


CHAMPION CHUMP CLASSES HIMSELF AS STAR SOCCER PLAYER!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
o Asking for It!

HOP |
W £l Gw 1!1
Whop!

“ Wow 17
The voice of Billy Bunter, like that of
the turtle of old, was heerd in the land.
It was heard on its top noto,
It reachod many cars. Among ofhers,
it reachied those of Wingate of the Sixth
Form, the captain of Greyfriars School.

Wingaie, walking in the quad, with
his oflicial ashplant tucked uvnder his
arm, had a corrugated brow, deep in
ithought. No doubt it was some melcm
in conneclion wilth first eleven fonthall
that sccupicd his mund. But as he heard
the wild yells of tly Ow! of the Remove,
Wingate glanced round, dismissod
Hoceor for the moment from his mind.
il strode to the spot whenee the yells
proceedoed.

Often amd 8fien Bunter of the Romove
made a fuss with litlle cause, But now
e had cavse-—plenty of canse!

Herbert Vernon-Sunith was grasping
lim by the back of his fat neck with ono
hand and wiclding o cricket-stump with
tha ather. o whopped and whopped.

The Dounder of Greylriars had leﬂ:.r
of beef, and he was putiing it all into
that whopping. The criclket-slump rang
on Billy Bunter’s tight trousers.

Whop, whop!

“Ow ! Loggo!
Bunter, "It wasn't
telling you it wasn't me)
hack your shins! DBeasl!

Whop

“0Oh erikey ™

Smithy was too husy with Rilly Bunler
to observe Winguic approaching. lle
was made aware of Wingatle's arrival by
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Foast ™ yolled
me-—1 kerp on
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a grasp on his own collar, which jerked
inm backwards.

He spun round with an angry exclama-
L1017

“Lot go, you fool! Let po, or—"
Then, as he saw who had grasped him,
the Bounder checked himself,

“8top _that, you young ruffian!”
snapped Wingate. " Let Bunder go at
onee

Vernon-Bmith still kept hiz grasp on
the collar of the wriggling Owl of the
Hemove, while his own was grasped by
Wingate, And he did not let at the
command of the head pretect and
captain of the school.

Vingaile's brow sebt grimly. He was a
good-tempered fellow—but he had no
use for check from juniora,

e gove Smithy a wrench that almost
lified him from has feet, Bunter’s collaz
was released, and the Dounder spun in
Wingate's hefty grasp. The moment Lo
was {ree Billy Bunter shot off like an
nrrow from a bow. 1lie was gono in the
lwinkling of an eye,

" Now,” said Wingate, “what wero
you whopping DBunier for, Vernon-
Smith ¥

“Let go my collar ¥ said the Bounder
Letween his teeth. When his temper was
roused Smithy was reckless, and he was
more than half disposed to hit out at the
prefect who held him.,

* Answer my guestion !

“Fiod out!” enarled the Bounder.

“I'm going to | said Wingate grimly.
”'r'lﬁ going to whep you till you answer
CIvi .

Eml:lllhy resisted, as ho was bent over.
PBut he was as powerless in Wingate's
grasp as Bunter had been in his own.
Twisted over, struggling and panting,
he gave a yell as the ashplant camo
down,

Whop t

“"MNow, Vernon-Smith—"

“¥ou rotter, let me go!” yelled the
Dounder.

Whop !

A dozen fcllows came crowding up.
Among them was Harry Wharton, the
captain of the Remove. Wharton inter-
posed hastily.

“Bunter asked for it, Wingate! That
fat ass has been grub-reiding in
Smithy's study—>"

“No reason why Vernon-8mith should
noi tell mo po!” answered the captain
of Greylfriars quictly. “And a Remove
kid can't take the law inte his own
hands to that oxtent.”

Harry Wharton made no reply to that.
The fact was that, exasperatiug as Billy
Bunter's manners and customs were, {lio
Bounder had been laying it on too hard.
1o had lost his temper—as he vory
often did—and Bmithy's tempeor was
not pleasant when it got out of control.

“Well, you know now!" said the
Bounder savagely. “Now let go my
collar, you dlin’ ass [

“Shut up, Smithy!™ breathed Tom
Redwing, He was alarmed for his
chum. Really, a Remove junior could
not call the captain of the school a
ineddling oss.  DPrefects of the Sixth
Form were not to be told what thoe

juniors thought of them—nét wiih
impunity! *

“That tears it!" murmured DBob
Cherry.

“The tearfulness,” remarked Ilurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “ia terrific !™

Wingato of the Sixih sct his lips. e
released  Vernon-Bmith's  eollar, ol
pointed to & bench under the ehins with
his ash.

“Bend  over 4het Lench, Vernon-
Smith ! lo sawd curtly.

The DBounder, panting for breath,
eyed him sullenly and savagely. The
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fai that he was in the wrong, that he
could not resist a 8Sixth Form prefect,
and that at heart he liked old Wingate
os much a3 any cther follow at Grey-
friars did, made no difference to Smithy
at that moment. He was sorc and
savage, and recklessly defiant.

:"Iq-‘:Fhaf- fori” 'lim snarled. :

m goin o give you six, for
cheek 1" S 2 >

“¥You're not ™

:Whati‘” roared Wingate.

" Deaf?” sneered the Bounder. “I've
sald you're not, and I mean it}”

“You hmvlm% ass, Bmithy "  ex-
claimed Harry Wharten, “You—"

“Oh, shut up 1™

“Smithy——" began Redwing,

::Lﬂm'u me alone, you ass !

Vernon-8mith, bend over that bench
at once!” exclaimed - Wingate, with a
gleam in his eyes. “Now, then!”

“Bhan't 1

The Greyfriars caplain made a stride
at him.

Vernon-8mith promptly jumped back
and 4 d.

“Hands off ! he enapped,

"By gum!” breathed Wingate, Ile
made another stride, and the Bounder
umped back again—a quick and active
ackward spring.

It was rather unlucky that Coker of
the Fifth was mmmg-u to see what the
row was about, and that he was only
two or three feet behind S8mithy when
hsamgﬂ]ﬁ ?thntrﬂbluckward spring. i

mithy’s heels coame down, erashin
on Coker's feet. i

Cokor's fect were large, and there was

lenty of epace for a happy landing,
ithy landed, with all his weight, and
Coker gave o fearful yell. It sounded
as if Coker was hurt No doubt he was.

Btumbling off Coker's feet, Smithy
stumbled into Wingate's grasp.  ‘Lhat

grasp closed on his collar,

“Ow ! roared Coker. “You clumsy
young gss! Ow ¥

Vernon-Smith, with one swing of

Wingate's powerful arm, was swung to
the ge;mh and scross it. Then the I:Ea:.'r.h-
](:lsn! in
ell.
dix whcﬁu rang out in swift sucees=ion,
A crow of fellows locked on.
Gencrally, s fellow vup for “six® wus
an object for sympathy, But there was
little sympathy for & fellow who cheeked
old Wu&&t&. who was as popular in the
Lower 8Schocl &8 in his own Form.
ever & fellow asked for it, the Bounder
biad, and now he received that for which

he had asked,

Hsaving sdministered the six, il
Gireyfriars captain tucked the ash under
his arm, without & word or a look for
the wriggling, scowling Dounder, und
walked away.

Smithy stood by the bench gasping.

“3h, the rotter 1" ho breathed.

“Don't be an sg!” said Jolnny Bull
gruffly. “What did you cxpect, when
you checked Wingata 7"

“I'll mako him sorry for it 1” said the
Bounder, grilting his teath.

“Fathead!” said Frank Nuogent.
“ Bettor forget all about it

“ Look here, Brnithy—" began Harry
Wharton.,

“Oh, shut up, the lot of voul¥ snarled
the Bounder, and he drove his hands
into  his ckets and stalked away,
savape and scowling. :

Wingate's right band rosc amd

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

No Cheek for Coker |
" HIS way!"" said Coker
ably.
“But—" gaid Potter and
_ Greone of the Fifth togetlor,
“Don't jaw l” said Coker, still more

irrik-
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irritably, "“When I say this way, I
mean this way! I don't mean that I
want o lot of eackle—gen?"’ '

Horace Coker of the Fifth Form st

Greyfriare was net in the best of
tempers. e was, in fact, angry. And,
like the ancient prophet, felt that he
did well tu be angry.
. It was an hour since Bmithy's hecls
had c¢rashed on his feet; but he still
had a pain in them. Coker's feet
wers extenstve, and the pains exten-
sive 1n proportion. Having arranged
to walk through Friardale Wood with
his friends that afternoon, Coker stuck
to’ that arranpgement, vegardless of the
pamms. Now in the middle of the
wobd he rather wished thet he hadn't.
He was almost limping. ]

Coker had other worries on hiz mind,
too, The football season was near its
end, Coker, as usual, h been oom-
plotely passed over in the school games,
which he naturally resented. o Bus-
pected that his own femiliar friends,
Potter and Creene, agreed with Win-

ate’s view that he was no good for
the first eleven, It was enough to
make a fellow shirty.

Coker, tired of limping with painful
foct, decided to take = short cut back
to the school through the wood, instead
of following the- footpath.  Being
Coker, ho naturally turped in the
wrong divection.

Pottor and Grecne had no objection
to a short cut. But they had a natural
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Horace Coker is a big enough
idiot on the footer field, but he's
a bigger chump off, as is
proved when he adopis drastic
measures to get a place In the

desire to arrive ab their destination,
and not some othor place. So the
objected, vousing Coker's ire sti
further,

“I'm dashed if I over saw such fel.
lows for jaw !” said Coker. “Jaw, jaw,
jaw "’

“That isn't tho way 1" shrieked Dotter,

";I;.'nn’t be an ass, Polter! Just coma
o ! :

“I tell you—-" hissed Greonc.

“Don't be a fool, Greenel Come oun,
and den't jaw "’

Leaving the footpath, Coker plunged
into the woud, bright with the green
of spring. l'oiter and Greene, exchang-
ing & glance, remained where they
were, on the footputlh, Horaco Coker
glanced

“1 said como on!" Le pointed ont.

They came on—reluctantly, Luckily,
it would be easy to dissppear from
Coker's sight in the wood, aud leave
him to take hLis short cuts to unknown
places on his own, They followed him
—hbut not far.

Coker tramped on, Poller
Greene trawping bLehind  him,
minutes later they slipped
among the trees, and vanished,

Unaware of Lhat circumstance, Coler
led on ll;hruu it the wood, leadivg tho
way with nobody fullowing.

“It's sickening,” suid Coker, anddress-
iug his  friends over his  shouldor,
happily unconsciows that they were no
louger there. *'That fool Wingiale——
You needn't tell mo that lw's not a
fooll I don't want any silly jaw [

otior and Greene did not tul!l Coker
that Wingato wos not a fool. Nob
Leing preseut, they really couldn’t

and
Two
BWiy

3

“The utter idiot!” went on Coker.
“Iers wo are at the end of the foot-
ball season, with only one more. match
to play. -Is Wingate going to put me
in the St Jim’s match? You know he.
isn’t |- What do you think he did when
I put it to him—ldughed "’

oker gave an angry, contemptuous
snort.

The bare ides of Coker 'in the first
eleven wis cnough to make any Grey-
friars man lesugh. TIndeed it was
enough to make & cat laugh. Coker
was the only man who saw nothi

comio in_ it. Why. Wingate h
laughed, Coker did: not. know, but he
felt very sorc mbout it.

“Well, let him laugh,” refumed
Coker bitterly. “I'll give him some-
thing else to laugh about. If ke

chooses to leavo out tho best footballer
at Groyfriars, and the other silly asses
choose to let himm get away with it, he's
got me to deal with, "m guinﬁ to
make him pur me in. Hear that!
You can snigger, if you like, but 1
mean every word of it—see?”

Coker did not hesr s snigger. But
he glanced round, - expecting to see
Potter and (reene grinning. He did
not sce Potter and Greene st all, They
had long vanished.

. Ceoker stared. It dawned on him' that
thore had been no listoning ears while
he made his remarks, o h :
wasting his sweetness on the desert air,

“Well, mny hat!” ejaculated Coker.
“The silly dummies, J!usmg the way,
with me walking juet in front of them,
peiiting it out! Potter!” he shouted.
“Grreenc! You silly chumps, this
way |

But answer there tame none,

“Well,” said Coker, with a deep
breath, “if they've lost themselves
they can jJolly well stay lost! I'm not

oing to hunt for them—I jolly well

now that 1"’

And Coker of the Filth tramped
doggedly on, leaving Poller and
Greene to their fate,

It was ebout ton minutes lator that
Coker began to wonder whether he
was, after all, on the right track. The
eurth hore and théroc was vather soft
and muddy from recent rain, and in
several muddy [!mtchea treaces of boots
could be scen, This at first moade Coker
foel certain that bo was following =
track through the wood that led to-
wards Friardale Lane, and Greyfriare
School. But even Coker could not
halp noticing that the wood grew
denser and denser, and that he was
gotting dcnp_m' iute it, instead of get-
ting out of itk )

e wondered whether this was, after
all, the beaten track ho had supposed
it to be, and whether the footprints in
the mud had been left by some rambler
at large in the wood

O the wholo it was just as well that
Potter and Greenc were gono. ‘They
would buve made out, for o certainty,
that Coher bud lost his way. Coker
knew, only too well, tho sort of carping
eriticisin he had to expect frow those
two silly asses. )

He tramped and limped on, more
slowly, staring to and fro among end-
less trunks emd thickets,

He was glad of the sudden sight of
n batterod bowler hat. Bomebody was
thero—and Potter and Greeno being
absont—Coker did vot disdain to in-
guiro his way.

A man in taltered garb was seated
oit & log under & tree, smoking n
gbort, black pips. _

Under the massive, wida-spreading
roots. of that ancient tree, there was 2
deep hollow, partly coverod by the

THe Macrzr Lisnany,—No, 1,516,
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tree itself, partly by branches that had
been gathered and, perched over ‘it
This made a sort of cave, or dugout,
. and from the dusky interior 'came the
ruddy glow of a fire smouldering n a
perfovated bucket. 'By the openming of
the dugout the taffered man m fiu
battered bowler wmit. smoking, evi-
dently a tramp, who had formed this
shelter for himsalf in the heart of the
w

Ha glanced aﬁ-l.i’hﬂ Greviriars Fifth
Former. He had 'a. stubbly face with
a broken nose, and & leering eye.

Soma fellows would have felt rather
chary about mesting a ruﬁ.ﬁnl'{q look-
ing tramp in a lonely woed. ot e0
Coker; t did not occur to Horace
Coker to feel alarmed in the least, He
tramped on.

As he arrived nearcr the man he
recognised him. He had seen that
broken-nosed tramp several {unes
before, and was aware that he was
named Juggins.

Jugginy eyed Coker curiously, and
rosa to his o

Camped in thet dugout in the lﬂﬂ&]ﬁ
wood,” Mr. Juggins supplied himse
with necessaries by the simple process
of “pinching " from the surrounding
farms. So he was naturally pleased to
soa Coker. A prosperous-locking senior
schoolboy, miles from everywhere, was
rather & windfall for Mr. Jugginse—
& much more paying proposition then
du-g stealing, pu]lln% up vegetahles
under cover of night, or pilfering
washing from & line,

iy g, my manl’ said Coker,
“Bhow me the shortest way to Friar-
dale Lane, will you? TI'll tip you a
shilling.™

“Thank you kindly, sirl” said the
broken-nosed manﬁpiﬁkmg up a eudgel
from ﬂ:ﬁ _Euﬂ', “Mebbe yvou'd make it
B nd?

ker stared at him. He was not
quick on the uptake, wnd did not see
the - connection between the cudgel and
the request for a pound.

"Don't be a fooll” he said, “I
ssid a shilling, and I mean & shilling |
igﬂ-——‘ 0Oh, you cheeky rotter!

l:ll

Mr, Jugging' ides was that one lick

from the cudgel would induce Coker
to make it promptly & pound, But
he did not know Coker. kor's hat
eracked under the lick; but the next
moment the enraged aud indignant
Coker hurled himself at Juggins, hit-
ting out. HMis fist, which resembled
s leg 'of mutton in shape, but was per-
haps -weightier, hit Mr. Juggins on
his nose, sending him over backwards
with a terrific orash.
: Jugging' nose, heihg‘h broken already,
in some previous trouble, could not be
hroken again, But it felt as if it
waljli;ad Ha sprawled on his back, and
yelled.

Calker, eg!aring, enatched the cudgel,
and tossed it away among tho trecs,
Then he grasped Juggina by the collar,
and jerked him to his feet.

“Now,” said Coker, “if you want

anothe i
“'Old on |” geasped Jugging. “Nol
"Old on—I mean leggo! Oht Owl

My smeller Qw ™

“Now show me the way to Friardale
Lane,” said Coker. “I'll tip you a
shilling, as I eaid, but I don't want
any check.”

Albert Jugging looked at Coker. Hao
wes calculating the ochances of =
struggle. But a gesturs with the leg-
of-mutton fist decided him in the nega-
tive. Me felt over his nosze, and dis-
covered, to his relief, that it had not
been pushed through the back of his
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head- Without a word, but with a2 very
expressiva look, ho turned, and led
the way through the woed,

Twenty minutes later they reached
the ed?a of Friardale Lane, with the
grey old tower of Greyirviars in sight

tha 1p the distapce.

“That will do,” said Coker. " Here's
your bob."”

He tossed Juggins a shilling, and
walked out of the weod into the lane,
and headed for the school. Juggines
stood looking after him with a long,
long look. He was hoping that he
might mect that young gent again
later with & pal or twe with him to
lend & band. : :

Coker, tramping on to Greyfriars,

forgot the upnimportant existenes of

Albert Juggins, He was thinking of the
ain in s extensive feet, and of the
sotball. ambitions which had: been

nipped in the bud by Wingato's refussal

to recognise his uncomymon gquality as a

Boocer champion. He bad no thoughts

to waste on Mr. Juggins—little dream-

ing, at that moment, of what tho near
future held inatore, and of the pary Mr.

Jugging was to play thercin.

B

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Jape !

& END me some gum, will you i
Hm-u.r, Wharton & Co.” were
at tca m Btudy No. 1 of the
Remove, when the Bounder

looked in and made that request,

The Famous Five loocked round at
Bmithy. )

The ttsxp;-mi:mhﬁnaﬂm Bmﬂzdm;u t;!uc;
was not pleasan pparently, he ha
not yot over the "six * that Win-
gate had given him in the quad. But
the c¢hums of the Hewovre gave him
agrécable grins,

mithy had threatened to make Win-
Bl'ﬁam sorry for that six;- and he was not
the fellow to leave such a threat unful-
fillad if he could help it. The cheery
Five wero moro willing to do any-
thing they could to keep him out of
mischief till he had had time to forget
about it. '

“Trot in, Smithy I said Harry Whar-
ton. *“*Just having tea.” :

“Toa with us, old bean " said Frank
Nugent.

“1 haven't come here for tea. I want
some gum, if vou've got any ! said
VernonBmith curtly.

“There's & bottle of 1t n the oup-
board,” answered Harry. " But take a
pew and jein us with this cake™

“Topping cake, Smithy " said Bob

erry. "And Bunter seems to have
snaffled yours. Come on!”

“Bother your cakel” answered
SBmithy, croszing to the study cupboard.

“What I iiﬁc about Smithy,"” ro-
marked Johnny Bell, "is his nice,
polite, polished way of declining an
invitation

“The politefulness is truly terrifie
assented Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,
with & dusky grin. ’

And the Famous Tive smiled.

The Bounder, unliceding, stoad at the
study cuphdard, and sorted out a botile
of gum. To the surprise of the juniors,
he produced a largoe bottle from under
his jacket, already halffilled with that
sticky fluid. Removing the cork, he
proceeded to pour the gum from Whar-
ton's bottle into the lavger bottla.

“What's the name of that
Smithv 1"’ oasked Bob
astonishment.
gum " .

“¥es,” answered the Dounder, over
his shouldor.

“You've got about half a pint thera
alrcady 1" remarked Nugewut.

gama,
: Cherry, in
“Going sbout collecting

"1 want all I can get.”

Hgaving replaced the cork in the lerpe
bottle, the Bounder loumged back to the
door, followed by tho curigus glaneces of
the Famous Five. What any fellow
could possibly want with half a pint of
fum was a mystery to them.

Vernon-Smith stepped out into the
assage. The next moment the juniors
1ieard Tom Redwing's voice. -

“Look here, 8mithy, you silly ass,
rou’'ve not going to do anything of the
ind ! Chuek it 1
“Mind your own bizney, Redwing!”

“Do you think Wingate won't guess
who did it, you silly fathead i” came

Redwing's voice sherply. “You'll get

another six! Wingate may take you to

the Head 1”

“Let him 1™ )

The Bounder’s footsteps went tramp-
ing away towards the Hemovo stairs
case. Harry Wharton & Co. loocked at
one another, jumped up, and ran to tho
study dooerway.

Smithy was disappesring across the
landing at the end of the passage. Tom

Redwing stoed looking after him in
angry dismay.
“1s that »illy ass going to jape

Wingate #* asked Harry. “Is that what
e has been collecting gum fori”

Redwing nodded.

“Xog: can’d got over that six. Ik
will mean a fearful row if he rags in
tho study of the captain of the ECEQ!JI!
No good talking to b

Bo Ehﬁrr{ qrmnmi.

“Not a bit,” he agreed. “Cut after
him, you chaps. e'll pour tho gum
down nis own neck—that will stop him 1"

“(Good egg ! said Johnny Bull.

“Como on|” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton; and the Famous Fivo went after
Herbert Vernou-2anith with a rush.

It was, rperha. no concern of theivs,
exactly, if the Bounder chose to ask for
serious troubla im this wild and reckless
way. 8till, it was only good-nature to
save him from his ewn hot-hoaded folly.

Smithy was already going down the
Remaove staircase when they cama acyoss
the landing with & rmsh. e glanced
back, and probably guessed their in-
tention, for he went down the stairs lwo
at a time.

“ After him ¥

Taking two or three steps at a time,
the Famous Five tore in pursait. On the
middlo landing Billy Bunter was taking
a rost, coming u?, befora ha negotiated
the remainder of the stairs.

Bunter hardly knew what happened
to_him. .

He had a vague impression that a
thunderbolt bad got loose, somchow, and
amitten him. o went over with a wild
roor, and the Bounder trod over him
and darted down the lower stairs,

“Qoocogh I” gurgled Bunter. * Uregh!
I say, you fellows—— YWooocogh !"

Bunter was in the way, end {lwe
Famous Five had no timo to go _round
hitn, Five puira of feet passed over
Buuter, )

He was left spluttering and squeaking
frantically. e splutiered and squeaked
nuhecded, as the Famous Five rushed
down the lower staircase after the
Bounder. ‘ .

At tho foot of the big staircase, M.
Quelch, the muster of the Remove, stood
in conversation with Prout, master of
tha @Fifth. There was just spaco be
tween the two beals for a fellow to
pass. The Bounder, with the eool nerva
for which he was famous, cut between
them—greatly to their indignation and

im ¥

““Pﬁiﬁ ent. e ned Mr. Pront
“Upon my wor gas r. Prout.

"Vernon-Smith [¥  alwost  shrieked
My, Quelch,



“Oht Yes, sirl® The Bounder
stopped. “Sorry, si 4 _
“How dare wou, Vernon-Smithi"

thundered the Romove master.

“Borry, sir—some fellows are after
me, and—"

Five fellows came down at a rush—
andkataupped suddenly et the sight of the

RBEA.

Mr. Quelch gave them a pglare.

“Oh!” he ejaculated. * I excuse you,
Vernon-Smith | Wharton, Cherry, Bull,
Nugent, Hurres Singh, how dare you
chasze another boy down the steirs in
that disorderly manneri ‘Take a
hundred lines each I

“Oh ! gasped Harry Wharton. *Yes,
gir ™

The Famous Five gave Terbert
Yernon-8mith expressive  looks, He
smiled at them from the eafe side of
Quelech and Prout, then turned and
walked away.

Harry Wharton & Co. made a move to
follow, at & more lelzurely and sedate
pace. But the Remove master stopped
them, with ancther glare.

“Go back to your studies at onga !” he
snapped.

Thore was no help for it, and they
went. Certainly, Mr. Quelch would have
taken quite s different view had he
known that Vernon-Smith was heading
for a prefeot’s ﬁtudjlr_: with o bottle of
gum hidden under his jucket, to plav
o disrespeciful trick thers. But Quelch
did not know that: and the chums of
the Reinove could not tell him. So they
turned back in silence, and the Bounder
of Croyiriars was lefe to his own
devices. , :

His own davices led him to the Bixth
Form studies. He was aware that Win-

ate was teaing in Gwynne's study, and
5133 coast was clear 2o far as the Grey-
friars captain's own guarters weve con-
cerned. He waited at the end of the
passage till Carne of the Bixth, who was
in his doorway, had gone in and shut
the door. Then, guite uncbserved, the
Bounder cut along to Wingate's study
and cut in.

He closed the door softly.

The duzk was falling in the quad-
rangle outside. But a fire glowed in the
g;ala, and Smithy had ample light for

15 purpose,

He stepped to Wingate's armchair,
which stood by the fire, and drew the
bottle of gum from under his jacket.
Taking out the cork, he poured out the
gum, 1nto the deep seat of the chair.
All over that leather seat he trickled
the gum thickly, till the bottle was
empty.

The Bounder grinned sourly,

On the dark, old, well-worn leather
the gum was barely visible, unless
specially looked for. A fellow was not
!ﬂmly to observe it till he sat down in
tho chair. After that, of course, he was
bound lo discover it.  Sitting in a sea of
sticky gum, Wingate of the Sixth would
no_doubt feel sorry for himself.

But Vernon-8Smith was not finished

vet,
He dropped the empty bottle into a
wastepaper-basket, am£ picked un the
inkpot from the table. Inkpot in hand,
he stepped to tho bed sleove.

Eixtﬂ Form rooms at Greyfriars were
bed-rooms as well as studies. Wingate's
bed was in an aleove, with a curiain to
screen it from view in the davtime. The
Bounder stepped behind that cortain,
with the intention of pouring the ink
into the bed. -

The curtain dropped behind him az he
feaned over A moment more,
and the ink wonld have been streaming
on the white sheets, But at that moment
the study door opened.
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*“ Opoogh ! " gurgled Billy Bunter, as several pairs of Ieet passed over him,

“¥Urrgh !

