football League fare,

Tuke Yeovil and Fetters United, na
-&mmla They have been playi
riluh Cup-ties since B : hﬁr"—g.
ntruggl[ng through the wvarious
liminary rounds. In the last two- Huﬂ-ﬂl
have accomplished quite wunusual
feats. beat Crystal §alam, one, of
the ing. teams in the Third Division,
‘and then whaoked Exeter City, whg had

the days preceding the-

the teams

it happen

1 shall be-
apocially interested to nots how the teams

pre-.

#it, Londen, E.C

ust previonsly beaten Charlton Athletio.
’i‘hﬂy now have an opportunity of ﬂhnwmg
what they can do against & First Division
side. And what a*sensstion they will
couse if they manage to win |

WELL DONE, WIGAN1

NE of my readers in the North
0 wanta to know why <this clab
haa the peoculiar title of Yeowil

and Petters United.. The Yeovil

| part is obvious—that ia the town in which

they play. . Just after the War there was

also a wnrkﬂ club in Yeovil called Pettera,
and it was that the {wo clube
ehould” is how they

oin forees. That
Jk'mwl and Petters United.
Althﬂugh the Yeovil playerss are-
practically ell professionals, they do not
gw‘a their whole time to fooiball, and
for football. Many of them are
hyas the week at Petters’ oil
eu:\#umwkl f I may e allowed a
d joké I would suggest that
associsted with oil durmg t-ha wa-ak
one of the ressons ba]:,r
amoothly on the foot ﬂal
Saturday afternoon |

A much mora safisfactory reasaon
iz that all these plagers are full of
enthusiasm for thelr team, and they
woorie oul thelr plans under the
guidance of a man toho has had o fot

mpw:emaj'thahulﬂﬁllof

who, az an

for the side as well as nmmu&s

Ann:-t.hﬂr club to ercata a stir in this
season’s Cup competition s Wigsn
ﬁthtatm ;%.n may ba. a joke town to

ut the players of Carlisle

and 'E v United, who have, been

knmlr.ud nut. nf the Cup b}r Wigan, don't

consider their ence a joke. fewr

Eam back there was a Northern Third

ivision club at Wigan, but they ran intg
financial diffeulties; and were upable

fulfil their programme of League fixtures. |

r

ta | the colours clash.

i7

Owl Will you—grooogh—

barton turnad b the tap, leughing.
Baob-did .not seemn to think thnt“gﬁ
Ei::ld had eneugh, .buf the other fel

“Took - here, turn ‘thst tap -oni™
ired Bob. .
S ‘s rathor wet, old chap "™

‘”I'lw E;'fiﬁ?ni- is torrifig [*

-:_::ikaj; 1

U“‘Urr:ght Leggol Oh crambel
T
rhaps. he's bad. enough,” ssid
B-:h uu hallflt 3 Ca ou?m: the
“You cai cut, you tickl

h;:g:uh will do you good, after your
fithy smoking ¥
Drenched and dﬂp m.p;,
nl-:mg the
gava the ehum;u u! tha Rammru &

are of r snd hetred, sad scudded
{Continued on siext wage.)

an rolled

!

However, there is mnow npew-found,
enthusingm for the doi of the looal’
club, and T expect that in due courss the
officials veill apply for admision to the
Third Division sagain.

UNEXPECTED SUCCEASRS |

HEREmmmbammam risag
the Cup-ties’ of the wmv:gs
weﬁkeudﬁmma cases aof Da
slayin Hg Goliath, if I may put it
Y- ow do thq giant-killers dop
it 1 1-3.3 answer is that emthyslasm can

am-nmpl.mh mtﬁl!-n-t-. In:pmt-thaﬁmy

"ettar
llm whom t. knuw ta hu
footballera than w are thomsalves.
But in such cases 1 hope that none of you
will go on the field th that you are
beaten bafore the mateh starts. That is
the certain way to be beaten.

There has been some striking canes of
unexpected successes by lowly teams in
the Cup ecompetitiona of the past. I
h o wiglon, Er“tﬂ
then only in the Sepond Di
Euuwmg . beat ‘Bisckburn Rovers.
At that.time Blackburn Rovers held the
title of Champions of the First Division.

Then, in 1023, there was the
striking cose of Charlion Athletde,
lwnughlhﬂ l%m
t Division tesma.

Wbﬂalmﬂnthhtﬂuph‘!k Im
mwarumupln*uf uuhuntw
besn sent to me. *

la
schools’ ecompetition th-u ugharmﬁ.uy 4

writes & reader oh

play extra time. Without an

two teams turned round—pleying the

%vpodm way—to start this e:tm time.
a8

™ u!“
Tﬂ' H.iﬂ!ﬂ-‘! Mr_ﬂﬂ- 1,"“31
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away. ‘Hb wanted & change, and wanted
it badly:

“By gum|* said Bob. “If thnt‘s a
specimen. of Coker's relstions, I ;Iru
there iwon't be mny more of the fami
conuing to Greyfrisrs! Rotten luck l:l:-
lh:aua;l:iiq;: ‘in the Bemove! What atud:,r B

]

obody could answer that qu
It wasruot known g'al: er Eiu yn
had been assigned .  But every
Reuwve fellow who. had sesn anythms
of Ceffyn hopad thet his study woul
not ‘he i‘ia ona, .

—r——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
qmlﬂl is Wrathy !’

L‘EIW in, fathead ! cslled out
B Harry 5 Wharton, over his
shoulder, -as a shar

at the-door of Btuc
Wharton and Nugent, in
atoulng thast shous &
isposing them g @ rooun.
wqﬂn rep on the first evening, and
many ahw: were similarly cccupied
till.- time for_supper in Hall.

The dmr oganad

“ Wharton |

“Oh, my hat?. The captain of the
Remove.spun round, and crimsoned st
the sight of Mr. Qua!ah.. “1—1 -dido't
know.1t was you, sirl".
4 w gﬂ}hihlj aot!” said M. Qua!-:h

Iy

“Please come in, sir! We—"

‘ﬁﬂmm in, tﬂ:ﬂ‘jn * said h!ir Eu&!ch
calling 1nto RE3EZE; AN 8 NOwW
junior followed h?m into the ltul.'l

He gave the two chums a hﬂ't:&r and,
at the same time, vnuntmf look.

But for the presence the Form-
master, Caffyn wuuld not have remained
iong in Bi:a.l,vl:l,:;ar No. 1. He would have

tap ﬂm‘lﬁ

ly No. 1,
tflﬁt {;tuﬁ}'-

remained, recisoly the length
of tu:ria thnt 11; Imulic) to 'chuck him Etut
AgAin

In the majestic presence of Quelch,
however, Wharton and Nugent could
not handle Caffyn as t.hag would have
liked to do. Bo they took no notics of
him, standing nt sttention, snd waiting
for Quelch to disclose why he had come

re.

The Remove master's face was grave
and stern.

“Caffyn tells me that he has been
turned out of this study, Wherton ! he
na:d seversly.

“That is s0, sir " zsaid Wharton.

“You turned him out, Wharton 1
i Eia:ftmn!:r, sir| Nobody wanted him

*E'IE

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips

r“Akai ta: understand, ?ﬁhnﬁ th;t
you it u yourself to de
whether ¥ ahalmlgu s new boy tn?h:
etudy or not?” he rapped,
W rton Jumpe&
“Oh, no, sirl Of course not! Ta

ﬂuﬂ‘&n in this study 1
ers you not aware of that,
Wharion 1*

“I had no idea of it, sir.”
Hr. Quelch glanced at the new junior,
“You gave me to understa ¥n,
that these boys were . AWATe you
had becn placed in this study I be
FLTY
37 ha} knew all right, mr " answered

Caffyn. “Of mlm, ﬁr knaw 1"
'ﬂ’ know noth mg' -uf! the kind, sir!"
um:l fant guietly
n thmh I ‘wa.s doingin
en " vh,

“I.Hr.i you t‘hmk I was mnlr.mg'
st home in & that wasn't mmﬂﬁa”"

h‘l’g::trbm and Nugent made no answer
Now_that they came to think of it
Ter Mignxr Lismser.—No. 1,#5-‘!

g various belongings and -84l
There .

THE MAGNET

they realised that they might have
gumd. Calyn’ u lmpu ence, in drag-
duwn the picture, was explained,
ma extent, ﬂm fact that it hung
in his atud_r l
“Caffyn!” rapped Mr, Quelch.
Yﬂﬂ. s::r!
n and Nugent have stated

that thsj du:i not know you were to

share this study with them. 1 aocoopt
theie mtamml; absolutely.. I trust
thema, Caffvn, as certainly cannot

trust you, after the falsehoods you told
ma t-n-dir at Gaurtﬂe!ﬂ station I

“You shl_:ruld.hﬂa told thesa boys that
E}hﬂidh“m you to this study 1" saad Mr,
uele
“They never gava me time to g nk I
muttered Caffyn sullenly. ¢
Ernb-had me _ and tia tched me - out, lﬂ
ckad me under tap, tod t*
“1 can hardly mugma my head bo
trﬂatl ‘% new boy in such a menner,™

Quelok. * *Did. this, wmdir
amur, Wﬂnrbun

i'm to the :uHﬁm, mwhﬁ face of
ar Caffyn. r.

cou whau ams lay. At

:tinrent.l, ho-let the matter drop whera

1L VWag

“"Da m:-t ]el: it occur sgain, at all
n‘i:-u said.  “Wharton, this
is to '.'.‘.‘-nE n's study this term, and
I trust that there will be no r.mfr
liness or ill-feeling here. expoct
you, Wharton, especially, to mﬂm BOme
allowances for a new boy unaccustomed
te our ways”

“Oh, certainly, sirl” paid Harry,
with an effort. “If it's going to be
Caffyn's ttud_r.' we don't want to row
with him."

“Yery good!” said Mr. Quelch, u.nd
with that, and & rather doubtiul ex
sion on his face, he quitted the

As he shut the door ni‘t.ar him, E:Eﬁ
eyed the two juniors who were to
his astudy-mates for the term sullenly
and malevolently.

Naither was inclined to speak to him;
but Wharton made another effort,
After all, the fellow was new to the
ml:mu] and it was his first day away
from i:noma. whntewar thet was like,

“Sorry wo've had sich s rumpus,
Cafyn,” aaid captain of the
Remove. *But it was rather thick, you

know, t-nn.rmg up the picture a friend

gave ua.’
“Did you want the rotten rubbisht”
eneored Csffyn. “It was like the

fellow’s cheek to stick such & daub up
here 1¥

Wharton breathed hard.
He did not want to be friends with
Caffyn, for hu slready felt that ha could

not stand him at s He was
willing to hu pivil. anhty was rather
difficult with a fellow like this.

“Look what that clumsy fool's done to
!I I -went on Caff

rjr 's o friend of ours 1" said
quiet]

Ha.r
o's & nlumy fool, all ﬂmaamai“

“Wﬂ!l don't call him one, ip

“ 1|1, tall him whl.l 1 like Thtt nid

zgéztar ought to have imkad ::m fnr

e unider the ta
w: v. “I suppose zlutiminrt-
of ;Il.?t:m B gﬁ]rﬁ &am ;
you Fou mm, you
won't be plessed I remarked Nugent.

“gh iu:!u.-u:l t be ;iﬂiriull"

“Fool or n va yon a tip,
said Frank. E%Vﬁ i:trmmmslri.mg'in-rh
Eamumhvm dmfkau‘d El:tarf not ask for
a Y ng: i you get one,

vou'd better gr:-?:: and bear it, E;nd not

l:all tales about it. Fell ho: amnk
to & huknﬁntlu thﬂmlﬂfﬂ'::';iv

“The- old fool ought to Hivs licked
u for it! That was His 1* said
yn. “He ﬂmught ?;!'-. - duty to

sw me for a Il?-lﬁ!ﬂﬂ Im-
iaﬂzing oigarettos m Esdo
balieve he would have caned ine ;,E lt.
hadn’t been my first dnguxm ‘Ba
hasn't caned you for
and wotting [-nm to the lirirﬂ ‘I'hu uld
rotter—"
The door opened.
Caffyn broke' off suddenly.
“'Dh my hat!* murmured Wharton
as he saw the grim visage of Henry
armml Quelch in the doorway.

. Quelch bad turned back for sowne-
thmr-m time to hear the new boy's
Hattering opinion of him !

ﬁ:g:ns pesty face turned quits
leh hi look. But he
sdiremod Wassions. oo B

"I fc- Tl‘lj to mmtmn. Wharton, that
* Yes, sir ™ oaid Earr i E u m mr study
-ﬂnﬂ‘:lm--mu to have to t 11:, hﬂjﬂrﬂ supper in H;Il
pose he has told B mmm" ﬁmu , sirl'
r. Quelsh gl Erﬂm one to the Then Mr. a!uh turped to E!:ﬂ:':. n.
thér — from arton's contémptuous "1 hesrd said as I opened

the door, ﬂlﬂ;ml ¥ou were, I think,
alludiag to me*

# Jee] =] never meant—" stantmorad

“This in vour Hret da
ym,*  eaid M. ueloh quietly.
ice already you have merited

!ﬁvﬁrﬂ punishment. First, for smoking

onr wa, mﬂmyfnnra sooond, for
tﬂl ing ‘me barefaced fa on the

subject. Thl: is your third offence. 1

regret, Caffyn, I am com !!ed to

glmuh & new huy on his _ti_ are.
ut you I:u.m left ma no choice. I shall

“Ym:i will follow me to my study,
Mr uelch departed again—shis time

E new ]l.lmur Wharton
nr.u:l Nugent exchanged s glance when
they 'were gone,

“Queleh doesn't seem pleased with his
new man | grinned Nugent.

“Well, he's asked for it, and no mis-
take I” said Harry. “He soema to ha »
frightful tick; but I'm rather sorry for

at the school,
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him when uainh gets going 1*
“ Let's cut befors he comes back 1"
“Let’a 1" agread Wharton.

And when Edgar Caffyn raturm;! to
dtudy No. 1 he found that apartment
vacant. He was w:zgglmg painfully
and scowling like a on 1h & panto-
m:mm Eﬂwevﬂr hﬁa i:qund m;n ation
in & smoke, spraw n the study arm-
chmr with hl;;.r fEﬁtngnn ithe fﬁndﬂ{, and

n;h cigarettes — of which Me.
Qun!uh ad en&autl;r not oonfiscated his
whole supply.

He was thm hnpplly
the study door c-p-un
and a large pair of
in.

aged when
‘ﬂg a fat f[amo

spectacles looked

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Takes a Hangd!
LU E&Yagou fellows [¥ »
I C started and sat upright
at the muml of that fat voice,
8itting in the armchair, facing
the fire, he was hidden from ‘Billy
Bunter’s sight by the high back of the
chair, and could not, of course, see
Bunter. But hs r isad the fat
volce. This was the fellow in & les,
who had given him twn{ to the Remove
mm! at Courtfield station that day!
o by his own conduct, Master
Cafivan had no. special “down® on



crump'ed up under his welght.

sneaking. But perhaps he
Sy os Hitasll whish
willing to make for others. .

Perhaps, after a ducking from bis
study-mates and & caning from his
Form-master, he was ready to wreak his
malice on any object that came handy.
The look that came over his face, if
Bunter had seen it, would have alarmed
the fat Owl.

But Bunter did not even know that
he was there. He blinked into the study
in surprise st seeing the pcco-smoke.

“I say, you fellows! Smoking—whnat?
Well, tke that, after the fuss you
made about the new ead smoking in the
train! He, he, he ™ .

Caffyn removed the .cigarette from his
mouth and threw it into the fire.
Bunter rolled into the studl:{é

“1 eay, I'll have one™ remarked.
“] had some-of Hilton’s, over Ch
mas, and 1 haven't had a smoke since.

made allow-
he was uu-

Bunter blinked round the high back got

of the chair, to see whether it wns
Wharton or I:iugnmt. sitting there.

He gave a jump as ho saw that it
was neither. :

“Oh! ¥Youl” he ejaculated,

He backed away. Caffyn jumped up
and placed himself promptly between
Bunter and doar, '

He kicked the door shut with a back-
ward kick.

“J—1 say——" gtammered Bunter, in
alarm. v

Caff rinmed. He had not seen
Bunteﬁifm on the platform at Court-
fie)d, and little dreaméd how near he
had been to him during his falk with
hiz guardian.

Ha was glad to ses him
in the study |
eall to account the fel :
ducked him under the tap. But this fat

ain—alone

hrist- k

It did not suit Caffyn to.
lows whg had-
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Bob Cherry lost his. fooiing on the steps and erashed downwards. Bump ! He landed on the head of Caflyn, who Ialrly
“ Yow-ow-0ow 1 howled the mew boy. bithering fathead—

fellow in spectacles was an easier
proposition. ;

“I've besn wanting to see you!” he
said pleasantly. ;

“I—I say, you'll get into & -row
am-uking in this study !” said. Bunter
“If Wharton or Nugent came in—and
I—I think they're coming! | saw
them coming up the passage a minute
a
i@l"'I:rri::'l yout” grinned Caffyn. *“¥You
fat porpoise, you thonght they were here
when vou cams in "

“I—I1—1 mean, I—-I've got to get
down to supper!” stammered Banter.
“I say, lot a fellow pass, will youi"

“ Any burry?” tgfmn Caffyn. y

o WE{I, I'm rather in & hurry,” said
Bunter, “I've got to see Wingate of
the Sixth—he's .the captoin of the
school, you know, and a fellow can't
cep him: waiting
“I'm afraid you'll have tol”

“I1—1 say, I mean it's the-Head I've
to seal” . ]

“Then the Head will have to wait.
too ™

“Look here, you let me pass, you
beast i exclaimed Bunter; and he
barged towards the deor, “I—-I'll joly
well whop you :if Fou stop me, s0
thers !*

“Go it 1"” said Caffyn. “I'm ready.”

#1—T1 mean, look here, old chap—"
gtuttered Bunter. *“I say.-let—let’s be
pally, what? I say, I've got some fuck
in my box, and—and [ was going to ask
you to'come and have some—"

He. backed away as Caffyn advanced

on_ hin. S 1 Bunte
“T say, you keep 1" gasp unter,
Ha _hi:ge& round the table, Caffyn

following him. Thén he made a sidden

bolt for tha door. _
Quick as he was, Caffyn was quicker.

With s bound he reached the fat jinior

Inl_ Yﬂ“

WA
i e
1
-

| —wow 1

and grasped him by the back of his
collar.
Bump! .
There was . & heavy cobcussion as
Bunter smote the foor of thd study. He
roared ‘as he smots it.
R
-Caffyn grasped him 5 wrists. .
Ha dragged  Bunter's srms over his
head. Bunter, on his back, was alinost
as helpless as & turtle in the same
position. He wrlﬁiﬂd and roared,
Caffyn p ded to wwist his wrista.
Bunter yeiled wildly. :
There were fellows st Greyfrisrs
given to bullying, like Bolsover major
of the Remove, and Loder of the Bix
Neither of them, however, would have
thought of twisting a fellow's wrists,
That form of torture was new to

Bunter. Ha found it axceadingly un-
pleasant, -
“QOw! Leggo, you besst!” shricke
bB::ltﬂr. “Owl Y’i':u'ra hurting me, you

at [™
&:JDH’E me " grinned Caffiyn. “Not
o w! Yes! Wow! Beast|™ .
“I'l hort Fgu some more [ said:
Caffyn cheerfully. -

“Yarooooh!” .

“Like that!” siid Caffyn, giving the
fat wrists a vielgus twist, which elicited
s fearful yell from Bunter,

“Yaroooh "

“ And like that—-"

“Ow! Don’tl”

LT -
unter soHrie . i
Tha door was thrown open, and Lord
ey i e B
me illin" pigs in this stu
asked'’ Hnuiﬁamw %Whg—whﬂl—ﬂ_d
His lordship stared blankly. _

Bunter, on his back on the carpefy

Tae Maaysr Lisrary,—No. 1,404,
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was shrieking with anguish. Caffyn let
go the fat wrisis rather suddenly.

“Ow! Wow! Ow!” velled Bunter.

“You bullyin’ rotter ! gasped Maule-
verer. His lordship’s arwtocratic calm
was 8 proverhb in the Remove. But
Mauly looked anything but calm, as he
shot across the study at Caffyn.

Cafiyn jumped up and jumped away.
Bunter sat up, yelling. Lord Mauleverer
hurled himself at the new junior, hitting
cut right and left.

Bang, bang ! came Mauly’s noble fists,
one on Caffyn’s nose, the other in Ius
eye! Caffyn went down with a crash.

Lord Mauloverer, excited for almost
]t_;l;u first time on record, pranced round

Lim.

“(iot up!” he roared.

“Owl' Keep off!” gasped Caffyn.
“Leave mo alone! Oh, my eye! Ow
my nosa! Wow!"

“You're not licked yet! You're goin’
to be licked! Get up, I tcll you!”
roared Mauleverer. .

Cefiyn seemed to prefer to remain
whero was. With one hand to his
eyo, and the other to hia nose, he
crouched on the carpet.

“Are you & rotten funk, as well as a
sneakin® bully ! yapped Mauleverer.
“Will you get on your feet, you toad?”

Billy Bunter scrambled up.

*1 gav, Mauly! Pitch into him, old
chap! Jump on him! Mop him up! I
say, give him a jolly good hiding,
Mauly, old chap!™

“I'm goin' to, if he'll got up I growled
Mauleverce. " Are you goin' to get on
your pins, you erawling wormt”

“No!” snarled Caffyn. .

“Well, you're goin’ te be licked!
Tuke that ruler, Bunter, and give him
six on his trousers.”

“What-ho !" grinned Bunter,

Lord Mauleverer stooped, grasped
Caffyn, and relled him over. Bunter
got going with the ruler, with great
encrgy. g

Six times it came down on ﬂaﬂ?n
with all Bunter's beef in it. Six swiul
yells pealed from the recipient.

“Btop'™ zrid Mauleverer.

* Better give him s few more!” said
Bonter. “I'm not tired—*"

“I expect that tick is! That's
enough ! Mauly jorked the ruler away
from Bunter, and tossed it on the table.
“That will be & tip to. you, you worm,
not to twist a fellow's arm, sce ™

Lord Mauleverer walked out of the
etudy—-hastily followed by Billy Bunter.

“I say, Mauly—"

“Yaas?”

“Wail for me, cld chap! T'm coming
down to supper with you!™

“0Oh dear!"

“Eh! Look here, Mauly—"

“Come on, old fat bean!” sald his
lordship, resigning himself to his fate.
He had Bunter's company at supper; a
reward for coming to the rescue—which
made Mauly very nearly wish that he
hadn’t rescucd Bunter!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cheeking Coker!

1 HAT snipe!” said Coker.
It was a cold and frosty
morning.

: Colder and frostier than the
morning was the stare that Horace
Coker of the Fifth Form bestowed on
Edgar Caffyn of the Remove.

Potter and Greene smiled.

Obviously, there was no love lost be-
tween these two cousins, Cokor and
Calfyn. Possibly Caffyn was the rank
outsider and rotter that Coker belioved
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him to be. But really, if he wanted to
be & nice and aficctionate relative he did
not seem likely to got much encourage.
ment from Coker, ] -

His presence at Greyiriars annoyed
the great klorace. This, in the private

opinien of Potter and Greene, was
check on Horace's part. Greyiriars
School did not belong to Horace Coker;

though, from his manners and customs,
515?"-&“‘ might Lave supposed that it

il

The contrast was striking beiween the
big, beefy, burly Coker and the weedy
Caffyn. Tt was in Coker’s favour.
Coker might be an ass, and a hot-headed
ass; hut%w looked healthy and whole-
some. Cafiyn looked neither.

Caolier stared at him with dislike and
disapproval in the ?&mdrangle. He
spemed inclined to walk over and kick
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him—not because he had done anything,
but just beeause he was there!

A crowd of Remove fellows were
?unting a ball about, after class, in the
rosty air, with ruddy faces and cheery
yells. Caffyn was welcome to join in
the punt about if he liked; but he did
not like. He Joafed about with his
hands in his pockets and a discontented
expression on his thin face.

There was nonoe of the shyness or
difidence of a new boy mbout Caffvn.
He was perfeetly self-possessed.

Bob Cherry, already forgetiul of the
previous day's offences, called to him
cheevily as e saw him hanging about
unaccupied.

“Come on, Cafival On the ball, old
bean -

Caffyn gave hi o stare, sneered, and

lounged awavy.
s Ei..:cksr " roared Dob.

* Fathead ! answered Caffyn over his
shoulder. . )

After which, Bob left him to his own
devices. Lounging away with his bands
in his pockets, Caffyn apotted the Fifth
Form men. .

Coker had besn undecided whether to
go over to him and kick him. mnﬂ
nat yet made up his mind, when ¥n
camp across fo him ms if rushing on
his fate! :

“Oh, here you are, Horace!” said
Caffyn, with a cool nod.

Coker breathed hard. i

“You cheeky little snipe ! he said.

“ What's biting you, Horace?” asked
Caffyn.

“Perhaps 1'd better speak to
said Coker. “Once and for all!
here, Cafiyn—" .

“ Looking !"* said Caffyn calmly.

Fifth Form men here dom't know
fogs in the Lower Fourth,” said Coker.
% Even if you weren't a snipe and a toad
and n worm, I shouldn't want to know
you at echool. Got thati”

i suggoested

“8ing it over agsinl!®
Caffyn. o .
Coker did not sing it over again.
He glared—all the more exasperatcd.
because Potter and Greene seemed
amused by the new fellow's coolness.
Coker could see nothing amusing in the
impudence of this snipe.
If you sprak to me,” went on Coker,

w .’!
ook

“vou won't call me Horacel You'll
call me Coker, sce?” .