I say, you fellows—wooocogh!®™ He spluttered and

ueaked

‘unheeded, as Harry Wharton & Euh n:istg?d down the stalrcase after Vernon-
m

Vernon-Smith stood transfixed as he
heard it. .

He had. not dreamed of Wingate
coming back to his study so soon. Ile
had counted on & guarter of an hour, at
least.

But the door opened, and heavy foot-
steps came in. Smithy was deeply
thankful that he was out of sight
bhehind the bed-curtain. There was a
chanee for him yet if the newcomer did
not remain in the study. He set Ius
teath and listemed. What the dickens
had Wingate come back from Gwynne's
study =0 zoon for? But g few moments

later he learned that it was mnot
Wingate
“MNot here ! came a gruff grunt.

“ Blow the fellow 1" _ ]
It was the duleet voice of Horacé
Coleer of the Fifth Form
Vernon-3mith  gritted his  teeth.
Coker of the Fifth had ne business in
Wingate's study that he knew of. That

ass, Coker, hed to choose that unfortu.
nate moment . for nalling on the captein
of the school. As Wingate was not
there, Smithy hoped that the fathead
of the Fifth would go. But Coker did

not go. He switched on the light.
“HBlow him!” he repeated. “Silly
ass| Making a fellow wait! Blow
him ™

Heavy footsteps crossed the study.
Coker of the Fifth, it secined, was
going to wait for Wingate to coine n.

Smithy, scowling savagely, considered
whether to cut for the door. DBut after
what he had done, it was very necessary
to keep it seeret that he had been in
that study: He remained where he
was., Then there came the sound of a
heavy plump. Coker had sat down in
the armchair! i .

As he was going to wait for Wingate,
it was nati:al for Coker to sit down.
As he did not know thers was gum in
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the armchair, it was vatural for him
to sit in the armchair. Bo he sat In
it—in the gum |

The Bounder had already decided not

to reveal his presence. Now he was
less disposed than ever to reveal it
ile waited breathlessly for Horace

Coker to discover the gum; and- s
mouse, with a cat at hand, counld not
have been more m_ulaiuuslj' silent, than
o Bounder as he waited.

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !

EORGE WINGATE of the Sixth
Form Egmhed open his stud
door, which Coker had left half-
open, and stepped in.

e raised his eyebrows in gurprise at
the sight of Coker of the Fifth sitting
in his armchair.

Coker did not rise as he entered.
Coker had no politeness to waste on
him. He had, in fact, little politencss

at any timo. Polished manners were
not Horace Coker's long suit.

Coker stared at ingate rather
imimically.

“¥ou can shut the door I he said.
“Thanks 1” said the Greyfriars ca
tain. “I'Il shut it when you're on the
ather side of it, Coker, if you don't

mind I

“71 do mind,” answered Coker calmly.
“¥ve coma here to talk sense to you,
Wingate |

“You have?” repeated Wingate, in
surprise. Apparently, he had never
expected Coker to think of talking

SENEE,
“Yea.” Coker frowned. “About tha
football—""

“Ts that a subject you can talk sense
about, old man?" asked the Greyfriara

: ':: L .' J
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captain. "If o, why haven't you
started it sooner ¥ _
The PBounder, behind ithe bed-

curtain, suppressed a chuckle. Horace
Coker frowned more grimly.

“RBut run on, old chap ! said Win-
gate good-temperedly. “I've got a few
minutes to spara.”

<1 shal]l want more than a few
minutes 1* said Coker. “Shut the
door 1"

Wingate gave him a look. But he

ghut the door, and sat on a corner of
the table, facing er. Wingate, 1n
his talk with Gwynpne over tea, had
settled some dauht?ul and knotty points
about the cleven that was to meet the
at: Jim's men on Wednesday. With
that matter off his mind, the captain of
Creyfriars was feeling cheery and good-
humoured, and disposed to be patient
with the egregious Horaco.

He had, in fact, some sympathy for
ald Caker. Coler was kecn on Soceer.
He was a trier. He did not know that
his exploits on the Soeccer ground re-
sembled those of an escaped clephant or
s wild walrus. Coker really believed
that he could play Soccer.

On what grounds he based this belief

nnbﬁd;l' knew, But with o brain likes
L'i':gknr 5, & fellow might believe any-
thing.

Keen as mustard, convinced that he
was tho best footballer at Greyfriars
bar none, it was hard on Coker to be
left out of games, evon the Fifth Form
pick-ups. But as playing Coker meant
making the enemy & present of the

ame, no captain really could do 1t.
till, with a few minutes to spare,
Wingate was prepared to let Coker
derive what comfort he could from
wagging his chin,

“Go it'™ he said.

“We're playing 8t. Jim's on Wednes.

LIBRARY gz (7%

day,” said Coker. “Kildare's bringing
his men over here for the last decent
mateh of the seazop. 8o far, you've leflt
ma out of everything. I'm prepared to
averlook this, on condition that you do
the right thing now. The list isn't up
vot for Wednesday.”

“ No™ )

"Iz my name going to be in it when
it goes “F M

" Hardly.”

“You're leaving me outi”

Wingate smiled. Really, it was not
easy to talk to Coker. Billy Bunter of
the Remove might a3 well have asked
that question as Coker of the Fifth. It
was amazing that Coker did not know
what a hopeless dud he was at games.
But there 1t was—he didn’t!

“Well,” said Coker in a deep voice,
“I'm fedup! I'm not standing any
:‘n?ra of this, Wingatel You've cap-
ﬂrtn—l’

“Qh, 1 thought vou might have for-
gotten that!* remarked Wingate, with
gentle sarcasm,

“You've captain,” pursued Coker,
unheeding. “You're no good, but
you're captainl 1 mneedn’t tell you
what I think of the silly owls who let
you carry on as skipper-—*>

“You needn’t!” agreed Wingate, wilh
a nod.

“You choose to leave out the best
man at Greyfriars—I may say, the only
reglly good, all-round footballer in the
school I" said Coker,

“Madesty, thy name iz Coker!” mur-
mured Wingate,

“Facts are facts 1 said Coker. “I'm
nat hraggm% about it—I just state the
factal If a fellow’s the best Soccer man
in tho school, he's the best Boccer man
in the schooll And what's the good of
beating about the bush? hether
vou're blinded htj' jlealﬂus-:.r or whether
on're simply a fool, I can't say | Bul
acts aro facts1” )

Wingate gazed at him.

He was good-tempered and patient;
but econversation with Coker required
quite a lot of good temper and patience.
Wingate was getting restive.

“Well, if that’s the lot——" he said.

F14 It' iEI"I’t- !}?

“Cut 1t short, then !

“I'm here to tell you— What the
dickens 18 the matter with this chair?”
Coker jerked and wriggled. “I seem
to keep on sticking to the seat! Have
vou been spilling something sticky on
this chair "

*Not that I know of !
and cut it short I

“I'm here to tell you what I've
decided on 1 said Coker. “This is your
Jast chance to do the decent thing of
vour own accordl Will you post my
name for the St. Jim's match or not ¥

“Not, 1”

“Is that Lnal}”

*Quite 1™ _

“Then,” said Coker deliberately,
“I'm going to make yonl”

“0h, my hat ¥ ejaculated Wingate.
He stared at Coker, and laughed.
“Might a fellow inquire how you are
going to do it, Coker 1"

“You'll find out fast enough when 1
get going 1”7 said Coker grimly. “I've
had enough injustice ! I've thought this
over carefully.”

Wingate did net inguira what Coker

Carry on—

had thought it over with. Heo ounly
wondered, . .
“PTye thought it ent,” continued

Coker, “and Fve made up my mind
definitely to stand no more injustice,
no more check and po more nonsense |
You may be eaptain of the school, and
head of the Sixth and all that; but I
don’t think much of the Bixih, and I
den't care who lmows it! I get a lot
of injustice, but I'm not the fellow -to



grouse. Prout rags me in the Form,
making out that I'm dense, DMe dense!
Well, T can stand that. But when 1t
comes to games, a fellow has to stand
up for his rights! Cad't let really
important matters slide Prout can
meke out that I can't spell if he likes;
but when you start making out that I
can't play Boccer, 1W's tune to put my
foot down I

“Time's up 1" said Wingate.

“Eh—what do you mean—" Time's
up’?” asked Coker irritably.

"1 mesn that I've no more time to
listen to your delightful and instruc-
tive conversation I explained Wingate.
“Travel, old man "

“I''a not going yet! I—— What the
dooce is the matter with this Leastly
chair” exclaimed Coker, in great
annovance, It feels dampl I've
noticed for some time it felt dampl
It's sticky, tool”

“Well, get out of it!" suggested
Wingate. ““And get out of the study at
the same time! 1've some work to do "

Coker rose from the armchair—at
least, he began to rise. DBut thers was
no doubt that the scat of the chair was
shicky.

An invisible bond seemed to hold
Coker back The fact wes that some

the pum had dried on Coker's
trousers, sticking themn to the seat of
the chair. He partly rose, and sat
back again, quite surprised.

“What ‘the dickens—" he ejacu-
lated.

“Anything the matter?” inquired
Wingate.

“You silly idict I®

“Ehir

“You fatheaded chump ™

“What 1>

“Playing silly tricks like a silly fag 1™
roared Coker. “My hat! Bixth Form
prefect and captain of the school, play-
g fag tricks on & fellow 1

“If wvou're not mad, what do you
meani” asked Wingate, in astonish-
ment.

Coker wriggled and jerked.

* You dumamy | he roared. " I'm stuck
to this chair! I thought it felt damp!
And sticky! I never knew you'd
gummed it for me, you idict! You
olly well knew 1 was coming here ! You
f::lit{lering blockhead 1

Coker wrenched and the gum gave
way., The Fifth Former heaved himself
out of the armchair. He fpun round
and stared into the seat of the chair.
On a close inspeetion, gum was visible.
Bome of it was dry—sowme, where 1t was

thicker, was still wet. But only about
half the gum remained on the leather.
The rest was adhering to Coker's
trousers.

Coker breathed wrath.

Quite unaware of the Bouunder’'s jape
in the captain’s study, he put this down
to Wingate, A fag trick, plaved by a
Bixth Fortin man! No wonder Coker
breathed wrath and scorn.

He twisted round to look at the
gummy trousers, It was not easv to

et a view, snd Coker, as he twisted,
ooked remarkably like a cat chasing
its tail.

Wingate grinned.

"You—vou—you idiot ! hissed Coker.

Coker's trousers were sticky and shiny

with gum. The tail of his jackot was
rich in gum. Colker was of the gumn,
gummy |

“You=you chump!” he gasped. “A

rotten fag trick—and vou call yourself
captain of the school! Yah!"
“Has somebody been guinming that

chair i* exclaimed Wingale. “ By Jove,
P'll look into this! I might have sat
in it| Thauk goodness vou dropped in,

_sudden bump on the

Aacked for
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Coker! You never ¢came in more useful
in yvour [ife!”

"-Tﬂu—:mu—ynu—”

“We'll take the rest of the speech as
read! You want a change, Uoker—go
and get jt! And don't come back!”

Coker ceased to squint round at’ his
guminy trousers. He fixed his eves on
the Greyfriars captain with & deadly
glavre, Coker had come to fhat Etud_;.r
on tha warpath, and the gum on his
trousers gave the finishing touch to his
wrath. He breathed rage.

“Now, yvou fool—" he said.

"1 don't want to_chuck you out of
this study, Coker, if I can help it1 Will
you shut up and go?” ]

“You idiot! ast time of asking=—
will you do the right thing and put me
up for the 5t. Jim's mateh

“Fathead 1"

That reply was evidently in the nega-
tive, Coker wasted no more time.

“That settles it!" he breathed.

“Quite ! apreed Wingate.

He expected Coker to cross to the door
gend po. But the Iifth Former did
nothting of the kind. He made & sudden,
tiger-like spring, and grasped Wingate
of the Sixth before Wingate knew what
was comingl The Greyfriars captain
came off the corner of the table with a
floor. Ie landed
on his back with a crash and a gasping
howl. Coker's hefty knee was planted
on his chest, pinning him down.

“Now,” said Coker, 83 Wingate
stared up at him dizzily. “Now, talk
semeo.  You're going te put me up for
Wednesday's match, and I'm going to
bang your head on your study Hoor
till vou agree to do it! See?”

TErTw———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Buits In!

ERNON-SMITII gasped
‘;" Doring that conversation in
Wingate's study, the Bounder
had been bhard put te it to
suppress  hia  chuckles. Coker, not
consciously 8 humorist, evoked merri-
ment in his most serious moments,
Now the Bounder stared from the bed-
curtain at the remarkable scene in the
study, his cycs fairly popping.
No more than Wingate had he fore-
geen how that interview was booked to

end. He, like Wingate, had supposed
that Coker, when he %ad finished talking
rot, would He blinked at Cokler,

kueeling on %.f'ingatu’s chest, blankly.
Wingate struggled fiercely.

Coker was & hefty man, but he was
no mateh for the Greviriars ecaptain,
and but for the fact that he had taken
Wingate by sudden surprise, he would
have had no chance of getting by with
this.

But now he had the bip Sixth Former
at & hopcless disadvantage.

Wingate. on his back, with a sinewy
knee grinding into his chest, was almost
helplesa, He struggled, but he struggled
in vain. : )

Coker glared down at hin grimly,

Coker meant every word he said. Fed-
up to the back teeth with injustice,
Coker was taking the law into his own
hands in this drastic manner. It was
a method worthy of Coker's powerful
imtellect. )

“ Wow—-"said Coker.

“You—you—you Dblithering idiot ™
gasped Wingate. “Gerroff I Tet me
get up at oncal You dummy——"

“You heard what I said [

“Da you know that you might be
thiz1"” howled Wingate.

?

You'll get a profects’ beating, anyhow |
Now, chuek it 1"

“*I'm not dealing with yvou as a pre-
foeet; but as game: captainl” sad
Colier. *'Don’t come the prefect nowl
Am I poing up for the 8t Jim'a
match "

“Idiot 1" gasped Wingate.

“Yes or not?” hooted Coker.

* Dummy 1"

Coker's jaw squared. Ho meant ever»
word he said. He grasped Wingate by
the hair with his strong right hand,
jerked his head off the foor, and banged
it down again hard!

Bang 1

* Oooooooh 1™

Bang{

* Ow ¥

Wingate strugpgled franticalls. But
the hefty Horace bad the upper hand
and kept it.

Tha fact that any fellow could be
expelled for assailing a prefect mattered
not a whit te Coker, He was not, as he
had said, dealing with Wingate as a
prefect. but as football captain. Thia
distinction satisfied Coker.

Cortainly, it was rather unusual for
a fellow te persuade a football captain
to play him by banging his head on the
floor. It was an unnsual and, indeed.
quite originel method. But Coker wa:
an oviginal fellow.

“Yes or no!” inguired Coker.

“LGorroff, you mad ass!”

BE?E! dt ped W

“Oh gad ! gas ingate.

He opened lﬁs mounth te vell for help.
In hiz present position he eould not
handle Coker—Coker was handling him.
Aud those bangs were heavy and hard,
and they hurt. But Wingete did not
utter that yell, Hoe had a natuial dis-
inclination to be found in so utferl
ridiculous a position by a crowd
fellows coming to the study.

“ Now—" said Coker.

“I'll smash you!l™

Bang !

“Waow I

“TIt keep this up as long o= yon
like " said Coker. *“I mean busincss,
T can tell you that! I've tried every
olther way—and you've got to admit that
it waos no good. I've been passed over
all through the season. ‘There's only
onc more match. and you want to leave
e aut of that, like the rest! I've told
you, I'm not standing it!”

“Yau idiot—you ass—you dommy—I

¥

— =1}
Bang |
“I'll take vour word, if yon promisa

to do the right thing,” said Coker. "1

can ftrust your word, ihough not your

gense ! Yes or nol?”

“I'l] whop you till you howl—"

Bang !

“Oh erumhs 1™ 1

Herbert Vernon-Smith had watched
transfixed up to that moment. Now ho
stepped  out from  belind the bed-

curtatn. i
Ho had come there to rag Wingate's

study in vengeance for that “six ™ in

the quad. But he forgot that new,
He stepped out and jumped ot Coker.,
Hiz sudden appearance startled both
the seniors. Neither of them had had
the remotest idea that a junior was in

the study. I
In a flash, the Bounder’s grnip was on

the back of Coker's collar. He dragged

the hefty Florace over backwards.
Coker sprawled. )
“Oh 1" he rowred. "Owl Why, Foa
chocky young rotter—— Oh "

ﬂ"!‘I'm back of his head banged on the
oor,

Wingato sat up dazedly. Hin head
Trg Magner Lierart.—No. 1,516.
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was g and  singing  from the
succession of hefty bangs Coker had
bestowed uwpon him.  But as Horace
turned or, tho Beunder and grasped him,
Wingate, staggered to his and
grasped Coker. ; :

“QOpen that door, Vernon:Smith!"” he

gasped. ;

I!lﬁ Bounder, grinning, opened the

T =

{Coker, resistipg  manfully, was
whirled to tha door find pitched head-
long into tha passage. Ha rolled over
there. .

“Prefects’ roomy &t half-past six!”
Wingate called after him, end shut the
door. Tho Greyfriars sﬁlppar rubbed
his head as he turned to the Bounder.
There was a severe ache in Wingate's
head. Smuthy wes grinning. :

“What the dickers were yon doing,
hidden in my study I demeanded Win-

ter.

“Guess " paid the Beunder.

Wingate's glanco turned o 1he
pummy armchaiv. It was rather casy

ect

Loy %E&f—
“Vou checky young rateal 1 Lo ox-
here

claimed.

MBorry 1 was azkaod
Bounder, with & chuckle.

"“Cht Well, no. That med assl”
Wingata rubbed his head tenderly.
“By gad, T'll knock soine sense_into
that bﬁitharing cuckoo somehow | Ow ¥

The Bounder eyed him warily.

Wingato gazed at him for a moment
ot two, as if umncertan. [hen e
pointed to the docr.

“Cut!” he said.

“Thanks I

Vernon-Smith left the study,

grinning.

tlo

still

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
To Go or Not t0 Go?

66 F SAY, you fellows!”
“Too lata!” said Bob Cheryy.
“Eh?" Billy Bunter, in the
doorway of Study No. 1, blinked
at tho five juniora thorein through his
big spectecles. - “Wharrer you mean,
too late 1

“"Weo've finished tea I explainad Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—— ‘

“ And there's nothing left " said Bob,
shaking his hoad. "“Try next door.”

“Beast I" hooted Bunter. "Can't a
fellow look into a study without &
fellow being supposed to be after a
feed 1™

“MNot if tho fcllow’s name's Bunter!”

Billy Bunter snor As g matter of
fact, Bunter was not, for once, after a
feed. Mo had tea’d with Peter Todd,
in his own study, early; he bad tea'd
with Lord Mauleverer, in Study No.
12, later: and he had dropped into
Study No. &, to help Ogilvy and Russell
dispose of rome doughnuts,  After
which, even William amrgﬂ Bunter
was fecling as if be could hold out till
IDPEI:II"

‘1 say, you fellows, don't talk rot,
you know,” asaid Bunter peevishly. "1
say, do yen know whers Bmithy ist”

“(one japing, in tha Sixth, I
believe,” answered Harry Wharton.
“Want to sgoe Bmithy? I think lLe
wanls to see you, tool"

And the chuma of the Eemave
chuckled. Bmithy had neot finished
whopping Dunter when Wingate had
interrupted him in the guad that after-
noon. 1t was imprebable that Bunter
wanted to zee Bmithy, though it was
fuite likely that 3mithy wanted to seo
Bunter, to carry on wilth the good
wark 1

“Waell, look here, I've bheen dodging
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that beast ever since we had that row
in the gquad,” said Bunter, “but I can't
keep on dodging lum for ever. Win-
gate gave him psix, 1 hear, but that
makea his temper no better—1 feel sure
of that. He makes out that I had his
eake, just becausa I was in his study,
you koow, and the cake was gone, and
there were o few crumha sbout. Aas if
I'd touch e fellow's ceke! He actuall
chased me, with a cricket stump.
wank you to intorfere, Wharton, as cap-
tain of the Fortm. Otherwise, I shell go
to Quelch.”

“Better go to Quelch,” said Harry
Wharton, langhing, “It's high time
you were whopped for grub rai&%ng s
#"1 never had the cakel” roared
Bunter. "1 told Smithy, at the time,
that I dropped into his ztudy to borrow
a Latin dic. He's suspiciouz—that's
what's the metter with .Emithir, Low,
I call it] Getting after a fellow with
a ericket stump when a fellow went
into his study to boirow a French
grammar—"

“A what?"

“I neon & Laotin dic. I never even
saw hiz cake! I was looking into the
cupboard to ses if he kept his die-
tionary there. I wasn't going to have
the cream puffs, as well as tho cake.
Not thet T had the cake, you know!
Rotten, measly cake to make a fuss
about, too—hdrdly any plums in itl
Now, look here, Wharton, it's up to
vou, as captain of the Form, to stop

Bmithy ragging & chap. I've come hers

to say pleinly—— Yaroooooop !”

Billy Bunter broke off with a wild
rell as & boot was suddenly planted on
i3 tight trousera.

He staggered into Study No.o 1,
yelling.
“Ow! Ow! Wow!l Whao's that

Lkicking me?” yelled Bunter. " 0Oh,
Smithy, you beast! Wowl I never
hod your mouldy old cake! OQOwl™
Vernon-8mith came inte the study,
and Bunter dodged round the table.
“Iallo, hallo, halle, Bmithy ! ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “What have you
done with that bottle of gumi”
“M”pp-cad it inta Wingate's arm-
chair,” answered the Bounder coolly.
“You knew what I was going to cfu
with it, that's why you got after me."
“Yes, and you got us a bundred lines
each from Quelch!” growled Johnny

Bull

ar n

erve you right, for bargin’ in.
“ Look bere——"

Johnny Bull roso to his feet, locking
warlike.

“There'll be a fearful row if that
um's sat inl"” said Harry Wharton,
rOWHINE.

“It's been sat in already.”

“(h, my hat! Wingate—"
“No ™ The Bounder grinned
"Coker ™™

“Coker I grinned the Famous Five.
“I cama up to tell you. What do you
think is Cocker's latest?” chortled
the Bounder. "I was in Wingate's
stndy—ha, ha, ha!” He roared. “He
got Wingate down on the Hoor—"
“Coker did?” yelled DBob Cherry.

" Yes, and started banging his head
on—"

“Banging Wingoate's head 1" gozped
Wharton *""What on earih for¥”

"Teo persuade Wingale to give him a
chanee in the Soceer I

“Oh erileey 7

“1la, i, ha :

The Famous Iive stared at the
Bounder. Thay roared. Even Billy
Runter—with a wary and n?pmhanai\'a
eyo on the Bounder—chuckled |

The mere existence of Coker of the
Fifth added to the gaiety of life at

Greyfriars School. DBut the news of his
latest exploit quite tock the juniors by
storm. They roared, and yelled, and
almost shrisked.

“Coker's up for a prefects’ beating!”
went on the Bounder. “ Half-past six
—and it's close on that now, Ha's
telling the world, at the present
mament, that ha's not geoing. o's gob
all the Fifth yelling, in the games
study,”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

"l:.get’s go and sce the show 1" esid

‘*¥Yes, rather!”

The Famous Five rushed from the
study, the Bounder, much to Billy
Bunter's relief; going with them. They
ran down the Reomove staircase . and
aergss the landing. te the Fifth Form
passage. They found a good many
other fellows heading in the same direc-
tion. MNews of Coker, apprrently, had
already spread.

In the game« study, the room at the
end of the passage where the Iifth
Form most did congregate, thore was &
gound of lawghter—loud lsughter,
Horace Coker's powerful voice could be
neard through the sounds of merri-
ment.

Tha door or the games study was
open. Round the deorway two or Lhree
dozen juniors were collected, greatly
interestod. Hobson of the Shell gave
the Famous Five e grin as they scudded
up.

“Coker's going 14117 he said.

“Goin' great guns [ chortled Temple
of the Fourth. *‘Listen to him 1"

“Ha, ha, hel?

There were a dozen Fifth Formm men
in the games study. All of them were
laughing, oxcept one. That one, of
course, was Horace Coker. Coker's
face was red with wrath and indigns-
tion, end he was evidently in a very
serious mood, not at all disposed for
merrnnent. )

“Me?* Coker was saying, in a voico
that the celebrated Bull of Bashan

might have envied. “"Mel Up for a
prefects’ beating! Well, I'd liks to
see them get away with 18] I'd just

like to see them, thet's allt”

“You'll see them, all right I* grinned
Blundell of the Fifth. Why, you ass,
if Wingate chose to report you to the
Head you'd bo sacked I¥ :

" Enci&d like a shot|” satd Price.

“No great loss, either!” remarked
Hilton.

“0Oh, don't talk si}!ly rot 1 snorted
Coker. *Think the Head would sack
o man liko me? There ave some fellows
who can't bo spared from a schooll
The Head would think twico before he
sacked & man liko e !”

“Isn't ha rich 1" gurgled Bob Cherry.
*Isn't he gorgeonsi”

*Ha, ha, ha " )

“Besides, [ exploined o Wingate
that I wasn't handling him as a pre-
fect, but as games captain |” went on
Coker. "I made that guite. clear.”

“Did that meke his napper feel any
better, after you banged it?” inquired
Blundell.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Ho asked for it ! smid Coker.. "1
told him fair and syuare that I waosn't
standing his cheeky rot any longer. A
fellow couldn’t say fairer than that.
1'd have made hin: play up, too, and
da tha right thing, if a cheeky fag
Lot bntted in and pulled mo o L

“Iia, ha, ha!?

" O, eackle ! snorted Coker, * Wall,
Wingate says I'm up for a bealing in
the irrefrsm’ room | [ say I'm not!
You'll see who's right 1

“There pocs half-past ™

remarked
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Inkpot in hand, Vernon-Smith leaned over Wingate’s bed. A moment more and the ink would have been sireaming on the
white sheefs. But at that moment the study door opened.