“ Anything vou like,” said Caffyn.
“T'll ecall you Coker, or Coke, ot Coal,
if vou like.”

Igutter and Greene grinned.

“But don't speak to me at sll,™ eaid
Cloker, breathing hard. * Keep your dis-
tanca! Sesi”

“ Aran't we g:uing to be friends hera?”
asked Caffyn. * Aunt Judy expects us to
be friends, Horace.”

“T've told you
Horace 1"

“ Horace !

“What "

* Horace !" .
~ Coker stared hard at pﬂﬁj‘]‘!. This
waa sheer cheek; the snipe was doin
exactly what Coker told him not to do
It wasz just as if he found it entertain-
-idq Itc- exasperate Coker. Perhaps he

a. *

“I've  warned you, Caffyn!"
Coker, in & choking voice.
ﬂ'&\‘iﬁn‘t vou call me Edgar?" asked

affyn.

“No " roared Coker. I won't!"

“Why not, Horace "

Coker of the Fifth looked Ilike
Vesuvius on the point of eruption. But
he still restrained himself. i

“That will do, you enipe!" he said.
“If you call me Horace again I'll kick
you! BSeei" ]

“ Yes, Horace,” said Caffyn.

“That does it!" gasped Coker, and
he laid his mighty grasp on the weedy
Junior.

The next moment Caffyn probably
wished that he had not cheeked Coker.
He swung: haliiamlj in Horsce's power-
ful hands, Coker swung him round, and
praparad to land a boot on him.

Cﬁﬂ'}n yelled.

“Chuclk it
Greena hastr’l:,r.
at youl"

not to csll me

“.‘,id

it, Coker, old man!” eaid
o ﬂveryhu&y*a stATInE

. e stare ! said Coker.

“There's Wingate—"

“Blow Wingata [

Ny 112 F'Bﬂﬂ-ﬂ (IECE]"I'I. HTe Eﬁ!u

Caoker’s boot landed! Ca.lgrn flaw !
Coker had a hefty kick. Cafiyn landed

on_his hands and knees, roaring.
Fifty fellows at least were staring at
Coker, Coker did not care. ker

was & Jaw unto himself.
But as Caffyn landed on the earth,



roaring, Wingata of the 2i~thecama op.
Coker, iiwing tasted blood, as it were,
was stepping towards  the ‘apmwlin%
iuniﬂr, with- the evident intention o
ending another kick. The captain of
Erﬁyfrtau interposed just in tire.

e gava Coker s shove on his brawny
chest, and hrawny as Coker was, that
shove gent him promptly backwards.

" Stop that!' said Wingate sharply.
. " Don't you barge in here, Wingats "
hooted Coker, in great wrath,

“Coker, old man—-* urged Potter.

“Shut up, Potter |’

“Come awsy, Coker!"
CGreena.

“Bhut up, Greenel"

Cafiyn picked himself up, pa.ntinﬁ.
Ha pmmpllii dodged behind the stal-
wart form of Wingate of the Sixth.

“Now, what's this row abouti™
enappad Wingate. * This kid iz & new
fellow—what the thump are you kicking
s new kid for, Cokeri™

“He's my cousin ¥ snorted Coker.

“Well, I suppose that’s one up
against him I'" assented Wingate. *“‘ But
it's not a reason for kicking him.”

“He cheeked me 1" hooted Coker.

“1I only called him Horaca '’ squealed
Caffyn, “I alwa;yﬂ call him Horece at
home, and I dido't know I musin’t call
him Horace at school™

Wingate's brow darkened.

“You silly ass, Coker!” he said
“Have & little gense ] If the kid's your
cousin, you might be decent to him, his
first day or two here. He doesn't know
Greyfriars yet. You ought to be jolly
well ashamed of yourself.,”

murmured

Coker choked.

"1 tell you—--"

“That's enough!™ said Wingate
sharply., “Leave the kid alone! Any

more kicking, and you'll find that even
Fifth Form men oan be told to bend
over and take six! Bear that in mind "

With & frowning brow Wingate
walked away, leaving Coker looking as
;-"ft he were on the verge of an apoplectic

Caffyn, still wriggling from the kick,
grinned at him,

“You—you—you  snipel” gasped
Coker.  “Get away ! et out of my
sight, befors I kick you again!™

*Yes, Horaca!" said Caffvn meskly.

Coker clenched his hands almeost con-
vulsively.

“If you call me Horace———

“ Horoee ! said Caffyn,

Potter and Greens grasped Coker by
his arms just in time, before he hurled
himself at Caffyn again. They dragged
him back. _ i

“ Let you dummies!” gasped
Horace Coker, struggling. “I'm poing
to smash that cheeky snipe! Do you
hear? I'm going to smash him 1

- *You silly fathead | said Potter.
“VWingate meant what he said—do you
want to get six from an ashplant on
your bags?"”

“I'd like to see anybody give me six
on my bags!” howled Cokar,

“Well, you'll sea it fast unuugh, if
vou touch Caffyn,” said Greena. * Win-
gate's got his eye on you.”

“Blow Wingate! T tell you I'm going
to smach that cheeky snipe !™

“0Oh, Horace " said Caffyn.

Coker gava a terrific wrench, and
nearly got loose. But Potter and dreenn
held on to his srms and walked him
away by main force. Coker was not
going to get six from & prefect’s cane
if -his friends could help it. They got
Coker away—leaving Caffyn grinning.

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FGIIRTEEHTI:I GHAPTER.
Cake for Bunter!

L4 H lor' | “mumbled Billy Bunter.
0 It was tea-time.

The Owl of the Hemoréd was
blinking in at the deorway of
Study No. 1,

Ha hciped to see Whariow-and Nugent
there. 1
for their compsany, agreeable as -1k
doubtless was, But he was aware that
they had brought back a supply of good
things after the holidays.

Instead of Wharton and Nugent, how-
ever, his eyes and spectacles xed on &
weedy figure stending at the open study
cupboard.

unter did not want to sce Edgar
Cafiyn. Tho less he saw of him the
better he liked if.

Caffyn glanced round i him.
“l say, whera are the
asked Bunter, keeping in the doorway,
ready to dodge up the passape if Caffyn

layed =igns of hostility., |
I“:!"pr.‘-"::u!-.’l; know, and d{:m't carg !
answered Caffyn. "I say, do you like

cake ™

Did Bunter like cake?

Caffyn really needed not to have asked
that guestion. He had not been long
at Greyfriars, but he must already have
discerned that Billy Bunter liked cake,
snd asnything else of an edible nature.

“I say, you got a cake !’ asked Bunter
eagerly. He csme a single stap farther
in. He did not trust Uafiyn an ineh.
He had not forgotten the tmrstﬂigﬁ of his
podgy arms. ut cake was ol

“Look 1" said Caffyn, pointing into
the cupboard.

“ Oh erikey I ejaculated-Bunter,

It was a magnificent cake! It weighed
at least five or six pounds: it was
packed with fruit, and thers was
mnarzipan on top. ;

It was such & cpke as Bunter often
dreamed of, but seldom devoured.

" say, Caffyn, old chap,” said
Bunter, blinking dubiously at the new
boy, “1 say, if you don’t want all that
calkg——="

“T don’t want mny of it,” answered
Caffyn. “Cake isn't good for me! I
was just wondering whether any fellow
would like to have it! I'm not poing
to touch it myself.”

“Well, my hat!™ said Bunter, *“JI—1
say, I'll hava it if you like.”

“I don’t mind.™ _

“You—you don't mind [ gasped

Bunter. Hs could scarcely belisve his
fat ears, or hiz good luck. Caffyn,
evidently, was not such & beast as he
had supposed ! A fellow who could give
away a magnificent cake like this must
have some good about him somewhere.

“Too indigestibla for me!® gaid
Caffyn, shaking his head.

“My digestion’s all right!” grinned

Bunter. “J] expect it's vour smoking
does it, Cafiyn, I say, won't you have
a &lice {7

“1 wouldn't touch it for anything.”

“1 jolly well would I'7 grinned Bunter.
“I—1 say, you really mesn 1it? I—I
can have i7"

“Take it or leave ibifgust as you like,”
snswered Caffyn indifferently, and he
walked across to the window,

That decided Bunter,

t was not that he was yesrning
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if toe make assirande doubly sure,
Cafiyn opened the window, and Ieaned
out, looking down ipto the guad.

Bunter rolled to the cupboard.

He atill kept a wary cye on Caffyn,
ready to dodge. But Caffyn had hia
back to him, and was tuking no notice
of him at a,li, . ;

The fat junior grasped the big cake
and lifted 1t from the cupboard.  Still
distrustful of Cafyn, he went backwards
to the door, prepared for sudden
hostilities,

But Coffyn did not move or look
round.

Bunter reached the door in safety with
his prize. 8till watching Cafiyn, he
stepped out backwards quickly. :

“Yow-ow " came & howl “Wow!
Whet the Abraham Lincoln sre you at,
you. pie-faced pie-cani”

*Bunter blinked round at Fisher T.
B

fellows 1™ Fish

That youth was hqppini on ona leg.
Ho had been passing tho study door-
way when Bunter stepped out back-
wards, Bunter, of course, had no eyes
in the back of his head. That was how
he ¢ama to ntec-f: on Fishy's foot,

His heel had almost squashed Fishy's
toe! Bunter's weight planted on & f]!:;iv
low's foot was no joke.

*Ow! You pesky pis-can!” yelled
Fishy, bnp%ing. “ What do vou eall this
game § ou taken to walking back-

wards like s crab? Can't you lock
where you're going? I guess——"

Bunter did not _gtay to hear
Fisher T. Fish guessed. He rolled up
the passage to Study No. T with the big
cake in his arms.

He rollaed into that study with his
prize.

His study-mates, Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton, wera there. Both of them
stared at that magnificent cake.

“My hat! Where did you get that?”
askad Peter. “Bome cake [

“Looks nice, what?"” grinned Bunter.

" T:rp}_:im:l! Whose is 1t 1*

“0h, really, Toddy—"

“Mean fo say you brought that cake
back with you?” asked Tnﬁdjn

“¥ea! Exaotly! Our cook at Bunter
Court makes splendid cakes,” said
Bunter, “I told them Sﬂmnll]r to pack
one in my box for me, t's have tea !*

He laid the cake on the table,

y "“You ﬁmddm mallt]ﬂ n;?t* last terén that
nevar stood my whack 1m a stu tea
Togdy I” ho said. .-

“No meking out sbout it,” answered
Peter. “You never did ¥

“Well, look at that!” said Bunter
loftily.

"My dear man, if you're turning
over & new leaf, I'm the fellow to en-
courage you,” said Peter. * Look herel
We've got sosses and ham, and I've got
a bag of mince piez I brought from
home, and with that topping cake, it's
really & spread. Let's ask one or two
of the fellows, what?”

“Yes, rather!™

what

“Do!” said Bunter,
Billy Bunter could ba hospitabla when
the supplies were ample, ;

Peter went to the door. T8 did not
take long to collect ona or two fellows
to tea in the sindy. He came back with
Hazeldens, Menty Newland, and Micky
Desmond,

(Continued on néxi page.)

He had a lurking
fear that that
generous. offer of a
cake was a trick to
get him into the
study—with & view
to twisting his fat
arms agan, But
when Cafiyn went
to the window the
way was clear, As
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“ Bedad, thats & cake!” said Micky
ﬁmiringly* “You the lucky man,

ter t™

“Not mine!” said Peter. * Bunter
brought that back from Bunter Court—
if any.”

“QOhb, really, Toddy—" .,

“Buck up with the sosses, Bunter |

It was quite a spread in htudjr No. T.
Sosses ang ham were followed by mmce
pies, and then the cake was cut.

Big a3 it was, it disappeared at a
rapid rate, with i-ml_f a dozen follows to

ispase of it, especially as one of the
half-dozen was "ﬁilliam George DBunter.

Bunter beamed over that cake,

It was a luscious cake—a scrumptions
cake! _

It was like Bunter, of course, not to
mention how it had como into s pos-
gession. He preferred to have it under-
stood that he had brought back lavigh
supplies from liome after the holidays.
That sounded ever so much better than
admitting that a fellow who did not
want the cake had given it to him.

Indecd, it was amazing that Caffyn
had mot wanted that cake., ILven a
fellow whe did not care for eake, as a
rule, might have liked that cake, s0
scrumptious was it. 5till, Bunter was
glad that Caffyn had not wanted it.
And it did not even occur to his fat

mind that it was not Cafiyn’s cake at
1

That was a discovery that Bunter had
Fet to makel

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bumping Bunter!

“T EA in my study ! said Johnny
Bull.

“Yes, rather!” agr &’ad

Harry Wharton. “We'll

bring the cake along!”

The Famous Five had come in for tea,
a little late, snd a lot hungry. It was
their custom to tes together in Etugﬁ
MNo. 1: but sinca Edgar Uaﬁyn h
become s member of that study, they
preferred Bob Cherry’s or Johnuy Bull's.

Supplies were pooled for a study tea.
Jnhnitﬁf went along to Study No. 14 to

et the table ready. Bob and Hurree
gingh dropped in at Study MNo. 13 to
collect various comestibles; and Whar-
ton and MNugent stopped at_Study
No. 1 for the cake! Frank
had brought back a handsome ¢ake from
home—a very large and handsome cake,
which was to grace the tea-table in
Study No. 14.

It had been left in the study cupboard
in Study No. 1, where 1ts owner
naturally expected to find it. Frank,
however, did not find it there, and he
called to Harry, who was waiting for
him at the door.

“ Shifted the cake ™

“Eh? Nol!™

“Where the dickens is it, then 1"

“Tsn't it in the cupboard ¥"

“Tf it was, fathead, 1 shouldn't be
asking you whers it was!” said Frank.
“Tt's not here!l- Can that tick Caffyn
have moved it?"”

“Well, if he has, he can't have moved
it far,” said Harry. “Look round the
nuyh-anrd, old man.”

I'va looked I"

Wharton .joined his chum, and looked
into the cupboard. It was not of muc
use looking, however. No amount of
looking could possibly have discovered a
cake there! There was no cake.

“Cofiyn, I upooe ba id, “That

affyn, I suppose,” he said. [
oung rotter's Fvﬁl of tricks. I believe
ia would taks any amount of troubla to

Nugent v

h Johnny and B

THE MAGNET

make anybody uncomfortable. Let's
look for Caffyn.”

The chums of S8tudy No. 1 had not far
to Yook for Cafiyn. He was standing
in the doorw Study Ne. 11 talking
to Bkinner and 8noop. The “Snipe,” as
Caffyn was slready nicknamed in the

. Form, had found kindred spirits in that

study—he Memed

Skinner.

“0Oh, here vou are!” said Harry, as
he spotted him. *“Been snything of a
cake in our study, Caffyn ¥+

“1 saw you put one in the eupboard,”
answered Caffyn, glancing round.

“Have you done anything with it?"

“What the thump rgmuld I have done
with it?” sncered Caffyn. “Do you
think I've scoffed your mouldy old
cake?™

“It wasn't a mouldy old cake—it waa
a jolly good cake that I brought back
after tho hols,” said Nugent, “It's not
in the cupbosrd now !

“Well, I haven't touched it !™

“Look here! It's rather thick to
accuse o man of scofing your silly
cake !” said Skinner,

" Nohody's accused Caffyn of scoffing

it,” satd Harc?. “But it’s been taken
out of the study cupboard, and can't be
found ™

“I mever took it omt!” snapped
Caffyn. " Don't bother me about 1t 1"

te get on with
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“I'm afraid I shall have to bother
you about it,"” said Harry, with a gleam

in hiz eycs. “We want that cake!
ow're a3 full of tricks as a monkey,
and you like doing ill-natured ihm%;u
You tried to keep a crowd of us off the

train first day of term, for no reason
except that you like making yourself
unpleasant. 1 believe you've done some-

thing with that cake.”
Cafiyn shrugged his narrow shoulders,

“You can beliove what you like !” he

answered. “I've not touched it, and
that's all I've got to say. Now leave
me alone ™ :

Caffyn went into Skinner's study.

Wharton and Nugent paused at the
daor. They had a strong suspicion that
Caffyn knew what had become of the
missing cake, and his manner was, as
usual, unpleasant and n‘ntatmi._ hey
were strongly inclined to follow him into
Study Ne. 11, and up-end him there,

However, that would have been rather
drastic on mere suspicion, so they re-
frained. Not in the best of tempers,
they went along to Studi No. 14, where

nir;h and Inky were getting
tea.

Squiff and Fisher T. Fish, who shared
that study with Johnny Bull, were there
also—the former a member of the tea-
party, the latter eyeing the prepara-
tions with a hopeful oye. .

“Hallo, hallo, hsllo! Trot in, old
beana ! said Bob, “#Nearly readyl

"i"i'ii&zié ara you Beowling about!” he
'l -

“Fathead! We can't find the cake !™
said Har A

“Oh, mrg bat! But—"
“It's been shifted out of the study,”

said Frank. “I believe Caffyn knows
snmaﬂgmg about it, but he won't own
up to it !

Fisher T. Fish gave a chortle.

*Cake missi rom your study " he
exclaimed. “What about Bunter1”

“ Bunter 1" repeated Wharton,

“Better ask Bunter if he's seen it,”
grinned Bquiff. = " Bunter's generslly
the man when tuck is missing.”

“Needn't trouble to aalg him—ask
me,” chuckled Fisher T. Fish. - * I'll say
that 1 wes passing your study half an
hour ago when that fat clam moseyed
out with & cake.”

“Bunter 1”7 exclaimed Nugent. “ That
fat, grub-raiding ow}—*

“Well, we might have thought of
Bunter I eaid Harry, with & nod. * And
if Fishy saw him—" )

_ "“The pic-faced gink came out nursing
it in his arms,” said Fishy. "He sure
trod on my toe coming out with it.”

“That's the cake [ said Nugent.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“Then it was Bunter! And—and we
came jolly near gitnhil::f into Cafiynl
I—I'm rather glad we didn't—"

' The gladfulness is terrific [ grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
pitchfulness into Caffyn for nothing
would not be the proper caper.”

“It wasn't the Snipe—it was Bunter,
1 guess ! said Fisher T. Fish. “I allow

I saw him ro ing in that cake. He took
it to his study.”
“"Come on {?ranl{ 1" said Harry.

He ran down the passage to Btudy
No. T with Frank Nugent at his heels.
Billy Baunter, it seemed, had re-
started his happy old custom of grub-
raiding thus early in the new term.
And the chums of Study No. 1 had come
very near to handling Caffyn on sus-

icion. They resolved to give William

eorge Bunter some instruction on this
subject, which he would not forget n
& hurry. '

The deor of ‘B8tudy No. T was hurled
open, and Wharten and Nugent
tram I,

Half a dozen fellows round the table
started up in surprise.

“My dear men!” said Peter Todd.
“Welcome as the flowers in May—hut
don't they knock at the doors in the
elum you belong to?”

“We'ra after Bunter—"

Bunter blinked at them. .

“I say, you fellows, I wish you
wouldn't pitch a door open like that.
You made me jump—with my nouth
full, too! Groogh! I say, you're in
time to have some of the cake.”

“Whea-at 1™ _

“ Have a slice I said Bunter hospits
ably. “It's a lovely cake—one of my
special cakes, from Bunter Court, you
know.”

Wharton and Nugent gazed at Bunter
—and at the cake. The latier had been
going fast; but it was so large that thera
was still some left. No doubt the party
in Study No. T would have finished it
had there been no interruption; but, at
the moment, about & guarter of it atill
remained,

“Ts that it, Frank 7" ssked Wharten.

“That's it!”

“You fat brigand—" roared the

captein of the Removae.
Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Bag him 1"

“I—% say, vou Fellows—" gasped
Bunter. “1 say- oooop ¥ :
Whartan and . Nugent grasped him,

the first by his collar, the second by
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Caflyn dragged Bunter's

a fat ear. Bunter waa yanked back-
wards.

Hiz chair flew, and Bunter was
bumped on the floor of Btudy. No. T with
& tremendous burp, and a #till more
tremendous roar.

“Whooop I

o Hﬂwﬁ%u fat rotter——"

B Yﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂp IH '

“Secrag him 1 :

“Yow-ow-ow-ow | howled Bunter
wildly, as he rolled over. "I say, you
fellows—yow-ow! 1 say, Peter, make
‘em legg—yaroch! Wow "

Bump, bump, bump, bump 1

Billy Bunter smote the study carpet
hard and fast. He roared at every
bump. Then Wharton and Nugent
paused for breath. Billy Bunter did not
pausa for breath. He went on roaring :

“Yow-ow-owl Wow! Wow!”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor!

OW 1! Besst! Wow!” roared
Bunter.
Ha sat and bellowed,
The tea-party in Study
No. 7, all on their fect, stared, Peter
Todd jum forward and interpesed
between roaring Owl and the

Avengers.

“ Look here—" ho began.

“That's our cake!” hooted Nugent.
“Bunter mnaflled it from our study.
Get seide, fathead! We're going to

11

give him a lot more yet '
T] "E‘MW *B
“Oh, my _hat!” gasped Peter.

“Bunter, you fat villain, you said you
brought that cake back after the hols I™
. “Ha, ha, hal” roared the tea-party
in Btydy No. 7. .

Monty MNewland, Hazel, and Micky
Desmond geemed to think there was a
comio side to the affair.

)

arins over his head and procoeded to twist his wrists.
Bunfer. *“‘Ow! You're huriing me, you beast I Wow ! " The door opened, and Lord

“Funny, isn't it1” snorted Nugent.
“We come in hungry to tes, snd find
that fat villain has smooped the cake1”

*I didn't 1” roared Bunter.

“pog i

BAY. .
howled guntur. +"¥I v
cake | Ow!l ’'Tain't their cakel Wow!
Caffyn gave it to mel Wow I”

“ n did " shouted Wharton.

“Owl Yes, you beast] Wow!”

“¥You sal guu brought it from
home " hooted Peter.

“That—that was only a—a—a figure
of speech, old chap!” gasped Bunter.
“It was Caffyn gave it to me. He sajd
he didn't want it, .and I could have it.
Why shouldn’t he, if he liked?”

“It was my cake!” roared Nugent.

“0Oh crikey I

“Did you think it was Caffyn’s 1" de-
mandad Wharton.

“0f course I did 1" howled Buntar in-
dignantly “ What was a fellow to think
when he said I could have it 7"

“Tha Snipe was pulling Bunter's leg;
if he's telling the truth I grinned Petor
Tedd. “But is ha? Can he?”

“h, really, Petor—"

Wharton and Hugeng eved the gasp-
ing fat Owl very dubiocusly.

If ha waa telling the truth he had been
bumped for n ilﬁ' But truth and
Bunter were generally strangers.

It was an unfortunate fact that
Bunter, in time of trouble; was given
to uttering the first fib that came into
his fat head |

“1 say, you fellows—keep off, you
know |” gasped Bunter. "1 say, thet
beast t me in. I=I wondered why
ha was so pally, all of a sudden] Oh,

naver snaffled the

dear! I say, you fellows, I suppose you

can take my word I"

“Did Caffyn tell vou that it was his
¢ake " -deimanded Wharton.

" “Yee—I mean ne!” gasped Bunter.
“I remember now, he never exactly said

S

keep ‘em: off 1"

ey
G
e
f Fo

.I"r
“Ow! Leggo, you beast | '’ shriek
Mauleversr looked In.

it was hig. Ha said he didn’t want it
and I could have it 1"

The other fellows from SHtudy No. 14
were 8t the door of Btudy No., 7 now.
They were not surprised to see the cake
ere. Study Neo. 7 was the place to
look for missing tuck. Bug they were
surpriséd - by Bunfer's statoment

“ Let's g0 and ask Caffyn,” said Bob
Cherry. " Not that he's likely to tell
the truth, any more than Bunter. Bud

in Skinner's

let's ask him.”
study,”
“Come on 1

i HHI‘B
Harry. :

“"Hang on a minuts, cheps ™ said Bob
Cherry, as an afterthought. “Wa'd
battar iﬁuwu Bunter safo and sound, so
that we can ecall on him again, if needs
he. Let’s hang him up by the back of
his coat-collar to tho door-peg. He won't
be able to dodge us then.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“"Good wheeze !" said Harry Wharton,
“YLot's 1"

Three or four paira of hands grasped

said

Billy Bunter, and he was hoisted up,
struggling and feﬂin , and hooked, by
means of the collar his jacket, on to
tha door-peg.

Leaving the fat junior thus. with the
remnants of the purlomed cake beyond
hiz reach.. the ¢rowd of juniors tramped
&lagg to Btudy No. 11 in search of
Cafiyn.

Harry Wharton threw open the door
of Study No. 11,

Skinner, Snoop, and Caffyn removed
cigarettes from their moutha s the door
flew open, in rm.  Beeing, howeover,
that the newcomers - were only
Removites, they replaced them.

“Caftyn 1” exclaimed Wharton.

“Oh, go and eat ooke!” said Caffyn.
“Can't you leave a fellow in pesecs{®

“Bunter says that jyou gave him
Nugent's cake.”

“Does’he?” sneered Caffyn. “1 fancy
Bunter would say anything.”
Teg Maiower LiBRiry.~No. I,404.
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“Did you, or did vou not?"

“MNot,” said Caffyn calnly.

" Look here, you .anen. get out!" said
Bkinner, *“If Bunter's scoffed your
cake, that's nothing new, I suppose.
Calfyn lhad nothing te do with it.”

“That's what we want to know,” said

Harry. “We've bumped Dunter for
grub-raiding in our study, and if
Caffyn _gave him the cake he's had it

for nothing, and Caffyn’s going to get
B0 1-..|'I|

*“Yes, rather!” snid Bob Cherry
emphatically. i

“The somefulness is going to be
terrific ™

“(all Bunter here, somebody 17

Johnny Bull and Peter Todd hurried
back to Study No. 7, released Bunter
from his uncomfortable [lmuttqn on_the
door-peg, and then hustled him along
to Btudy No. 11 .