“*Not here [ ** came a gruff velce,

“ Blow the fellow ! ™

Vernon-8mith gritted his teeth as he recognised Coker’s volce.

Fitzgerald of the Fifth, as a chima was
heard from the clock tower.

“Let it go [ jeered Coker.

Poltter and Creens of the Fifth ex-
changed anxious glances. They were
pals of Coker, and any pal of Coker had
rﬁamn to feel anxious about him just
then.

Coker, it seomed, [ancied that he could
be a law unta himself., But in point of
fact, he couldn't. Any fellow “uop” for
a prefects’ beating had to undergo the
same. Coker's powerful brain szeomed
impervious to facts. 8iill the facts were
there.

“Coker, old chap,” murmured Greene,
*1 think I'd go!”

"I've no doubt yvou would ! agreed,

Coker. “I shan't, though!” ]
“"You'd better, old fellow!™ said
Potter.
“Den’t be a silly ass, Potter !
A Bixth Form man—Loder of the

Sixth-—pushed through the crowd of
juniors at the doorway and looked into
the games study. )
ore Was o Eush of breathless exeite-
ment.
“Coker here!” asked Loder.
“Here [ am, if I'm wanted !’ retorted
Coker, with a glare of defiance.
“You're wanted in the
room.”

“Take me there!™ suggested Coler.

Loder gave him a li:n!-:, Then he
shrugged his shoulders and walked away.
It was true that a fellow could be sacked
for punching & prefect. But it was
equally true that that would not have
mendad Loder's nose, had ene of Coker's
log-of-mutton fists landed on it, with
Coker's unlimited beef behind.

(erald Loder went away to re

Coker gave & vaunting look roun
games stud{;

“That's that I he said.

But Coker of the Fifth was the only
falloww who supposed that “that" was
“that.,” Every other fellow knew that

prefects’

rt.
the

there was more to come; and they
walted breathlessly for it to happen.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Golng Through It!

& ERE comes Wingate !”
There was a murmur of
excitement as the captain of

) Greyfriars was seen on the
alairs. He was followed by Gwynne of
the Sixth.

Loder hed reported that Coler refused
to attend 1n the prefects’ room. The fact
that a fellow couldn't possibly refuse
made no difference at all to Horace
Coker. He had refused! The head
prefect had the choice of reporting him
to the headmaster which would have
meant the direst consequences to Coker,
ar of . dealing with him himself.
Wingete's arrival on the scene showed
that he had adopted the latter course.

The crowd of juniors made room for
the two big Sixth Form men to pass. A
sea of eager eyes watched them enter the
games study,

Leaughter in that apartment died away
now. The matter was getting altogether
too gerious.  Horace Coker did not even
understand the trouble for which he was
recklessly heading; but that did not
make it [oss serious. Cokor was not, as
he scemed to suppose, & law unto
himself ! _

Standing firm on his feet, Coker met
the two prefects with & steady, un-
daunted stare. He stood like Ajax
defving the lightning.

Wingate beckone
donrway.

“You're wanted. Coker!” he said,

“Cio on wanting!™” jeered Coker,

“Coming ™

“Hardly ¥ i .

Wingate wasted no more fime in
words He stepped to Coker, and

te him from the

Gwynne stepped with him. Up went
Coker’s mighty fiats,
“T'll jolly well—" he began.

He was gripped before he could finish,
His arms, sincwy a3 they were, were
safely pinned. Coker, breathing wrath,
resisted manfully. But with his arms
held in & grip of iron, he could not hit
out—which was fortunate for Coker.
The two prefects walked him, between
them, out of the games study, and
through the grinning crowd at the door.

“I won't go!” roared Coker. “Do vou
hear me, you piffling fatheads? I jolly
well won't go, see?”

“1 think,” remarked Wingate cheer-
fully, “that you will 1"

“ Bort of 1" amiled Gwynne.

And Coker did!

Really, there was no choice in the
matter for Coker of the Fifth, though
he seemed fo fancy that there was
Either of the Sixth Form men was more
than a match for Coker, beefy as he
was, In the grasp of the two of them
Coker was powerless, He drapgged back
with all his strength, as he was walked
to the stairs—but he dragged in vain.

“Now walk down ! said Wingate.

“I won't!™ roared Coker. “Here!
Potter! Greene! Lend me a hand !

Potter and Greene smiled at one
angther. They were sorry for poor old
Coker, but they really were not disposed
to enter into war with the prefects, and
the school suthorities generally, on
Coker's account. Not quite !

Wingate and Gwynne trod down the
stairs, Cloker didn'i. DBut his arms had
to go, as they were firmly held, and the
rest of Horace Coker followed, rather
like o sack of coke.

Clump, ¢lump, clump, clump! went
Coker’s bhoots on the stairs, clumping
from step to step.

An excited crowd followed. Eveory-
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hodjh was interesled in Colter. e had
tha house, so io speak.

Fifth Form men, Shell fellows, and
Tourth and Remove erowded down the
staircase after Coker and his conductors.

Clump, clump, clump! went Coker
helplessly.,

Wingate and Gwynne marched
steadily down, supporting Coler by the
arma, whil his long legs trailed behind
and his boots clumped and clumped.

On the middle landing Coker decided
to walk. He was tired of transit in the
manner of a sack of coke

He walked down the lower stairs,
between the two prefects, breathing and

urgling red rage. Then he walked
Snwn the corridor to the prefects’ roomn
—a grinping crowd behind.

Tha door of the prefects’ Toom stood
wide open. Within, the whole Lody of
Greyiviars preflects could be seen, sitting
in state.

Coker was marched in.

A chair had been placed in readiness
for him to bend over. It was deubtinl,
howaver, whether Coler would bend
over Lhat chair of his own accord., [He
waa overcome, but far from subdued.

“Now bend over, Coker!” said
Wingate.

“(h, shut up ! roared Coker.

"Will you bend over that chaipy?”

“No I bellowed Coker.

“Look heve, take him to the Head !
exclaimed Loder. “I don’t sce pulting
up with his cheek, Wingate 1"

“1 do!” answered Wmgate. *“Coker
can’t help being a fool. but a prefects’
bheating may teach him o little sense!
thw%ii‘m over, Gwynne [

A twist, and the hefty Horace was
bent over the chair in a suitable attitude
for a whepping. 1le struggled fran-
ticallv.

“Will you legeo " raved Coker.

“Yea, if vou'll bend over and have
dono with it."

“You stlly
“Catch me bending over!
well puneh your face !

“You first, Loder!” said Wingate
calmly.

Loder swished the cane.

A breathless erowd at the door stared
in. A prefects’ beating did not often
ocenr at Greyfriavs. When it did, it
saldom or never occurrved in thas style.
Coker was the only Greyfriars man who
ever had to be held down for it. DBut
Coker had to bLe—and was!

A prefects’ beating was not an
ordinary whopping. It was a much move
sovers infliction than the customary
“six.” Every member of the prefectorial
body had to o present, and every one of
them had to deliver a whop, It
depended on the prefect how havd the
whop was. )

Todei's, plainle, was poing to be hard
anid heavy. CUoker had out-faced Loder
of the Sixth in the gomes =tudy ten
minutes ago. Loder was not the fellow
to forget that. He had gone io fetch
Cokey, and Coker had freated him with
derisive scorn, Now it was Loder’s turn.
I1a made the most of it

Swipa !

The cane came down on
trousers with a terrific crack. It rang
like a viflo chot. Louder rang the
terrific  bellow that followed {rom
Horace Cokeor. Ile stroggled and
wrenched and almest pot looze. But

idiot 1" roared Coker.
I'll jolly

Coker's

not quite. He was safely pinned as
Loder handed the cane to Carne of the
Sixth.

Bwipo !

Carne’s lick was nearly as havd as

Loder'a. Another bellow cama fromn the
euffering Coker. Carne paszed the cane
to Walker,
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Bounder.

THE MAGNET

Swlipe !
“Oh! Dw! Yoo-hoop!” roared
Coker. “I'll smash you! Whoo-

hooooop I

“Poor old Coker! murmured DBob
Cherry. “What a mean he is to ask for
thingst™ . )

“He's getting off cheap!” said the
“Any prefect but Wingate
would have taken him to the Flead to be
bunked.”

“The cheapfuliesa is terrific I’ agreed
Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh.

It was quite true that Coker was get-
ting off cheap, after hjs remarkable
performance in the captain's study. But
that fact did not secin to penetrate into
Coker's golid bram.

“0h, you rotters!” ho roared. YOw,
leggo 1

Walker passed the cane to Faulkner
of the Sixth, This time the swipe was
lighter, But it drow a yell from Colker.

rom or - prefect to another the cane
passed, and the swipes followed one
after anothor in swift succession.

Cokar bawled continuously. But
he ceased to struggle.  Even upon
Cokor's almost impenetrable intelli-

encoe ik was born: that, in eontering
ite warfara with the whole body of pre-
focts, he had hitten off more than he

could masticate. And the whopping
had a subduing effect. It was harvdly
necossary ta hold hun when it came fo

Wingate's twrn, at last
cane, And Wingate's
fick.
Then Coker was allowed fo rize to his
foat.

He stood wriggling.

Wingata pointed to the door.

“Cut 1" he said briefly. “And don’t
ask for any mare, L

Wilﬂp WikE & Ihla

Coker I’

Coker looked at him. He opened his
oxtensive mouth for a retort—for an
averwhelming volley of defiance. But he
did not utter it, Even Coker realised
that he had had enough, and did not
want any more,

Wi {ing‘ ocl-like, he turned to the
door. He wrigglad out. The crowd out-
side kindly subdued their merrviment as
Coker wriggled through, He wriggled
away. He was heard to gasp as he pro-
ceeded on his eellike progress up the

stairsz. He disappeay —wriggling 1
“Poor old Coker' sighed Bob
Cherry.

“Poor old silly asel™  said the
Bounder,

“I faney he won't bang Wingaie's

head again in & burry ! chuckled
Bkinner.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker of the Fifth did not veturn fo
the pames study., He went to his own
study, and slammed the door. For quite
2 long time alterwards fellows paszing
his (gu:-r heard gasping zounds from
withim,

“Owl OQooosh! Oh!
Oooogh 1™

Joker made those romavks at inier-
vals till prep.

When Poiter and Grecte came to the
study lov I”EF' they sat dewn to their
work sa usual. Cﬁi:ﬂl'rdiﬂ not, Coker
did hiz prep that evening slanding up!

h oerikey!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Strategic !

i H 1" gazped Billy Bunter.

It was the following morn-
ing, and the Greyfriars fellows
wore out aftor elass,

Havey Wharton & Co. and other
Remove fellows were punting a footer
about for exercise and warmth in tho
keen sir. The Bounder was one of the
punters—but when Bunter came out of

to handle the

the House, Emil:hyﬁleft the other [ellows,
and walked after Bunter.

Short-sighted as he was, Billy Bunter
did not fail to note that actiou on the
part of Herbert Vernon-8mith, He had
a very wary eve open for Smithy |

[t was pretty sichening, Bunter
thought, for a fellow to make so much
fuss about a cake, How many cakes
Bunter had enafiled in his fat career

A3 B gruh-rnidur. he could not haove
counted without going inte very high
figures. Smithy’s eake was, to DBunter,

a mere trifling item on a very long list.

But the Bounder seemed Leen on
taking its value out of Bunter in boot-

ing. The fact that Wingate had given
him *six,” on Bunter's sccount, per-
haps made the Bounder keener. Any-

how he had dropped into the habit of
booting Bunter at sight—which was
very unpleasant and uncomfortable for
Bunter,

Wharton, appealed to as head boy and
captain of the Hemove, undertogk to
stop  Smithy promptly, if Dunter
returned the purlomed ecake., That
seomed a fair offer, but it was uscless to
Bunter, who had Inng ago eaten the
cake, Like the dear dead days in the
old song, it was gone beyond recall

80 here was Bunter, tﬂ;rttiﬂﬁ with the
Bounder on his trail, evidently intend-
ing to boot him once more. DBunter
dodged round the old elms in the guad
in the hope that Smithy, losing sight
of him, would give 1t up and go back
to_the punt-about.

It was then that DBunter gasped
“Oh!" as be ran into & fellow who was
leaning on one of the elmsE with long
logs and large feot stretched oubt
Bunter's way.,

Billy Bunter did not ses the fellow
there till he came cutting round the
iree; and then it was too late, as he
stambled over Coker's extended and
extensive extremities

Coker of the Fifth gave him a glare.

The Fifth Form man wes leaning on
that elm in a quiet and secluded spot,
with folded arms and a frowning brow.

Coker of the Fifth did not often seek
solitude : but at the present time Coker
had weighty problems and worries on
itz mind, and he was thinking them out,
or, at all events, going through the pecu-
liar mental processes which h to
suffice Coker in lien of thinking,

Coker ha:l had a prefects’ beating!
Ile had got over the actual anguish of
that whopping; but not aver the humili-
ation thereof. Other fellows, of course,
had been beaten by prefects; but they
did not matter. When the happy man
was (loker of the Fifth, it mattered a
lot. Coker had & Taﬁua gort of fecling
that it wos time for the skies to fall.

The skies remained in their ' usual
place, however, and nﬂbﬂdf but Coker
scemed to realise how awiully serious
a thing it was that had happened.

And this was not allt The Soccer
problem remained unsolved | ]

Coler’s amazimg tactics for getting
into the first eleven for the last game
of the season had been a failure,
Coker was a sticker. and he was
sticking to the idea. DBut he waa not
thinking of repeating his vemarkable
process of banging the football cap-
tain's head to knock sense into it
Even Coker understood that that was
a chicken that would not fight.

Deep in these painful and abstruse
roblems, Coler was irritated by a fat
junior suddenly popping round the
tree on which he leaned, and falling
over his feet.  He glared at Billy
Buuter, reached at him, and gripped
lim by the back of a fat neck.
“Oh!” repeatad Bunter. *O0h1l Owl
I say—wow '® He wriggled like a fot
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frog——" began
Cokor. He hooked Buuter towards the
elm, with the obvious intention of
banging a fat head on the same.

“I—1 szav, hold on!" gasped Bunter,
“I—I[ came to speak to you, Coker!
I—I've got something to tell you!1”

Luckily for Bunter, it was always
easy to pull Coker’s leg. And a regard
for wveracity had never been one o
Bunter's weaknosses,

“Well, whati” rapped Coker. “If
it's from Wingate, you can go back and
I:E:IIE him, from me, to go and boil him-
m !T:I

“I—1 say, it's Smithy—"

“Smithy 1" repeated Coker. “Do
vou mean that cheeky young scoundrel,
Tarnon-Smith '

Coker

jelly in Coker's powerful grip.
28T, Coker-——"
Y

on fat, clums

lared as he inguired: It was
Vernon-8mith who had barged in, the
day before, in Wingate’s study. But
for that intervention, Coker’s remark.
able stunt might have been & success—
in Coker's opilnion, at least.

"Ohl  Yesl” gasped Bunter. *I
say, he—he savas he's going to barge you
over again, Coker, same as he did
vesterday in Wingate's study.”

“Doea he?” gasped Coker.

“Hig = his very wordsa!” gasped
Bunter. * And-—and he's coming along
hors now to do it, Coker!®

“Well, my hat!"” ejaculated Coker,
in amazement and gathering wrath.

He released Bunter’s fat neck, and
glared round. If Bmithy of the Re-
move really was thinking of repeating
that performance, Coker was exactly in
the mood to give him what he deserved.

Glaring round, he sighted Herbert
Vernon-5mith.

The Bounder came through the elms
looking about him, clearly 1n search of
somebody.

That ho was looking for Bunter did
not occur to Coker. And Dunter wos
not likely to tell him.

o say, there he is, Coler!™
gasped the fat Owl, “I—I say, he
says he's going to barge vou over, and
—an ang your hecad, like you did
Wingate's, and—and—"'

“I'll give him & chance 1" said Coker

TLIM
E H

——

Iy.
l{ here you are!” exclaimed the
Bounder, catching sight of Bunter
under the elm; and he camec on at o
run  towards the fut junior — and,
naturally, towarda Coker of the Fifth,
too.

Bunter grinned breathlessly.

He did not think that he was in much

danger from Bmithy now. It was
8mithy who was in danger.
Coker strode to meet him, and

grabbed at him. The Bounder gave an
angry yoell as, he was grabbed.

“Let go, you foel! [—" i

“Darge me over, will you?" grinned
Cokor savagely., "Baug my head on
the ground—what? Well, ggt on with
1"

“You silly chump, leggo!™

“I faney I'm going to do the barging.
Like that!"”’ said Coker. And the
Bounder, struggling furiougly, went
over in his grasp, and sprawled on the
ground.

“ Ho, he, he!” came breothlessly from
Billy Bunter.

“Whose napper i3 going to be banged,
do you think?" inguired Coker. ™ Yours
or mine, what? Ha, ha, ha!"

Bang!

“ Yoo-hoop!” yelled Vernon-8mith.

Bang !

“0h, guml!” shricked the Dounder.
"You mad idiot, leggo !”

Bang |

“Yarooh "

“He, ho, hel” chortled Bunter, and
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he rolled away, chortling, and leaving
Coker of the Fifth still banging.

The Bounder struggled [rantically,
his wild yells ringing far and wide.
But he was no match for the hefty
Horace,

Bang, bang, bang! went his hapless
nead on the hard, unsympathetic earth.
“Thet encugh?” grinned Coker.
*“Think you'd like to start banging my
head now—what? Waiting for you to

f try it on, Ha, ha, ha! Next time you
brag that you'ro going to barge me
over and bang my head-—"

“You slly idiot!” howled Vernon-

Smith. “I never—"

“0Oh, don't tell crammers!” snapped
Coker. “I had it from Bunter, and he
told me every word you said | And—"

“You born idiot! I never—"

“That's enough I” said Coker. *Next
tung I hear you've been bragging that
you'll bang my head, I'll give vou some
more.  That will do to go on with!
Take it as a tip!”

Coker walked away, leavin
sunith gasping for breath and rubbing
his head. It was two or three minutes
before Smithy felt equal to getting after
Lunter again. But by that time the
ustute Owl had vanished into space.

e——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Big Idea!

L AUCE for the goose—="
“Eh?t"
“Is sauce for the pander!™
sald Coker.

Potter and Creene, of the Fifth, did
not know what Coker was driving at.
Neither did they want to Lknow.
they did not inguire.

ut it booted not.
all "tihf sAMe.

“That nss went on
Coker.

“Oh dear!” murmured DPotter. He
almost meaned.

Potter and Greene had come up to
the studg to tea. 'They had been glad
to see Coker there. Coker generally
stood tea In that study, and gencrally
on a lavish scale.

But if Coker was going to talk foot-
hall, and air hLis gricvances on  that
subject, Potter and Creene felt that
rt]:-ﬂra‘ was & limit to human endurance.
i::uﬂn Hall :.:E pn;,rierublﬂ.

“it's no g talking to the fool 1™
said Coker. “Whether it's jealousy of
a better man, or

Vernon-

Coker told them,

Wingate—

S0 surdonie laughs.

i

" ¥You see—" went on Coker.

“Whet about tea?" asked Potter.
And Greene nodded, If they had to
stand Coker's jaw, they felt that they
were entitled to stand it over tea.
Standing it for nothing was eltogether
too much to ask of any fellow.

* Never mind tea,” said Coker care-
lessly. “This is important! As I said,
sauce for the goose 13 sauce for the
gander. I'm lefe out! Well, f Win-
gate leaves me out of the St. Jun's
match, suppose Jeave him  out?
Whal? BSauce for the gander, see?”

Potter and Greene looked at Coker
rather anxiously. This sounded to them
r3 if old Horace had, at long last, gone
right off his rocker.

Vingate, as football captain, could
leave a man out. How Coker, who was
net in the team at all, could leave a
tan out, was & mystery koown only to
the remarkable intelligence of Horace
Jumnes Coker.

“Did—did—did you say leave Win-
gate out? stammerced Potter.

“Just that!” agreed Coker,
for the pander, what? One
deserves another—so does ono

“ Bauce
ood turn
ad turn!

'EDE‘?”

“And—and how?” gasped Greene.
"Have they made you football captain

this  afternoon while we weren't
looking ?™
“Don't be an ass, Greens! Kick-off

to-morrow’s ot two-thirty,” said Coker.
“I dare say you know that, Potter, as
that fool, Wingate, has been ernss idiot

enough to put you in the team! FPut
you in—and left me out—ha, ho!”
Coker lsughed—ono of those bitter,

“Well, suppose Win-
pate doesn't turn up on Big Side at
two-thirty to-morrew! He will be left
out, I fancy.”

“But ho will turn up, old chap,” said
Potter soothingly, as 1f lic were speak-
ing to a child, * That's all right.”

:: IE.I;ng:ght bo stopped ! said Coker.

T 1.:.'

*“ What !™ ]

“That's the big idea!” said Coker,
while his dumbfound~d friends gazed at
him open-mouthed. * That's what I've
thought out! Suppose, say an hour or
50 before the match, Wingate 13
collared-—"

“* Kik-kik-collared—"

“Rolled off to a box-roomn——"

“To a bib-bib-box-roomn——"

(Confinued on next page.)

sheer orass
stupidity, I don't
know, and it does

not matter much,
for it comes to the
Bame thing. I'm
left ount.”

“Oh! Yes!" said
Potter. “Coming
down, Greeney

“Don't gal” said
Coker. “I've been
waiting for you
chaps. I want vour
help in 8 Iittle
matter I've got in
mind. I've boon
thinking this out,
and you fellows wili
be uscful—the lion
and the mouse over |
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agaitt, yvou Lknow."

Potter and Greeno
edged towards Lhe
door. They did not
seem keen on ﬂ]a_r-
ing mice to Coker's
lion 1

“ I said don't go I”
remarked Coker.

They halted dis-
piritedly,
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. Coker.

Id

“And fied to & trunk or some-
ihing—**

“0h crike

“With.a l.‘l{l:lﬂﬂr over' his jaws to keep
him quiet—"

*0Oh, jiminy *

H" Whutd ab&utb%ﬁ” asl;:d CUkEI;:i

a garcd comp v at Potter an
Greene, “Sauce fop - the jolly old
gpander! He leaves ano out! T leave
him out! What do fpu think of-that?”

Potter and Greene did-not state what
they thought of that: -They gazed help-
Im&lﬁ at the great Horace.

“He can't zay,” went on Coker, * that
he hesn't been warned! I've told him,
mora than once, thet I'm not standing
his cheeky rot any longer. We get him

L]

fixed up before the game—"

-[.l.l-

TWe—wo—yre da ™ articulated
Greene,

“Yos! I shall want you fellows to
help 1" explained Coker. “ Wingate's

reity hefty. I dare say I could handle
1im on my own—I did vesterday, in
fact ! Still, a follow ean’t be too care-
fnl! - The three of us will handle him

like & baby. We shall get him all
raﬁhtl"’
Shall we?" gasped Polter. He

seemed to doubt it. ‘
“Easy as falling off a form!” said
“Mind, I shouldn’t do this, if
it would meke any differenca in the
game,. But ong dud more or less
doesn't matter. When we've got him
fixed, Wingate may agres to do the
right thing, and put me in the team,
Ifﬂsn, n£ course, we let him go again.”

“If hoe doesn't, we keep him fixed!”
said Coker cheerfully. “See? Then
another man will be wanted. Gwynne
will captain the team if Wingate's
sway—and there’s a npnrtmﬁ chance
that he may have sense enough to plsy
nte, Theat will mean victory for Grey-
friars.® |

*Oh ﬂikef, §

. “If not, they’ll play some other dud
in  Wingato's place—iierhu.pa 'ou,
Greeney !l It won't make any differ-
mcal I meoan to say, that a team that
has chaps like you in it, Potter, hasn't
an carthly, anyvhow. You see that?”

“Oh!* gasped Potter. " Not quite!”

“Wall, you know now I've told you!”
suid Coker testily, " Now you see how
it stands. Wingate gots what he's asked

for. The teem will be improved if I'm
put in his place—or it will be just the
same mob of duds, if Greeney's put in.

No harm of any sort will be done——"

“Oh seissors !

“That,” said Coker, “is the idea., If
you fellowas have suggestions to
maks about carrying 1t out, I'm willing
io listen. Daon’t jaw too much, though.
You cheps keep on jawing, and never
talk sense.”

Potter and Greene looked at one
MRhey had d. _hithert

ey had supposed, hi o, that
they knew every kind of silly ass
Haoraca Coker was. But Coker was siill
full of surprises for his friends. Hia
exploit of the previous day had sur-
rprised them. But they had supposed
that that weas the limit—tha very out-
tide edge.  Evidently it wasn't!

* Well 7 said Coker, looking at them.
“Ifave you got it clear}”

" 0h, let's have it clear, by all means,”
?aﬁ d Potter, “Wo're to kidnap our
cotball captgin, and tie him up in a
box-room. Finel We're to leave out
iha very best footballer who ever played
Soccer at Greyfriars, and make 3t

Jun's a present of the mateh!  And
wo're to Iynched afterwards by the
team!  Anything more you'd like,
Coker ¥

" Don't forget to mention it, il there
Tre Maigrer Lisrary.—No, 1,516,
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is!” saad Greene, with deep sarcasm.
“What about knocking Wingate on the
hend with a brick 7 l'gt. would be safer!
We could bury him in a quiet =pof. in
tha Head's garden—what #¥

“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled Potter.

Coker stared at them.

“This izn't a joke 1™ he said icily.

“Your mistake, old man, it is,
said Poter. " Forget all about it!"

Coker's eyes gleamed.

“Tf that means that you're nol going
to back me up——" ha began,

“Back you up!"” repeated Potter.
“Think we're as mad as you are, old
bean? I can see myself kidnapping

1F¥

old Wingate—quite a lot.”

“Oh, & whole lot 1" chortled Greene.

Coker's jaw squared grimly. Coker
had qxpgnde.{i A lt.:.nt. of montal effort
on thinking out this masterly scheme,

which seemed to Coker the real goods. |

Ho did not expect much in tha way
of sense from Potter and Greene, but
he did expect his pals to back him up.