“] say—groogh—you fellows!" gasped
Bunter, ss ha was pushed into Study No,
11, and found the crowd of juniors there,
“1 say, you lemme alone! I never had
the cake——"

“¥What 1™ )

#J1—] mean, Caffyn gave it to me! I
thought it was his, as he gave 1t to
me ! gasped Bunter. “1 jolly well
know now that he 'DII]E wanted to =cb
vou fellows on my track, the beast, be-
cause 1 told Quelchy about his smoking
in the traip-——" .

“Did he pive it to vou or not:
demanded the captain ol the Remove.

“Haven't I told you e did?” roarcd
Bunter. indignantly, “Can't you take
a pal's word* Duin’t vou give me that
cike in Study No. 1, Ualfyn?”

“No ! answered Callyn with periect
coolness, : ; .

Billy Bunter bhinked at lum, qutte

token aback. His littde round eyes
seemed to bulge through his big, round
spoctacles, ike many  untruthful

persons, Billy Bunter was shocked av un-
truthfulness in others.

“Why, you—rou—yon—awful rotter ”
he gasped, “You know you did!™

“Pile it on?" yawned Calfyn,

Voo you told me—" i

“1 haven't spoken to you since class I

“Oh, crikev! You were tn Study
No, 1 when I came there, and—"

“1 haven't been in the study since
class at all!™

“ (O, erumls !

“You weren't there when Bunter
bagred the cake?™ exclaimed Wharton.

" Ceortainly not! I shouldu’t have
allowed him to steal the cake if I'd been
there, of course.”

“Oh erikey 1 purgled Bunter,

The juniors looked at Caffyn, looked
at Bunter, and looked at one another.
Homebody, evidently, was doing some
hard |ving—Dbut whieh ¥

Fisher I, Fish weighed in.

“I'Il say this is the hee's knee!" re-
marked Lishy, “I'll tell a man that
Bunter can roll out crammers, a few,

and then some; but that guy Caffyn
can_ beat him to a frazale| I should
smile !

“1f you know anything about it, fat-
head—" said Harry.

Fisher T, Fish chuckled.

“Just a few!™ he answered., “ Bunter
came out of that pesky study backwards,
and I reckoned hie was keeping tabs on
somebody there, and I leoked in, and
Caffvn was there, looking out of the
winder——=-

“Oalfyn
Wharton.

[1] "!.I'Dp El.l

“ And he’s just said he wasn't!
gettlos it !™

“I say, yvou fellows, I told you—"

“Shut up, Bunter | Collar that cad !”
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exclaimed the captsin of the Remove.
“It's plain encugh now! He made us
rag Bunter for nothing—now we're
g.'um% to rag him for something "'

“Hear, hoear!®

“The raglulness is ﬁoing to be—"4

“Terrific ! chuckled DBob Cherry,

“ Look here!” exclaimed Skinner and
Snoop together. But they said no more,
a5 they were barged out of the way, and
pitchied into ¢corners of the study.

Then many hands fell on Cafivn,

Ie strugeled and yelled.

].T-ug‘np, bummp, bump, bump !

“ Now did you give Bunter my ecake "
dernanded Nugent.

0w I* yelled Caffyn, "N

Bump, bump !

“Did you give Bunter my cake?”

“No " shricked Caffyn.

Bump, bump, bump !

" Did you give Bunter my cake?™

“Ow! Wow! Yes, yos, yes!' Leggo!
ﬂ“‘" I"

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“We'vé bumped the truth out of him,”
gaid Bob Cherry, *Now let him have
the ink. Do you mind if we use your
mk, Skinner?’

“¥es, I do!l" howled Skinner.

"Kick him! Now, do you mind if wo
use your ink, Skinner "

13
i

¥ Yarooh! Nol”

“Thanks! Hold that wrigg‘]i snipe !
The ink's for you, Caffyn—Skinner
doesn’t mind, he’s eaid 2ol Here you
are!”

There was a fearful yell from the
Snipe, a5 Bob up-ended the inkpot over
him. His pasty complexion disappenred
under a flood of ink.

“Ha. ha, ha ™

Leaving Caffyn gurgling in ink, the
Removites crowded out of the study.
Horrible gasps and gurgles from Caffyn
followed them.

Thero was no cake for tea in Study
No, 14, Billy Bunter, in Study Ne. T,
finished the remnant thereof, to the last
crumb and the last plum. Meanwhile,
Caffyn was busy at the tap, washing off
ink! 'The way of the transgressor was
hard—a fact which had been borne in
rather foreibly on the mind of the new
boy at Gre:;friars..

THE END.

(There's another grand yarn of Harry
Wharton & Co. in store jor you next
week, clhums. If you've not got a stand-
eng erder for the Macxer wilk your
wewsanent, make sure you don't wiise:
“THE MISCHIEF-MAEER OF THE
REMOVE! Order your copy now!)

e e L T | B——————— e e 2 )
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COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS !

Your Editor fs always pleased to
hear from bis readers. Write to
him : Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensure a reply.

»* *
YVER wondered where the word
E “dollar " eamo from, chums ?
One of myv Brighton readers hos,

! 50 he asks me if I can put him
wise. The dollar 15 called after & coin that
wig in ecircalation in I B YOArs Ag0.
This particular coin—which eeveral
diffcrent ecountries coined—wasz called a
* thalor,’”” and was pronounced * tarler,”
whiich 18 not vory much different from the
way in which Fisher T. Fish's ¢ountrymen
pronounce ** deliar.”

The tholer was known in this country
extensively, and when anyono refers to a
five-shilling piece as a dollar, they are just
carryiny on a long tradition whieh was
cstablished long befors America started
coining dollars.

* Curions,” of Whitehaven, asks moe the
following :

CAN RAEBITS 3WIM?

They can, although they don't often do
it. For instance, off the Northumberland
coast thore 13 & group of islands known as
the Farnes. They are mostly barren rocks,
although the largest island has & good
stretch of soil, herp are thousands of
rabbits on thess islands. How did they
get there ! The nearcat mainland is
three miles away, and alse swarms with
rabbits. But the only communication
withh the mainland 8 by means of
oceasional fishing Loats—which certainly
do nob carry rabbits !

It soems certain, therefors, that the
forerunnors of the rabbits of the Farnes
must have swum over the three.mils
stretch of troachorous soa and established
o colony on the islands,

Here ia a query from ' MagHET Beador,”
of Taunton, who wantzs to know something
about

THE APACHES OF PARIS.

How did they get their namo ! he aelks.
Becausa of their methods, which were as
silont and as merciless as thoss of the
famous Apache Indiang,  Worki in
ganga, they tracked their vietims, shadow.
ing them until they entered one of the
dork and deserted strests with which
Paris abounds. Then, using their favourite
weapon, the kunife, they struck swiftly,
killing and robbing the unfortnnate
victim.

Undernoath Paris atreols there i3 & vast
network of sewers and eatacombs, and by
means of these the Apaches could vanish
in & fow moments, re.appearing at con-
siderable distences away from the scenes
of their erimes. It 13 interesting to know
that the French police wore the first to
make use of Alsatian dogs in order to
track down and Lreak up these Apache
gangs,

The Apaches still exist, although they
are not o formidable ng thoy once were.
Thay tall a dinlect of their own, full of
curicus phragses which the outsidoer cannot
understand. Ior instance, when thev
invite apother of the gang to “ strangle
a parrot,’” they mean him to go and have
& drink with them.

In re g2 to many requesta from
readers, am giving here a further
eoleotion of

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE.

Spanish  Bullfighters now Flght on
Motor-Cycles I—Eecauss of the cruelty to
horees, which are fm[:ﬁuantlf gorod to death
in bullfights, torendors are now using
motor-cveles a8 their mounts !

Stoats Kill Rabblts without even Touch~
Ing Them !—Like snakea, they mesmerise
their prey. Trapped by a stoat, a rabbit
is so scared that it dies of fright before
even the stoat gots to it !

‘White Men have been Known to Turn
Black |—A cortain tropical disonse causea
perspiration of different colours. White
men who have suffered from it have
turned black, pink, yellow, green, and
violot. The results, however, are not
long-lasting.

A Man Is Going fo Attempt to Walk
Across (he Channel I—He has invented a
pair of pontoon-like shoes, which he clairma
will allow him to walk on the water,

{Continued on page 28.)



MORE ROUSING ADVENTURES IN OUR THRILLING OLD-TIME YARN !

By

MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S: CONE BEFORET

Followring the activities Ercise-
offlcer Don Hickerman end Caplain
Cyimaon, a mysterious hightcagmaon,
neiwrs veaches Widewater that Prince
Charles Edward, the Young Pretender,
has landed in Scotlond and is mahing
for London. In conseguence of this,
Jack Lennard and Rilly Jepp, fuo
bog chums, join the IDragoons aa
gentlemen  volunteers. They are
{ropped by o rebel pack under the
command of Lord Trimingham, bul
manage o escape, thonks to the aid
of Major Dugdale, one of the hing’'s
apiles from whom the rebel leader has
filched his title. The bottle of Culloden
Moor with the Yotung Pre-
tender's clanamen charging fowards
the Ihike of Cumberland's forces.

{ Now reoad on.)

The Good Samaritan !

LL was mnoise and confusion,

A pungent smoke and driving

snow, through which the clans-

men, _ yelling  battle-cries,

hurled themselves, in spita of l:hja

withering grap&shﬂt. agrgmst Barrel's

and Munro's regiments. They captured

two guns and reached the second line,

?nd ttfr a iﬂ"i'il' Eni:mtcs things looked ill
or the sl forces.

But it#:gu beyond the limit of human
bravery to do more, and the musketry
mowed them down like ripe corn in
awathes three and four deep, while
Wolfo's regiment poured in a deadly
flank fire on the survivers

Alone of all those gall&nt clansmen,
the Macdonsalds refused to charge, and,
sulking on the prince’s left wing be-
causa absurd ﬁ:‘idﬂ- claimed their post
of honour to have been on the right,
they saw their asncient chief advance
to certain death, and then retired with
pipes playing !

here ¢ame & moment’s pause, when
the broken ranks were dressed, and the
guns ceased to thunder.

The ground in front of Cumberland’s
osition was strewn with dead and
ying; the princs had gone
wide expanse of moorland showed the
fugitives in full retreat; the wounded
dragging thomselves painfully away
from the ruthless vengeance they Lknew
too well would follow.

In two bodies the broken clans ran;

thosa who orossed the Water of Nairn
ghowing so bold a front to Kerr's
Dragoons sent to intercept them that
the troopers let them pass, almost un-
molested. But the rest, who took the
road to Inverness, met a terrible fate.
" From their position on the right Jack
and Billy saw Kingston's Liglgt Horse
‘sent in hot pursuit, and those Notting-
ham volunteers spared hobody.

With horror in their hearts they
remembered Cumberland’s  words:
“There are to be no prisoners!™ and
when word was given to Cobham’s men
to join in the ﬁprsﬂit, Jack félt his
bléed run eold, thinking of Unéle Don,
who m:ighli very well be "among the
wounded.

and the '

“Billy

Very tenderly Jack and Billy lifted the wounded squire

out into the open.

Traela Don, being of the Athole
Murrays, he anxious ‘iy scanned & seore
of fallen wearing the dark green hunting
tartan, and Billy, knowing well what
wae in his f.riemfza mind, fe t his oyes
alert as they rode. But Athole had been
on the rebels’ right during the batile,
and many of the survivers were among
those who had passed the river.

“Thank Heaven I can sce nothing of
him 1" said Jack, as they found them-
solves some distance from the rest of
their troop, who were using their broad-
swords remorselessly on every man they
overtook. “Let us make pretence to
search this cottage here. "Twill qug‘m:rti
excuse to kecp away from that hideous
carnage yonder."

It was little more than a stono hovel,
built beside a tiny burn that raced ifs
swollen waters to [iﬁil:t the river, and one
of our cannon-balls had torn a gaping
rent in the thatched roof. As they
approached it, a tall figure in highland
garb stepped into the doorwdy, broad-
sword in hand.

 Back. vou murderous dogs! This is
no place for your kidney!™ cried the
man,

* Nor, indeed, for you, Uncle Don{®
exclaimed Jack hoarsely, “Are jou
hurt 7™ :

Daoneld Murray recoiled,

“(Odds life, boy!” he gasped. “1
would rather have scen you in your
coffin than wearing that butcher's gorb !
Do you see thern yonder, murdering our
wounded i.laﬂﬁld blood—doubtless by fat
Cumgberland’s orders? Bub what's to be
done, nephew, for thera is ona you know
right well 1nside this pigsty whom we
have carried thus far and in sore case?"

Jack jumped down, tossing his rein to
epp, and stepped across the

thresheld, The light was dim, falling
slantwise through one narrow window;
but it showed him half & dozen men,
Iying on the ground in every posture of
pain and exhaustion,

“You have :unt.hing to fear f!'um IIE,
my poor fellows,” satd Jack guickly, as
the sight of the jack-booted trooper in
gcarlet and yellow brought & cry of
alarm from several husky throats.

Then following Donald Murray to the
opposite wall, he locked down, with a
start, at two fgures on a pile of heathor,

both of whom he recogoieed in a
moment, _
Dashing Dashwood, the rollicking

Bquire of Widewatsr, lay on his back,
his face ashen grey, his left arm swathed
in & red bandagoe torn from a dead man’s
shirt, through which the blood was still
oozing, end kneoling beside him, a
wnunﬁeﬂ Highlander was trying to draw
tha bandage tighter in an attempt to
check the dangeroua flow,

As he looked up, Jack zaw that the
Gﬂﬂ% Samariten was the same youn
sergeant of the Clan Frazer who ha
mﬂaplljed from the lonely farm the night
the Pretender reached Derby.

“Egad, this is a day of strange
meefings ' murmyred tﬁa gentloman
volunteer. *'Our surgeon iz badly
wanted here, but——"" and the spasm
that crossed his own faca showed the
sudden ' fear that had filled him
“no prisonera ara to be taken, and i
know only one man in our Army who
would dara to discbey the duke'a
commend.” ’

" “1s ha a doctor 1 demended his uncle,
in a quick whisper,

“Noi he is a highwuyman. Yot I
trust him as I would trust tather I
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lised Jack, #o deaperate ms he
:rgflzmd his own halp!aung;;l that he did

‘not stay to count his words. “Captain
'Frimmn will help us, if he can be
ound 1*

One of the wounded, ﬁmaning from
the pain of a shattered ankle close
beside tbﬂnnel;uiqu his head and stared
‘at the spea with a start.

* Zoynds | That young brat agsain!”
he muttered under his breath, and,
olanching his teeth with something more
than the of the wound, Marma-
duke, Eurg pﬂ Trimingham, sank his
head on to his knees sgain and watohed
the group furtively, listening with eager
ears,

Squire Dashwood opened his eyes,
mosning feebly for water, and Jack
Lenna:g snatched the iron cooking-pot
from the hearthstone.

“(Give us- warning if any of yonder
brutes come this way,” he whispered
to Billy as he came back in a trice.

When Dashwood had drunk, be gave
a faint smile of recognition to tho
kneeling lad who held the pot to his
parched lips.

Jack looked up at Donald Murray.

“You must not stay here,” he said

“Our men are cut on the moor now,
shooting the wo and they will
search this hut. There is a hollow by
the brookside under some bushes over
there, where he might lie hidden till
~dark.” _
+ “Tat hira hide a wea while—the drink
has revived him,” esid young Frazer,
speaking for the first time, his eyes fixed
inquiringly on Jack's face. * Where
have we met before?”

“Where we shall never meet again,
sergeant, and I wish you may have the
same Ipck to-night as you had then”
replied his old enemy, carrying the rest
of the water to other unfortunates on
the Hoor of the hovel.

The first two men he bent over were
already dead, but the third, a white-
hairod old Highlander in_ Maalntosh
plaid, seized the vessel in both hands,
and cursed him in Gaelic as he drank.

Billy whistled suddenly, and Jack
sprang up as loud voices mingled with
e thud of hoofs on the heather.

“For Heaven’s sake nta:};r where you
ars, Uncle Donl1” cried Jack, and he
hurried out through the low doorway,
even his own stout heart failing him at
what he saw.

The Duke of Cumberland, with
several officers of his staff, reined up
less than & dozen yards away, an
taking two paces forward, stood
to attention.

Without kunwinf it, his broadesword
was stained with blood, and as the duke

rigidl;,-."

caught sight of it he gave a coarse
laugh.
“Ah, my brave . no need to ask if
u have n busy 1* he eried. “What

ave you left in that cottage?”

“"Two dead men, your Royal High-
ness [* replied Jack, with perfect truth.

“Bravo!l Carry on the good work,
and 1 shall not forget you; nor the

allant stand your troop made
%‘alkjrk! Come, gentlemen, we have
more to ges before we crack a e to
our glorious victory of Inverness, and
sights like thess are good for sore
ayes [

The duke and his staff rode off over
that reeking moorland to hound on the
sloughter, and brand Cumberland with
the name of “Butcher * for all eternity.

at F
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Liberty—or Death!

T HAT was s mighty olose thing 1"
gaeped Billy .T&pg, who h
turned pale as death, “If
our poor agt;u:a comes through

thia business alive, he'll owe it to your

quick wits |¥

Jack stood, looking at the knot of
riders growing smaller in the distance.
Then he glanced down at his aword.

"NLF, ‘twas this that turned the
scale 1" he seid, with an _ involuntary
shudder, S!w:king s handful of heather,
with which ho wiped the blade. *'Tis
now or never, while we have breathing
BpLOS.

Bo saying, he ran back into the hovel.

Very tenderly Jack and Billy lifted
the wounded squire between them,
bringing him out inte the open -air,
which revived him a littla. Then they
carried him to thoe hollow among the

rey limestone rocks by the burn Jack
hnd spied ns he filled the ecoking-pot,
which proved an even better bhiding-

place than he had imagined. .

Tufts of wool hanging to the whins
showed that the moorland ehesp camo
there for shelter when the keen blasts
£ the Moray Firth swept over
d:ﬁ::ﬂan, and there was ample apece
for Donald Murrey: and the young
sergeant to crouch beside Lancelod
Dashwood unseen.

“We must leave you now, lest our
absence attracta attention hul:, trust
me, we shall return when we have found
Major Dugdale and warned him of T
Eiigh Y gard Jack, pmuinﬁ Tnecla Don's

nd. “8hould he come alone, have no

fear. He is a tall gentleman, in a

blue r:du}g-smt., trunmaﬂ with silver,

and wearing a white wig."

For some short while after they had
gone silence fell on tha three fugitives,
and Bquire Dashwood was the first to
break it.

“Go whila there is time, both of ye,
wounded as ye ars,” he murmured.
“Why throw away three lives when you
can do no good by staying here 1”

“Tut-tut, my dear fellow, my hurt is

nothing compared with your own, and
cold water will quickly mend a prick
with a bayonet that did not even touch

the bone[” gaid Murray. rad-
coats have fallen out and are taking
their meal. After that they will doubt-
less scttla down with grester stomach
to murdering our wounded, and for
myself, I ask no better end than to die
in defence of a helpless comrade if they
should discover us here. But you,
Frazer,” and he laid s kindly grip on
the young sergeant’s arm, “thers i1s no
claim on you to stay by a couple of
battered men when the way to the river
is o at the moment.”

“1 thank you for your words, sir,
which I doubt not are well meant, but
my father and my three brothers lie out
vonder, with their faces turnad to the
foe, and I eare little what comes to me
now they are gone and the cause is
lost 1 was the reply, given with &
proud toss of the head, and the young
man busied himself with the reloading
uf_'cilmilu Epmﬁiuh musket,

ncle Don shrugged his shoulders,
after the habit he had acguired in
rance, and the hours passed by as they
waited for the help that never ¢ame.

The main body of the victorious Arm
had maerched into the then wretch
litile town of Inverness, the Duke of
Cumberland taking up his quarters at
Lady Drommuir's house where the
prince bad slept. And amid the noise
snd confusion’ of the place
searched in vain for trace of the man

on whom he and Billy rested-all their
Lopes, the man they w as “Captain
Crimson,™ ;

Guards and pickets had been set;
every tavern was filled with uproar, an
it was only as they were turmng to seek
their own lines with despair in their

hearts, that the gquick beat of hoofs
hruugilt Billy Jepp to a stand.
“That's his roan mare, for =»

wager 1" he whispered. *I've not besn
brought up in & posting-stable for
nothing I” ~ And round the cormer, in
the gathering dusk, cantered Major
P Whils Jack and B -

hile Jack and Billy were pour
out their story, and the frown dpﬂpahlgg
on Dugdale’s strong face, & private of
&t. Clair's regiment came puti] leudmﬁ
8 reluctant bay pony, whose bunch o
white ribbons on the head-stall showed
that it had belonged to some unfortun-
ate rebel aofficer. .

“What are you doing with that beast,
my man? Are you in the mind to sell
him?" called out the major, at a
venture, _ .

“*Bure, yoéur honour,” grinned the
man, who was & Lowl jerking
the bay’s bit olumsily. “I'll be Zlad to
be rid of him, for he's bin a mortal
handful. How much will ye gi'e me1”

“Thrée guineas with which you ¢an
drink the Ring's health.”

“He's worth five, sir."”

*“Then hero's five™ Inuiehe& the
major, and as he counted the money
into the rem:lfvl palm, he muttered
under his ath: “He may prove to

ba rorth five hundred ere the night's
out 1

The cold rain still slented across the
battlebeld, and the light had almost

one as those three figures with the led

orse turned their backs on Inyerness.

For some distance in the vicinity of
the town, not & yard but had its stark
corpse, nﬁpwing- how merciless had
the pursuit ‘of Kingston's Light Horse,
who apared neither flying rebel nor
curious onlooker who had ventured out
to watch the fight, scores of innocent
civilinns falling under the swords of
the Nottingham butchers, three of whom
boasted illing fourteen fugitives
apiecs |

Here and there parties of soldiers
moved, searching for those that still
lived, or gathering up the arms of the
vanguished, the Duke offering a reward
of helf-acrown for every rebel muskat
brought in, and a shilling for each

BiTDrda.

Twice they were gquestioned ;-I:E
patrols at the entrance to the moor, &
eeveral times they reined in to discover
their\, whereabouts, for the land there

was featureless, and the remin blurred
evervthing.
“Hist!"” whispered Jack, at last

“There is the rugged roof against the
sky, and I can hear the brawl of the
brook. We had best tie our horses up,
and creep along the bank afoot” _
whaup, or plover, gave its

melancholy ory from the marsh, and the
wind brought a shout now and then out
of the distance es they dismounted at
the cottage; ‘Dugdala pocketing s fask
of brandy from his holster.

Jack, nard held the horn lanfern
out at armslength within the hovel door.

“ Anyone alive in heral” called Major
Dugdale. :

There was no reply, and, bending low,
Ehaf groped their way by the edge of the

urn. »

The man who had lain all day amid
that ring of dead, cursing his wounded
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ankle a3 he waited for the friendly dark-
ness, felt an’ odd thrill as he reco
his ' cousin's voice, and presently, when
the sound of their feet in the heather
bad died away, Marmaduke, Earl of
Trimiogham, zan to drag bioself
slowly towards the door.

Jack whistled softly, snd there was a
rustle from the b‘l;itrl.l;‘l i )

“That you, came the husky
whisper af Squira Dashwood, snd the
next moment their hands had met!

To men who had not broken theic fast
since the previous day, bread and meat,

'anid the confents of the major's flask,

came like manna in the wildecness;
and while they ate ravenously, Dugdale
busied himself with the esquire’s shat-
tered shoulder, which he bandaged
afresh. :

“Now,” he ssid. “Once across the
ford thers, you must strike south, and
by dawn should be in comparative safety
for the moment. The sconer you osn
light ypon & surgeon the ‘better, but I
trust you may overtake some of your
friends who fled that way. We can do
no more than set Mr, Dashwood on a
stout pony, leaving the rest to fortune."

“Heaven bless you, sir, my unknown
iganil;]ctari:P eﬁ_aimpd . the squire

IO - ar in happier tim
b ¥y ps, in happier tiles,

Ha broke off suddenly as Billy inter-
rupted with a watning whisper.

“Thera are horseméen down yonder—I
h%ard’ them challenge by the water-
side i '

“Quickly, then! Take each a corner

of the sergeant’s plaid on which he lies,
and ‘*twill serve to tie him in the
saddle I

Four of them atooped, lifting the
wounded man from the ground, and the
voung Frazer, clad only in his shirt and
shorta, led the way, lantern in

With haggard ayes the rebel Earl of
Trimingham saw the wavering ltgl}t
approaching as he untied the bay pony's
rein, and stifling the agony of his weight
on that shattered ankle, found the off-
pide stirrup with his right toe. .

They were not ten paces from the
hovel door when s mocking cry of
trinmph camo out of the dsrknees,
making the startled bearers pause.

v mﬁunk you, cousin, for your un-
expected aid I lau?he.ﬂ. the voice.

tting fall the lantdrn, the young
clansman fired his musket at rand
the direction of the sound.

But another laugh from further away
told that he had missad.

“Fool 1™  said
bitterly, *¥You have undone us—now,
look to yourseli—you, too, Murray—the
river is zﬁndar, and here come the
dragoons ! *

A chorus of shouts had snswered the
report, the gallop of fs clpse at hand
suﬁdaﬂlj broke the mournful ﬂ:le-nc:i
snd they found themselves surround
by a troop of Kerr's Regiment which
had been patrolling the shore,

The young -sergeant had bounded
down ﬂ{a hﬁnk, but Unele Don still
gras hie cormer of the borrowed
plaid, and the four bearers stood. still
as an officer rode up, guided :f the
lantern on the heather which showed
him the red-cloaks of the twe volunteers.
“Ha! A rescue party!” he cried.
“Who is the wounded gentleman?”
“One who is in sad need of a surgeon,
sir,” said Captain Crimson sternly. “I
am Major Dugdale, st your service; we
are cafrying my friend {0 Inverness.”
Unole Don's tartan garb and the white
cockade in his bonmat told the guestioner
something more,
“Qdds 1ife, & rebel 12 he exelaimed.