It seemed that he had expecied too
much.
“Now, look here!” said. Colker,

clenching his big fists in readiness for
proceading from words to setions,

“And you leok here!'’ said Potter.
“Chuck it1 If the fellows heard a
word of it, they’d come here and rag
yvou bald-headed! You can't help
being & fool 17

“What "

“But there's a limit! Wingate's the
best footballer at Greyfriars, as you'd

know, if wou knew anything about
Hoccer | ou don't 1"

“Not an atom ™ gaid Greene,
nodding. '

“If anything haﬁameﬂ to Wingsate,
the gama would a ‘goner,” said
Potter. “You don’t understand that,
because you can't understand snything,
old bean—soa ™

Coker gazed at his friends speech-
lessly,

Seldom or never did Coker hear
])Eiain English lika this in his estudy.

ut Potter and Grecna felt driven
to put it plain this time. When
Coker began to plet and plan the kid-
napping of the football captain just
before & match, it was tima for Coker
to ba told, in the plainest possible
langnage, where he got off.

“¥ou'ra laft out of the football,™
resumed Potter, “because you can’t
play Soceer. I don't believe you could
play marbles.”

“Or kiss-in-the-ring,”” said Greene.

“¥ou can play the goat, and that's
about all you ean Ipiaj,” paid Potter—
“eo0? You start plaring mad tricks on
Wingate, and we'll jolly well rcra
vou—sea? You'd haove been szmkeg
vesterday if Wingate wasn’t tha best-
tempered chap in the school. Don't
g:alrt asking for it egain. Now chuck
l Fi ]

Plain FEnglsh was of no use to
Coker. Potter and Greens were put-
ting it plain enough, as they felt
driven to do. But it was no use. Coker,
g0 far from Dbeing convinced, was not
even shaken in his opinicos. The only
effcet on him was to rouse his deep ire.

He could sec, at lcast, that Potter
and Greene weren’t going to back him
up in  earrying out this big ides.
Even Coker could understand that
And Coker glared wrath and indig-
nation,

¥1

“*¥You—you—you—=" gasped Coker.
Ha stopped. Words could not ex-
reas  his  feelings.  Actions  could.

oker rushed into actiom.

Potter and Greene generally con-
trived to dodge trouble with Coker.
But this time it was not to be dodged.

Coker came at {liem like a charging
hippopotamus.

Thyee fellows in deadly combat step-
gered about the study, }funchin?-.

Coker was poing to thrash the pair
of them. That, Coker [¢lt, was the
very least he could do. But Coker.
hefty as ha was, was hardly a match
for Potter and Greene together.

Ha landed many punches, o ro-
cetved twice o3 many. Then, suddenty
nprooted from the floor, Coker was
hurled aver, erashing.

He hit the floor with a mighty
bump. Breathlessly he rolled and
spluttered.

Potter lingered & moment, to jam
the wastepaper-basket on. hiz head.
Then he left the study with Greene.

Coker, gasping, wae leit struggling
to_get the wastepaper-basket off..

Potter and Grecea went down to Hall
to tea. Obviously thera was going to
be no spread for Potter and {reene in
Coker's study.

P ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Not & Winner ]

is SAY, you fellows!” )
Harry Wharton & Co. grinned.
Billy Bunter, as he camea ug
to them in. the quad, blinke
over one fat shoulder., sud . then over
the other fat shoulder, locking this way
and that way, like Moses of ancient
times, )

Bunter was in s state of wory
trepidation.

Thrice that day, since the incident
with Coker under the elm, the Bounder
had got after him. Eack time he had
landed a good one, before the hapless
fat Owl escaped.

Now after e¢lazs the PRBounder atill

had a sharp and wrathy ¢ye open for
Bunter.
_ Reslly Bunter might have expected
it. His astuteness in landing Coker on
Smithy had saved him, but only for
thoa moment, and it haé added to the
Bounder's ire. Smithy might, by this
time, have fargotten tgm grub raid, as
he had already dismissed from his mind
that “six " frem Wimngate, which thé
previous day had made bim o
voengeful. ;

But that benging of his head by
Coker of the Fifth had roused the
Bounder to the deepest ire. He had
8 bump or two, and an ache or two,
and & pain or two, and #o long as they
lasted Smithy found solace in booting
Bunter—and he booted him hard, and
he booted him often.

This was, of course, 2 game of which
Bunter tivred much ssoner than Smithy.
Bunter often complained that he did
not get justice. But when he got it,
Iie found it rather painful

He blinked reproachfully at five
grinning _faces through his big Epnm
tacles. #The Famous Five seemed to
vegard this game of Bunter-hunting as
amusing. Bunter regarded it as any-
thing but amusing,

“HSmithy after vou again, old fat
bean 7 asked Bob, " Look herel Why
not face the music—take s jolly good
baoting, and get it over?”

“You've asked for it, you know,”
Harry Wharton pointed out.

“The askfulness was truly terrific.”

“(h, really, you fellows!” Bunter
hiinked to right, and blinked to left
again, *“I say, I'va a jolly good mind
ta thrash that cad Smith 1

“Good wheera!” gpaid Johnny Bull
heartily, *Lat's go and lock for him
now, and we'll see fair play, TI'll hold
vour. hat I
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“ 't put down for the mateh agalnst St, Jtm’s ? ** sald Coker, **No !™ answered Wingate. * Then I'm
mlyn?t:ﬁnkguyﬂﬂ F’aﬁ?;?d ihe angry Fifth Fﬂ:ﬁ:[r. He tried to rise from the armohair, but an Invisible hand ssemed to

hold him back.

“1'il hold your jacket!” said Frank
Nugent, ]

“Well, the—the fact is——" mumbled
Bunter.

“The fact is,” remarked Bob Cherry
golemnly, **that what Bunter wants
is a chap to hold Smithy.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 could thrash
the cad, but—but—but I'm not going
to soil my hands on him. But 1 say,
I think you fellows ought to butt in.
I mean to say, you know what he did
yvesterday—gummed Wingate's armchair
all over, you know. Wingate would
havae sat in it, if that ass Coker hadn't,
Well, look here! Wingate ain't @ bad
chap, though he's a prefect.’”

“One of the best!” said Harry.
“But what about Wingata?"

“Smithy's after him again,’ eaid
Bunter. '

Harry Wharton frowned.

“If that silly ass—" he began,

“Well, he isI'" said Bunter eagerly.
“[ heard him say to—to Redwing that
ho was going to pour a pmt of ink into
Wingate's bed, for him to find when ha
turna in, I think you fellows oughi to
stop him.” . i

“Bo we jolly well willl” said Bob
Cherry. “He can rag Loder and Carne
all ke likes, but he's jolly well going to
leave Wingate alone !”

“Hear, hear!” agreed Johnny Bull.

“That’s right!” said Bunter, "I
say, vou fellows, give him a jolly good
ragging | That will stop him hunting
a fellaw—I mean, that will stop him
ragging old Wingatg:. Mop him up,

ou know ! FPunch him—see? He may

after me this very minute—l mean,
he may be mneaking off to Wingate’s
study this very minute., I heard him
tell Skinner—"

“Skinner " repeated IHarry Wharton,

“I mean Redwing|” said Bunter
hastily. “I heard him tell Redwing

TG !:Z;{I'lfllrf|'[‘i; -
Ml

D -

“ Playlng tricks like a silly fag now, what ? ' he gaspeq.

that he had the whitewash all ready.”’

“The whitewash " .

“] mean the ink. He's got it all
ready. I heard him tell Snoop—I1 mean
Skinner—that is Redwing, not ten
minutes ago. If you chaps collar him,
and jolly well rag him—~"

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Bunter, and looked at one another.
They had been very nearly taken in.
But leg-pulling was not guite o easy
with the Famous Five as with Coker
of the Fifth. They were not guite taken
in.
“¥You fat villain 1'" said Harry Whar-
ton. “You heard Smithy tell Redwing
and Skinner end Snoop—you don't
know which—and vyou don't know
whether it was ink or whitewash.
ﬁ::dd”it'a all gammon from begmmning to
2.

* Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The gammonfulness iz  terrific!”
grinned Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh,

“0h, really, Inky—""

“Where's Bmithy now " demanded
Bob.

“Eh? I don"t know. I haven't seen
him since class,” answered Bunter.
“YI've been keeping out of the brute's
way.”

“You haven't seen him sinee class!”
velled Bob, “And you heard him talk-

ing to Redwing and Skinner and
Snoop, only ten minutes ago.”

“Oh!"” gasped DBunfer, “* J—I—1
mean——"

“Yes, I know what vou mean,™ said
Harry Wharton “Yau mean that yvou
want us to 1ag Smithy and stop ham
booting you, and you've made up this
{arn .t’n pull our leg. You fat scoundiel,

“MNothing of the sort!” exclaimed
Bunter. "1 tell you 1 heard Bmithy
eay to Bolsover major—I mean Skinner
—that is, Redwing—he said he had tho

gh&c all réady te mop inte Wingatc's
afl———

“The glue? howled Johnny Bull.

“%es, o lot of glue!”

“As well as the .nk and the white-
wash | roared Uob.

“0Oht I mean ink—that is, white-
wash | No—ink 1" gasped Bunter. “J—
I meant to say white ink-~I mean white-
wash—that is, ink "

Billy Buntar balonged to the class of
persons who, proverbially, should have
good memories  But Bunter had s bad
cne. EHis fibs were innumerable but
incredible Obviously, he was trying
the saine game with the Famous Five
thet he bad tried with Coker of the
Fifth. It did not prove a winner.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportamen,”
said Bob Cherry, " Bunter's nskingh_m

i

be bumped. What about lotting
have it?”

“Good egg 1"

“I=—I-—1 say, you fellowg—"’

Bunter jumped back—too late !
The Famous Five grasped him, atil
sab him down in the quad.

Bump

“Yoo-hoop ! reared Bunter.
Bump |

“Ow!l Beasts! Yow!™

“Now,” said Bob Cherry, “did yon
hear Bmithy telling Skinner, or Snoop,
or Redwing. or Bolsover major, about
ragging Wingate i

“Owl Yes!™

Bump |1

“Ow!l Beast] Nal” yelled Buanfer.
“1 was only jig-jig-joking! Wow!l 1
haven't seen tho beast since clasa!
Wow! Leggo! Owl(”

The Famous Five, having bumped the
truth out of Bunter, walked off, guin-

ing.
Billy DBunter sat on the guad, and
gospod.
(Centinued on page 10.)
Toe Magner Lisrary.—Neo. 1,516
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COKER the
KIDNAPPER !

(Centinued from page 13}

He war in no hurrey to rise. He was
breathless, and he had a lot of weight
to lift. A Remove fellow came towards
him, and Bunter squeaked :

“1 say, Toddy, lend me a hapd!"

b & | {end you o foot!” said Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“Oh erikey!” )

It «as not Toddy—it was Smithy!
And he lost po time in lending Bunter
a foot.

The fat Ow! bounded up.

“Keen oft dgau beast!” he roared,
and he scudded.

The Bouncer, grinmng, followed on
behind, dribbling. Bunter, -

Bunter shot out of gates. Blinking
back over a fat shoulder, he saw the
Bounder shoot out after him.

“0Oh erikev I gasped DBunter. And
he went down Friardale Lane on his
highest goar.

The Bounder, grinning, turned back
into the gatewny. He had no idea of
chasin a fat Owl across country,
apnd there was pgames practice after
class that day.

Billy Bunter, in the fixed behef that
Herbert Vernon-Smith was just behind
him, darted out of the lape into the
wood, and plunged on through trees
and thickets, panting.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.

Coker's Latest]
“ ALLO, hallo, halle ™
"What's up now 1
“Trouble in the happy
family [
Harry Wherton & Co. were inter-
ested, 8o were other fellows. They
watched Coker of the Fifth with

smiling faces.

Harace Coker came out of the Honse,
in hat snd coat. spparently to go out
of gates There was a grim, stern ox-
pression on Coker's rugged features. It
was tha expression of m fallow whose
mind was grimly, sternly made wup.
Evidently Coker’s mind, such as it was,
was in that grim, stern state,

Potter and Greene were at hand. As
they wese Coker's pals and study-mates,
Coker's manuner towards them was sur-
prising.

He stared at Potter and (Greenme, a
grim, stern stare, and passed them by,
gtharwise, unregarded.

“That ass—" Potter murmured to
CGreene.

“That dummy—" Greene murmured
to Potter.

Coker, with lip curled in scorn, passed
go. He had cut his pals io gquad. He

ssed them by with scornful contempt,
ike the idle wind which he rugardpeﬂ
not. Only too plainly there waa trouble
in the happy family.

“You mer had & row in the study?”
asked Hilten of the Fifth, glancing
aftor the burly Coker, &nd then at
Potter and Greene.

“Bort of I said Potter.

“Coker's rather mad '™ said Greene.

But they guve no details. They had
been driven to sorapping with Coker,
and now he had cut ti;e-.m dead in quad ;
but they were not going to refer o the
remarkable scheme he had propounded
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in the study. They did not want old
Horace tc be lync by the senlor
footballers And something little short

f lynching would have been Coker's
fate had the first eleven men learned of
hia wonderful plan for dealing with the
football captan.

“Hallo, halln. halle! Ha's after
Wingate 1” murmuréd Beoeb  Cherry.
* Come on "

Coker of the Fifth was zeen to look
round kim, spet Wingate, and march
directly up to the Greyfriars captain.
Two or thies dozen fellows marched
after Coker, to see tho entertninment, if
Coker was going to perform again.

Wingate was standing with Gwynne
and Svhkes of the Bixth. He aflected
not to seoc  Coker., Wingate was a
iolerant fellow, and he could make
ollowances for a chap handicapped with
o brain like old Horace's. He really
did not want to have to call him up
for another prefects’ beating.

But it was impossible to ignore Coker.
Coker marched l'ight. up to him, elbow-
ing Gwynne and Sykes out of his way.

As both of them were Bixth Form
prefects, they were not, of course, to be
elbowed out of the way like common
mortals “Lhey turned expressive looks
on Colker, and Gwyone slipped an ash
down into his hand.

Unheeding, Coker fixed his eyes on
the Grevfriarc captain.

“#Jusl & word, Wingate!? he said
grufily.

"Twa if you bLke!"
amicably.

“ Look here——" bhegan Gwynne.

“ Don't interrupt me, please I rapped
Coker “TI've no time for Sixth Form
gabbla I

“ Phwat i roared Gwynne, * Why, if
I don't give yer six entively—="

Gwynne becanie more Irish than usual
when he was excited.

“Hold on, old man!” said Wingate
hastile, “Look here, Coker, don’t be
& chesky aes| What do you want?”

“Just & word, as I've smid!™
retorted Coker., "This i3 your last
chance | We play Bt Jim's to-
Morrow g

“Faor the love of Mike, don't bepgin
on that again ! implored Wingate,

T Dﬁﬂ’t Jaw E"

“Wha-a-t 1 -

“1 saig don’t faw! We play 5t
Jim's to-morrow ! resumed Coker, with
stern calmness “I'm giving vou, here
and now, your last chance of Eiﬂing the
nght thing. FPlaying me or not "

"Not I*

“That does it1"" said Coker.

He turned end walked away towards
the gates. The stern, grim look on his
rugged features was more pronounced
than ever

Wingate stared after him and smiled.
Judgimg by Coker’s look, something of
a terrtfic nature was to follow his
refusal to play that great man in
Soccer. But he did not seem alarmed.

* Look here, that cheeky fathead—"
gaid Gwynne.

“Coker can’t help being o silly sas,
old chap. Let him rip!” said Win-
%ﬂ.tﬂ pacifically. ™ After all, it’s a pity

e can’t play %mr. when he's so jolly

sald Wingate

keen. Never mind Coker.”
And the great men of the Bixth
walked away together, dismissing

Horace Coker from their lofty minds as
a trifle light as air.

Probably they would not have done
50, hed they been able to guess what
was in Coker's mind.

But that, of course. they could not

da. Even Pofter and Creene, well as
they knew their Horace, could not have
guessad his latest. It was, indeed, &
stunt that ne Greyfriars man could pos-
sibly have guessed or dreamed of. It
was the sort of thing that came caly
into Coker's mind.

Coker walked out of gates. The
crowd of fellows, who had rather ex-
pected to sce 2 surap, broke up, fesling
that Coker had disappointed them. He
had, after all, given no performance !

Grimmer and sterner was Coker's
rugged brow as he tramped down
Friardale Lane and went into the wood.

In the wood, Coker headed in a cer-
tain direction. With all his great
gifts for lomng his way, Coker remem.
bered that ~direction, &3 he had
traversed it only the day before.

He was heading for Mr. Juggins'
dugout.

Potter and Greene had failed him.
Basai;h they had refused to back up a
pal. andhing Wingate required help.
Coker had thought it out. He was
perfectly sotsfied with what he was up
to., Colier's motives were always good—
he was, inderd, quite o good fellow,
There was nothing wrong with Coker's
heart, whatever might have been said
of his head.

From Coker’s point of view, & fathead
who ought not to have been football
captain &t all was leaving our the best
footballer in the school from a match.
If that fathead was missing on the day
of the mateh, no harm would be done, as
any other fathead would be as good, or
a3 bad, in hiz place.

That was how Coker looked at it.

The fact that nobody else at Grey-
friars would have looked at it like that
made no difference to Coker. ker
was the fellow who knew: and he knew
that he wasl

Sauce for the goose was sauce for the

ander I Coker had had the sauca for
the goose, and Wingate was going to
get the sauce for the gander., As for the
conzequences, Coker did not even think
of them. He was not much given to
thinking, anyvhow. With his mind made
up, fixed and adamantine, Horace
Coker threaded his way through the
wood, heading {for the tramp's dug-
out.

Wingate, discussing the Bt. Jim's
mateh with his friends, lLittle dreamed
of what was scheduled to happen before
the ball was kicked off in that match,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Alone In the Dugout !

i EAST I hissed Billy Bunter.
His eyes gleamed throuph his
spectacles.

Having taken to the wood,
Billy Bunter {iully expected to get a
rest from the Bounder. But thers was
no rest for the wicked!)

Leaning on a beech, gurglin
breath, the fat Owl was thinking chicfly
of tea. Getting back to the school for
tea meant running the gountlet of
Smithy's boot. He did not like the
idea. But he had to get back for lock-
up, anyhow, boot or no boot. It was
quite & worrying problem. Thinking
it out, Bunter caught a rustle 1n the
thickets, as someone came towards him
through the wood.

He started like a hunted hare,

The problem, whether or not to risk
the Bounder's boot, was dismissed from

his fat mind, with that boot at hangd.

for



%unter mmediately decided potb to risk
it.

Ha detached himself from the beech,
and plinged deeper into the wood.

. Behind, there came & sound of tramp-
mg and rustling,

“ Beast | breathed Bunter.

Whoever was behind him was in-
visible. Trunks and thickets sereened
lbm from view. But he had no doubt
ihat it was Bmithy. Who else could
it bat

Anvone sing through Friardale
Wood would naturally take the foot-
path. Bunter was & good distance from
any footpath. 8o it was someone who
had » =pecial reason for cutting through
the wood In a special direction. Clearly
~to Bunter—it was Smithy, after him.

Bunter knew nothing of Jugging dug-
out—nothing of Coker's meeting wit
the tramp—nothing of Coker's resolve to
sea’ the man again. He was not likely,
therefore, to puess that it was Caoker of
the Fifth who was tramping through the
wood, off the footpaths. Smithy, and
Smithy's boot, haunted hizs fat mind.
He had not the slightest doubt that the
ireful Bounder had pursued him down
Friardale Lung, seen him cub into the
wood, and cut after him.

He plunged and scrambled on.

%,qatmg m the guad was enough—
but 1t was likely to be worse here. In
rhe guad, plenty of fellows would stop

Smithy, if he went too far, a3 Wingate
had stopped him the day before. Here
there was nobody to stop him. And,

remempering how Coker had banged
Smithy's head, Banter felt a deep alarm
at getting ﬁrahhed by the wvengeful
Bounder, with no one else at hand.

Ho gasped and scrambled on.

Behind him, every moment or so,
came a rustle, or s brushing, or a tramp-
ing sound Th: pursuer did not seem to
be hurrying to rin him down. But he
was coming on after Bunter.

Breatllessly, the scared fat Quwl
ithfeaded his onward way.

There was no path, but there zeemed
to be a sort of track, winding among the
trees and bushes.  Here and there o
muddy footmark was visible,

This was, in fact, Mr. Jugging' routs,
when he left his den, and Juggina had,
as it ware, blazed a traill It was
casier to follow that track than to
scramble through clinging bush and
bramble, and Bunter followed it—never
guessing that he was, for that very
reason, certain to be followed by the
fellow behind.

Bunter's fat littla legs ached with
exertion. It wes a cold day, but the fat
Owl's brow was bedewed with perspira-
tion. But he dared not halt. 'This per-
«istent pursuit showed how determined
=mithy was to run him down. Tho fat
Owl was thinking only of escape.

IHo blinked to and fro, like & scerved
rahbit, for a ible hiding-place. If
only he eould lia low, and let that beast
poss unseen, it would ba 21l right.

Suddenly Bunter spolted just what he
wanted.

ile came to & halt, panting for breath,
under s large tree, and blinked through
hiatﬁig spectacles at an opening in the
earEn.

He blinked st it in surpriee. It
looked like & wild animal’s den, but was
on oo lavge @ scale for ang animal to ba
found in Friardale Wood. It might
have been & wolf's lair, bt for the cir-
cumstance that it was a thonsand yeers
oy so sin¢e wolves lind roamed round
Friardale. ]

Whatever it was, it was a port for
Bunter. Ha stooped and plunged into
tha -::nrmnmaﬁaunder mw.'nrm? boughs and
branches that had been laid topeiber
for a rude rool.
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To Dis further surprise, it was guite
warm witlin.

e blinked round him 1n darkness,
But as his eyes became accustomed to
it, 1t was not sa dark.

Ho made out several old eoats and
ragged vugs spread on the earthen
floor. Fla discerned a perforated pail,
in whieh a2 mass of dead embera lay,
with & faint red glow. This acepunted
for the warmth. ‘

Somebody had been camping there.
Bunter understood that now. Some
tramp, without doubt. The man was
absent now—but he had been thera,
Bunter had barged into that retreat
when there wasz nobody at home, )

Footsteps, and rvusthng, camo to his
fat cars again. He listened, with pal-
pitating heart.

If the beast passed on, without guess-
ing that he had taken cover, well and
good. He woulkl be able {o cot back to
the school, leaving Smithy still hunting
for him in the wood.

Tho footsteps stopped,

They stopped quite close to the open-
ing of the lfair. Billy Bunter barely
suppressed a squeak of terror. He was
run’ down |

Hea expected, the next moment, to see
the Bounder. ducking his head and
i:mm::ﬁ i, .

A shadow darkened the uﬁamzng of
the dugout. Billy Bunter backed to the
extreme limit of the dugout. Crumpled
u? in the [arther corner, he drew ons
of the old coats over him, gnd hoped
for the best,

Footsteps again !

The beast had stepped in. A voice
called, coming faintly, in mufled tones,
to Bunter, through the old coat that
covered him. ut he mads out the
words, though tho voice was not clear
enough for recognition,

“Are you theref

He was not likely to answer,
squatted silent under the cld coat.

Ho heard an annoyed grunt. Then

more footsteps—ihe beast was going!
It seceind too good to be true—but he
wWas ﬂm%!
Half-suffocated under the oxtremely
unclean old coat he had dragged over
himself, Bunter listened, and then threw
the coab aside.

Ha was alone in the dugout.

In the dark interior he had not been
spotted. If s glancing eye had noted
that frowsy old coat at all, it had not
noted that it covered a fat junior.

Bunter gasped with relief.

Ha crept back to the entrance. Bug
hefore he rcached it, he stopped. 1le
heard footsteps outzide,

The beast had stepped into the dog-
out, and stegm-d out again; but he had
not gone, He was pacing to and fro.

Did he guess that Bunter was hidden
somnewhore about? It locked lhike it,
for the pacing footsteps never went far
from the opening. The heast was walk-
ing up and down therc, as if waiting
for soimmehody.

“ PBeast I hissed Dunter.

Ile waited.

Surely the brute would go! But he
did not go. Buntey could not see him,
lut he could hear his steady pacing to
add fro. It did not eress his fat mind
to Joubt that it was tha Bonnder,

A quarvter of an hour passed—half an
howr—on  Jeaden wings to  DBunter.
Several times ha heard an impatient
grunt from the fellow pacing ontside,

Billy Bunter was getting desperate,
He almost made up hia gﬂ-t mind o
attempt a sudden belt. But not quite,

Then, suddenly, the pacing footsteps
copeed,. He heard a voice: -

He

“h, hera you arel Bother you, I've

V7

been waiting for you bhalf an hour or
maora [

Billy Bunter's head alinost turned
round with astonishment,

It was the fellow outside who was
speaking,.  But it was not Vernom-
Hmith's voice. It was the vowce of
Coker of the Fifth,

It dawned on Bunter that it had been
Coker all the time! It was not the
‘Bounder ot alll Still, he could not pos-
sibly have guessed that, as hie had not
the remotest idea that Coker had an
husiness in Friardale Wood, or, indeed,
thaet the great Horaco had gone out of
gates at all,

An answering voice came:

“Ho! You agin, blow yer!”

It was o l’ﬂ\lf , gruff voice, in surly,
savage tones. It seemed to-Bunter that
ho had heard it before somowhere. -

“¥es. You needn't be afraid,” went
on Coker's voire scornfully. “"I'm not
going to hit you, you fooll Come here,
Juggina! I've got something to say to
you-—nand it may ba worth that pound
you Azked me for vesterday. Don't be
a fooll I've come hero specielly to zee
you, and I’ve been waiting for you, as
you weren't in that filthy den of yours.”

Billy Bunter wondercd whether he
waos droaming this |

— e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Startling News !

LBERT JUGGINS stared ot the
Greyiriars Fifth Former.

'The dingy, tattered tramp had

a tattered bag under his arm,

contoining, no doubt, the various odds

and ends that he had been collecting

during the dey—unconsidercd trifles

that he had snapped wp. Coming home,

Mr. Juggins cortainly had never

dreamed of finding Coker hanging about
his front door, )

Had he been aware of that, Juggins
would not have come slone. 1le would
have brought a pal or two with him,
and Coker would have met with a dis-
agrecable surprise. :

As it was, however, Juggins cama
alone, and though he scowled at Coker,
he made no other hostile demonstration.
It was twenty-four hours since Coker's
leg-of-mutton fist had smitten Lus noss;
but thera was still s lingering pain in
the spot. Juggina did not want ancther
added to it ]

Hea hesitated te opproach, eyein
Coker wolfishly and dubionsly—en
Horaco glared at him with angry
1npatience. )

“Come on, you silly chump|” szid
Coker. “Think I'vo como here to bash
y?n.’ or what? What arve you afwaid
aof ¥

Juggina was afraid of Coker's big
fist. But he realised that, for some un-
acconntabla reason, Coker was there to
speak to him, not with hostile intent. So
he camo on, and stopped ot the dug-

out.

1la pitched his bag in at the entrance;
and a fat junior, crouching within, just
dodged it with his fat head, as it How
in.

Then Juggins faced Coker, with surly
inquiry in his stubbly faca.

“Wotcher want with a Dbloke? he
ashed.

Jugping wae: curious to learn that. 2o
was HBilly Bunter. ;

The fat junior, hidden in the dugout,
listened with all his fat earca !

Coker’s present procecdings wers fo
utterly amazing -that a less inquisitive
fellaw than Bunter might have felt
Curious.

Neither Coker nor Jugginas knew thet
T'iie MacHer Lisrany.—No 1,516,
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he was there; and the Peeping Tom of
Greviriars listened with intent interest,

"suat listen 1 grunted Coker. 1 sup-
g_ose }yau"d like to earn & pound or two !

ou louk as if you could do with them.”

“I believe youl” assented Juggins.

Had he been able to handle Horace
Coker he would have earned a pound or
two on the spot.

“I'll tell you what youw're to do,
then 1" said Cokor. " A week or two ago
you were hanging about the school, and

ou saw & lot of the fellows. You'd
now Wingate, the captain of the school,
if you saw him again?”
I know him all right”

“I want you to bag him.”

Mr. Juigma jumped.

“Ehi" he ejaculated.

“Not you alone,” snapped Coker;
“you couldn’t handle half of him [ Get
a couple of blighters of your own kidney
to help; some of that gang you had wilh
vou when I saw you about the school—
gea? Three of vyou ought to be able to
handle the chap. Got that?”

The broken-nosed tramp
blankly at Coker.

Billy Bunter, in the dugout, repressed
8 squeak of sheer amazement.

He had wondered, with keen curimitf,
what he was going to hear. Coertainly
he had never dreamed of hearing any-
thing like this. ;

“Bust my buttons ! said Juggins., *1

et you, sir! You've 'ad & row with
that young bloke at your zchool, and yon
can't 'andle him, and you want a bloko
to bash 'im for youl get you 1"

Coker looked at the man grimly.

“You bash him,” he said, "and I'll
come after you, mnd bash you fast
onough, and bash you so hard that you
v.'c:‘nghl:%a”ahie to crawl for a week.”

“It's nothing of the kind, as you'd
undorstand if you weren't a putrid,
thick-headed idiot | said Coker pelitely,
“Listen to me and den't jaw ! Wingate
has got to be collared, and kept away
from the school to-morrow afternoon.
That's all! If he's hurt, I'll hurt you
{g;!:.l Enﬂugh, and see you seut to chokey,

“ Bust my biuttons 1 said Mr. Juggins.

"1 was going to handle this matter
myeclf,” went on Coker; *“but my
friends have let me down, and 1 thought
of you. [ want the chap bagged, and
kept out of sight for a foew hours, That

atored

den of yours is just the place. I'll pay
oL, course and your friends, for
elping.”

“Sort of & practical joke, you mean
asked the mystified Juggins.

“No. There's a football match at the
school,” explained Caker. ™I want Win-
gate to tniss it, that's all.”

“My cye ! said Juggins.

“That chap Wingato is football cap-
tain. He's left mo out of the game, so
I'm da'ﬂmg to leave him out! Under-
gtand now

“Oh 1" said Juggins.

“Just watch for him, pin him, and
walk him off, and keep him here till five
o'clock to-morrow afternoon,” continued
Coker, " If yvou huart hyn, I'll come after
you and smath you! He's a good chap,
and I hke him—"

L3 Eh ihi]

“But he's a fool 1™ said Coker. “"He'a
such & fool that ho can't get it into his
head that I ought to be in the first
eloven. I like him personally, as every-
body does; bBut I'm fed-up with his
playing the fool, leaving me out of
matches, and all that, and 'm going to
teach him & lossont I've got to miss the
game to-motrow—and Wingate's got {o
miss it, too. Seel”

Juggins did not quite sce.
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Hea knew little of football, litile of
schools, and was not in the least inter-
ested in either., But he did see that
Colier wanted to enlist his services, and
was prepared to pay cash for the same.
That interested Juggins, Bo long as ib
was not work that was required, Jguggma
was ready to earn money.

Billy Bunter, hidden in the dugout,
was as interested as Jug?inﬁ-. But he
was fecling uneasy as well as fearfully
interested.

From Coker’s words, Bunter learned
that that dugout was Jugging' den.
20, when this peculiar interview was
over, it was probable that Juggins would
entar.

What he would do te Bunter if he
found him there was a rather painful
question. It was a still more painful
question what Coker would do if he
discovered that Bunter had overheard
his amazing plot.

The fat Owl wished himself anywhere
else. But there he was—and there he
had to stayl ] .

“I get you, sir,” said Juggins; “and
ma and my pals will do it for a fi'pun
note, and glad I*

Hoe eyed Coker furtively. Coker
locked as if he was good for that sum,
and as if he was fool ecnough to part
with it. Juggins hoped that he had
ludiged him correctly.

He had |

Coker nodded carelessly,

Coker had plenty of money, and he
was not the fellow to haggle.

“All right, if you carry out orders
exactly,"” said Coker. " First of all, the
chap's not to be hurt. Any bashing,
and you'll get bashed pretty hard, I can
tell you! Just pin him—thres of vou.
Get him here, and sit on him, or tie him
up, till the time to let him go. That's
the lot."

“'Ow'll we get "old of 'im?” asked
Juggins. “ You ain’t asking us to walk
into the school gnd pick him up under
the heyes of the other coveysit”

“Don’t ba a silly ass!” said Coker.
“0Of course not! That part's perfectly
easy. You know that coppice by the
river, near the school gatus—the place
where that big oak is?”

“1 know 1t.’

“Be there early in the afternoon, with
vour friends. You'll find Wingate on
the spot. I can fix that "

“ Fasy, sir, if 1t's like that 1" assented
Mr. Juggins. “Wse con walk him off
from there, in the wood all the time, and
get him ere, I'll get Jimmy and Ike to
elp, and we'll get "1m all right 1™

= "I‘hut‘s_, settled, then 1" said Coler.

Ha amiled with satisfaction. All, it
seemed to Coker, was going well. Win-
gate was going to have the lesson that,
in Coker's opinton, he soraly needed.
What other follows would have thought
of this did not worry Coker. Coler was
satisfied wilth his preceedings, and when
Coker was satisfied, all was satisfectory !

“0K., sirl” said Jupgins, “I'll get
elong to the Peal of Bells now, and sec
my pals about it, andefix it up. I'm
your man, sircl"

Billy Bunter, in the dugout, grinned.
If Juggins got along to the Peal of
Bells without entering his don, that was
the fat Owl's chance!

Ha listened. There wae & sound of re-
treating foolsteps. A munnur of voices
cawne to his fat cars, dying away.

Bunter peercd gautiously sut.

Jugeins and Coker were at a dictance,
their backs turned. CUolker, apparently,
was going slong with the tramp, to give
him a few more instructions.

But gz Jugging disappeared Erom sight
in the trees, Coker turned back. Billy
Bunter popped his head back like that
of a torfoise into 1ta shell,

Coker's heavy footsteps passed the
dugout.

They died away again in the direction
of Friardale Lane,

Once more Bunter peered out.

Coker was gone.

Jugging had departed in one direction,
Coker in another. Both had disap-
peared.

In great relief, the fat Owl of the
Remove crawled out of the lair. He
grinned as he started in the same direc-
tion as Coker—at a very leisurely pace,
however, anxious not to overteka the
Fifth Former.

“0Oh erikey !” breathed Bunter,

His eyes gleamed behind his spec-
tacles. Bunter liked to be the purveyor
of startling news. He had news now,
g0 startling thot it would make the
fellows fairly jump. He was anxious to
get going with it. He forgot even his
ungasy dread of the Bounder’s boob in
his eaperness to startle and thrill the
Remove fellowe with that amazing
narrative. In happy anticipation of the
sensation he was going to make, Bunter
rolled on to the school.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Doubting Thomases !

il QDDY, eld mani”
“Had it!" answered DPeter
Todd.
Had what?"

“Eh?

*Tea 1

‘Billy Bunter gave him a glare through
his spectacles. Past tea-time as it w
tBunt&r, for once, was not thinking
ea.

Peter was the first Remove man he
saw as he rolled in at the gates, So he
hooked on to Peter, to tell him first,
Really end tru!j.', he was not thinking
of sticking Toddy for tea=he waz only
thinking of astomshing and thrilling him
with the news of Coker's plat.

“*You silly nss!” said Bunter. “Dlow
tee! I zay, Poter, what do you think?”

“1 think you're after & feed—"

“Beast | I say, Peter, do listen to a
chep! I say, I've discovered an awful
plot [ said Bunter impressively.

“Go hon!™ said Peter. He did not
seem impressed,

";ngata’s going to be kidnapped,
an SR |

L] Eh?”

“Coker's doing if—=—-"

“What 1

“And I'm the only fellow who knowa!”
said Bunter.

Peter Todd looked at the fat Owl
He looked st hitn expressively.

Bunter had cxpected that statement
to be startling. It was, in fact, a little
too startling for DPeter Todd., Like
Thomas of old, he doubted !

Billy Bunter was well known—indeed,
celebrated, for his yarns. Facts had
little apﬁ}ml for Bunter. They were too
tame. hen Bunter had a tale to tell,
he relicd chiefly on his fat imagination.
Nobody, of course, ever believed Bunter,
Indeed, it was said in the Remove that
if Bunter stated thet it was roining, a
fellow had to look out of the window
before he believed it

Peter Todd pazed at him e
believed DBunter’s astounding stotemoent
just about as much as he would have
believed had Bunter staled that DBp
Queleh was going to kidnap the Head,

“¥ou burbling, blithering, frumptious
bandersnateh '™ said Toddy., " Do you
think you can pull my leg, and to that
extent ¥ Have vou been to the filins#"

“0Oh. really, Toddy—"

“ Fathead ! said Tndclf'. “Ass!”

He walked sway—totally unthrilied.
So far from being thrilled, ko only
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With Vernon-Smith hard on his trall, Billy Bunter dodged round the old elm. He did not see a pair of large leet strotcked

out before him until he tripped over them.

sopposed that the fat Owl was spin-
ming o more 1diotic yarn than uwaual.

“Beast ! hooted Bunter,

Ho rolled on to the House. Coker of
the Fifth was standing in the doorway-
he was back long hefore Bunter.

Bunter gave him an uneasy blink. If

Coker guessad what he knew But
Coker could not, of course, guess any-
thing of the kind, and he did not even

look at Bunter. A fat junior was miles
from Coker's notice.

The Owl of tha Remove rolled past
him rather hastily, however. He went
up to the Remove passage. Vernon-
Smith and Tom Redwing were talkin
together on the landing. At sight o
Bunter, 8mithy made 2 movement-——ar:l
Redwing caught him by the arm.

Bunter rolled past rapidly, and
arrived at Study No. 1. The door was
half open, and voices within revealed
that the study was populated.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers there,
having had a rather late tea after games
pracsice.

Bunter rolled in hastily and chut the
door.

“I say, you fellows,” he began, I say,
what do you think? [ say, sou'll be
jolly surprised. What do you think
C'oker's up ta??

The Famous Five smiled. They were

repared to hear that the fathead of the
*ifth was “up ® to almost anything!

_ “Halle, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “What's jolly old Coker's
latest "

“Asking for another prefects’ bozat-
ing 2 grinned Jobnny Bull.

*You'd never guess!” said Bunter.

“YWell, tell us, and sava the trouble ™
suggested Harry Wharton.,

“* Kidnap ini Wingate 1™ zaid Bunter.

“Kik - kiﬁ - kidnapping  Wingate [
wunttered Bob,

“That's it!” said Bunter.

He hblinked rather anxiously at the
Famous Wive. Peter Todd had refused

to be thrilled. He hoped for better luck
il Biudy Neo. 1. : :

But there was no sign of a thnill. The
chums of the Remove stared at him
blankly. Like T-:rddi, they were under-

studying Doubting Thomas!
“You howling ass!” eaid TFrank
Nugent. “Mad (™

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“The I_E:»othfu]nesa iz terrific [
marked Hnorrea Jamset Ram Singh,

“0Oh, really, Inky—m-»*"

“Been to the Alma?” asked Wharton
—the very question that Peter Todd had

re-

ashed. .
“Oh, really, Wharton! I s=ay, it's

true!™ sald Bunter. “T'll tell you all

about it. Somebody will have to butt

in, you know, and frustrete his knavish
tricke. 'The game 13 to keep Wingate
away from the football match to-
morrow. Coker's planned the whole
thing, and T heard him."”

“ Better not let Coker hear you =zaying
so !” advised Johnny Bulll “There
would be a dead porpoise lying about
zoon afterwards.”

“Oh, really, Bull!l I zay, you fellows,

ou remember that tramp, named

uggins, that you had that shindy with
—lim and his gan M

“Well, what about Juggins?™

“Ha's in it with Coker,” explained
Bunter. “I heard thoe whole plot. I
was lying—="

“Wrong tense!™ =aid Bob Cherry.

“Eht Wharrer you mean?”

“You should use the present tense.

YTou are lying !” explained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Peast! 1 was lying~——" hooted
Bunter.

“I think we can believe that muchi®
interrupted the captain of the Remove.
“¥You were lving, and are lying; you
never do anything elsa”

“I was lying in a sort of cave under a
tree in Friardale Wood——"

““ Qb ! " he gasped, as he weni with a thud fo the ground.

__“Queer place to pick for telling lies
ml”

1 don't mesn I was lying, you idiot, 1
mean I was lying—lying in cover, you
know, out of sight of those villains |
howled Bunter. ‘I wasn't going to let
them see me, of course., I was |ying in
that dugout——"

““ And now you're lying in our study?”

T tell vou 1t's true ! shrieked Bunter.
"I thought Smithy was after me, and
dodged into that den out of sight. But
it was Coker, and -'Fug%ma came up, and
then I heard it all. He said he would
give him five pounds if ho got him and
took him to that epot and sat on him,
and he wasn't to let him po till after
the football match, and he said he——"'

“Cut out a few of the pronouns ™ su
gested Bob, “You're getting a bit
mixed. Who's he and whe's him ¥

“1 wish you'd let a_fellow speak.
Colter knews that man Juggins=knows
him_jolly wel—">

““Sort of pal a GreyIriars fellow would
have I agreed Bob, - Has Ccker asked
him to tes in his study?”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ roared the juniora

The door apened, and Herbert Vernon-
Smith looked in. Billy Bunter promptly
backed out of reach. But the Bounder
glanced at the Famouns Five.

“*¥ou can be heard up the passage”™
he remavked. *“ What's the tremendons
joket®

“0Oh, coma in, Smithy " said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “You, too, Reddy|
Bunter's going strong this time.”™

“He's been to the films, and come back
stacked with it1" explained Bob. *He
thinks that things that happen on films
happen in real lLife, too.”

“1 haven't been to the flms!” velled
Bunter. “I’ve been in Friardale Wood,
You saw me going out, Emit-hﬁf

“1 did!” agreed the Bounder, “I
helped you out, with my boot! Therc's
somo more to come, tool”

TiE MAGNET ARY.—No. 1,516
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“Beazt! I sav, vou fellows, this is
eerious ¥ exclaimed DBunter, in slmost
tearful earpest. Do you want Wingate
to bo bagged by a gaug of tramps and
Lept sway from the 3f. Jim's malch

to-morrow '

“{¢h, gad!” gas?ﬂd tha Bounder,
etering at Bunier. “Is he right off his
rocker ™

“That's the wvarn he's spinning !®
chuckled Bob, “Hg fancies we're going
to believe it—don't you, Bunty?”

“It's true!” shricked Dunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I heard Coker of the Fifth plotting
it with Jugmins!” yvelled Bunter. ® He's
going to stand him a fiver to bag Win-
gate toanorrow and keep him away
from the football,”

"o it 1Y sard Nugent, laughing,

“Ha, ha, his!" roared the Bounder,
and Tom Redwing chuckled. *This is
rich—even for Bunter! Pile it on, old
fat man!"

“1 say, yvou fellows, 1 heard every
word—" wailed Bunter.

“AL the talkies?" asked Bob.

“MNo!” howled Bunter. ™ In that dug-
out in Friordale Wood., You can go
there and see the place, if you like—it's
about halt-wav between Frinrdale Lane
and the FPegg road, and-—and I tell you
I was there and heard them, and he said
that if he huc?ged kim and kept him
away he would——"

“Pop many * he's ' 1" said Bob, “Sort
'em out "

"Coker, vou fathead, Coker zaid that
he would pay him—I mecan Juggins—a
fiver for bagging lim——"

“Bagging Coler?™
“No, you ass—Wingate! Aond he
sald—"

“Wingate said

“No!" shricked Bunter. " Wingate
wasn't there, of course ! Coker said—"

“Coker wasn't there, either. I fancy I

rinned Johnny Ball,  “Neither was

uggins!  And you weren't, you fat
fibber !

“If you fellows don't belicve me——"
, “Feliaw you " gasped Bob., “Oh, my
'ln-t- ‘:H'

“1 heayd every word! If somebody
docsn’t butt in, Wingate will be kid-
Eapped to-morrow, and hiked off to that

en_.'}

“&p probable !" ehortled the Bounder,
“I can see Juggmms walking in and
kidnapping Wingate—szax, in the
nhar}:fin%vmnm "

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Or in the muddle of the qued !
grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, hat™

“T1 say, vou fellows, he said he'd got
that fixed all right, and he was to get
him in the coppice=—I mcan, Coker said
that. Wingate is to be bagged after
dinner to-morrow in that coppies whero
that old ook js=—"

“And he's going there specially 17
asked Vernon-Bmith,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ o
“Wingate's o good-natured. obliging
sovt of chap!®™ remarked Harry

Wharton, “But I can’t see iin walking
cut to a lonely spot just before a Soceer
match, specially to be hidnapped by a
tramp! It seems sort of improbable,*

I 4, ha‘ ha I

“Well, that's what Coker said!™
howled Bunter. I don't know how he's
poing to do it, but tiat’s what he said,
and Juggins agreed. I heard every
word the awful villams said.”

“Ha, hn, ha ¥

The deseription of Horace Coker as
an awful villain made the juniors vell
Coker was every known and unknown
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kind of ass, but, really, villainy was not
in his lino at all

* Bleased if T see anything to cackle
at1” rosred Bunter. "I think t jolly
soripus, kidnapping the captain of the
school—"

“Jolly serious, if true ™ chuckled Bob.
“Now, if vou've fimished sour funny
stary, ald fet man, roll off. Smithy's
waiting to help yvou out.”

“1 say, vou fellows—"

*Chuck it, fathead !” said the captain
of the Hemove. *If you want to spin
& yarn, can’t you try to make it a bit
probable "

Billy Bunter glared at the hilarious
Removites with a glare that might have
cracked his spectacles.

This was a blow to Bunter! Evidently
there were not going to be any thrills !
Nobody believed & word of it, or
thought of believing o word of it! Onl
that afterinoon Bunter had told the tale
to the Famous Five with Smithy as the
villain of the piece! Now he was tell-
ing the tale with Coker as the villain of
the plece ] That was alll :

“Have you been grub-raiding
Coker's study 7" asked Nugent.

“No " howled Bunter.

“He hasn't kicked you "

“MNo, you fathead 1V

“Then why are you spinning Lhis yarn
about him 1"

“It's true " shrieked Bunter.

F:I'h-a Bounder winked at the Famous
1ve,

“TIf it's true, let’s go and cee Coker
about it!" he suggested. * Bunter can
gome with us and denocunce the kid-
nepping villain!  What ¥

“Ha, ha, ha! Let'sl”

I—I say, vou fellows, I—I'd rather
not see Coker 1" exclaimed Billy Dunter,
in alarm. " He would be fearfully shirty
—he would piteh into a chap ! y
rather not sce Coker about it——"

“*1 fency not!" said Harry Wharton,
langhing.

“Hardly ! grinned Johnoy Bull

“But, I say, vou fellows—-"

“You'll see Coker about it, fast
enough, if he hears you've been spinning
such & yarn about him!” said Boh.
“You'd better make vour will first of
vou're going on with it ¥

“"Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Beast ¥ 1

"And now—"" szaid Bmithy, lifting
his foot.

Bunter dodged—too late. There waa
a heavy thud, and the fat Owl roared.
Ele jumped for the door, and there was
another thnd as he jumped. A yell
floated back as Bunter disappeared up
the peesage. And there was laughter in
Study No. 1, till the chums of tha
Eemove dismissed Billy Bunter and his
amazing story from mind.

in

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
5t. Jim’s Day !

EARLY every fellew at Grep-
friars the following day was
thinking of Soccer,
The firsé eleven match with
St. Jim's was the one topic.

Big Side was cerfrin to be packed
that afterncon by seniors, juniors, and
fags—and masters, too. It was a big
fixture-—s very important ona. Few
follows were likely to clear off for that
half-holiday.

Harry Wharton & Co., who had
matehes  with 3t Jim's  juniors,
attached rather more importance to tha
junior matches. 8till, they were rollin
up a5 one man fo watch Wingate an
his nrerry  men defeat St Jim'a

first eleven—or to be defeated by
them, as the case might be.

Every fellow hoped for the former,
gnd it seemed likely encough, for the
team was strong, and old Wingate, 1ts
skipper, was a tower of strength to his
gide.  Without Wingate, certainly,
prospects would have been very much
more uncertain.

But Wingate was there, all right. Ha
was at the top of his form, and he was
gomng to put up B great game. Only
Coker of the Fifth and cne other knew
what was scheduled to happen to
Wingate. The Remove fellows who had
heard Bunter's yvarn had alveady for-
gotten it—or, if they remembered it, it
way ouly to ehuekle.

Billy Bunter had been discouraged by
his reception in Study Neo. 1. ut he
had told several other fellows—wha had
stered or laughed or told him not to
talk rot, as the spirit moved them.
_tl‘u'nbudy, of course, believed a word of
it.

Even a probable story from Bunter
wauld have found few believers. And
this was an extremelv improbable ane.

The fat Owl asked Toddy whether he
had better warn Wingate, Teddy
advised him to pack his bags with
exercise books befora he tried to pull
the captain's leg to that extent.

Bunter did not tip Wingate, If no-
body in the Remove believed him, a
Sixth Form man was still less likely to
do so. '

It was the truth, as it happened, but
Bunter and the truth were such
strangers that nobody was likely to sup-
pose that they had suddenly becoms
acguaintad, as ik wore.

Moreover, Bunter was extremely un-
willing to let Coker know that he had
heen eaverdropping. Colier’s hend was
heavy and his toot heavier, and Bunter
did not want to sample either.

So Bunter had to let it go at that.
But it worried his fat mind a little. Not
& lot, for Bunter was constitutionally
unable fo bestow much thought on any
person but W. G. Bunter. 8till, he
rather liked old Wingate, in a way, and
Wingate had stopped Smithy batting
him, too. Bunter would willingly have
saved the Greviriars captain from the
machinations of that ass Coker if he
could have done so, especially without
any painful results for himself.

In morning break that day, there-
fore, the fat Owl made one more
attempt to interest the Famous Five in
the matter,

He spotted them in the quad and
rolled up to them, with & serious and
wortiod expression on his fat face.

“* About Wingate, you fellowg===* he
began.

“"Seme yvarn 7" asked Bob.

"Yes. You see—"

“Chuck it at that! If vou've got a
new one, all right! But vou've told
that funny story once !

“I say, you fellows, do listen to a
chap 1" urged Bunter. “It's true, every
word of it! You fellows know I never
tell erammers—" .

“We know you mnever tell anything

else 1"
“If you fellowa were as truthfnl as

I am, vou'd do!™ said Bunter. * Look
here, don't want a row with Coker,
and Toddy thinks that Wingate

wouldn't belisve a word of it ut
vou fellows—""

“(Of eourse he wounldn't—any more
than we doal” =zaid Harry Wharton.
“Blessed if 1 know whether you're
making it &ll up, or whether you went
to sleep and dreamed it! It's all
gammon, anyhow ¥
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“1f vou fellows warn Wingate

“ Fatheod :

“I mean, he would belicve you,”
explained Bunter. “He mightn't
baliove -me, He's doubted my word
before; I don’t know why—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“But if you fellows all go to him
togather, it will be ell right,” orged
Bunter, “You needn’t say you got it
from me; he might teke it in then.
Hay you were theve, and heard it all.”

“What " yelled the Famouz Five.

“That would make it all right—ses "
explained Bunter., *“Say you were all
on the spot, and heard Coker talking
to Jugging, and—"

o %&%ﬂdsl“ said Bob Cherry. “That's
the chap who wants a fellow to believe
him | rIpwnndgr if Bunter could tell the
truth if he tried 1”7 :

*He's never tried yet!” remarvked

Johnny Bulk ;
“Well, it's up to you fellows!” said
Bunter. “H Wingate thought 1 weas

stuffing him, he would give me six; and
if Coker hears about it, he will boot
ma all over the shop. 1 don't want that.
But you fellows ean go to Wingate and
say—— Yaroooh ! Yoo-hooooop!”

Billy Bunter fled at Boly Cherry's foot
landed. Four othersa were rising, but
Euntﬂr got away before they reached
im.

And that was that |

At dinner that day DBilly DBunter
blinked aloug at the Iifth Form table
at thoe rugged faco of Horace Coker.

Coler sat, as usual, between Potter
and (Greene, but he was not taking any
note of tho cxistence of thosa two
¥ouths, ;

Thoy were still eut dead by Coker.

They bad, as Coker considered it, let
himi down. Had they backed him up,
he need never have had any dealings
with that frowsy tramp, Juggins, It
would have been much better in every

way to bag quna.tu im tho House and
%'lm him into a box-room. Coker wns
Eﬁgling bitterly the hollowness of friend-
] *
Afpnrt from that, he was fm:linﬁ satis-
fed. ILct down by his friends, he had
proved himself equal to the occasion.
Hauce for tho gander was Em’ng to bo
eerved out to the captain of Greyfriars
—if not in one way, then in another,

Coker glanced several times at Win-
gate, at the high table whera the
prefects eat in state. He smiled sar-
donically as he glanced.

Ho was vneconscigna of Bunter's blinks
st himaelf from the Remove table. But
Bunter, blinking at him, spotted those
sgrdonio smiles, and ho know jolly well
of what Coker was thinking,

But Bunter soon dimmissed the matter
from his fat mind. There was steak-
and-kidney pie for dinner. When thero
was steak-and-kidney f.-m before Bill
Bunter, ho was not hkely to waste mnch
thought on trifles like lootball matches
or kldnai}ﬁ:mg schemes,

When the Greyfriavs fellows went out
after dinner, Coker of the Fifth was
still indulging in sardonio sniles, Ho
strolled about for some time, with his
hands in his pockets, and with an eyo
on Wingate aud some other Bixth Form

nen, who were walking on the Bixth
Form green. .

When Wingate left Lis [riends, Coker
bora down on him. ) .

Wingate gave him a rather impatient
glance, C‘ﬂ%er was going to speak, and
the Gregfriars captoin did not want any
morys bother from Coker. Ila was a
yatient fellow, but Coker had strained
e patience to the limit ,

“"Hold on o minute, Wingate I said
Cokor. “I'm not going to talk foot-
ball,” he added.

(Continued on nex? page.)
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{1}

In same remoie and distant land
Called Bloomsbury, ] understand,
Not Iar Irom Fleet Sireei and the Sirand,

But not much sought by visitors,
Within a square—although the ground
Comprising it Is pearly round—
Near the Muséum, may be found

Todd, Todd & Todd, soliclters.

(2)
This wealth of Todds Is now no more;
No troupes of Todds are seen fo pour
Through that old early Georglan door—
Alas, they've all departad!
That mass of Todds lived long ago :
About two hundred years or so,
In coaching days, when life was slow,
Todd, Todd & Todd was started |

(4

And year by year those learned men
Grew old, too old to wield the pen,
And died—and many Todds since then

The law have heen controlling @
For though the fimes must change, we

know,

And Todds, ke men, may come and go ;
Like O’ Man River in the show,

Todd, Todd & Todd keeps rolling !

(B)

This quaint old house, brass plale on wall,
With masslve cleck inside the hall,
Is known and recognised by all

The Iawyeérs on their journeys ;
For never since the Orm began
Has it produced a worthless man,
There’s no firm more respected than

Todd, Todd & Todd, Atloroeys.

(8}

And Peter spends his hollday
In rather an unusual way,
Upon zn ofMice chair he'll stay,

And he will not be nervous
At writing title-deed and writs !
A most **engrossing '* pastime, il's
Enough to give me forly fits ]

Todd, Todd & Todd preserve us |

Iy Ilmsfanmns

TODDY OF BLOOMSBURY

By
The Creyfriars

~n

Rhymester

the * gift of the
gab " and enjoying the dis-
tinction of being known as the
schoolboy lawyer, Peter Todd

Possessi

is striving hard to follow his

father's footeteps and upheld

the name of Todd, Todd &
Todd, Solicitors.

(3)
By six tall candles® gllmmering light
Tinni'lg:-dd: wrote parchments half the
nigot,

0ld wghknrad men with [ading sight,

With wigs and snuff and laces. ,
No tslephones would buzz and ring,
No iypewrilers start worrying,
But many a client came to bring

Todd, Todd & Todd ibeir cases.

(5)
There's slill a4 Todd in Bloomsbury
Equare,

For Peter's father now is {here,
And Pater, too, will take a chair

When he has done with college.
The Todd tradition holds him fast,
He studies law, and alms at lasi
To boast that no one has sur

Todd, Todd & Todd for knowledge.

(N
They still won't type a deed or will,
They write them all—and use & quill !l
Use sand for blotting paper still,
They'd even use & candle
It that were not & bit absurd [
Hut do they know thelr stulf 2 My word !
Why, every case you've ever heard
Todd, Todd & Todd ¢ould handle !

{9)
Well, here's good lueck (o Peter Todd,
We possibly may think him odd,
But if he puts bad lads o quod,
We'll all admit he's ¢lever.
That s the end of alt hls alms,
Just deeds and parchments, bllls and
claims !
The spell of those three magic pames!
Todd, Todd & Todd, for everl

Next Week: GEORGE WINGATE, who lives down by the Dee.

_H“-WL
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Wingata smilea.

“Oh, all right I" Le said. * Anylhing
elso you like, old bean 1" :

Wingsate was gqguite willing fo give
Coker o few minutea of -his timo 1f that
was any solace te hin, so long ws he
"i-:i:']t:nt oft Scecer. :

“IVs quile another matter,” said
Coker blandly—a sort of sardouic
Bandness. “Will yon comw out of
gates 77

“What the dickens for?™  acked
Wingate, in surprise,

“It's only a step,” cxplained Coker.
“Just over in the coppice. ‘Lhere's
something I want you to sce, if yow'll
Epare & minute or two.

“0Oh, ell right 1" said Wingatc.

It was more than an hour before
the Ht. Jim's team were expected, and
the Cireyfriars captein had plenty of
time on band. He was s littile puzzled,
but cervtamly 16 did not oceur to him to
bo suspicious. Nobody at Greyiriars
was likely to think of Coker of the
I'ifth ws & deep, wily plotter..

' Noeither of them noticed that a large
rair of spectacles was turned on them
a3 they wanlked out of gates.

*Dh erikey |” murmured Billy Bunter.

Heo blinked round in search of Harry
Wharton. Ths Famous Five and the
Bounder were at a little distance, and
the fat Owl burried to them.

“1 suv, you fellows!” Le exclaimed
breathloss)y.

“Waut arother?” asked Vernon-
Sraith, drawing back his foot.

“Beast! [ say, you fellows, Win-
gate’'s just gone out of gates with
Coker—"

“"What alout it ?" asked Idacrv,

“¥eou kuow what I told you—"

*Chuck 1t 1"

“{eive us B rest 1™

" Boot_him

Billy Bunter retived Lastily, willowut
walllng o be booted.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped !

it ERE you are!l" said Iorave
Coker.
. He grinned.

Wingate looked puszzled.

They had walked into the old coppicu
which lay between the echocl and the
-river. They had etopped vyder the big
old oak that towered above the otlier
growths.

Why Coker had led L there was a
puzela to Wingate. Fe did not mind in
the least, but he was puzzled.

“¥es, here we are!” he assented
“What the dickens is it you want me to
lvok at, Coker? Taking up bug-hunt-
ing, or whut ™

“Hardly! Step out!” called out
Coker.

Wingate faivly jumped.

From the farther side of the masstve
oak . three dingy figures stepped into
sudden view.

Wingate slared at thom.

ITe knew all three by sight—Juggins,
Tke the Weasel, and Jinmny  the
Pincher—three tramps who lad becn
mixed up in some veceut (rouble at
(rreyfriars, and whose existence he latdl
&Ergul:ben till he was wow reminded
ob 1t

The three wero grinning.

Boefore Wingate could guess what was
intended. they closed in on him, und
Juggms and [ke had his arias gripped.

Jiminy grasped his shoulder.
“Pin him tight I said Coker, with a
chuckle.

He did not need to give that order.
Tho three tramps wore pinving Win-
Toe Maguer Lasnany.~No. 1,51
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gate fight cnough., The Greyfviars
captain was a powerful fellow, and
though he would have bad no chance
against such odds, he could, and would,
have put up a tremendous tussle, given
a chance. That was quile clear to
Jugrins & Co., and they gave him no
charnce.

Taken utterly by surprise, Wingate
wrenched atb ihe frowsy hands that

grasped hin.

“Yeou chﬂekir rotters! llands off " he
roared. “What the thump do you
mesn ? Caoker, you mad idiot—"

“"We gol him, sir ¥ grinned Juggins.

“Will you let me go? roared
Wingate, =truggling.

rArdly ¥ said Tke the Weasel.

The Greyfriars captain wrenched and

struggled.  But he waa securely held,
and he had not the ghost of & chance
of getting an arm loose. Danting from
his elforts, he glared at the grinoing
Coker.
It was difficult for Wingate to believe
it, even a3 he stood helpless in the grip
of the three tramps; but it was elear
cnough that Coker of the Fifth had led
Liun there info o trap.

“"¥You mad ass, Coker! What's this
game?" he panted.

“I'll tell youl!” said Coker calmly.
*“1 told you there was something I
wanted you to see, didn't I? Well,
what I want you to see is sense! Got
that? I'm tipping these  blighters a
five-pound noto to walk vou off, and
keep you safo till five o'clock—zea "

Wingale gazed at him.

“But I'd rather chuck it up, if you'll
do the right thing ! went on Coker.
“Now, look here, Wingate, be a sen-
siblo chap! Fooling apart, you know
I'm the best footballer at Greviriars,
and that T can’t be spared from a team
that's out to win. Admitting that vou
haven't scnse cnough to sce it for your-
self, take my word for 1"

“Yon — you——" gasped
Words failed him,

TBay the word,” said Coker, ™and
we wash all this cut! Play me in the
St. Jun's wateh to-day, and judge Ly
resitlts | I'in only asking you to do what
you jolly well know it's your duty to
do, as football captain !”

"You—you—you idiot "

- MI've told you plaindy that 1'm stand-
ing o more of yvour rot 1" said Coker.
“If I were a football dud—like your
friends Gwynno and 8ykes, or like my
own pal Polter—it would be different.
I'm not the man to barge in where I'm
no use, I hope. All T esk is a chanee
to show what I can do. 1 ask vou to
pluy e and judge by resulis.”

" Idiot 1" -

Coker did not know thet the result of
playing him in the 5t Jin's mateh
would b disastrou-. Wingate did, bat
Cokter cdide’n. Coker nover even sus-
pected that be was about as usefal on a
Socorr provnd as s wild wualros, Aoy
(rreafrines wan could have told him,
but it wus quite hidden from Coker.
Coker's view  was that he was  up
against Jealousy, or incapacity, or &
mixture: of both. lIie was, thervefore.
Juslifiecd in taking the law into his ouwn
haids even to this  remmarkable  and
wrpzing cxbeol,

“You or no ¥’ asked Cuoker.

Dy

“Well, 1f you're leaving me out, I'm
leaviog you onl, that's all,” swid Coker,
“I hiope it will e o loszon to you, Win-
ate.  You con tuke it from me that if

don't pluy in the malch to-day, you
don't 1"

“If  you
Wingute.

"You'll fited Lhat T dot™

“You've tricked me here—"

i

Wingate.

wean  this—=" pasped

“Nothing of the kind! I wanted you
to see something, as I said, and what 1
want you Lo see is sense—just plain
commeon sense,” said Coker. “It was a
bit strategic, I dare say. INo harm
done, that I can sce; you've got your
In‘st chance of doing the right thing.
Wh not take i&?"“ ped Wingat

i, vou idiot!” gas "ingate.
Look here, Coker, if yvou try to keep
me away from the football—if you kee
me away yoi'll be sacked ! Understan
that ¥ cked from the sehool I

“Draw it mild, old man.””

“1 shall have to report this to the
Head, you dummy 1™

“Report—and be blowed |

“¥ou ean't do this!”
Wingate.

“Heems to me that T can,” answered
Coker ecoolly,. “I'm going to, and
chanee it. Bauvce for the goose is saunce
for the gander. If you can leave out
better man than vourself, I can leave
out a worse one than myself—what "

“It’'s no good talking to yeu, yon
Lenighted as2 1 gasped the Greyfriars
captain. * Let me go at onec!”

‘Do I play to-day?"

“"No ! roarod Wingate,

:’ Then I'll watch it I®

‘You ass—yvou dummy—vou fooll
Can't you see that this is a divty trick?
A ratten, rascally piece of trickery 1

“Oh, chuck it!" said Coker con-
temptuously. “You jolly well know
thot I've never played a dirty trick in
my life—and wouldn't! I'm surprised
at you., Wingate! You're rather a cad,
after all "

“Oh, vou born wlio g
X “Gobt away with him ! said Coker.

You know where to take him! Keep
him out of sight 1

"“Wotto 1" grinned Juggins.

“I'll come along at five o'clock and

e

shricked

bring the fiver,” said Coker. “Keep
him safe $ill thent”

“Coker, wyou mad ass—" velled
W lr.illgata.

“"That's enough t"

Creorpe Wingute made a terrific effort
ta break loose.  Ife exerted every ounecn
of his strength in that effort. Three to
ong as they were, Jugging & Coo had
hard work to lLold bhimm for u few
FE TR

But it was in vain. The odds were
too heavy. Speut by that tremendous
effort, Wingate ragped, gasping, in the
grasu of 1he tramps.

crinning, they walked him  away
through the 1rees.

They hardly veeded Coker's injune-
tion to keop Lim out of sight. Thev
were not likely to Iet any cye fall upon
theie thws engaped. Winding among
the trees, they dizappeaved with their
I.Ir LS,

“That’s that 1" said Coker, addressing
space.

And he strolled back fo the =chool in
cheerful mood.  He strolled in at (ho
gpates, hiz honda in his pockets, whist-
ling unmusically, Lbut cheervfully.

Gosling glanecd at him from hiz lodgo
and noted  that Colker of the Iifth
seemod to he in pood apirits. Ha littls
drearned that he was looking at o sue-
cessful kidnapper!

ai—r

WONDER-—" remarked Her-
ately, His eyes were fixed on Coker of

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
bert Vernon-Simnith,
“What 7" asked Redwing.
the IFifth E.tl'ﬂ"inF in the quad with a
lurking grin on his ragged face.

Smithy on the Scent !
T I
Smithy did not reply Lmmedi-
Tom Redwing followed his glance and



Facing his attackers, Horace Coker hit out right and left. Nosés sireamed crimson—eyes winked and biinked—bum
bruises galore decorated stubbly faces. But the more damage Coker did, the more he recelved.

noted Coker with his grin, and looked
at the Bounder again.

“Been Wingate asked
Bmithy.

“1 saw him come out after dinner.”

“That was some time back. Bunter
iold us that be went out of gates wilh
Coker |

“Aust have come back, then, as
there’s Coker, In the cﬁa.ngln%-rﬂﬂm.
most likely,” said Redwing. *What
shout Wingate 1

Vernon-3mith

he went on,

“1 wonder——"'
paused. “I1 wonder,”
“whether it's barely possible that Bun-
ter was telling the truth.  Tlas that
howling ass been “tF te anything ¥
Radwing laughed.

lately

“Kidnapping stunts?’ he asked.
v Nob likely 1"

“ After all, he's fool cnough for any-
thing,” argued the DBeunder. _* It

docsn’'t seem possible that even Coker
would be such a fool as all that, but—
well, T saw him banging Wingate's head
on his study foor, thinking that it
might persuade him to put the blither-
ing idiot into the team. That's how
Coker's hrain works"

“What sbout going down to the

round 1 asked Redwing. “The
cllows are Faﬂking there already.”

“Not yet,” said Smithy.

The fact was that the Bounder was
beginning to think hard. Bunter's tale
nf what ho had overheard in Friardale
Wood was incredible, especially coming
from a well-known Aremas like Bunter.
Smithy had laughed at it ss much as
any other fellow, and yet—

It was a singular coincidence, at
least, that Wingate had walked out with
Coker and had not returned with him.
Angd the fatuous grin on Coker's face
must mean something.

And Smithy remembkered what had
happened in Wingate's study. Coliér
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was not the man to play & rotten trick
if e understood that it was a rotien
trick. But there was no limit to his
fatheadedness.

COwynne of the Sixth came along and
cnli-:g te Coker.

“Been Wingate

“Eh? Oh, ves!” answered Coker.
“I was speaking to him only a quarier
of an hour ago. Haver't zeen him
sinee.”

“1 hear that he went out with you,"”

said?ﬂw:;zmca “Didn't he come in with
L

t “0Oh, no! T left him out of gates!”
grinned Coker. o

“Whet the dickens are yon grinming
at?" ashked the Bixth Form man, star-
ing at Coker. N '

‘(Oh, nothing! T say, if Wingate's
pone off somewherg—""

“How could ho go off somewhers, fat-
head, when it's the 8t. Jim's mateh this
afternoon ¥ asked Cwynne. *“What do
vou mean ' .

“Well, he's rather a fool, jzn't he?
saic) Coker. 1

Gwynne gave him a look and turned
away. He was going to the changing-
room, where 1he footbhallers werse
already gathering.

Coker walked after him.

Vernon-8mith walked after Coker,
and Redwing. surprised, went with Ins
chum. He did not see why the Bounder
wae interested, but Smithy was. ;

“Let a fellow speak, Gwynne,” said
Coker sharply. ' If Wingate doesn’t
tirn up for the game, vou'll shipper the
side and pick another man to All Win-
gate's place. What ahout me "

Gwynne stopped and looked at Cokex
again. .

& Yon blinking idiot !” he said. *“ Why
shouldn’t Wingate tuwrn up? But if be
was missing and every other man in the
team was misasing I'd make up o new
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and
. “7Era, olp a bloke [ 7
ghricked the Pincher, as he went erashing down with a smashing blow on the jaw.

gide from the Third Form sooner than

ut in a. da.nf{:muﬁ maniac like you.
E'.lon’t. vou really know that you can’t
play Soccer ™

With that, Gwynne of the BSixih
walkad off, )

Coker glared after him, but followed
him no farther. Clearly the absence of
Wingate was not going to benefit him
g0 far os baggring a {:la-.-::ﬂ in tha eleven
was concaerned. n\%n i‘::l 18 subject Patrick

wynne was a3 obdurate ns George

Wingate, and as blind to Horace
Coker's uncommon merits as a Soccor
champion.

“Duommy !" snid Coker,

Ho walked away, irowning. A deep
frown replaced the previous ik
Coker had, no doubt, nourished a faint
hope that, with Wingate missing,
Gwynne might do the senaible thing.
Still, that hope had been faint; Coker
did not really expect much sense from
the Bixth.

“You heard all that, Reddy?? re-
marked the Bounder, looking at his
chum. :

“Poor old Coker!” said Redwing,

laughing. “He thinks he can play
Hoceer. But I'm blessed if I know why
he jthinl-::-} that Wingate may nob turn
up.”’
“Lookz as if he does think eo0,” said
the DBounder quietly. “Reddy, old
man, I'm beginning to think that that
fat chump wasn't just gassing! "d
like to know just where Wingats is this
ninute.”™ ;

“But it's impossible, old chap!
Coker’s an awful idiot, but he'd vever
play & rotten, dirty trick—"

“Not if he knew it,” agrecd the
Bounder, “but he's such s blithering
asg o

“Not to thot extent”

Tue Magner Lisrany.—~No. 1,510,
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“X wonder ]

Fellows were erowding down to the
football ground now. edwing would
have gone with ‘the rest, but he was
not going without his chum, and
Smithy remained where he was. More
snd more it was borne in on the
Bounder's mind that Dilly Dunter's
amazing yarn was not all hot air.

The 8. Jim's team might arrive any
minute now. It was singular, to say
the least, that Wingate was not on tho
spot.
F:I:.t secmed singular to others, as well
as the Bounder. Fellows were asking
where Wingate waa. Half a dozen fags
had been ordered by prefects to look
for him.  Hia asbsence was exciting
more and mere surprise. g

Several fellows, it transpired, had
scen him with Coker. These fellows
asked Coker where he had. scen him
last. Coker, grinning once more,
answered that he had left Wingate out
of gates. Some fellows cut out of gates,
to seo if he was about.

The Boundar’s eye was on Coker. He
was wondering—more and more. Potter
of the Fifth came out of the changing-
room and cut across to Coker, with a
troubled look on hiz face.

“SQean Wingate, Coker1” he asked.

iH

Coker gave him a cool and steady
stare, and did not answer. Potter had
forgotten that he was no ger on

speaking terms with the great Horace—
Coker hadn’t. L

“Look here, you went out with him, I
hear,” snapped Polier. * Where is he,
Coker 7

No answer.

“Can't you speak 7” yapped Potter.

“I'm not speaking to you, or Greone,
cither, after the way you've let me
down I” retorted Coker. *Just shut up

—sen T

“0Oh, don't talk rot!” muﬂged
Potter. “We've not said a word about
that rot you were talking tho other
day, but now—"

“I've told you to shut up " )

“Look here, it'a Eettlng near tine
for the game, and Wingate seoms to
have disappeared,” exclaimed Potter.
“ Have you been playing any mad trick,
like that idictic stunt you were jabber-
ing ahout?”

otter was evidently in a state of
doubt and alarm. Wingate was not to
be found, and he had been last secn
with Coker. Potter could not help
putting fwo and two together.

Coker, however, did not answer. Hae
gave Potter a cold, grim stare, and
turned on Ins heel.

“Look here, you fathead!” roared
Potter.

Coker walked on, to the gates.

“Where are you goingt”
Potter, following him.

“I'm going down to Courtfield, to the
pictures” gaid Coker. " Coming?”

“Coming ¥ repeated Potter. *" How
can I come, fathead, when I'm in the
teamn to play this afternocon?” ’

“That's all right—any other dud will
do just as welll” explained Coker.
“Gwynne's got a lot to choose from."

“Look here, j;nu dummy——"*'

Coker walked out at the gates.

Potter stared after him, more worried
than ever, and went back slowly to the
changing-room. The Bounder, who had
not lost & word, leoked at Redwing—
whose face was atartled now.

Y Potter's guassed 1617
Smithy.

“But—it can’t be possible, Smithy,
and—"

“ Coker's cleared off. He's tired of
peing askad about ‘Wiuﬁ&ta. He knows
awhers Wingate is—
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* But—="
“(h, rot!

Isn't 1t plain®” said tha
Bounder.

“Wingate pave me six the
other day, Redtﬂ. Py going to get
even with him.”
“Don’t bo an ass, Smithy——
“ Just what I'm going to be " grinned
tha Dounder. * Know how I'm going to
t even with him? Hoapin' cosls of
Eﬁa on his head! Good for evil, and all

ar

that. Just in my line—what?® Ha
chuckled. “Come aleng to the school
shop 1

“What the dickens fori"

“ I want Bunter, and that's the place
to spot him [

0 “t Tr

“0Oh, come onl”

Bedwing followed his chum.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Removites to the Rescue !

i R OT 1* said Johnny Bull,

Johnny always expressed his
opintons plainly.

The other membera of the
Co. were silent. But their looks rather
indicated that they n?‘mad with Johnny.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.
He was sure now—qguite sure. He
knew that it depended on him whether
the Greyfriars captain turned up or
not for the 3t Jim's match that day.
But his own pal, Redwing, was doubt-
ul; the Famous I'ive more than doubt-

ul.

Smithy would not have bothered
sbout them at all, but for one reason—
if Wingate was being forcibly Lkept
away, Smithy, on hiz own, could not
have handled the metter. He had to
have hE!l? so he had called on the
Famous Five. As they were keen to get
good places-on Big Hide to watch the
game, they were a hittle impatient, Ceor-
tainly had they believed, as S8mithy now
believed, they would have forgotten
everything, but getting Wingate out of
his scrape. But it seemed to them slto-
gether too steep. :

“1 sey, you fellows—" began Billy
Bunter,

Bmithy had rooted him out of the
tuckshop ; Bunter did not yet know why.
Heo hoped that it was a spread.

“Bhut -up. Bunter!” said Vernon-

Smith. * Look here, vyou men—"
“But what's on?" asked Dunter
crossly, “If it's a spread, I'm your

man, of course. I thought vou fellows
wern going to watch the football
Wha f—"="

“Dry up, vou fat idiot! Look hera,
you men, &re vou going to help me, or
not ! snapped the Bounder. “I'm
going to make that fat ass point out
the place where he saw Jugging yestar-
day. If Wingate's there I'm going to
get him out of it! Will rou gack me
up, or not

“Hmithy, old
Harry Wharton.

“ Look here,” said Bob Cherry, “you
cackled at Bunfer's yarn as much as
anybody. What's made you chango
your mind?” : -

“Lots of things. Wingate's missing,
just before the match——* :

" ”&Ie’s about somowhera,” said Johnny
ull.

“He went out with Coker——"

“Why shouldn’t he?”

“He hasn’t come in—"

“He'll come in, all right.”

“Potter thinks that Coker has been
up to something—"

“I don't 5115;{05& he thinks that Coker
has kidnapped Wingate, or knocked him
on the head and buried him behind the
boathouse 1"~

The Famous L'ive grinned.

fan——=" murmured

“*(h,
Boundar
Reddy 1

“Yes, if you like!” said Redwing.

"Held oni” said Harry Wharton.
“1f you really think there's anything
in it, Bmithy, let’s hunt up Coker, and
put 1t to him—"

“Coker’'s gona to Courtfield, to keep
out of the way,” answered the Bounder.
“Coms on, Reddy! ¥You come, too,
Bunter | You've got to show me where
the place is.”

Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“I—1 say, I'd rather not come,
Smithy I” he exclaimad. “I—I don't
want to run into a gang of tramps. I—
I'll tell you how to find the placo—"

“You'll come with me, and point it
out,” snarled the Bounder. "1'll kick
you all the way, if you object. Sea?™

“Beast | 1 say, you fellows, I'll go if

u dol” said Bunter. “Look here

ingate's & pretty decent sort, and I
really think you might help him out of
& scrape like this—"

“You blithering owl [* hooted Baob,
“We'd go, if there was anything to geo
for. But there isn't——"

Harry Wharton looked at Bunter's
fat, alarmed face.

He began to wonder whether there
waa, after all, anything in it. Bunter,
plainly, was alarmed; snd there waa
no cause for alarm unless his tale was
true. ' And it certainly was odd enough
that Wingate was nowhere to be found.

“Let's go!” said the captain of the
Remove = mpﬂtﬁ.

“And miss the pame?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. -1

f“WeH, if there's a bare possibility
D __JI

“Thera isn"t.”

“(Oh, really, Bull—"

“8hut up, you fat fibber 1" growled

cut it out!™

snapped the
“I'm goingl

You coming,

Johnny Bull.

[ B‘Eﬂ.ﬂ:t Ill

“ After all, Lkick-off's not due yet,”
said Harry  “The 8t Jim's men

haven't blown in yet. And we can trot!
I'll come, Smithy 1"
*“Come on, then !” growled Smithy,
1 eay, you fellows, I shan’t go unless

vou all come ! squeaked Billy Bunter.

“I'm not going to be bashed by » lot
of tramps—" .
“Blessed it it doemn't look as if

there’s something in it,” said Bob, ™I
suppase even Bunter wouldn't be fright-
ﬂneg at nothing at sll™

“Beast! I'm not scared in the least,
but—but I'd rather keep clear of those
tramps! There's three of them, from
what Juggins said, and J—I couldn't
handle more than twe at énce—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, come on!" sesid Harry. “It's
jolly queer that Wingate's cleared off
ike this, and Smithy may be right.
Let's go '

Johnny Bull gave a grunt, but he
acguiesced.

The Famous Five followed Smithy
and Redwing down to the pgates.
Billy Buntar, reassured, rolled along
with them. SBeven good men and true
were more than enough to deal with
Jugging & Co., and there was no danger
for Bunter  When there was no danger,
Bunter could be as bold as a lion.

They went down Frierdale Lane at
a trot.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!  There's the 8t.
Jim's fellows |* exclaimed Bob Cherry,
a3 & motor-coach came in sight.

It bore Kildare and his men, from
St. Jim's, on to Greyfriars.

Johnny Buall gave another grunt.
Howavar, he trotted on with his com-
rades.  Billy Bunter puffad and blew
estern. Trotting was not Buntor's long
suit,



“I=I szay, vou fellows, don't vace!®
%ﬂ.ﬁped Bunter "I say, there isu't all
tlis fearful hurry! I zay, T’m out of
breath I

“Kick him 1" said Smithy,

“Owl Beast! T'm eoming!”

They turned into-the wood from the
lane. Billy Bunter was tho guide, but
he was a rather doubtful guide. He
blinked to and fro through his big

uﬁctuies Ha was, in fact, glad of &
t’l
“Lead on, vou fot fool ¥ smapped

Vernon-Swmitl

“Buck up, Bunter!”

“I—=I'm not sure of the way, you
fellows !¥ gasped Bunter. “It'a about
here eomewhore, Let's sit down a
few minutes while J— Y arocooh !

ou kick me agsin, Bmithy, you
beast, I'll— Yarooooooooop ¥

Bunter led on again.

As s metter of fact, tho way was easy
to pick up It led through tho thick-
ness oi the woud, but it had been
traversed many time by Juggins, going
to and fro, and there wero breoken
twigs, trampled creepers, and morks of
tattered boota.

Billy Bunter was kept on the frot by
the simple process of applying a boot
every mnow and then to his tight
trousers.

He Euﬂ'ed and panted on.

Suddenly the Bounder grabbed him
by a fat shoulder and stopped hLim.

Bunter was glad enough to step. Hoa
leaned on & tree, gasping [or breath.

“What—" hegan Fropk Nugent.

“Look I” muttered the Bounder.

He pointed to an opening in the trecs
and thickets ahead, Through that
opening there was a glimpse of o bat-
tered bowler hiat st o distance.

“Oh1” breathed Wharion. “That's
somebody—""

fellowa, that's the
Bunter. “TI kiew we

.n"l BAY, Fﬂ“
place——" gasped
wero near itl I—=1 say, I=T'll follow
yvou chaps whoen I've got my breath———-»"

“Bhut up 1 grunted Vernon-8mith.
He went on, and wing and the
Famous Five followed him.” All of

them wore excited now.

Billy Bunter cast a blink after them
attd detached himself from tho tree.
But he did not follow on. Ha started
in the opposite direction. Billy Bunter's
u:hiue:f+ sire was to keep clear of
Juggins & {lo.

]gut. Bunter was not wauted now.
The Gregfriars fellows had rveached
iheir dest.pation. As they pushed on
through tha thickets, they hed a view
of the ﬂpﬂ-ﬂiﬂ% of the dugout under the
hig trees. itting on logs near tho
opening were threo  tattered, dingy
{vamps, smoking pipes and playing
same gamoe with dir‘;z', dog-cared cards.
Juggins, Ike, and Junmy the Dincher
were in plain view, but nothing was to
to socn of Wingate. If o was thove,
ho wes in the dugout—and even Johinuy
Bull haxdly dcubted that now.

Anyhow, they were going fto know.
And if a doubt had lhingered, it wus
hanished when, 8a they advanced into
the. open, Juggins & Co. jumped up in
zlarm and buncned io frout of the opun.
ing of the dugout.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Wingate’s Win !
: INGATE lelf - wondered
W whether ho  was  dreaming.
o lay on an old sack, in the

duzky dugout, with his bandas

tierd to o peg driven deep in the carth.
11e woy quite helpless. IIo was a
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prisoner, with no remote chance of get-
ting away Fe Lhad to vemain there till
he was released; and he kpnew that he
was not to bo released till after the
football matels at Greyfriars,

It was all so wmazing that 1% secmed
almost unrcal.  Bub tho stuffy, dusky
den was real enau[]rh—tlm rope knotted
round his wrists felt very veul g it bit
into the skin. Ho lay on tho frowsy
old sack, still in a state of amazement
at this unheard-of happening, bul witk
rage growing deepor and deeper.

Coker had done this—that nsz, that
fatbead, that born idiet, Colier! Huad
soma unscrupulous rotter played such a
trick, it would have heen less snr-

rising, Coker, from sheer asmino
atheadedness, was deing what even an
nnscrupulous fellow mught have Lest-
taied to da.

But thal was not going to save himn
from the consequences. Uoker was
going to get it right 1 the neck when
the time came.

Unfortunately, ithat timo could not
come till after the maich at Greyfriars.
Whatever might bappen alterwards, he
waa getting away with this,

It was useless io shout for help n
the mddle of a lonely wood. And if
Wingate had tried it on, he would not
have uttered more than one shout—foy
the three tramps were gathered just oul-
side the lair, and they would certainly
havo stopped him fast enough,

He conld only wait—wondering what
the Greyfriars men were thinking of his
uneccountabls  absence, whethepr ithey
would delay the mateh, what would
heppen if thoy played it without him—
dismal and disturbing thoughts. Every
now and then a mutter of tho three
tramps came o his cars as they smoked
and gambled to pass the time while they
waited for five o'clock and Coker
—otherwise, thero was =ilence i the
wood.

He writhed, and wrigegled, and
wrenched. Ile promised Ilorace Coker
all sorts of puinful thing=. Ileeper and
deeper grew his fury. Then seddeuly
ho murg n inovement owiside the dug-
out and several exclamation: at once.

Then, lo his  amazement, came 2
volce ho knew, thoe volco of the junior
I had whopped a fow days ago—
Vernon-8mith of the Rewwve.

“They've got him (heve! Siond
nside. you rottera!”
“'Ere, you—yonr_ git out!™ came

Juggins' wvoico. “*You mind vour own
business, you young "ound! Lwow’t you
vome shovin' in ‘ore ™

“Btand aside 1™ It was Ilacry Whar-
ton’s voice. *“You've got & Ureylriars
man st up thereg—""

“Nothing of tuo kind, on my davy !”
retortea tlia vntranthinl Juggines,
“Ain't secd uobody Like it ‘ere! I
o’ t—"

“Ielp I roared Wingate.

“Buet my buttous!” cjaculated Mr.
Juggins, as that roar pealed fvom the
dugout. "“'Ere, vou stand orf, sce?
I'm telbog yer—"

Harry Wharton & Co,

likely to stand off. The
detoripined te secarch the

wera nob
wero quito
ugout, 1 any

casa; but that shout from Wingate
settled tho wmotter.

“Coming, Wingate!” shouled Dback
the Bounder.

“Go for "em 17 velled Bob Cherry.

The three tramps bunched together,
with grubby, kouckly fists up. .

But they were feoling rather dubious
—and with reason! a Greyfriacs
follows were boys against men—but
they wero more than two to oun
and they were all good Hghting-men.
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They rushed on, in 8 crowd, hitting
hard and hitting fast.

Wingate, wrenching in vain at the
rope on tho peg, heard the trampling,
cifljng, panting, and gusping of o
strennous combat. - But it was brief.

Hapd' hitting st closa quarters was
not what Juggina & Co liked. They
stood up to it for about a minute—aml
ther Jugpins set the example of seck-
ing tho open spaces.

- After him went ITke the Weasel and
Jimmmy the Pincher, like hares. Some
hard knocks had been oxchanged; but
Juggins & Co. had had move than their
:c':mrc, and more than enough to satisfy
tireomn. I

They ran for it, eosily besten. The
Bounder, dabbing a streaming nosc,
ducked lus head upd stepped ivto the
dugout.

* Here ! goasped Wingato.

“By gum!  Bnuthy  grinned.
“They'va gut on safe, old bean! 1dalf
o tick, and I'll have you out of that!”

ile oponed s pocket-knifo and sawed
through the rope.

Wingate, frced, serambled out of the
lair, vrumpled ound wmuddy, inupensely
reheved. _ )

Marry YWharton & Co. greeted Lim
with cliecry grins. ]

“8o you were there, after all!” said
Jolhmny, Bull.

“Tha ‘thercfulness  was  ternific !
remarked Hurreo Jamsctk Ram Siugh.
“The esteerncd and idiotic Smithy was
gbsurdly right 1

Wingate glanced ot the DBounder.

“Was it you——" )

“Little mel” grinned Smithy, “I
nearly had to drag these silly asses heve
by the hawr of their heads!™ )

“Well, we thought it el rot!" eaid
Johnny Bull. “Blessed f 1 can guiteo
beheve wpow  that 6 was  that. ass
Cokeyr—" )

“It was!" growled Wingale. * And,
by gum, I'll make hinm sorry for ir!
Never mind that now—1"va got to out!
Thanks ne end—you can guess how
jolly glad I am—"

“Spoech taken as read!”™ emid the
Bounder. “Put it on, and you'll get
to l:]#‘:l: school before they begin without

Wingate nodded, and hurried awny.
He_ disappeared through the wood like
a deer. 'The junicrs followed, but he
was out of sight in a fow moments, ond
renained out of sight. There was still
time to join up for the 5t. Jim's mateh,
if ho did not lose o moment—and he
was not hikely to lese one.

“Lled you came, you fellows?” asked
the Bounder sarcastically, as the juniors
went at o trot through the woorl.

“Yes, rather!” sard Harry. * Dul—
whe'd have thought it®»

“1 did 1™ -

“Ro yvou ilid, old man—and 1I"m jolly
clad you did! My hat! F shouldn't
like 1o be in Coker's shoes when Win-
vute sees him again [”

* Hardly '™ grinmed Bob Cherry.

Wingato wos out of sight alwad when
tho juniors came out into PFriardole
Lame. But a fat Bguve was trundling
along breathlessly there.

“I say. jyou fcllows——"
Billy Bunter.

“Come on, old.fat man ! roared Bal.
“You'll miss the fgoter ut this vatel”™

“Blow the f[coicr!™ gusped Dunter.
-II'I H-E-}r MR .

Dut Harry Wharten & Co. did not
wait to hear what Bunter had {o say.
‘Thoy few on, leaving the fat Owl pant-
g and squeaking bLebind.

cod speed as they wade, they were
long h::?liud Wingate when  they
reached tho scheol. ‘They headed at
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once for the football ground, where the

amo had started. Wingate, evidently.
ﬁa.d been iu timo, for as they came
panting down to the crowded field, a
roar grested them:

“Ciood old Wingate !

“Ghe i;nd 1 d Bob Che

“0Oh, good ege!” pasped Bo Iry.
“There'a old “Finga.te.! Bravo! Good
old George! Hurrah!”

Thero was Wingate, in the Greyfriars
blue end white, The gamo h becn
ﬁving a guarter of asn hour when

arry Wharten & Co. arrived. And
thet Wingate's rough handling had not
cramped hia Btgla wag clear, as he had
¢aptured tho Hret goal in the match.

reathless fram their run, the chums
of the Remove joined the packed crowd
watching the game, end did not lose
another minute of it. And right up to
the final whistle it was worth wateh-
ing—ospecially as the result was a
victory for Greyiriars by two goals to
ona.  After &ll the extraordinary
machinations of the fathead of the
Fifth, the captain of Greyiriars had led
his men to victory, and it was Wingate's
win,

— ey

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Coker !

ORACE COKER walked through
the woodland paths with a
cheery grein on his face.

It was five o'clock.

Coker was heading for the dugout in
Friardale Wood.

Having spent the afternoon at the
pictures in Courtfield, Coker, of course,
was unaware of what had happened at
the school. He knew that the football
match would be over, and that was all
ha wanted to know. In the ‘happy belief
that Wingate had missed the mateh,
and was still 8 prisener in Juggins'
Isir, Coker was on his way to release

litm, Ho could get back to Greyfriars
ag 300n as he liked now.
The consequences of his action loomed
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over Coker. But he was not thinking
of them, ;

That he would be sacked, if Wingate
reported this astounding outrage to the
Head, hardly occurred to Cohker That
Wingate, when he was released, would
be in & towering rage, he was aware—
but that did not daunt him. I the
Sixth Form man wanted trouble, Coker
was ready to give him all he wanted
and & little over—being happily and
completely unaware that was no
meatch in the fistical line for the Grey-
friara captain. It did cceur to Coker
that the footballers might rag him for
what he had done. But that did not
worry him. Some of them would get
hurt, if they did, anyhow. Coker, bein
satisfied with his own proceedings, di
not care two hoots, or one, whether
other fellows were satiafied or not.

He had, he considered, given Wingate
a lesson—a much-needed lesson. It
made no difference to the footer—one
dud was ps good as another. That was
how Horace locked at it. his powerful
intellect moving in mystericus ways its
wonders to perform.

He came in sight of the dugout.
Three slinking figures were lurking
among the trees. They emerged &3
Coker appeared.

J‘uggins & Co. exchangod glances of
satistaction.

They had been doubtful whether
Coker would turn up, after Wingata'a
escape.  They had been doubtful about
waiting for him, lest Wingste should
have informed the police and sent =&
constable to lock for them.

Now it was all right|

Coker, apparently, did not know that
g party of schoolboys had unexpectedly
tutned up and released Wingate

Anvhow, he had ccme, and a
man hadu't Jugging & Co. had been
lurking among the thickets, with un-
casy, watchful eyves. Now they came
towards the great Horace—with inten-
tions that that bright youth did not
even bagin to suspect.

He was there to hand over-the pro-
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lice-

maised fiver, and zee Wingate released.
It had not occurred to him that, in
dealing with Juggins & Co., he was
playing with' edged tools, :

Juggifis & Co. had quite other ideas.
Jugging on his own would have been
very chary of Coker. With two other
rascals to help him, there wae ne need
to be chary. Coker, unconsciously, was
asking for it; and Juggins & Co. were
more than ready to give him that for
which he nsked,

Coker gave them o careless nod.

“Time's up!" he remarked. “I1'll lat

him now. Here's your fiver—you
can nge it somewhere snd whack it
out |

Coker, clearly, supposed that Wingate
was gtill in the dugout. Juggins did
not take the trouble to oxplain.
Wingate been there, he would still have
let Coker have what he was asking for.
The fact that Wingate was gone made
no difference. All that was immaterial
to Juggina, All that Juggins wanted
was to see Coker arrive in that schitary
spot, while he had o couple of pals at
hand. Thet was what he now saw,

The Greyfriars Fifth Former took out
his note-case and flicked a five-pound
nota therefrom. Greed snapped 1n the
oyes of Juggins and Ike and Jimmy the
Pincher. Coker did not even think of
concealing his wealth—he did notf, in
fact, think at ell. They saw another
five-pound note in that note-cese, as well
as three or four currency notes. With
all that wealth about him, the cheery
Horace bhad walked into the middle of
a lonely w to meet three trampasl
It was Coker all over!

“Hers you are— Oh roared
Coker, ss the three rascals leaped at
him like thres tigers,

Jimmy the Pincher snatched the note-
case—he was handy at such things. Tke
and Juggins bore Coker backwards,
with a bump, to the earth.

Coker, bumped and bewildered,

He hod not

sprawled and gasped.
oxpected anything like this. Really,
he might have—but he hadn't!

The next iterm on the programime was
to go through Coker's pockets, for the
extraction of every article of tangible
wealth. But that item was not casy to
get on with, as it proved.

Coker might be an ass. He was. He
might be a fathead. Undoubtedly he
was. Ilo might be the world’s prize
idiot. There was no doubt about that.
But there was nothing the mwatter with
Coker's pluck. Coker was nof the man
to submit tamely to robbery, even with
three to one. He would not have sub-
mitted tamely with thirty to ono—not,
indeed, with three hundred to onel In
sch circumstances, Heorace Coker would
have fought to the last gasp—which he
now proceeded to do.

Taken by surprise, bewildered, Coker
sprawled in the grasp of Juggins and
ITke. DBut, as thievish hands groped,
Coker realised what was happening, and
bewildered surprise changﬁd to deadly
wrath. A fist that was like a Junip of
iron came up with an awful jolt into
Juggins' face. Another of the same
hefty weight crashed into lke the
Weasel's ear. They velled frantically,
and Coker threw them off and scrambled
to his feet.

He could have eut and run before they
got him again. He did not even think
of that. Le hurled himself at Jimy
the Pincher, to recover his note-case.

‘The Pincher whirled in a inighty
grosp, struggling and yelling.

“'Ere, 'clp a bloke!” shrieked the

[{Continued on paye 28.}
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HO c¢an boast the largest mail ¢,

W It Is a guestlon I would not

undertake to answer. I will

say this 'much, thongh—I've

got an Ides that I would come well In the
cunnlng !

It Is a forinight since the last ol our
Free Photogravure Postecards ﬂeriuilng
“ Britain’s Defenders "’ appeared In the
MAGNET, and still leiters of appreciation
come pouring In. I feel that I musti {ake
the opporiunity of thanking you all for
your enthusiasm and loyally.

With such a large mall, it is only natural
io hear from & dissafisfied reader now and
agaln. 0One such reader writes this week
to say that thers iz too much Bunter in the
stories, This is rather surprising, as the
majority of readers who correspend with
me say ths wvery opposite. Bunter
undoubtedly figures & great deal In the
Grayiriars yarns, but whers would they
be without the one and only prize porpoise
of the Remova? This particular reader
wanis to hear more about Lord Mayleverer,
of the Remove. As this character
was the commander-in-chiel of ihe
Remova stay-in sirikers in our recent
sorles maybe my discontented chum will
feel like giving me a pat on the back.
To mention svery character In every yarn
is & matter of impossibility. If a certain
charactier should not be mentioned for a
week or two, one must not feel that he
has besn [orgoiten entlrely. He will
feature In some fuiure yarn; you ¢an rely
on Mr. Frank Richards for that.

To those of my new readers who wrile
asking me if I ¢can supply them with early
numbers of the MAGNET, I can only say
“Nol*™ I ihe copy required has besn

bllshed within the last threes months,

owever, it can be obtained from our Back
Number Dept., Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Boar Alley, Farribgdon Street, E.C.4.
The necessary cost of the copies required
plus postage must aceompany 1he order,

New readers will be spending twopence
to good advantage, however, if they
purchase a copy ol our companion paper—
the ** Gém.” In addliion te a splendid
long complete yarn of Tom Merry & Co.,
of 5t. Jim's, there 15 always a fopping
yarn dealing with the early adventures of

Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.
This week's story in parucular : ** THE
REMOVE ON DIET !' Is a real
corker !

OW let's dive inlo tho leiter-bag
and seo whut wo've pob Lo unswor

N

ihia week, The Lirst query locks

interceting, It comes from Fred

alamvnrd, of Chichester, Frod wanis to
O

WHAT 15 A YOODOO ?

Hero's the anmyer ¢ A Voodoo ia o Tullower
of the snake-worshippers of Hayti, in the
West Indies, Hayti is a nogre Bepublic,
and the inhabitents are the only people
in the world who still keep up the practlice

Your Editor is always pleased te hear

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

readers.
““ Magnet,”

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
London,

E.GC.4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply.

of " Voodooizam." Neot only do the
negroes worship snakes, but they ave sail
to malke human sacrifices, ond even to
carry ont  ennnibalism. Reopeaied  al-
temmpte have born made to stainp out
snake worship in Hayti, but the ol horities
have boon erlesa to pub a stop to at.
Voodooism still exists, and its scerets are
most jealously guarded by thoe negross.

The next yarn sounds as if it hod come
from Fisher T. I'ih's country, but actually
it happened in Deal, Kent, and concornz

THE FROG JONAH !

A resident of Deal was walking in his
garden when s frog hopped owver lLia fect.
Immediately aftorwards o snake wriggled
from & bush, and caught the frop. As the
analke was preparing to swallow ila proy,
the man killed the snake with a walking-
stick. Then ho ocut the snske open.
Bslisve it or not—out jumped another
frog which had ]geﬁuua.]j' been swallowed.

Do you think you can ewallow that
yarn !

musie-hall performoer who ewlled

himeelf ' the human corkecvow.”

Well, here's & yarn which comnes
from Wigon, concerning

SHME years ago thore used (o ho a

THE HUMAN CORK !

Thero's & man in Wigan who says i can’t
pink. Mvery timo he tries {o sink bélow
the surfaro of the wator, he pops up ngEain
liko & cork., Having read in & newspaper
about an Avatralian woman who couldn’t
sink, he decidod Lo try it himsolf. Now
he ia giving oxhibitions for o local awim-
ming cluly, Ilo has hin hands and feet
ticd, and then floats on the watoer.,  Men
with long poles push him under the waler,
But up he pops agrin.  This huwwan cork
elaims that he con stond wp siraight o
geat wiler without sinking !

No wonder ho's not afreid of deowning !

Another yorn I've dug ont For yun
comes from tho United States, whiers ull
soris of curious things arc always happey.
ing. It tolls of o eurious occurrcies

WHEN WIND EMPTIED A RIVER!

Not so very long ago o tervilie luuricane
swept the vicinity of New York and ihe
purrounding  country, Even 1o shy-
serapers were in pravo danger, aml the
wople  hterally “ hd the wind up ™4
E-I-ub i tha oyster fishermen of Moryland,
though, They wero the only people whe
had cavpo to thoanl: the hurricune, for it
completely blew the water out of the
Cliester niver nnl Jeft the oyvsler beds
high amd dey ! Oyester-fishing in those

circumelunees beenmo an cusy job !

Ty,
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My staimpeeollecting  readers will b
intevested in the gquery which ™ Phila-
tcli=l,” of Guildford;, nsks me. o
wanls o know which is

THE WORLD'S MOST VALUAEBLE

STAMP ?
The ravest stamp i the world s
valued et no less than £8.000! 1t is

thie ouc-cent stnmp of British Gulana,
rgw it the possession of- au American
whose husbowd bought it fov
£6.500, Originally it cost one half-
penny.  There iz said lo be only ono
specitaen of its kind in the world, "Fhae
stamp was lost {or many yesrs, amd
then was gpiven to & cliareh, which selld
it ILeen stampecollectors bd for it
when ft. was Jisel L four uuf_—linnl gl
At Avsirinn count bought i, When he
dicd, he left the =lamp to the German
Postal Museunt: bot 1t was deeowa] ter
be so valnable thal the Yreneh QGovern-
meehih seized it afler the Ureat War as
wart payient of War Reparations.
They sold it Lo an Awmerican two years
later.

Now American stwinp colleclors sro
raising & fund to buy the stamp. They
don't want iE {o leavo Aerviea. Bub
i gonyr Lo cost (e fordy thousand
dullars {0 reflam it! IUs Inleresting
to know that the late King George V
wanled this stamp, but was outbidded
at the auwction.

Exver hewrd of
THE STREET OF TOMBSTONES 7

Soumds  rathe: prisly, doesn't  §LY
But in the town of Bumferopol, in tho
Crimea, there I3 & strect which s
[:M‘t?d with tembstones teken from tho
oval  churchyard.  Apparently, the
town  authoritics were faced with a
shorliage of paving iuaberial, so thoy
decided 1hat (he lombslones would it
the case, and promptly staried lo pave
their  streels  willh the. Unfortu-
nately, the wordiyge on the tombstoncs
can still Lo vead, and pedestrians Jdon's
like it.

The local authoritics hinve Leen well
“Licked off,” and there s not. much
Likeliliwod of any further " siveets of
torbstones ™ beivg made in Siwferopol 1

r

And now rn word er lwo about next
week's Lill-o'-fore.

* Mugnetites ™ will  meot
lwvouritea—Harry  Wharton
anothcer gprand yorn enfitled 3

theie  old
d CUo—in

“THE MAN WITH THE CGLARING
EYES!"™

B:.rx Frack Richards.

Wantad by the police, wed witl stolon
hunknotes to the value of four thousand
provineds sewn up in the Eoing of his cond, a
distunt mhdive of Mr. Quelch sechs
swetuwary ab Greyiviam,  Jwdging others
by himzell, the swindler and trvickstor
thinka that the Remwvo maater will, for
i shure of hiz ill-gotton paing, help him
in hig houy of n-:-e:f. Thitnme do not werk
out: ae expected, however, and as o luat
reaouree, 1ho lawless wdventurer Dirinoa
Lia hypmoetic powers e bear upon Queleh.
Anel then things happei !

If mlf{ of My chuwng mniza this treot of &
alory they will never ccose Lo ropret it.
O other features, ne usunl, will Lo well
up to stundored, A word of advice, chivna
—uorder yulr copy right now il

YOUR EDITOR.

Tie Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,516,
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COKER the
KIDNAPPER!

(Continved from page 20.)
Pincher. “Lend a 'and! Ob crimes!
Lend a covey a "and !V

Jistuny crumpled, struggling and kick-
in But Juggins and lke flew to his

ﬁ Coker had to bhandle the three of
tlwm togpethor.

He did it manfully. Btanding four-
equarn, as it were, Horace Coker hit out,
hard and often. They came on, hard
and fast, hitting as hard as Coker, and
oftencr—threo phirs of fists landed thrico
as many knocks as one pair. Coker
stood up to it like a Trojan,

It was a terrific Bght. One of the
tramps was down nearly all the time—
one or a;mthm of them, under Coker's
miglhiy jolts, - But ho had never less
than two to-deal with at once, and the
man down always-jumped up and piled
in again, Not 'only Coker's wealth, but
the damage Uoker was doing, urged
them on,

MNozes streameed crimson—eyes winked
and blinked—buwmps and bruses galors
decorated their stubbly faces. But the
more damage Coler did, the more he
received,  Uoker, after five minntes of
it, was unmmgmsabl&

But he kept it up gallantly.
was not the man to be robbed., Ha
was not the man to surrender. Wlale
]m had & kick left in him, Coker was
lgam on fighting, Ile fought like a
FLRTE]

One of thom he could have knocked
into a cocked hmt. Two of them he
might have handled somehow. DBut-the
three were too many for him. From
the start Coker really had no chance.

But it lasted tén minutes beforo
Horace  was on tlie ground, ubterly
winded—a complete wreck—both eyes
blickened, nose pouring red, evéry inch
of 'his face blue with bruises, and most
of tho rest of him.

Casping, gurgling, winded to the
wide, wroecked to  the limit, - Coker
sprawled, and he ¢ould only wriggle
feebly as the pauting rascals turned r.:rut
his pockets,” cleared him out of every

Col:or

thing ho had of any value, and fina
hi’t im, with a farewell kick in tlla
rila.

“Urrrrggh | moaned Coker, as they
ot

It was some minttes beforeo h-‘.} could

even sit up, Wlum, ab-last, he did.sit
up, Juggius & Co, .were gone. , After
that e-«:pﬁ:ut Juggins had no further uso
for his-dugout in Friardale Wood:
Jugginz and his friends were taking the
shortest route to the next counbty -at
the greatest possible speed.

"‘Umgﬁhl” repeated Coker.
grabbed at a treg-trunk for sup-

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

?ﬂﬂ, and dragped himself to his fect.
ic loaned on the tree for many long
m:mutes, gasping. When, at lenpgth, &
little vigour revived, he utaggerad to the
dugout. Wingate, he supposed, was
there—and he was going to let him go.

He blinked, with blackened eres, into
the ﬂIﬂ[it‘!‘ t]ugaut. \"'rmgata was nob
there. Why ho wasn’t, and wheroe
was, hardly interested Coker, Ho was
too far gone to be much interested in
enything but his own owful state of
aches and pains and unlimited damagoes.

IHe tottered away through the wood.

Ho draglgﬂ-d one weary, lagging leg
after anot

It was more than an hour before he
reached Cireyfriars, Gosling almost fell
down a3 he saw him,

Coker toitered in. He had just
strength enough to totter to the House.
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SHURT RATIONS 1
8TUDY FEEDS FORBIDDEN!
THE TUCKSHOP BARRED !

Read all about it in
“THE REMOVE ON
A DIET!”

this week’s yarn of
Harry Wharton &
Co., in the

GEM

He felt that if it had been anolher yard,
he would have had to do it on his hnnds

and knees He staggered in.

Enough for Coker [
II SAY, gau fellows 1™ yelled Billy
“ Great 'p
“Js that C.'-:rkér ‘.i“"‘
his*lair, cames Wingato of ‘the Sixth at
the s-:mnd of Coker's namo,

Coker's
failure—like most things to w lm:h Coker
put his masterly -hand.
failure did, not excnerato’ Coker. The
whola school knew what he had done—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Bun
“Hailu, hnl'in, halip] Coker{®

“0Ol, my hat!*

Forth fmm hiz study, like a lion .from

Owing =~ to” the Bﬂunder,
ninazing kidnapping-scheme had been a
= Wingate had led his men to victory:
]t  Jim’s had depacted defeated. But
and the wheole school was waiting for
Coker to come in?

T .r-...r-m-..r-..W-.,-‘\,-“r-..r\..n..-..hr-,.ﬁ-...‘\.l‘ﬁ‘-.ru-\.n_n,{

There was ha:ﬂl,f s man at Greviriars
who was not anxious to sco Coker of
the Fifth, end to get hold of him, Bixth
Form men and Fifth, Bhell fellows and
Fourth and Ilemma. aven fags of the
Third and Second—all were ready for
Caker!

But at the sight of the hapless Horaee,

he wrath faded,

Instead of collazin him and
slaughtering him on the szpot, they
stared at him blankly. = Even th::- most
exasperated first eleven man could seo
that -Coker had been through a severc
slaughtering process already.

Wingato came striding up,  with
pleaming eyes. But his eyes ceased to
gleam =s they rested on the wrecked

and havocked Gol:am

“What the thump—-~"
gate.

“HBeen under & lorry?? cjaculated
Ciwynne.

““What on cevth's happened 12 ox-
claimed Potter..

Coker blinked at them dizzily. He
zould hardly sece out’ of his blackened
eyes. , He held  one hand to his nose,
with the erimson trickling . thiough hLis
Engem Ho toftered. Potter: and

recne, forgetful of disputés, rallied to
his. aid. ay caught himi by either
arm and supported him. e needed
sup it

ooogh I sald Coker. " Urrgh!
They pitched into me—tried to rob me—
ther h;ﬁ ik, too. Got the lot—
3, lm ha 1" yelled the Bounder.
o Urr h1  J—=I—I—— Uriggh ¥
" Ha, ha 17

"Wingate gave Coker & long
then he- turred avway. ﬂ-ﬂ:kﬁr,':b way
olear, had had enough, He had had
too much. Yor days, or weeks, to como
Coker was likely to present a’ startling
napeoet. -

‘MNot a !‘mg-:-r was - raised as Coker
tottéred away, supported hfa otler and
Greene. Only a roar of laughésr Tol-
lowed him.

{l'-u'lmr had to be umsh@d But,- as
he had gone out- anJ} collected - his gwn
punishment, it weas left at that. Ob-
viouslt, he had collected -enougl.

- L] - L] ¥

For. -tlays-and. days am] days. Coker's
black -eyes -and swillén’uose drew grin-
ing glanves from the Gmﬂrmm fellows,
It was all sad and scrious enough for
old Horace—but the rest of Gre fnur&
geemed to derive. endless entertaininent
From Coker the Kidnapper.

gasped Win-

long look,

THE EXD.

{Loak oul for another special yarn
af Herry H.’:mtan & Co., by  famous
Frank Richards,.-in pext - Seturdey's
Wexer, shuams, entitled “THE MAN
WIYH IHE G@GLARING FEYES!"
You'll role ¥ one of the finest yorns
yﬂu've grer readf)
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BIRCHY’S BIG BLUFF! &2 ¢

The Fun Gets Fast and Furious in This Week's & 98 -
Instalment of Dicky Nugent's Great Serial : ' ']?\'
“THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1™ e

ON THE RUNt
* (Good-morning, Lick-

ham 1 ¥

Mr. Lickham jumped.

It was the morning
after the grate zebra
lunt and the Fourth
Yorm master waa sitting
in his study, digesting his
hreak{ost—and also the
latest nuraber of ™ Com.
mne Cacklea,” hiz faver-
ite weekly jernal, He
was chuckling and gig-
aling like a Second Form
fag till his study door
opened. But at the
=ound of the voice from
tho doorway, his chuck-
lea and pigglea soon
stopped. That voice was
ihe last voico ho wanted
to hear.

“The—the Head!"™

he phaltered, putting

down “Commio
Cackles. ™
“ Lit{le me!" simp-

sred Doctor Birchemall,
as ho closed the door
behim! him. * Aren’t
vonu pleased to sce me,
Lickham t "

Mr. Lickham rubbed
hig chin pervussly.

“ Why — er — yes, of
rores, sir. But it's a little
awlward, you ealling on
me like this hero, Troo,
gir, vou're still the Head
of 5t. Sam"s in name.
But vou're slso a fugi-
tive from justiza, with a
price on your head1”

* Tutt.-tutt !  Surely
that makes no difference
between old friends like
purselves,” grinned the
Head. * Do you know,
Lickham, I've had a
beestly time since yester-
day. It took mo hours
to pet that tar off my
tizz and I've been hard
put to it to keep body
and sole together. I had
to atave off the nawing
pangs of hunger even-
chally by raiding the
tuckshop when it was
left unattended.”

Mr. Lickham receiled
in horrer.

“You «— you des-
scnded to theeving tuck,
E}'r -E Lk ]

The Head frowned.

“ Certainly not, Lick-
hant. You should kaow
mi better than to think
I would theeve, I loft an
I0OU behind om the
counter, of corse. But
to get down to bizzi-
1 EEH B3]

3']dm tHead broke off
suddenly, an € res-
ston of }i’ear in hﬁlgali?m.

“Fuut.ﬁrint.s I" ha hist.

- ‘E:.F];;u it §"

ocbody to worry
about, sir,"" answerad
Mz, Lickham, “ Bir

Gouty Greybeard said
he'd drop in to see me
this morning and I egg-
speet it's he, He won't

l:-]-uw the gaff on wyou,
sir."

Dactor Birchemall
leaned over close to
Br. Lickham's ear so
that he woulda't be
heard outside the study.
Hia voice was horse.

“Don't bo an ass )™
he said. ** If Sir Gouty
knowa I'm a fugitive
fromn justisa, he'll be
mersyless | I'm going to
hide myself in the cup-
board. Mum's the
word ' "?

“ AH pereen, siri®

The Head made a dive
into the cupboard and
closed the doors behind
him. He was not a
moment too soon. Im-
mejately after, there was
a sh nock on the door
and Sir Gouty Grey-
beard himself wolked in.

* Good-morning, my
deah Lickham!™  he
eried, in his deep, refinad
voice. * 1 say, I've just
heard about
Birchomell being run in
and oscaping from jail.
I enll it & disgrace, what !
I take it you'll carry on
during the old raskal's
absenca 1 "

“¥es, rather, BSir
Gouty ! " answered Mr.
Lickham, with a bough.
“ I'vo slready tnken the
liberty of attending to
the second round of your
graie trezzure hunt,”

*“Good man, bai Jove I
eppaclaimed Bir Gouty.
* Now I'll tell you why
I've called. The fakt is,
Lickham, 1've becn callpd
away to a forrin country
on birziness ond I'm in
a dilemmmer about ap-
pointing & temporar
privit secrotary to loo
after my affairs while I'm
gons. I was wondering
whether you could re-
cornmend a auitable man
for the job."

Mr. Lickham pondered
deeply for several min.
nite; but he had to
shalie his head inthe end.

“ Borry snd oll that,
Bir Gouty: but I'm
alvaid 1 don't know any
privit secretaries. Bleas
my sole | What's that 1"

* Bounde like porlice-
men's boots to me, bai
Jove 1" said Sir Gouty.

The next moment, Sir
Gouty's auspizhons
proved corvect. The door
was flung open and &
perlice inspector tramped
i, followed by three
ﬂﬂﬁﬂtﬂhlﬂ?- a

Begging your pardon
for the mtrg-cr};iun,]?jenﬂm
men, but I'm searchin
the premisea for Alire
Birchemall—wanted for
Eiur:hing a perliceman’s

olmet and jail-breaking.
1 suppose you jentlemen
haven't seen him F "

“A-TISHOO |

Doctor | 1]
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Fate—in the shape of leave it on the mantel. to you," said the Head, ping it reund the Head’s | Gouty, who couldn’t , will be one of my visiting- | your
& terrifick sneore from | picce over there.” with a break in his voice, nm:f‘- an? -anking it look | help being impressed by | cards, which I have [ grinned
cuphoard — had “8Bea if the chest is|* I know that in the|like a skt the refined, coducated | already deposi in the | emall, “ Lisaen, Serown-
saved Mr. Lickham from uu!ucked," eujjested|post I've been a beeatly| The wheere worked |tones of his  visitor. | eript af St. Sam's, of

having to answer that
awkward question. The
officers of the law made
a dive.

“ Here ho sl cried
the inspector. * Nab
him, men t "

But that was moro
easily said than done.
As the m rushed at
the cup » the cup-
board doors flew open
and a sort of yowman

eyelone rushed out.

IRy

¢+|H
I

e

Eiff | Bang! Wallop !
Thud !

The men in bhiue {ell
like ninepins == though
thero were only four ol
thom.

Doctor Birchemall —
for the yowman cyclone
was, of corss, none other
than he—nocked them
spinning in all directions,
then rushed over to the
winder. In a trice, ho
had thrown up the sash.
Another jiffy, and he
was out of the winder
and climbing down the
ivy with litening speed.

Once ogain, Doctor
Birchemall had foiled
the law !

THE HEAD'S
MASTER-STROAK !

“ Who's got the key
of the property box 7*

Jack Jolly asked that
guestion.

The kaptin of the
Fourth and & crowd of
other juniors had as-
sembulled in one of the
box-rooms for a dress
rehearsal of ' The Pirates
of Penn's Aunta.” Jolly
was just about to open
the big oak chest that
contained the costumes
when he found that the
key waa not in its usual

laca.
* Funny,™ remarked
Merry, “ We usually

Bright.

Jolly nelt down and
tried to lift up the hevvy
lid. Grately to his ser.
priza, it didn't nesd
ifting. He no soconer
touched it than it jump-
ed up iteelf, giving him
a fearful ¢lump on the
chin. The Fourth
Formers then saw, with
a gasp of emarement,
that Doctor Birchemall

had popped up out of the

chest like n large-sized
jack-in-the.-hox !

* Hello, boya!"™ zaid
the Head, with a leer.

“Ow! You neerly
emashed my dial!™
yvelled Jolly.

Doctor Birchemal!
frowned.

* Prey refrain  from
using slang in my pre.
s&nngﬂ, Jﬁﬂ}g, &ven t-ImI;gh
I am temporarily absent
from my post. Pre-
soomably you mean that
I nearly busted your
fzz., 1f 80, well, I'm
sorry and all that. But
let's not waste time on
triflea. The fakt is, boys,
I'm in 8 jam——or, a3 the
vulgar would put it, I
am in an cgeseedingly
embarrassing position.’’

“ Then it'a troo, sir,
that you'ra a  jail
breaker—a fugitive {rom
justiss 1 " prinned Frank
Fearlesza.

The Head's shifty eyes

dropped.

“I’'m afraid it s,
Fearlesa, The perlice are
at this moment
searching the shkool for
me. That's my trubble
just now ; and I'm going
to ask you boya to help
me tagf ,

“Qh, grate pip!’

“I1 realise that I
haven't always been
what I mite have becn

rotter—a tirant and o
booly. But I'm differ-
ent now ; and I sincerely
hoap that you'll forgive
me and let bygones be
bygones—and help me
out of this jam."

“My hatt"

“ How do you imagine
wa can help you, then,
sir ! inguired

Jﬂ]]?‘i‘
s Head winked.
“ That's easy, Jolly.
All T want you to
-do ig to lend me some
of your theatrical
{::.mﬂ and aasiat me
eguise myself, so
that I can get
through the cordon
unrecksrnised. What
do yon say 17
The fellows looked
at vach other dew-
biously for & moment.
But in the end Jolly
nodded.
“Allright, sir;
we'll help you Of
eorse, you don't de.
serve it really.
You've been a beest and
broot to us. But we'll
forgive you. The diffi-
culty iz that the only
costumes we have at the
moment  are  pirate
dresses.”

* One of those will do,
Jolly,” said the Head,

eagerly, ‘I can tel
them I'm the skool
porter and it's my uni.

form. Thanks, awfully.”

In a few minites the
Fourth Formers had
compleatly transformed
Doctor Birchemall. His
prosaik prison garb gave
place to the romantick
costume of a pirate cheef.
Heo wore top-boots and a
ecoat of anteek pattern
and & pirate’'a hat on
which was painted the
akull and ecrossbones.
He would hwﬂﬂmade 1?
very strikin gger i
theysuit hadgﬁttad him.
Az it was, it h ad
to be about six sizes too
small. But beggars can't
be choosors, and the
Head made the best of n
bed job.

{ By the time the herooa

of the Fourth finished
with the Head, his own
mother wouldn't hawve
reckerniged him. The
cheef difficulty had been
the beard, but Jack
Jolly had evenchally

overcome this by wrap-|

like a cherm. Only once
on his wiy to the gates
was Doclor Birchemall
challenguil by a lice-
man ; api when he said
ha was wio skool porter
in aniforna, he was al-
lowed ta pass at once.

Az soor- as he reached
the road,<he Head broke
mio & rum.

‘The direstion ho took
would ha o serprized the
8t Bam' fellows, had
they knowa, for he made
straight towerds the
residence of Bir Gouty
Greyboar.

W ..at frllowed would
have serpised them etill
more, The Hoad marched
boldly to the front
door and rang the bell.
When the footman an-
swered hae ring, he said :

“ Namwrof Mr. Smith.
I've come to apply for
the job of Bir Gouty
Gmyg-emji'ﬂ privit secre-
tary 1

BIRCEY TAKES
CHARGE !

“ Grate gad | '

Sir Gotty Greybesrd
sat back in his chair
?uitﬂ foirtly, when a
parsame-lyoking pirate
tmm&&d-hm hia study.

“ What the—how the

— who 11§ == " hs
gasped. '

Tioctor Birchemall
grinned.

“Prey ' galm your
fears, Bir Gouty,” he

said, im & disguised,
high-piteh :d voice, * I'm
not really a pirate, air.
It just Lappencd that
I was onp my way to &
fansy-drest ball when 1
heard aboy t you wanting
a8 privit reorstary to
mannidge your affairs
while you {10 uhmﬁd."

* Grate , gad |

“I'm " I shall do
you very well, Sir Gouty.
I had an zollent
educatic;* - at ugton
Collidge and O=zbndge
University,” grinned
Doetor ~ irchemall
“What's move, =ir, 1
pcan  show you some
firat-clas" erences  if
you give me time towrite
them out—1 mean, letch
tlh-ﬁ‘m-”

I'm afrgid I won't
hava tima to go into
reforences, bal Jove, for
' leaviag almost im.
mejately,” said B

-week. The identity of

* Howeveah, 1 pride my- | corse, you'll keep mum
seif on being a good | about b, won't yout™
judge of carricktah, and “* Why, of corse, Sir
you certainly strike me | Gouty ! You can rely on
as being the right kind { me absclutely!”
of fellah for %ha job. It was less then an
Considoh yourself en. | hour after that when
guged i Bir Gouty Greybeard loft
* Hip, hip—that is to | his housa to begin his

sey thanks, awlully, Sir | travels—feeling positive | Hoad.

Gouty 1 " that he had left behind
“ You will find all my | him a privit secretary | already.
papaha in desk,” | who would take a decp | trezzure

went on Sir Gouty. | interest in his bizziness

“ There is one matteh I | affairs. ing-carda! Find it &t

want to mention par- He had hardly reached | onca ! ™ termas after all,
ticulahly—the 5t. Bam's [ the end of the drive| * M-m-my hat!I wiil,

Trezzure Hunt." before Doctor Birchemall | sir ! Trust me ! ™

“Ah! I beleeve I'vo
heard tell of it already,”
grinned the Head, "I
prazoom you will want
me to send on instraoc.
tions to the skool about
what they have to lock
for next.”

“ Bggeactly ! I haveé

was at the tellyfone. * Bea

“ Ia that' 8t Sam's?
My name is 8mith. I
want to speak to Master

Serownger of the Fourth

de'u

; Head waited,

E'inning all over his dial.
fter a breel interval

already prepared o liet, | he heard Secrownger's

Mr. Smith, and it will be | voice at the other end

your task to send on the | of the wire.

varions items on that | ‘' Serownger speaking.

The

sli

I've changed my
name o Smith and I've
got & job as Sir Gouty
Greyvbeard's privit secre-
tary during his absence
abroad.”

CTIWHA-AAAT Y

" Bir Gouty's tregzure
hunt prize 1s as good as
ours, DQTP.E' chortled the
gbout the next round

ona of Sir Gouty's vigit-

Serownger !
ead replaced the
receever and sank into &
chair, larfing fit to busat.

1] Hﬂ-, hﬂ,
he ! Ha, ho, ho ! Nmsﬁ;
ing can 8 me now
hﬂg mm;"ﬂp

But Doctor Birchemall
was to learn before long
that thera’s many a
‘twixzt cup and lip !

headmastar 1 ™
Doector Biveh-

slONE,

know all

You'll find the
in the cript—

you 800N,
Checrio 1 ™

ha ! He, he,
he

Mad !

FISHMAD OVER DEBT-
SETTLEMENT STUNT!

Says JOHN BULL

Fish thought he wne on his wsual good thing
when he astarted a tuck {ransport company.
was quite a bright wheeze and sevcral chaps who
should have known better invested their hard-earnd
Lioba in it. But the inevitable bankruptey followed and
Fish thought the m:ﬂtumar{l
satisfy his shareholders, wit
and waxing fut on the remainder.

Thia timo, it didn't come off

Peter Todd was appomted by the share
holders to look after their interesta.
Toddy looked after them very

Having c¢hecked off the divi., he reckoned
ot how much seach
He then proposed to Fishy that the loscrs
should distrain on Fishy's goods and posses-

1t

small dividend would
himeolf eitting back

And
woll indead.

ghareholder had lost.

* Digfrain,” by the wary, means levy ; it's
not, a8 vou might suppose, connectad with
getting off a train, g
off the rails when he heard of it.
guessed he wasn't having anybody
private property and he reckoned he'd make
potato-serapings of anybody who tried it on.

Toddy thon suggoeated that tho sharcholders

ut Fishy went right
He said he
rustle his

+

appoint the Head as judge.
ishy hastily decided to accopt Toddy'a

S0 the sharcholdersa duly distrained on
Fishy's goods. They were very fair about if,
They helped themselves to goods to the exact
value of their cash loss. As Toddy remarked,
Fishy had nothing to complain about.

But if you imagine Fishy thought that him.
solf, you should have been in Study No. 14
after the last sharcholder had left |
toock & runming kick at the table. Then he
aimed 2 good atraight left at tho door. Then
turned himsel
Finally, ho writhed on the floor and had a
hearty meal off the leg of a chair.

I should jol!
mad over Toddy's debt.settlement stunt !

Firat he

into a .eathorine-whaoel,

well think he was

list one at o time. The | Who wanta me 7 Dun't miss next week's | I enjoyed it better than anything since the
next ilem of t{rezzure " It's me epeaking— ' exciting instalment [} breaking-up concert last Christmas |
= e — g e — — —

MYSTERY MARKSMAN'S

REIGN OF TERROR!

“ Herald” Staff Interviews Secret
Sniper!

Who is the Mpystery
Markemen §

The question has been
puzzling Greyfriars all the

thia alusive, fﬂ.ﬂcinntinf{
character has intrigue
everybody from lofty
Eaninra d-g:i’ﬂ ta:cé{ inky-
ngered g8, I8 en-
raged and exasperated
vietims have sought for
an anawer in vain,
Armed with a catapult
and ammunition consistin
of emall pieces of coal an
coke, he has played havoo
with the appearance of
some of the t dreased
and least liked of our

citizens.

'_}Ie first appeered last|ful aim at a topper on the
Monday afterncon on  the | head of Loder, who was goigﬁ
roof of the School House. He | out to tea, Ho scored a b

firat pop and Loder'a elegant

disguised by & bood worn
Ger b ¥ piece of headgear detached

over hia head, He took care-

iteelf from him and fell into
the lily-pond with a great
splash | :

That was the sensational
beginning of the Mystery
Markeman's reign of terror.
Ho vanished as suddenly as
he had apge&rﬂd and Loder
never found a c¢lue, But ha
gsoon reappeared in various
Elacm—ar. a window in the
School House, for instance,
and on the school wall and
on the Highecliffe bank of the
viver fromm whenes he sue-
ceeded in giving Coker of the
Fifth a “oner ™ on the nose
with o lump of coall

He attacked in turn Carne
and Walker of the Sixth, Hil-
ton of the Fifth, Angel ond
Kenney of the Upper Fourth,
and Skinner, Snoop ond Stott
of the Remove, Several other
nonentities came in _for it
during the latter part of the
weolt, Not one of them found
out anything about the secret
aniper.

Now tho excitement iz all
over, Un Friday, the follow-
ing notice appeared myateri-
ously on the notieo-board in
the hall : ;

“THE
MYSTERY . MARKSMAN
Thanks CGreyiriarse for giving

him an entertaining week of

catapult practice and hegs
to ennounce that he is now
retiring, Heo regrets that he
is unable to reveal his identity
but assures his wvictims that
he ia well known to all of them
heing & prominent member of
the ﬁemt}vu. FAREWELL "

The Mystery Markaman hag

gona, His last shot hes been
fired. And wnobody Lnows
whe he is—EXCEPT, OF

COURSE, THE STAFF OF
THE “* GREYFRIARE HER-
ALD "1 We know all about
him ourselveg—in fact, he
granted us an interview, on
condition that wo didn't tell
our readera his name. Perhaps
when we tell you what he sgid,
vou'll be able to guees hia
socret | Here goes:

“ Yegh, it surcly was 4
gwoll idea, I'll tell the world.
I say, you fellows, though—
he, he, he l—you'll it
dark.wun‘ttgaui‘ The shoot-
fulnesa of the sateemed cata.
pult was terrific, my worthy
and ridiculous chums, Bhure,
an’ it's meself thet thought
oi'd die a-laughing. Ma atopeo
shootee now ; ao if plefect
askeo Nynu who ghootee, you

aﬁy "l o savvy ' plenty much,
eh 1%

But, a.?a. after all, you
won't able to puess who

the oulprit was from a few
brief remarka like thatt