O 1

“Even so, sir, for whom I hold my:

Captain  Crimson.

EVERY SATURDAY
self responsible I'" said -ﬂ:g major, with &

WT,

Trte  Aviny; owen much o
aine el ite Qumtiouer. ik A
grave bow. "Hr.l:iq.._i grea ﬂ bie
FOU ArS g ie

i g e

The dust of the afterncon _.hui_:lg huv?
on the hot air, whitening the Her -
shire hedgerows and settling slowly
down on to the grass beside the King's
hway long. after -that strange
oolumn of men and horses had gone by.
. Every village ?:aan and lang-end had
its group of folk, eager to gaze and
g‘l;mt at the sullen, tired men with
end - -wrists, trampiog under
escort of jack- d troopers.

Sometimes the gazers, hooted and
sometimes they cheered, but more often
there was silence as the prisoners went
past on that weary march that would
end in Newgate for all, snd the
soaffold for most of them. -

In the little bunch of & dozep mounted
men behind the advance guard_that
beaded the column, rede Squire Dash-
wood, his srm carried in a sling, and
Uncle Don, who had changed his High-
land garb for a plain suit of drab cloth.

You might almost have thought them
a couple of tlemen out for an air-
ing if their ankles had not been -tied
under the glrtha and their broken-down
mounts had been furnished with reins.

Donald Murray rode on the outside of
the bunch, and -as they reached the
widmill on Hadley Green, Major Dug-
dale, now wearing his n-l:i- uniform _of
Cobham’s Dragoons, drew salongside
him and offered his sauff-box {o the
Jacobite prisoner. ]

“Clast your eyes to the left,” he said,
barely moving his lips. “Behind that
church tower with -the iron beacon-
creesot thers are thick woods in the
bollow. ¥When you are free, make for

an

them, - and out 0pon the other side..

This - is Chipping Barnet shead, and we
shall halt there %:r an hour.”

“I thank you, sir,”" replied the
prisoner, refurning the swuff-box with &
grateful bow, under. cover of which he
murmured, “and the squire?”

7

“Impossible! Two would be missed,
end I dare mot risk the pursuit that
would follow. For the present we must
rest content with small mercies” -

“Meorey I Uncle Don clenched his
:aﬁl: as he thought of Culloden, and

Through the crowd that lined Barhet
High Street the mghnﬂhnig‘ prooéssion
passed, until it cume to the Balisbury
. where the escort marshslled it
into the yard with scant peremony, snd
the resr-guard kapt -the- gapers back..

“Here you, this ws | -mounted ,
prisoners inte the -stable 1™ cried Jack,
roughly enough to have pleased the
Butcher Duke himself, and, taki
Uncle Don’s horse by the head, he lo
it to the far end, 1 _
- The stable was dim, with thick aab-
webs festooning the dirty windows, and
all was clatter and noise, as the two lads
tied their own mwounts to the manger
between Uncle Don's and the rest;-

“Not a movement &ill you gat the
gignal,” whispered Jack, “The major
knows this place and we must leave
everything to him. ust pow he is
seaing to it that Captain Warden does
not call the roll as usual—later he will
help him forget it in an extra bowl of
punch; and Bllly is to mount sentinel
&t the door."

While be spoke he severed the cord
that bound ald Murray's legs to-
gether, and the prisoner drew a breath
of relief as the first step in that care-
fully thought out plan of escape was
accomplished. But ha cast a quick

lance over the backs of the troopers'

lack - horses at Lsncelot Dashwood,
huddled slightly forward in ‘his saddle.

“My commission in the French Army
will surely save me as it hae done Fitz-
James and the others,” he breathed.
“Let him have this chance in my stead,
for he will be condemmed without
doubt 1*

“It is too late now to chaoge any-
thing, and madness to sttempt it. You
are. » marked man, Uncle Dont"
whispered Jack Lennard imploringly.
“* Here comes Dugdale himself I”?

The major strode into the long, dark
stable and stood for & moment fngering

— -
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Any more far the K. 0.? Fatty Wyon;
the Falstaff of St. Jim's, is}'ﬂnltthu
warpath! His pal, George Figgins,
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fellows through no fault of his own,
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the fringe of hig sasn as ne stevnly ie-
garded the line of unhappy men, sitting
helpless and hopeless on their sweating
horses. .

He spemed to be taking tally of their
number, but Billy Jepp, on guard there,
trving to still the tremor that made him
Jquiver in every limb, knew that f
Captain Crimson were counting any-
thing, it was the chances of suecess or
failure, for the moment had come!

An officious sergeant had followed
him in, and the major turned upon han
wlmost fiercely.

“These nags must be watered,”” he
said. * Also, go over to the inn and bid
them bring some ale for the rebels here.”

The scrgeant clattered off and lns
officer walked to the other end of the
srable.

Az he passed Unele Don he pressed a
netted purse into his hand. .

You will be safe at Widewater until
we meek there,” he said in a low voice,
and passing rvound the croup of the
prisoner's horse, softly unlatched a deou
it the wall which epened towards them,
and beckoned.

Locle Don dropped silently to the
ground, and poor Lancelot Dashwood,
who was the only one that saw him,
stifled a groan of bitter disappoint-
e Tat.

“Crod  rvewsrd  wou,  Urimson!”
whispered the happy man as he shippod
out mto the sunshine.

Captain Crimson  latehed
again.

"That's one of them, Jack ! he sz
ont of the corner of his month, “ T other
will tax sl our powers when his tuen
comies ; meanwhile, the sooner von and
Jepp get away from this stable the
better for all coneerned 1™’

As he reached the other door he et
the sergeant returning.

“Captain - Wardens  compliments,
amd - will  your  honour  join him
speedily,™ sald the man. saluting. * He
bade me say the second brew of punch
be readsy on the table, and looks like
being better than the fivst ™

“Lapital 1" said the officer, his faee
relaxing into a smile, “The captan
and I will drintk success to King George.
and confusion to his cnenmiez! Have
averything rceady to marvech n half an
hour. sergeant!"

The dragoons had heen long gone
Liefore the landlord and his Irish ostler
stoeil heside the jaded nag they had
fonnd left Lehind in the stable.

the door
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*“ Maybe they'll be afther sending back
for nt—though, the saddle's: worth more
than the horse, sorr, and that’s not
saying a mighty lot,"" was the ostler’s
verdict.

“Mavbe yes—maybe no,” said lis
master shrewdly examining a picco of
pord that had been recently cut with a
knife. “I think the rider of that
broken-down mount liked hiz own legs
best of all, Pat—and good luck to the
poor rogue, say 1,”" he added wnder his
breath |

(Be sure and réad the thrilling follow-
up of this popular Ohl-Time advenfure
warn which will appear in nexd Sofur-
day’s DAGRET)

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

(Canfinued frem page 24.)

The Man who Invenfed the Mofor-Cyele
Never Rode One !'—Ha lodged the speci-
fieations at the Patent Office fifty years

. but abandoned hiz plans when he
learnt that the law insisted upon a man
with a red fag walking in front of any
mechanically propelied vehicle, It was
not until thirteen years afterwards that
tho first motor.eyvele was huilt.

Now I eome to o letter from &

VERY OLD CHUM,

Thomns Duke, of Birmingham. who tells
me he has been a reader of the Maoxer for
tver twenty years. It does me good to
think that the old Hggfr can atill intoreat
our readera long o bovhood dayva are
aver, Jolly ﬁond luek to you, chum. 1
know wou will all join with me in wishing
him that.

Incidentally, Mr. Duke has some
interesting thinga to say about sailing ships
—ua subject on which he is most keen, He
tells me that up to the year 1834, the word
“ghip ¥ wns confined to three-masted
vesaola, sach mast in thres seetions. and
aquare.-rigged.  Betwoen 1584 and 1805,
when larger vessola were introduced, o
fourth mast. known as a ' jigger,’” was
introduced. In 1902, the FPreussen
garried five masts, square-rigged, and was
known as a ' five-masted E%‘lip.” Four-
masaters wero called ' four.masted ships,”
and three.mastera woro simply designoted
aa & ship.”

ERE is a oquestion which will
interest ray adventurons roaders,
Will Thomton, of Maochestor,
wants to know

HOW OLD IS THE FOREIGN LEGION?

The answer is a hundred and five vonrs,
It was formed in 1830 by Louis Phillipe,
of Franco, The Legion not onlv fought

in Algeria, for a great deal of the fighting
wna done in Madagasear, Tunisia, and
Indo-China. During the Great War the

Logion fought on the Western and Italian
fronts, and also at the Dardanelles. In
that time it was completely wiped out of
oxistence four fimes, and each time new
regimenta hed to be reeruited to allow
the Legion to carry on.

It ia claimed that fighting will continue
in Moroceo for at least another ten years,
and the Foreign Legion will bear the
brunt of this. Nowadays, a great numbor
of the legionnaires are Ruasians, who have
either fled or been banished [rom their
OWn oountry.

Britain once had a Foreign Legion,
composed mainly of mercenecy Germasn
soldrers, but it was not long betoro it was
disbanded. Spain is another country with
a Foreign Legion.

Now comes the question to which you
all want to know tho answer! What 5
the storv for MAGRET readers next week ?
Well, as Fisher T. Fish would say, ™ (et
an eyaful of this " :

First and loremost, along comes Frank
Richards with one of his top-notehers,
entitled ;

**THE MISCHIEF - MAKER OF THE
REMOVE I ™

The title will give vou an iden of what
to expect, but the story itself will certainly
exceed your expectations. When I tell
vou that it i3 one of the best storics of
Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, that
oven tlna popular author has given us,
yvou'll know thatit's something extra good.
S0 don't run the risk of missing it. Tell
vour powsagent that you want a e
reserved for you., There will ba Parther
exciting chapters of Morton Pike's popular
adventurd story and. as usuaal, our shorter
features will include a full.of-chuckles
“ Groviriars Herald *° supplement, another
intereating Soceer talk by * Linesman,”
Harcld Skinner's cartoon, more jokes and
Greyirigra limerieks, oand another chab
with vour gineere friend,

THE EDITOR.
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Your Helght (pevenscd In 13 days of no cosl,  New dis.

Couree adds 1025 ins. to ¥your muscslar coavery adds 2.5 imx. I gained 4 inm. OuArapteed
- Iron L gafe,  Full Cogrze /-, Deiplls: X, B, MORLEY.

Persvbal Magneiiswm, Suarprizo #f, BRTAM'S BUILDINGSE, LONDON, B.C.8.

Will, Parfece Seli-control, ¥irile Maohbood
apr felenda? Copplete Conrse, 5.

LL

Details free, privately —S8TEBBING
METITUTE (A} 28, Dean Road, LONDON, H.W.Z2,

When Answering Advertisemiesits Please Mention This Paper,

12-1-35



THE FOURTHWANT FIXTURES!

The Upper Fourth Football XI
announce that they want fixtures for
the New Term. Will nursery
schools, cripples’ clinics, and six-a-
side teams please write (WITH
OQUR COMPLIMENTS) to C. R,
TEMPLE, Upper Fourth,

EDITED BY: HA

No. 1189 (New Series). RRY WHARTON.

KIND-HARTED YUNG GENTLEMAN!
Prominent and influenshall member
of Greyfriars Remove, related to
numerous titled people, will act as
friend and guardian to lonely new
boys in the New Term. Small fee
charged to defray eggspenses of
entertaining, et settera, — Apply
W. G. B., Study No. 7, Remove,

nieg 1 *

Bi'l'ﬁhﬂmﬂ-"j
the revered

lion's cage for one minnit ! ™ said Jack Jolly,
“ Why don’t yow go in for it, sir ?* ¥

you waon

down on your hands and neeze and beg
ma ! " snorted the Head. * But about that
lion—I wonder if he is reslly dangerous *

rest. * Basides,'” he ad

paws make meé

the oyes, and
That lion's a lie on the face of 1t 1"

konvineed now that the lion in the cage was
only & sircuss hand, disguised,

cheers {rom the grate crowd, Dr. Birchemal
vaulted lightly over the rail into the areena.

hi . feat with the intention.of warning Dr,
Birchemall. But he was too late! Already, S4% .

the door of tho cage had been opened and the goihentivity” o diary it
Head waa gaﬂc?glgng in, under the cheerful 30 = Hlulm;mwti ?“

* Ten gin-
™mer-
mered Dr.

“ And sall you have to do is stay in the

curridge he hoad been boasting about, he | of 8t. Sam's.
secmed strangely relucktant to do so |

aronee into the sircuss-ring. e meer | in fact !
ook of that lion ia enuff to make me roar.
You should see some of the noble beests I've
slain in the jungle! Why, I remember in |beest was lying on the Hoor of

“Would you like to borrow these, sir ¥

interrupted Frank Fearless, handing the |opened the cago
Head a pair of pocket-scissoras as he spoke.|out. Amid loud c¢heers from the erowd, he

Dr. Birchemsll stared.

*“ Scissors, Fearlesa! Why should you

ajine I want scissora ! "

“I thntlgﬁht they mite come in useful if
to ocut & lmﬁ atory short! "

inned Fearlesa, and Jack Jolly & Co’s,

lings found releef in & bust of larfter.

“ Ha, ha, hai"

“ Now I won't tell you the story if you go

* He'd be easy to a man of valler like you,
gir | ** grinned Jack .Tullg. with a wink at the
ad, ﬂiﬂkiﬂg his voice

“don't you think it's possibul

to & wi , . ‘e
the whnl& thing may be a hoaks? Don't | W88 presented with a purse contain
you think there's rather a suspishus look
about this so-called lion 1 2

Dr. Birchomall started.
* Bust me if I don’t think you're right,

e tail ia clearly only a
“¥Your last ohance ! shouted the ring.

master, at that moment. * Ten ginnies for | 8imost feinted.
“the lady or jentlemon who can stay one'

minnit 1 the cage of the King of Beests!
¥ volunteera ? '
Yes, rather! ME 1™ welled the Head,

A moment later, to the tune of deffenin

“ My hat! He's actuslly going to do it !

gasped Frank Fearless. " Do you think it's |
gafe, you fellows 1 " i

1 ought to warm him that I was onl

joaking,” said Jack Jolly, unnezily. “ It will i
w every skoolboy's feelings if the Head lsien
of 8t. Sam's is Etont " g

The leader of the Fourth Form jumped

TOM BROWN on—

LIVE SHOWMAN'’S
JUGGLING ACT

I you want & hectio holi-
dey, etay in the same house
a# an actor and a eonjurer.
That's my advice, after &
short stay at Wibley's place,
with Kipps as a fellow.guest.
and | Delarey came
with me, and they'll endorse
du want any

! Then I have been in the very

s Gmtﬂ i
th “1 wonder why

jawa of deth!™ he eride.
‘the lion didn't make s meal of me 1.”

* That's just what we'd like to kKgow™
grinned Frank Fearless. * What did you
you wispered so ;

Dr. BIRCHEMALL-LION-TAMER iz
By -Dicky Nugent

' and majestick Head of 8t. Sam's. " It's » lot
of munny | "

a airouss-
hand dressed

v & Co. watched the amazing
peen with fassinated eyes.
spected to see the fion herl himself at the H
) tear him Lim from lisa, and then eat him up,

The Head turned a little pail under the {and the thought of that happening 8
raddy tan his skollerly dial had acquired i
through two solid weeks of over-feeding at | had
Fearless Towers. All the evening he had | after the show, and if the liorr made &
been spoiling Jack Jolly & Co's. visit' to the
sircuas by telling them boring stories of hia
big game hunting eggsploite; but now he | That-was how Jack Jolly & Co. looked at it.
hod & chance to eggshibit the marvellous

to him, sir, w
in his ear 1’
“1 started telling him some of my
reckerlections | " was the Head's
And then, of corse, Jack Jolly & Ce-sew
daylight.. Ths hunting stories with whifth the
Head had bgen regaling them all the
were gusramteed to send anyone te isleop:
Not even a raging lion could hoap
awake, once it started lissening to themm.’
The Head's suxxzess a8 a lion-tamor: was

up for the part.

They quite h“”‘ﬁ"l}l

. Birchemall

them lock awfully serious.
promised to take them out to swspper

to remaaine
meal out of him first, they

wouldn't ge
haxty moal out of him themselvea after.

what I sa
confirmation

What with daily rehearsals

fully eggsplained |
But & serprize was in storo for the chuams

been mistaken, we resumed
tha bombardmens.

A few eeconds later we
heard it again; and thia
tima there seemed to be little
doubt that the groaning was

the snowman.

“ Look here, Wib.,,” I said.
“If you've taken up wen.
triloguism, save it up for the

In spits of the fact that the
: 1 Head went right- up to the lion and started
“Of corsa, it's & mizzerable-looking | talking into his ear, the lion didn’t make-the
esgimen,’” he remarked, with a dieparaging | slitest attempt to eat him. Quite the contrary,
Instead of fallin
lion fell into the arma of
before the Head's minnit.was up, the noble

for the plays Wib. preduced
pvery evening for the edifica-
twen of the grown-ups, and
hourly practical jokes from
that scatter-brained conjurer,
didn't know
whether we wera on our heads
or our heels most of the time.

I could almoat write a book
about the peculiar pranks
3 got up to

WHY SO UNHAPPY ?

Cherry’s Change Puzzles Us |x

such a cheerfof kind
try into the editorial office
five minutes ago, looking ‘about as bright as ]
a wet Baturday, is too bewildering for words.
+What on earth can have happened to

His face is twisted up t

in pain, his shoulders are hunched ang
ing and moaning at frequent in
erly unlike Bob, as you know.

We'va asked him whether the tho
the cake Bunter filched from him ¥y
has somsthing to do with it, but
it'a not that.

We've suggested tha
in love, but a decisive
ruled that cut.

A slight touch of liver trouble had
hinted at ; but we can't imagine Bob @Herry
ng liver trouble.

Frankly, it beata us.

We know, for a fact, that he was eheery
enough ten minutes ago, and since fhéy,
apart from intervi rieive
& dozen with the cane for

on the Head, t
orfens—and long

Bob Cherry is usually

16 cage, fast

At.P the end of the minnit, attendants

again, and the Head trotted Wib. and

in the course 'of my visit,

The incident that stands
out most in my memory id
that of our egowball bom-
bardment ;
which camé to life.

When Rake and Delarey
I went out into the
ha has$hllen  grounds one bright and frosty

hedd mern, we found Wib. putting
Phe Lo finishing

moet artistic "4
DoeI: modealled out o
explained that he had built
| it eolely with a view to pro-
viding & target for his guesta’
- snowballs, and, thus invited,
the. thrce of us promptly
ing ¥w Rir . stasted to Pﬁlt- it.
Hilton Popper's land, he has done abscfutely . Buddenly; we heard a noise
: that gave us all a decidedly
gaser kind of fealing.
a kiod of hollow groan
it seemed to conto from the
anow model

Wae looked at each other in

just 68 though he's

F10WIman

appare ﬁﬂyf

t m"b]
Gg  touches
re he had

gnow. He

innies. After that, he rojoined Jack
farely brethless with

HWEIIci bﬂ;c.rl:. I dlicil‘: it, you seel" he

Jally 1™ he eggeclaimed. *Looking at it | remarked, with a smirk.

agm'!:a,_it locks eggeactly like a sirouss-hand [ Wasn't.it 1"

dregsed up-to resemble o lion! Trew, the

POV but I can see thr-:;:?h Jolly.
8.

faot

o.

distonishment.
nothing of importance. i _
All we can say about it is that it's a-dpwn..

right puzzling mystery |

Poter Todd has tried to suppress thé bews
thet he is hard up=but without succesa.
's in “ low water," it's baund)

* Munny for jam,

" Well, not eggsactly, sir!™
* There was quite a good chance that
-d have been Eton, then. As a matter of
it was a REAL liont ™

At that uneggspected news, the Head When a ch

drawing-room, this evening,

when we can enjoy it pro-

perly. At presemt,, we're

chucking snowballs and one

thing at o time is enough.”
1b. smiled blandly.

“ My dear old bean, I don’t
know the first thing about
ventriloguism," he saad. ' If
I were you, I'd CArTy on with
-the enowball work.'

Ho we did. But not for
long.

more than another minute,
something ha ed that

ave me the biggest shock

*ve had since I got & ** paas
in the summer examinations.

There was & longer and’
louder groan than we'd heard
on the first two oceasions,
and the snowman actually
began to move. A moment
lator, to ounr horror, wa saw
that he was lumbering across
the snow towards us.

ab it afterw ; but, believe
me, kids, it pave Rake and

DENIAL

The report that Bolsover,
when ordered to do a hundred
lines, started grinding his
teeth with rage 13 denied.

Bolsover says there ars no
“* grounds  for smuch a state-

to “ leak out 2 déeciding that 'we must havo

ment.

coming from the direction of

Delarey: and me,. & rare old
shock for a time ! Our com- | hlack trousers.
mon sense should have told | After an hilarious brekker, spent readin

us that the thing was idiotic ; | the  Conchologist’s Gazetts,"” he puts on his
hot at the rakish sngle and plunges into the
seem to operate very promptly | duv's giddy round of pleasure.
at the startling sight of. that
EnOWINan comin

but common sense didn't

life snd
direction.

Bef: 'd Been at it. <5 :
s B ate. | bolted for it—and it was only

and the

Kipps, dressed wm
ocoasion,

for the
and
larey and I were vietims

of one more little jape.
| Needless to say, we got busy | pupils during Term ! -
with the snowballs in real 88 OVer, rolls gaily off to some light-
But | hearted show that will put a fitting finish
ood of enowball- | to the day's recreation. Perhaps it will bo a
lactura on * The Lifa of a Grasshopper,” or
ipps just caught them a8 |a meeting of the Fossil-hunters’ Disoussion
%umath' pretty  hectie, anyway,

It's all vory well to laugh |

what’s the
a chap like Kippa?

they reached him and did one | CQircle.
of his star juggling acts with ['you can bet your life.
them until he had about a
dozen on the go.

Wa gave it up |

the vag,, Donad
EHiy ponstrusted & model of & Lond

the jnaier chime

Bingh is

Duutes  uAl “ oyer the bn

G
gd at 273 kevholes this term
—and the amonnot of gossi
to overh
Yormation [s

Bunter denles
with class work |

Herbert Vernon-Smith is eqnally : _
skiltal st football and hi]‘.lqia.:dﬂ: The art of getting the maximum samount
of servica for the minimum amount of tips
explained in a neat little handbook. A boon
ith “'!"gi to Greyfriars men retorning .from the
Bemova m vae. rico 4jd., direct from the author,
He soored & * bat triok ” the DICK PENFOLD, ofo #GREYFRIARS

dsy against Bt, Jim’s [

Asked ¥ he bad any ambition,
Billy Buntsr taid ha would Hke to
be Chancelior of the Exchequer.
He is already an adept st squeezing
monsy out of nnwilling donora—
even Bolsover major omos lend

and if left to his own choics he
would probably select billiards.

To pleass
thoogk, he
and mein in t

©, VERNON-SMITH says—
BEAKS HAVE

frightfully hectio time,

instead of wearin t black-and-white tie, he
wears & whita-xmg- |

similar ﬁ;’ht subjecta, IE there is no

enough.

HECTIC HOLIDAYS

If you think that beaks on vacation are
anything like the besks we seé during the
Term, you'rs a long way wide of the mark.
The Bverage master away from school has a

hen he wakes up in the dewy mom, there
is a wicked gleam m his eye. He remembors
he is on holiday, and what a difference that
mekes to his expresasion | It makes a difference
to his clobber, too. Instead of a sober mortar-
board, he puta a gay bowler hat on his head ;

nclk one ; while for hia
customary black coat and etriped trousers,
he substitutes’ perhaps a striped coat and

First comoes & visit to the nearest library
: for an hour with his favourite books of
In  our | pafarence. Then he goes gaily on to a museum
.. for an exhilarating 'time among the latest

We dropped our remaining | grrivals-jn the way of fossils.
spowballs and mstinctively | Out he comes again for his hurried lunch
. —after which he goes to the pictures. That
after wa had done about 6ty | js of course, provided thers is a suitable
yards that we realised how | pyopramme o iotures concermed with
futile and. fatheaded the whole | prohieolo
thing was, and stopped.

It was then that we realised
that both Wib.
enowman were cacklin
the very dickens.
take us long to discover the

ornithology, ctmchology, end

programme suited to his light and faneiful
; mood, then he will perhaps stay in and listen
Jike 145 & wireless lecture on paychology or
It didn’t | anthropology. _

Then comes the most hectic moment of
the day—tea in @ publio cafe! Looking ab
The * enowman " was only | gur pleasure-sseking beak as he gulps his tea
snd whaoks down an extra pat of butter on
to his toasted muffin, you would hardly
suspect him to be the eame person as the
gtern, unbending martinet known to his

Oh, yes, beaks have hectio holidays, right

ELECTION RESULT

| Committee Elsstion is as follows:
Pillow-fighting Captain J. BULL.

Cabarot Ex‘?ert « W.WIBLEY,
Master of Wet Sponges R.CHERRY.
Radio Engineer - 8,Q.L FIELD.
Landing Look-Out ... R. RAKE.

e
“TAKE MY TIP"

HERALD .

The reaalt of the Dormitory Amusements

Catering Supervisor .. W. Q. BUNTER:




