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Skip, his bead bandaged and his eyes roaming about Rim furtively, eniered Dr. Locke’s study.
“Don’'t be afrald, kid,”” sald Coker, ‘this is my headmaster.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Whose Apples ?
UNCH, munch, maunchl

M et
Munch, munch |
Grent !

It sounded something like s horse at
fodder, and something like a porker at
the tmugh. But as 1t proceeded from
Btudy No. 1, in the Gr&;ﬁirmra Remove,
clearly it could be neither.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
arriving at the door of their study,
wera quite surpriced to hear it.

“What the dickens—" e¢xclaimed

Wharton
“Whoe the thump—" cjaculated ¥

ent.
%l é.' pushed open the door and

lnl'
Hunchmg and grunting suddenl

ceased. There was & startled sques
in the study.
“T.ook here, Toddy, beast, I
nevey——"

Billy Bunter, the fat ornament of the
Greyirmrs Remove, had been scated in
the armchair, In his fat right hand
was a bhig, ripe, red apple. In the side
of the big apple there was a big gap.
In his left hand was another apple all
ready to begin on when the first was
finished. Iut as the doov opencd, Billy
Bunter bounded suddenly from the grm-
chair, and put hoth fat hands behind
him—thus concealing the apples frowm
sight. s eyes almost popped through
hIE ectacles 1n alarm.

ou—you fat ass | said Harry, "1

Ilmughf that a pig had got info the
House.

“0Oh, reallv, Wharton—

Bunter's fal face registered relief as
he blinked at ihe newcomers, Evidently
he had fearcd that it was Peter Todd
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at the door; and for some reasen did
not want Toddy to find him in that
study.

He sat down again, and his fat bands
came into view, with the applea in
them. He took another bite.

“I sgay, you fellows, it's all right*
said Bunter. “I thought it was that
beast Toddy for a minute! T say, come
in. Have some of my apples.”

“Why the dickens have you come
here to scoffi your apples?” demanded
Nugent. “Can’t you fced in your own
st o

th? Oh, wes! DBut—hut the fact
15., I wanted you fellows to have some

_? apples,” explained Punter,
"Tim prime, I can tell you. A
fresh [at from Bunter Court! I've told

ot about our vast orchavds at Bunter
ourt—I dare say {uu remernber—"

“Yon don't really expect a chap io
remember all your whoppers 3

“Qh, really, Nugent *  Bunter
tock another extenszive bite. I say,
you fcllows, shut that door—there’s a
draught ? Have some apples! 've gob
the bag here—and I can tell you they're

rr

ripping |
The fat Owl of the Remove threw
away the wreck of an apple and

reached down to a bag that lay beside
the armchair,

He Iified it to the study table and
apples yolled out. They were large,
and vich, and red, and rmpe, and
looked vory tempiing. And there were
gix of thoen.

“Tuck in, xvou chaps!™ =aid Dunter.
“Take ono each ! Look here, vou stood
me tea in this study yesterday, so why

shouldn’t yon have a whack in wmy
apples ? They're sorumplions ™
Alonch, muneh ! Grunt!

Dupter was going on, hard and fast.

His next remarks came rather mufled,
therough a large mouthful of apple.

“1 mean it, you fellows! Do have
one each| I want to sit hero till I've
finished them! I came hera specially
to whaek them ont with you fellows.
Help vourselyes. Do !®

“Oh, all right™ said Harry Whar-
ton, smahng “Thanks, old fat bean!

“They look tuppmg. and no mis-
take |” agreed Nugent.

And the chums of the Remove fook
an apple each, and procceded to dis-
pose of the =ame, though not with
musical effects like Bunter.

Thoss apples were nical They were,
in fact, deliciovs. They were ripe, and
sweet, and beautifully flavoured, asud
almost melted 1n the mouth.

1if Bunter had come specially to that

study to share his apples with 1ile
dwellers thﬂrem. it would have heen
ratier ungracious te decline.  Aund

there are fow schoolboys to whom & ripe
red apple is unwelcome !

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
dizposed of one each, with cheery satis-

faction.
While they wero doing so, Billy
Bunter disposed of the rest.  DBunler

was a ouick worker in that lino.

Only half an apple remained in his
faot hand, unealen, when there was a
thwp atk the stwdy door.

1t opened, and Pecter Todd of the
Bemove logked .

Bunter's hand behind
him instantly. at  his
studymate.

“Mallo, Toddy 1™ Harry Wharton

glanced reund.  “Trob in, old bean!
.-’l.n!.tung up ¥ he added, sz he noted

ed rer
imnked

cisa
Iia

signa of  wrath and excitement  in
Toddy’s face. ) )
“¥ou fellows heon larking in my

sfudy ¥ demanded Peter.
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“Not guilty, my lord!” said Frank
Nugent, with a ‘grin.

“0Oh, Bunter's here!” Peter spotted
the fat fipure 1n the armchair. “ Have
you been in the study, Bunter ¥

“"Oh, no!  I've been here all the
timo—I mean, I've been i s char
ever since [ sat down an
mercd Bunter. )

“Avpyihing happened in your study 27
asked H:un-ty.

“My apploes—-"

“¥our what?" ajaculated Wharton.

“Your which?™ exclaimed Nugent

“Apples V" snorted Peler. "1 had a
hag of apples i

“Oh, my hat!”

“I left them on fhe study table not
a guarter of an hour ago, and ithen
Bouthy called me, and 1 went o his
study " vappea Deter, 1 want o
know what's become of (hose apples!”

Harry Wharton and Fraok BNugent
exchanged o glance.  They had no
doubt that they could have given
Toddy the informalion he rvequived.

“If it was vou, Bunfer ¥ woent on
Toddy, with a ferocious slave.

“0Oh, really, Toddy——"

“1 was going to whack thomw out, vou
fat villain! But if vouw've scolfed the
IEI’ ir

“1 llﬁj]}l;'r I'm not the fcilow to acofi
a fellow's apples,” said Billy Buuter,
with dignity, and with his right hand
atill earefully behind him. "I don’t
care much for apples. Lvem if 1 did, I
shouldn't be likely to touch another
fellow's apples, I hope. T've been in
this study ever since I cotered it—"'

“Ha, ha, hat™

“Blessed 1f I zee anvihing to cafk_'!e
at. It was a good hour ago,” said
Bunter. “I've been hera all the time,
But I'll tell you what, Toddy. I saw
Coker of the Fifth in the passage. and
I—I rather wondered what he was up

“Coker of the I"ifih!™ gasped Preter.

The supgestion that a Iifth Form
sonior had come up lo the Homove to
raid apples was worthy of  Billy
Bunter's brilliant intellect. Coker of
the FFifth had many faules—hat pineh-
ing tuck from jumor studies certainly
was not numbered arong them.

“1

“Yes—Coker '™ said  Bunler
noticed at the time that be had a ratber
gyrupstitiouz lock about Lisinp——~"

“A—a—a whatter? stuitered TPetor.

* A syrupsiitious lonk——"

“To wvou mean surrepiibious,
blithering bloater ?"

“I mean what I say—syvrupstitious,®
answerad DBuntar, “I fancy he had
your apples, Toddy! 1'd go after him,
if I were youl!”

Wharton and Nugent grinned, and
were stlent.

Peter Todd fixed his eves on his fat

you

study-mate.

Where are my  apples? he
demanded.

“Eh? How  should 1 Lknow?
Coker—" )

“Do vou think T'm  pgoing  to

believe that a Fifth Form man camo
pinching my apples ¥ shricked Poter.

“Oh, well, perhaps 1t was Temnmple of
the Fourth—"

“Temple of the Fourth?

*Yes, I saw him in the passage, too,
and—and I thought he had rather a
syrupstitions look—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Nugent.

“0Oh, my hatl" pasped Wharton
“Didn't you see anvbody else in the

ggs.sage, Bunter? Wingate of the
ixth—or Quelch—or the ITead?™
“Ha, ha, hal®

“1 want those apples, Bunfer!™

roared Peter Todd,
“It's no good asking me sbout vour

it ' stam-
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apples, Toddy, when I know nothing
whatever about them. I haven't eaten
an apple this term! I haven't boen
cating apples in this study! You can
Esk“WIml‘f:n:rn and Nupgeut—they saw
e,

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Feter Todd breathed hard.

“¥ou haven't eaten the apples? he
demanded,

“Certainly nob! I didlike apples 1™

i ?El‘},’ well,™ said ]-'r\f.ul", 110 BELE*BSIEi |
tones, “if those apples are back in
Study No. T by tea-time—all vight @ If

not, I'in going te lay into the sweep ibas

.[}:in{‘h!?t] thein wilth a ericket sturnpr—-a

dozen of the best! lvery one a awipe !V
“Oherikey ! I—1 mean, it wasu'i me,

Peter—"

O ™If if wasn't vou you're all right, If

1t was, I advise you to stick that bag of

upaips buck where yvou found it !”

‘ith  which, Peter Todd withdrew
from Study No. 1, slauning the door
after him with a mighty sl

“Oh lor' ' pasped Bunter, blinkine
in dismay at Wharton and Nugent, © [

—~I say, you fellows, do you think Peter
was f:g- ig-joking **
“Hardly 1" said  IHarry Wharlen,

lau%ing‘.
“But I—I say. I—=I never had the
apples 1 gasped Bunter. “I sav, thosze
apples weren't Toddy’s, vou know! I
told you fellows that I had them from
our orchards at Bunter Court——"

“We ought to have guessed, from

AR R asm

WHO'D HAVE THOUGHT
IT?

Horace Coker, the champion

chump of the Greyfriars
Fifth, Iintroduces a pro-
fessional pickpocket to the

Remove ! But there’s method
in his madness !
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that, ihat xou'd pinched them
assenlod the capiain of the Remove.

“Oh, really, Wharton! I cen't put
them  Dback now!”  groaned Bunter.
“How can It T say. I can get another
bag like that at the tuck-shop—only
four zhillings! Lend me four hob.
After all, you had some of the apples!”
arguctd Buanter. “¥ou lend me four
bob and—and I'll say nothing about
I.t..-:ll

“Wha-p-t "

“1 mean {o say, Toddy would pgot
wild if he knew you'd scoffed his apples.
He might punch vour hesd.™

IH

“If he knew {hat we—we—we—"
gaspod . Wharton,  “Why, you  fat
scoundrel, you said they were vour

apples, and you came bhoere specially to
whack thein out I

“Well, that was only—ouly a figure of
speech, old chap. Besides, what T may
have said jsu't evidence., The fact 1a
that vou had the apples——m=>*

“ R0 Lim Y sald Nugent.

I Belin—quicle 1" apreed Wharton,

U1 say, you fellows—here, stoppit!
Whareer you up to?” yelled Diunter, as
the captain of the Remove grasped tho
back of the arvmchair and tilted it

Buinp !

Wilh Balf an &;:ﬁﬂc still elutched in
a fab lioed, ally Bunter rolled out on
the rupg, and roarcd.

Thy! Deast! Ow!l Yow! I saw,
rinnne 1y apple ' yelled Buuwter, as
the remnant was grabbed from his fas
hand.  * You're nob going to have my
last apple! Look bere, you gimio

3

that anle—-gruungT:T Beast! If wou
stick that apple down the back of my
noeck. I'll—ooooooogh 1

“"MNow roll bim ooat ! said IHarey,
when the last remnant of the last apple
was rammed down a fal neck.

And Billy Bunter, roaving, rolled inte
the Remove passage, and the door of
Study No. 1 slamined on i,

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ordered Off [

& UT of it "
igh
“What #¥

_ “I said out of it!"” snapped
Coker of the Iifth. * Sharp ™

IHalf a dozen Remove fu[EIr}ws starcd
al Horace Coker in grest astonish-
T A1

It was nob surprising  ihat Coker
fancied that he could give orders to
Remove men,  Cokor was the man to
faucy soch things! Tut why oven &
fathcaded, overbearing, dictatorial ass
ltke Coker wanted to barge in at all
was guite & mystery to LBob Cherry
end lus comrades,

Frue, thoze juniors were whera they
were not supposed to be. Kichking a
football over the kitchen gardens was
not according to tho rules. But if the
juniors had no business there, neither
had Colker of the Fifth., And certainly
it did not matter fo Coker if MMy
Mimble's cabbages suffcred a little.

On that fine Uctober afternoon, after
class, the juniors were punting a fooler.
Bob Cherry, with & mighty lift from
the biggest foot in the Lower School
at Gireyfriars, had sent it travelling a
tremendouns distance. Bob, and Johnn
Bull, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, an
Herbert Vernon-Bmith, Tom ]l:crlv.'jng
and Hazeldene, had chased after it—
and there they were.

And there, too, was llorace Coker,
of the Iifth Form.

Coker was sirolling down a path
towards one of the gardeoer's Eﬂﬂﬂﬂ
whon tho juniors came whooping on the
SO0,

Why he was there, nobody knew, or
cared, mifjlen were stored in the loft
over that shed; but Coker could hs.rdl;,'
be suspected of designs on Mr, Mimble's
stores of apples. Anvhow, hoe was there
—and, so fur as the lRemovites were con-
cerned, lie might have remained there
for the rest of his life. But Coker,
turning his back on the shed, camo
striding towards themn, with a frown-
mg brow and an upreiscd hend—and
ordercd them off |

They forget the foolov, for
moment, as they pazed at Coker.
waved an impatient hand.

Not only did Coker want his orders
obeyved, but he wanted thein obeved at
onca. e had neither 1:mo nor patience
to waste on fapga.

“Do you hear me?” Looled Coker.
“Out off ! Gobt out! You fags are not
nllowed here, as you jolly well know |
Out of 1t1”

“Ilas the ITead made vou a prefect
this term, Coker? gasped Bob Cherry.

the
1le

“Eh? No. What do vou mean ™
“The pgovernors haven't appoinied

vou headmaster, in the place of D,
Locke 7’ inguired Vernon-Bmith.
“Don't be a young ass! Geb out !
“And why " asked Hedwing.
“Beeause I tell you!” said Coker,
“Ha, La, ha!” roared Bob Cherry,
Coler staved at L,
“What are you laaghing al, you silly
voung as5s ' he sunppe
“Your lillle joke,” explained Bob.
“T'm not joking!” hooled Coker.
"'ee Magxer Lisuary.—No. 1,547
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“¥You are, old man, you arel”
assured Bob. “Biggest joke goingl

You've a standing joke, old bean—
except when yow're sitting down, of
egurse.  Then you're a sifting jokel
But you're always a joke!”

“The jokcfulness is  decrifie,  my
estecrned, fatheaded Colker!” grinned
urree Jamset Ram Singh,

“1 said out of itl” roared Coker.
“Are you going?¥

“I think not!™ smiled Bob, " Neot
even becanse vou tell us, Horace, old
man! But I'll tell you what we will
do. You don't want us to kick thia
footer liere—m>"

“Nol” snorted Coker.

“Then we'll kick you, instead 1™

“What " roared Coler.

“Pile in!* chuckled the Bounder

And the six juniors, grinning, rueshed
ot Haorace Coker and booted him,
nstead of the footer.

Coker tottered, and spluitered.

He made a ficreo grab, and grabbed
Bolb end Smithy.

At the same moment the olher four
grabbed Coker, : :

Coker went gver in Mr. Mimble's
calb:bages.

Cabbages squashed rvight ond left
under Coker a3 he strupgled, and
wriggled, and roared.

“Take hia ather haof!? =aid DBol,

rasping the end of a long, ihrezhing
Eg-l- u
“Ha, ha, hat”

Yeornon-Smith grabbed the other hoof,

Coker heaved wildly. DBut he could
not get on his feet while his fect were
held up in the air.

All that Coker could Jdo was to
recline more or less gracefully on ihe
back of his neck, spluitering for
breath, 3

“Come on!” said Beb. “Pick up
that footer, Inky! Let's get back—
and take Coker with us! CUpker's not
pllowed hero, and we can’t have these
Fifth Form fatheads ircspassing on
Mimble’a ecabbage patehes.  You're
E.fm?]i‘f ruining those cablbageos, Coker.”

“I'Il emash you [ shricked Cokor.

“Lend a hand heve, vou fellows!”
said Bob., " He's rather heavy ! Now,
then, a long pull, a strong pull, and &,
pull altogether! Go itl” &

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Caoker’s loga were long. Each of them
wore grasped by two juniors, like the
shafts of a cart, to pull Coker along.

He had to go. There was no help for
it] Ho roared, he raved, and he
$ta:uggiim1 and wriﬁglﬂd‘ but he wont.
Travelling en his back, with the back
of his head tapping the carvth and the
back of his neck seraping it up, Ccker
went—frantic with rope.

He strove to drag his long legs freo.
He strove to curl up and grab at tho
merry Hemovites. DBut he had no
chance, His jacket crumpled up round
liim, buttons flew in all direclions!
Breathless and cenraged, Coler of the
Fifth travelled slong on bLis necl.

By that time, perhaps, lorace Coker
repented him that he had ordered ihe
Removites off. ]

Why he had done so they did not
know, unless hw was simply (hrowing
hiz weight about, as usual. That he
had any particular reason for not desiy-
ing eyes to fall on him in that particu-
lar spot, the juniors naturally did not
guess. Neither would they have cared
if they had guessed. Coker had fo be
mada to understand that ho could not
order Remova men about—and ey
were making thia painfully clear unte
Coker.

“Oht Ow?l Uergh! Currergh!®
spluttered Coker as he travelled, *I'l)

Toe BAGxeEr LIERsnY.—No. 1,547.
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ou! I'll—urrgeh!'—
crikey ! Leggel

ainash tha lot of
I'll—gurrgh! O
Cogh 1

“Bing on, sweet bird 1" szaid Bob.

""Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You young villaing—— Trrghl
You cheeky little—groopgh l—roliorg——
Uh erumbsi Ooocogh

Coker’s hat was [eft among the cab-
bages. Iis collar waa left on the path,
his tia & little farther on. A handlers
chiof and scveral other articles wero
distributed  froma his  pockets at
intervals.

Coker’s trail was plainly marked—
he loft “sigue ™ enough for a Llind man
lo follow.

Liis face, always ruddy, was crimsen.
Perspiration poured down it. llis hawr
was like & mop—a very disorderly mn{;.
e gollected dust 1n great quantities. 1§
was plain that Coker was nob cnjoying
this in the very least.

The Removites, on the oflier hiand,
seomed to be enjoying themselves. They

roared with Isugliter as ihey travelled -

along with Coker.

“Take him right up 1o lhe IHowse—
what ! asked Bob.

“Ha, ba, hal?

“Lake us to take you inle your study,
Coker 7

“Urrrrggh 1

Coker travelled into the aquad., There,
the sight of a tall, angular fignre in the
distance, caused ithoe merry Removitea
to drop Coker suddeuly, like a hob
potate. This was, in their view, no end
of a joke—but they did not expect Alr.
Quelch, their Formemaster, to take the
sanE View.

Bo, ot the sight of Quelehr in the
distance, they dropped Coker, and
samipered away. .

UCoker was left strewn on the cavth
in a dismal, dusty, dismanlled stafe,
hardly knowing whether e was on his
head or his liecls.

It was full five minutes before Coker
was abla to pick himself up, gather
himself together, and limp away.

As he tottered Lo the House, he passed
a little crowd of HRemovites punting
n footer, They smiled al Coker—lbui ho
did not smile ab thew |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Stump for Buunter !

ILLY BUNTER apencd (he door
B of Btudy No. 7, in the Remove,
and blinked in cautionsly.

It was tea-kime, ond nb lea-
time., naturally, Billy Bunter lcaded
for the study like a homing pigcon.

But on this oceasion, the fat Owl of
the Remove came in fear and trembling,
1la hoped that Toddy had gob over his
bad temper by this finme—but  he
dreaded very much that Poddy hadn't ]

To his relicf, Toddy was not, at 1he
moment, i the study., Pom Dutton was
there, making a pile of toast for fea.
There was already a stack on the table,
and Tom was industriously adding o ib,

“] say, Dutton, where's Toddy "
asked Bunter.

o Dutton glanced round at him.
DPutton had the misfortune to be f'Eeaf:—
if deafness could be considered a misz-
fortune for a fellow who shared 2 siudy
with Billy Dunter. )

“Th1" ho asked. *Did you speak ¥

“Where's Toddy "  asked Dunier,
“ilas Teddy gone out i

Tom Dutton frownped.

“You'd better let him hear you ealls
ing him a lout!” ho said. **What avo
you calling Toddy names for i

“ioh crikey! I say, 111 bulter tho

foazt, I  you like,” said Bunfery
“Where's the bulfer?™

ik E.!l‘i‘”

* Butter ' howled Buntor,

"Dow't bo a checky sss, Bunfer! I
may oo 2 brifle deaf, bub you know
perfectly well that I don’t stutter I

“I didun't say you did!” shrieked
Bunter. “I said butter! Buaiter! Got
that? Butter1”

“Toddy's gone to get zome butter,
1e'll bo back in a minute, and if he
hears you calling him a lout—"

“ 6, shut up, you deaf azs!” yapped
Bunter. “I say, Dutton, i3 Toddy still
ehivty 1

Y Nobody is dicty in this study, except
you! You never wash (™

“(Oh, go and eat coke ™

MT dow’t call it a joke to say a chap's
dirty 1  What about yourseli? Quelch
salit you out of the Form-room to wash
vesterday., You've made it last over
lo-day, by the look of you!”

There were foolsteps in the passage.

Peter Todd camo cheerily into the
tindy, and slammed down a packet of
butter on the table,

“Here you are, old bean!” he said.
“Hallo! Is that you, Bunter? IHave
you brought those apples back 7"

", really, Toddy—"

“Iand me that cricket stump off the
shelf.”

“YWhea-a-t do you want that stump
for, Toddy ¥

“Yout”

“ Look lere, you beast, don't pilay tha
goat 1 said Bunter, backing round the
table. "I noever bad the apples! If
vou think I toolk themn te Wharton's
study to cat, while you were jawing to
Smithy, you're mistaken. I faney it
was Hohson of the 8hell who had them.
I saw him in the passage——="

“oiM:, my hat M

“1 noticed at the time that he had a
syruptitious look——"

“Aro you poing to Land me that
oricket stonip ™

“No, you beast! T never had the
apples, Lut if vou make a point of it,
I'll buy vou o fresh lot! YWhat about
that 1" REy

“Goad! Gebt on with it !

“I mean, of conrse, when my postal
aorder comes ! 'm stony at the moment,
but I've told you I'm expecting 2 postal
order. You remembor my mentioning
th, Toddy 1™

“ @ort of 1" agreed Peler. " Yon men-
tioned it the day I came Lo Greyfrlars,
and vou've mentioned it every day
sitce, except in the heols.”

“0h, rveally, Toddy! The fact is, I
should have come back to school with
lota of money, only I had my pockets
picked in the hols,” said Bunter. *All
my  banknoles and currency nobes,
Peter] T waz staying with Wharton at
Iiis litile nlaee, and there was a pick-
pockeb albrout i

“You don't mean {o say you've faken
to picking pockets, as well as pinclung
tuck ¥

“Ng, von idiot!"” yelled Dunter,
“hers really was a pickpocket, and he
eleared all the fellows out.  They
thought at first it was ilat Chinese
imaze, Wun Lung, playing tricks—but
I spatted the pinchor—"

“Spotted him in the looking-glass ¥

“Peast! T =ay, old chap, it's true—]
spotted him agaw, at Lantham, the fivss
day of term, and they collared L,
and that fool Uoker bafted in, and hw

eob away! I saw him lere, In the
school, after that, too! Well, Defer,
that vouns willain  picked all thew

15

wockelal Al my mouney went
“All that French penny you had lask
term i



% 0h, don't ba an ass 1" yapped Bun-
ter. ‘"He cleared all the fellows out—
and if I'd been with them at the time,
he'd have cleared me out, ton!l I—I
mean, he did clear me out—all my bank-
notes snd currency notes! I don't know
thow much it was—I think it was rather
less than twenty pounds——"

“I think it wasl!” agreed Peter.
“Quite & lot lesa!”™

“I had nothing left, but my watch,

etpr——>="

“That's worth twopence, any day!”

“Beast | I mean, that's how I came
to turn up stony this term!” =aid

s

.Etml;er. X
appens to me,
*?511 crikey 1"

“Tt will be all right when my pestal
order comes! I'm expecting a postal
order from one of my titled relations!
The minute it comes, Feter, I'm going
to buy you & bag of apple=.”

“Tho |" eaid Peter. *“*When I'm an
old., old man, and have lost all my
teeth, I darc say I may be able to clew
an apple still. In my vencrable :::I!d
sge, 1 shall be glad of those apples.

I:I,Dh. IEE.-Hj', Dddj' L

Tom Dutton rose, with a red face,
from tho fire, with the last round of
toast. He procecded to butter the same,

“Js that all vou've pot for tes,
Patar 7" asked Duntcr.

" That's all.”

“It's a bit measly, old chap—"

“That needn’t worry youl You've
not going to have any. You'ro going in
have the ericket stump, unlcss you
cough up those apples 1"

“ toll

“It's not & thing that often
a3 you know——"

[

you I never had the apples!
roared Bunler. I say, Peter, now I
como to thinlk of it. it way have been
that voung pickpocket. I know I saw
him in the school, the first day of lerm,
and Wharton angd his gang gof afler
hitn. Ho may Le siill abowt, DPeler.”
Yoo likely " agreeced Petec. Y Billing
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in_the Remove passage for days, and
nobody noticing him=—waiting for a
chance to bag a bag of apples! Bounds
gort of probable, doesn't 167"

“Well, after all, if there's a dishonest
person about, that's the person to sus-

peet if you miss anything!” argued
Bunter. )

“Quite! That’'s why I know it was
wou |

“Why, you cheeky beast—""
Peter Todd stepped neross to the shelf
and picked up the ericket stump.
” Billy Bunter dodged aeress to the
Oor.

- _d__.p" ﬂ. _=._ _:.._ =

“] gay, Peter, can't you take a chap’'s
word!"” he pleaded. I never had the
apples. Those apples I ate in Whar-
ton's study weren't yours, old chap—
thoy came from Bunter Court! Besides,
I never ate ane. I suppose you can take
a pal's word, Toddy 1"

Toddy, apparently, couldn’t! Ha
erossed the study after Bunter, stump in
hand. Bunter jerked the deor open in
& hurry.

Whack !

i Y-ﬂ-rﬂﬂ'ﬁ 1+

Bunter bounded out of the study.

Whack | :

The stump landed again, on the
tightest trousers at Greylriars School,
as he bounded.

A rosr floated back as Bunter de-
parted. i

Peter Todd sat down to tca with the
stump on the table.

Two minutes later, the door opened,
and a fat face and a big puir of spec-
tacles blinked cautiously in. _

“ J—I—I say, Toddy, I—0l'm conung
in ' mumbled Bunier.
“Do 1" said Toddy,
stump here ready.” . 1
“Do you thivk I'm poing ta miss my
tea, you beast?” howled Bumter. ©1
can comne into my own study if 1 like,

1l suppese.™

“T've got Lhe

Coker's legs were grasped and he was dragged over the ¢abbage-patch, travelling on his back.

Gurrreh | 7 bhe splutiered, as he travelled. * I'll smash the lof of you!

5

“Of course, you can!” agreed Toddy.
“Come right in! I can't resch you
where you are! Roll in!"

“If you're qcr‘ms: to be a fearful beast,
you beast-——"

“T am! An abscluta beast, until
those ap];llles turn u):'J[. Every time I sco
you in thiz study, I'm going to stump
you™

“ You—vou—vou

beast !  groaned
Bunter.

“I've a jolly good mind to
away from
eter Todd,”

come in and take that stum
you and whop you with it,

“0Oh, do!” gasped Peter.

e e e T

“Oh! Owl Urghl

I'll—gurrgh ! Leggol Ooogh[™

“Look here, I'm coming in!” howled
Bunter,

And he rolled in defiantly.

Peter jumped up from the tabls,
catching up the stump as he jumped.
‘Then he jumped for Bunter!

Billy Bunter rolied out faster than he
had rolled in. Bub he did not roll gquite
fast enough. There was a report like &
pistol-shot, as the stump landed.

A terrific yell awoke the echoes of tha
Bemove passage as Bunter departed in
haste !

Tltis time he departed not to return!
Evon tea 1n the study had lost its at-
traction. 'There was no tea in Bbuedy
No. T for Bunter—only s ericket stunmip,
atcl he was fed-up with that sbump.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Problem !

1 ON'T go!” said Coker of the
D Fifth. 1

Coker broke a long silenco

to make that remark—he had

been silomt for tliree minutcs, which
was a long silence for Horace Uoker,

HSitting at the tea-table in his stody

i the I9ich, Coker regarded his friends
Tig MaGseT LiBmanY.—No. 1,541,
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E‘Fr:sf:ter and Greene with a thoughiful
rown.

After tea, they were naturally gpoing.
Tea in Coker's study was attractive—

but being over, thera remained no at-
traction, but Coker's conversation—
which long sines palled on his
friends. :

However, as Coker said suddenly:
“Thon’t gol!” Polter and Greene

lingered. Apparently Coker had some-
thing more to say—his silencs had heen
deceptive. p

They could only hcn?a that it was not
going to¢ be about football. Coker’s
views on Soccer gave them a very tired
feeling.

“I'm going to consult you fellowsi”
snnounced Coker. *The fact i, I'm u
against 8 bit of a diffienlty. 1 don’t

suppose your advice will be worth any-
thing, of course, considering what fat-
heads you are—"

Ed Eh?ﬂ‘]

“What 1"

“ Considering what fatheads you are!

But out of the mouths of babes and
sucklings, you know!” said Coker.
“You may be able to help—like the
mouze and the lion over again, you
Enow.”

Potter winked at Greene with the eya
farthest from Coker. Greene changed
a chuekle into a cough, just in time.

Playing mice te Coker’s lion did net
secm to appeal to them as a zerious
proposition,

But they wondered what old Horace
had been up to now. If there was any
trouble lying about loose, Coker was the
man to collect it Coker was born to
rows and scrapes, as the sparks fly
upward.

*I dare say you noticed how late L
came, on the first day of term,” went on
Coker. “Well, I was gﬂll}‘ busy that
day. I'll tell you what happened.”

“I'll tell you what, Coker, old man,”
said Potter, as if struek by s sudden
bright idea. “Tell us after derm.
Plenty of time for a good, long talk,
aiter lights out.”

“¥es, that's rather a od  idea,”
agreed Greene. “As it happens, the
fellows are czpeching us 1n tho games
study now.”

Mcither Potter nor Greene objected
to Ceker tolling them a long story, alier
lights out in the dorm. They were then
able to go to aleep while he told it

But Coker did not heed., He did not
even seem to hear. He went on:

“1 had a row in the hols—a cheeky
seoundrel tried to rob me, in a wond in
Surrey, and I knocked him out. I gave
him rather & thrashing. In fact, 1 left
hrm jolly nearly dﬂag, I thought he
dezserved that. Well, you fellows woulid
hardly believa it, perhaps, but that
cheeky rat owed me a grudgo for it——*

“ Not really 7" gasped Dotler.

“¥es, really!” aflivmed Coler. "1
bunged n]];.a‘ his eyes, and smazhed his
noses, and knocked his jaw sideways, aud
I dare say he felt pretty sore. I never
expected to sec him again—but 1 f
well did!  Would you fellows believe
ithat he had the neck to spy out my
name and my school, end to look fov
me the day I came back here, and try
to bash my head in? He got me in the
train, coming to Lantham, and Moored
me with a8 length of gaspipel I had
to report it at ihe police station, of
course—but I've said nothing about it
here=—{or certain roasons.™

Potter and Greene, perhaps, wishad
that those reasons still held goold | They
wanted to get to the games study. Ilow-
ever, Lhey listened,

“He had o kid with him,” went on
Coker, *“a kid who, I found, was called
Skip. Well, this young scoundrel was
ax pickpocket. and hand-in-glove with

olly

the brute he called Jimmy the Rak.
But he grabhed the brute's arm and
stopped him from caving in my headl
T'hat was sort of decent, wasn't it 1"

“Oh, quite !’ agreed Potter,

“Well, in the circumstances, what
would you fellows have done?” asked
Cﬂkfr. 4

[TF ‘ippﬂ
Fattor.

"TFive hobr 1™ said Greone,

Coker looked at them.

“I euppoze I waa a bit of an a=s fo
expect any senze from you fellows1” he
vemarked. “Well, T didn't tip him
half-a-crown, or five bob! I told him I
would teke him in hand, and make &n
honest kid of him somehow.”

“Oh!” gasped Potter and Greene.

“As there was nothing clse to be
done,” went on Coker, “1 brought him
Hore—~"

“ Iere 1" yelled Potter.

“I couldn't leave him on his own,
vou tee. I had no end of trouble getting
Lim into tho House. But I pot him in
at %liﬂut’.‘i wind‘g;v at last”‘pﬂd N

“Oh, great Secott!” gos atier,
“That sneak-thief that old Pompous
found in his study #nd wmade such a row
about——>"

“That’s the chap!” assented Coler.
“Luckily he got away from Prout, and
¥ got him into the boz-room and fxed
him up for the night.”

“You fixed a pickpocket up for the
night in the school I stuttered Potter,

*1've seid that thers was nothing else
to ke done, in the circumstances, The
rotten part of it is that the youn
sweep's heen brought up to pinch, an
he got out of the box-room in the middle
of the might, and started prowling round
to pinch things”

“You dJdidn't expect that?” pgasped
Crecne,

“No! ¥ou see, I told him distinetly
to do nothing of the sort!” explained
Coker, " XNow, as it happens, that crew
in ithe Remove—Wharton and his gang—-
had had their things pinched by that
vory kid in the hols, and they knew
him, and spotted him here, and they
grabbed lim that night. So he never
did any damage, after all, It was like
theiv fag cheek to butt in, of course—
#till, on the whole, I'm not sorry they
did.”

“My only summer hat!® murmured
Potter. ™ You can't mean that that
yourng rascal’s etill about the school,
Loket 1"

“Eh? Of course I”

Tk erikey M

“That checky young cad, Wharton,
told meg he had to be got out of the
House, or rl=n lie'd root him ont,” said
Coker. " Of course, I shouldn’t take
any notice of a cheeky fag., Htill, I
thouglt he'd better get out of the
House. Y've parked him 1o the apple.
loft over old Mimhle's shed.”

Potter and Greene could only gaze at
Coker, They had fancied that they
know every kind of ass Coleer was! Byt
Ifovace, evidently, still had a surprise
or two for Lis pals!

‘That even Coker had been capable of
heinging a professionsl pickpocket into
the schonl, was  almost unbelievable.
That the voung raseal was still there,
afier the lapse of days, was mere in.
credibde wtill. Tno all Greyfriars School,
anly Hovacr Coker was capable of doing
these things, Bat it really was amazing
that even MHorace was capable of it.

“I got a key to fit the shed,” ex-
dained  Coker. ™ Ag it's always kop
gchked, nobody would think of locking
for an;bady theve, I've fixed the ki
ap all eight 1n the loft—and he's able
o ger out for o wallk new and then
vwhen the eoast’s clear. That's all vight

him half-a-crown,” said



—a5 far] DBuat—" Coker shook hia
head seriously. “He can’t slay parked
in an apﬂlwiufb for ever! You fellows

Eco that?
“Oh!” gasped Greens. “Sort of |V

“What on carth will happen if he's
found there?” gasped Potter. “Do you
know that you might be sacked for
this, Coker 7™

“Don't be an aze!” said Coker testily.
“If it comes out, I shall explain to the
Head, and I hope he'll see that I
couldn’t very well do anything else, in
the circumstances. 8till, schoolmasters

are rather dense, and fd_ rather keep
the Head out of it, if possible.”

“1 should 1" gurgled Potter.

“I've been thinking it over and aver
for days,” went on Coker. “Bul you
ellows can see that it's a bit of a
difficulty. It's absolutely settled that
I'm not going to let that kid go back
to his rotten pocket-picking ways, after
what he did for me. Ho can Jearn to
be honest, all right! I've given him
three thrashings already—"

"Oh cnkey

“I'm ready to keep on with that, so
far sz it's any use,” went on Coker.
* But that won't meet all the diiliculties.
He may be spotted there, for one thing.
Only thiz afterncon, I caught a mab
of Remove kids with a footkall, quite
near the shed, when was there.
Luckily I'd shoved in a bag of stuff
I'd brought for him, before they came
along. had to order them off, and
there was a row. d Mimble might
go up intothat loft for hizdashed apples.
The fact iz that something’'s got to be
done, But what?”

Coker wrinkled his rugged brow in
thought as he gazed at Potter and
Greene.

¥ That's why I've told you,” he said.
I want your adviee | I don’t suppose
it will be any use, azs I've zaid; still,
such as it iz, cough it up[”

“Well,”” said Potter with a deep
breath, "I think I can give you zome
pretty good advice, Coker! Go and Jet
that kid out, and {ell him to cut,
without losing a single minute about
it.

“This very second !” agreed Greens,

“(et him out of the school before
anything happens,’ said Potter, “and
for goodness’ sake, lose no time about
it."

“Not a tick!™ said Greene.

“"We'll come with vou, if you like,
and help boot him off the premises!™
offered Potter,

“Tho important thin;:; is to got rid of
him this very minute!” =aid Greene.

Coker gave them aon icy look.

“And what about reforming him, and
giving him a chance in life?"” he asked.

“Oh crumbs ! %’ruarmd Potter, “ My
dear chap, & fellow at school doesn’t
take on jobs like that—he reall
doesn't | And Greyfriars isn't Dorstal,
;Fu know. Borstal's his right address.

ake & ticket for him to Borstal, and
put him in the traip,”

“Let shut of him at once, anyhow,”
said Grecne.

really  urgent
“"Get i‘{:im out of

“Yez—that's the
thing ' smid Polter.

the school, and see that he docsn't butt
1n agai.”

“1 suppoze,”’” said Colier slowly, “that
that's the sort of idiccy I mught have
expected from you fellows, I suppose
I was an ass to think that you might
talk sense for once in your lives. You'd
better shut up—""

“But look here, Coker—"
“1 said shut up ™

“My dear chap—""

Shut up P’ roared Coker.
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Potter and Giecne shut up, and lelt
tha study.

As they went down the passage thery
exchanged glances, and Potler tapped
his forchead significantly.

Coker was left to wrestle with his
knotty problem on his own—having no
use whatever for the advice he had
received from his pals,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How !

ié END me—"
“Bcab ™
“Twopence 1" said

Gilly
,, Bunter, with dignity.

L] 1

It was the following movning, in
break, when Billy Bunter yolled up to
the Famous Five and made that modest
roequest,

They =miled.

Twopence was not a large snm—it
was, indeced, worth that, any day, to
lose Bunter's company,

Bob Cherry produced a penny, and
Harry Wharton produce another.
Seldom were Bunter's requests for cash
on so modest a scale. They felt that
he deserved to be encouraged!

Bunter was & borrower of dreaded
skill. Thers was a legend in the
Remove that he had even succeeded,
once, in borrowing a “bob " from
Fisher T, Fish, the American juniov!
Lending Bunter twopence was geiling
off cheap !

“I’ll let you lhave this back out of
my postal order 1” said the fat Owl, as
he ]:uckad the two pennies nto his

et.

“0Oh, do!" said Bob Cherry gravelw,

“I fancy it will be here this aftcr-
nooh—"

"What a fertile faney " murmured
Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“That ead, Taddy, is still keoping
it up that I had his apples yesterday,”’
said Bunter. " He can’t take my word !
You fellows know that I never toucled
them, as yvou saw me with them—""

“Oh crifiﬂy e

“But will Toddy believe me? asked
Bunter, bitterly. *“INot he! The fact
ia, his ?gu le are solicitors, you know,
sg he thinks evervbody tells lies. PBut
I think hs might take my word—
knowing me a% he does.”

“That's why, old fat man.”

*“Ha, ha, ha

“Blessed if I see anvthing Lo
cackle at!” snapped Bunter. *Well,
“ Toddv's going to have his rolien

apples—I disdain to argue the point!
He won’t let’ me into the =ludy, he
says, ftill he haz those apples bhack,
Ouly for prep—and I'd really vaiher
cut prep than cut tea, you know.”

“*Would you really ¥’ gasped Johnny
Bull,

“I would really, old chap! "There
were only eight or nine apples—and
I'll let him have a dozen hack. I'er-
hapa he’ll be satisfied then.”

“Gotting a8 ecargo from the tremoen-
dous orchards at  Bunter Court?”
grinned Bob.

“Exactly, old chap! I've only got
to phone, you kuow.”

“Lucky man!” said DRob,  “Whilo
you're on the lphcmc, tell them to send
me a pneapple from the pinery, will
jou ¥

“A bunch of grapes, for me, from
the vinery ! zaid Nugent,

& box of orunges for me, from
the orangerie ! said Johnny Bull.

“Pearz for me, from the magnificent

ear orchard ["’ said Harry Wharton.
‘Bay a couple of dozen julcy ones

7
“And do not forget my humble self,”
gald Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“While you nre talking phonefully,
mention that I should like & cucumber
from the ecucumbery.”

“Ia, ha, ha "

“Yah!? reiorted Bunier; and he
rolled away; certainly without any
intention of phoning Bunter Court for
all those mice things.

He rolled into the Houwse, and went
up to the Remove studies.
> In Study No. 14 he found Fisher T.
ol 4

Hardly a fellow was
break, omn a fine, sunny Oectober
morning.  DBut Fisher T. Iish, the
business man of the Remove, had little
use for sunshine or fresh air. Thero
wasg, so far as Fishy could see,
money in either.

I'ishy was sitting on. the Etm}{ table,
with accounts before him, revelling in
fignres, In break, he was sure of
getting the study to himself, and could
revel undizturbed in dollars and cents.
He glanced up with annoyance at a
footstep, dreading that Johnny Bull
or Aquill had come in {o interrupt him.
But it was only Bunter

“1 say, Fishy, I want you ta lend
rap——>="

“Forget it sald Fishy, briefly.

“Your bunch of keys—-"

“Oh " said Fishy, ¥ Tuppence[”

“1 want a rather big key—sort that
would it & shed!” explained Bunter.

“¥You can hire that bunch of keys
for tuppence!” said TFisher T. Fish,

. "
indoors, in

no

curtly, *I guess you'll find the key
you want on it. But you take the
risk.”

Fisher 1. Fish sorted an enormous
bunch of old keye from his desk. Fishy
never  chme aeross a  disused  key
withott adding it to that bunch.

Fellows who lost keys to boxes,
doors, or lockers, were oiten glad to
borrow that bunch. SBometimes a fellow
hearing that Fishy of the Remove had
a big bunch of keys, would come
aleng to borrow if, expecting 1t to be
lent for nothing! He soon found out
his mistake! The business-man of tho
Remove charged tuppence for the loan
of that bunch. o did not, as he
would have explained, collect old keys
for his health.

Billy Bunter took the bunch, and
rolled out of the study—leaving Fisher
T. Fish happy in entering anothee
tuppence 1n lus accounts.

It was rather a hefty bunch, some of
the keys being very large: and jt made
a perceptible bulge in Bunter's Emket.

The fat Owl ruﬁgd out of the House,
and took the direction of Mr. Mimble's
kitchen-garden.

He blinked round very cautiously as
he approached the shed, over which
was the loft in which the gardener
packed apples,

This was Dunter's solution of the
apple-problem. He had ne doubt that
oue of Fishy's kevs would open that
shed. He¢ knew that innumerable

apples were in the loft.

It was, certainly, & rather risky pro-
ceeding.,  But Bunfer felt that he had
to take the risk.

Peter was going to be a heast tall
his apples were restored, Restormg
the actual apples was an impessibility.
But apples just as good were to be
haod—with a little risk!  Bunter did
not like risks—but still less did he like
being stumped whenever he put his
fat Little nose into hLis own study. As
for the unpleasant fact that bagging
the pardener’s apples mmounted o
pilfering, Bunter did not think of that.
A fellow couldn't think of evervthing!
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B
e approached the shed very
cautiously. It would have been

extremely awkward had Mr. Munble
caught him there,

But the gardencr was not about;
and Billy Bunter had almost reached
the shed when there was a heavy tread
Lehirnd Tin.,

He spun round in alarm.

To his amazement, it was Cokor of the
Fifth Form, whe was striding towards
him—with a wrathful brow.

¥What Coker was doing there, Bunter
could not guess, He could hardly hbe
after Mr, Mimble's apples !

But there he was—and he
slraight at the alarmed Owl.

“What arc vou doing here, vou frowsy
youn frum]is'-.‘” demanded er.

“Oh, really, Coker! What are you
doing here, if you como to that?”
vetoricd Bunter, “T can walk round if
I hile, T suppose.”

“You're not allowoed here!” rapped
Coker.

“You ein't, either ¥ said Bunter.

“That's cheek 1" said Coker. “ Out of
it! Get going! Let me catch you
{?ﬁclung about here again! Jump for
it !’

“Look here, you beast—  Yarooh ¥
roared Bunter, ms Coker of the Fith
grasped him by a fat neck, stewed him
round, and planted a heavy boot.

“Going ™ grinned Coker,

“"Beast ! yelled Bunter,
Beast [

“Have another—"

' Yﬂ-l‘m}ﬂp pa

Bunter started, at a run, as Coker
delivered another.

Cokey, prinning, followed him, Ilet-
ting out his foot again.

The fat Owl velled, and put on speed.
He forgot all about apples now, and all
abeout Peter Todd and the cricket stump.
Coker’s heavy boot, landing on his tight
trousers, gave Bunter quite cuough to
think about, at the moment.

came

“Ow !

He raced !
After him charged Coker, still
booting.

The previous day Coker had collected
quite a spot of trouble i clearing
Remove jmnors away [rom that spet.
But he bad no trouble now. Bunter
collectad the trouble.

How many times Coker’s boot landed
on Inm before he got clear, Bunter never
knew. But he knew that it landed
often, and that it landed hard.

e got away at last, gurgling for
breath, and crimson with indignation.

The bell rang for third school, and
Bunter had to postpone his designs on
the apple-loft, till after class. He
wriggled very uncomfortably on his
form during third school. Coker had
booted not wisely but too well,

But his deszigns on the apple-loft were
only ]pﬁsl‘pﬂnﬂdt ancd Coker of the Fifth,
had ho only known it, was not likely to
keep his  extraovdinary secrct  much
longer |

i —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Quélch Takes a Hang !

R. QUELCH, tha master of the
Remove, raised his eyebrows
in sur&:rise—till they almost
veached the brim of his hat.

It was & half-holiday that gfternoon.

The Remove were getiing s rest from
Mr. Quelech—and Mr. Quelch was get-
ting & rest from the Remove; probably
necding it mere than they did.

Golden October weather tempted Mr.
Quelch to walk aleng the towpath by
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the Sark. He walked with vigorous
strides, swinging his walking-stick—tzll
presently he stopped to take breath, and
to admire the beauty of the rippling
river, the deep hrown woods, and the
wooded Wills in the distance.

Thus it was that he saw Coker.

Coker of the Fifth was seated by &
tree, leaming his back against the same,
with a writing-pad open on his knee, a
stuinp of pencil in his hand, and a deep
wrinkle in his manly brow.

Quelch, observing him, smiled faintly.

He had little to do with the Fifth
IForm: but he had noticed Coker—
nobody in the same school could aquite
help noticing Coker.

He was aware that Coker was the
despair of his Form-master, and was
popularly supposed to be the real cause
why Mr. Prout’s hair was thiuning so
rapidly on top.

Seceing  Coker thus engaged, Mr.
L%Iuelch concluded that he was having a
shot at some problem that puzzled him—
something simple in maths that would
not have bothered Tubb of the Third,
or something in the way of & Latin con-
jugation that Sammy DBunter of the
gecﬂnd could have.dealt with.

Regarding Coker from a distance, Ar.
Quelch even considered stopping, when
ha reached the spot where Coker sat
11}1{;1&: the tree, and lending him a little
ald,

For it was clear that Coker had a
pretty knotty problem in hand |

Quelch, certainly, had not the remotest
idea that that problem was named Skip,
and that Coker was at his wits’ end
what to deo with a young pickpocket
whomi he had taken in hand and
resolved to reform !

Coker was, in fact, drafting a letter
to be written to his Aunt Judy on the
subject. It was no easy matter—and
had 1t been an casy matter to anvone
else, it would probably have been diffi-
cult to, Coker. Any problem that could
be setiled by brawn and muscle, Coker
could have taken in his stride. But in
the intellectual line, Nature had been
stingy to Coker.

Having watehed Coker for o minuta
or two, with a faintly amused smile, AMr.,
Quelch was thinking of resuming his
way. And it was then that his eye-
hrows rose, in sudden sucprize, to such
an exlent that they threatened to disap-

ar into his hat, For o sudden, start-
ing sight met the Remove master's eyes
—a startling, astonishing sight.

From behind the big ocak-tres against
which Coker sat, a face appeared.

It was & sharp, rat-like face, with a
prir of eyes just like a wary rat’s—
small, sharp, glittering, watehful.

Those rat-like oyes fized on the back
of Coker's head.

The man's hand shid under his coat,
and came out with what looked like a
short stick in it. AMr. Queleh could not
sco that it was a length of cut gas-pipe
wrapped in 4 sock., But he ecould see
that it was a deadly weapon—and
intended to be used as such.

Dumbfounded, Quelch gazed.

It was s rather lonely spot, and it
would not have been very surprising had
& tramp or & footpad made an attempt
to relieve Colier of some of his super-
fluous wealth, wnseen by other eyes.
Such things had happened, and might
happen again.

But this was nothing of that kind!
It was not an attempt at robbery, It was
an intended attack that Mr. Queleh saw
—a savage aszanlt for no reason what-
ever that he could sece

That rat-eyed rascal was ecreeping
from behind the osk, with the obvious

intention of knocking Coleer of the Fifth
on the head.

It -was so amazing that 3r. Quelch
was spellbound for a moment or two.
But he woke quickly Lo action.

Coker was gnite unconscious of his
danger. His brows were wrinkled over
that writing-pad, and he looked neither
to the right nor to the left.

Bui for the presence of the Remove
master, there was not the slightest doubt
that Jimmy the Rat wounld bave
knocked out the sehoolboy whe had
thrashed him in the holidavs.

But Quelch was there—and, middle-
aged gentleman as he was, he was
active, and he was prompt, once he
realised what was going on.

Grosping his walking-stick — forto-

nately a thick and heavy one—he rushed
forward, with stick uplifted.
. He could hardly have reached the spot
in time; but Jimmy the Rat, his keen
cars catching the sound of footsteps on
the grassy path, turned his head in
sudden alarm to se¢ who was comung.

“Coker ! shonted Mr. Quelch. "“"Look
out, boy! Be on your guard {*

He rushed on.

Coker stared round.

He jumped, and the writing-pad went
in one direction, tha cil 1n anothar,
as he saw the rat-like face havdly a yard
from him.

“0Oh exumbs I gasped Coker. “¥You ¥

He bounded up.

The rat-faced man gritting his teeth,
bounded back into the wood.

Coker alone he would have teckled,
aven if he failed to take him by stealth—
but the angular gentleman charging at
him with uplifted walking-stick was
another propesition, The HRat was
thinking now only of escape.

But as he leaped back into the wood,
Coker's foot shot out, landed on his
coat-tails, and sent him sioggering
forward

He recovered swiftly, but not swiftly
enough to escape Mr. Quelch.

The Bemove master reached him, and
the walking-stick eame down with a ter-
rific crack.

Jimmy the Rat gave a fearful yell,
His hat cracked under the swipe, and
he felt as if his head had done the same,

“Seoundrel I panted Mr. Quelch.
“Take that—and that—"

Another hefty swipe landed on the
Rat, and he tottered. He turned an
Mr. Queleh, grasping his 11'9:1%&1‘:, a rat's
ferocity blazing in hus eyes. But he had
not the cuuran to face tho grimn, engry
face and the lashing stick.

He jumped back, out of reach of
another swipe, and plunged into the
trees.

Mr. Queleh rushed after him.,

Unfortunately, Coker did the zame at
the same moment. Coker, of course,
caught his foot in a trailing root, and
stumbled into the Remove master,

Mr. Quelch staggered against a tree,
Coker sat down at his feet.

A moment’s respite was enough for the
wary Rat. He tore away through the
wood, and vanished,

“Upon my word ! exclaimed Mr.
Quelch testily. " Really, Coker, you are
very clumsy 1

“Eh?" Coker scrambled vp. “You
pushed me over, gir ¥

of the sort!” snapped
ou ran into me in the

“1 did nothin
Mr. Quelch.
most clumzy manner, Coker 1¥

“ Really, sir 1™ protested Coker.

Coker was the only man at Greylriars
who did not know that Coker of the
Fifth was a clumsy asa,

“He is gone now " said Mr. Quelch
crosaly. I should have liked to give
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him into custody. It 1s
unfortunate—""

“¥Yes, I'd have liked to cop the
brute,” said Coker. "It was rather
unfertunate that zyou pushed me
over—"

“Be silent, you foolish boy 1%

Coker looked at him.  Ie had to take
thiz sort of thing from Prout, his Form-
master. He wondered indignanily
whether ha was expected to take it also
from the master of n junior Form.
Ho came very near telling Mr. Quelch
what he thought of him.

“The man was about to attack you
when I perceived him,”" said Mr, Quelch,
"It 13 most extraordinary. Have you
seen the man before, Coker ™

“0h, ves, sirl He's a footpad who
tried to rvob me in the hols, and I jolly
well thrashed him. He got afier me
the dav I came back to school.”

“Oht That sccounts for his action,
no doubt!” said Mr. Quelch. **I will
walk on (o Courtlicld and speak to
Inspector Grimes on the subject. You
had better go back to the school,
Coker."”

“Eh

“Jt will be safer for you to remain
in the school.” ]

“1'm not oafraid of that rat, sic!”
said Coker disdainfully. *Cateh me
taking any notice of him."”

“ e was about to attack you from
betind, Coker, when my arrival for-
tunately interrupted him."?

“Yez—ihat's R.-: sont 1" said Cloker.
“But I expeet T'd have handled him all
right! - Don't yon worry, sir! 1 can
tako ecare of myself.”

Mr. Queleh breathed harvd and deep.

ke, he said, "vou are not n
ity Form, or I should cane you for
impertinence. I have no authority over
Wy, Prout’s bove; bt for thiz oceasion
{ shall assume i, to the lenglh of
directing vou fo relurn to Greyfriars
at onee. Gol”

YEry

)

=

Peter Todd was sitilng down to tea when the study door opened and a fat faco and a b pair of spectacles blinked cantiously
“* 1 can come in, I suppose ¥ ** said Bunter.

reach you where you are [ **

“PBut, sir—"

“Go back to the school this instant 1™

th}!tﬁ:lutred jI:"nir. Quelch,
“ —_—

“If you utter another word, Coker,
I shall thrash vou with this walking-
stick, and explain the maitter to Mr.
Prout afterwards! Now gol”

Coker stared at him. Quelch secmed
shirty about something—Cloker did not
know why, but he could sea that Qualch
was shirty. He sctually meant what
he zaid—he was poing to whop Coker,
g Fifth Form man, if he oarpued any
more |

Coker did not utter smnother word,
Indignation, in fact, kept him domb.
He gave Queleh a look—a look whicl,
he hoped, would make Queleh realise
what a cheeky asa he was—and stalked
awav down the tow-path in the direction
of Greyiriars,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Entrance—But No Exit!

ILLY DBUNTER Llinked vound
hium cantiously,

The coast was clear,

Mr. Mimbde had been ot work
in the Litchen-gacden, but he had gone
in to ten.  That meddiing ass. Coker of
the Fifth, was oul of gates. There was
nobody  clse te bother Bunier. 1o
arvived at the door of 1he shed nnder
the apule-loft, and began experimenling
with Ifishy’s bunch of keys,

ITappily unaware that ihat shed had
n tenant, Dunler had wnot the shightest
idea that a pair of keen eoves had
walched his approach, from the hitlle
dormer window of the left,

Billy Bunter had almosi forgotion the
exislence of 3kip, Ly this tipe, Ilno
knew that the lightfingered youth had
been within the walls of Greyiriars, on
the first day of the termn; but he knew
that Harry Wharton & Co. had hunted

iy

“ Of course you can | ** agreed T

y

‘:IJ I .L

dy, picking up the stump. *“‘Ican’t

for him, and had not doubted that the
young rascal had cleared off.

He did not know, what the Famouns
Five know, that Coker had brought
Skip into the schaol. And the TFamwous
Five had no idea that Coker was still
keeping him there. Having scen and
heard nothing of Skip, since the first
doy, they naturally concluded that ho
was gone,

But, so far from being gone, Skip
was now standing at the hittle window
in the loft, watching the top of Billy
Bunter's fut head, as ho 1:1'1&:%J key after
key on thoe door.

Skip know the "fat covey' again at
once, and wondered what Dunier wanted
there.  Ho heard the clinking from
below, as the fat Owl handled Fishy's
exlensive bunch of keys.

Bunter found one 1o it at last,

He unlocked the door and rolled in.
Carefully he elosed the door after him,
and locked it ppain on ibe inside. He
did not want to risk being caught
bagging the opples; and had the

ardencr come along end found that
door unlocked, certainly lheo would have
investigated.

Billy Bunter grinned with salisfaction,

It was rigky—Dbut there was, afler
all, reward for risk. He had a bag
under his arm, which he was geing 1o
fill with apples, te zatisfly I’eler Todd,
and get a much-veoded rest from 1he
erickef-slump. Bat, once ameong the
ripe apples, DBuooter was not likely to
carry off merely o baginl, Ile was
going to carry off as many more as
he could pack within the limits of his
wide ciremnlerencr, s mmonth wotered
at the {honght, Really, it was worth
ihe risk.

He crossed the shed 1o
clamped in the covner, wikich led
the trapdeor 1 the loft.

The ladder was almost vertical, and
not casy for Banter to elimwb,  He had
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lo the ladder
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a great deal of weight to carry up
that ladder.

But he clambered up, pulfing and
perspiring, and reached the trepdoor
above. MHolding on with one hand, he
pushed at the trap with the other.

As thero was ne fastening on the
trap, Bunter naturally expected it to
rise when pushed from below.

But it did not rize. It did not stir an
inch., Heo pushed, and shoved, and it
remained imumovable,

Ha did not, of conrse, know that a
ickpneku’r, in dread of Leing dizcovered
m his hidden refuge, was standing on
it.

He was puzzled and perplexed oand
annoyed,

“Blow " growled Bunter. * What's
the matter with tho beastly thing, I'd
like to know., Blow it! DBother it!
Bless it! Be-p-rl"

He shoved and shoved.

It was  mystifying, a3 well as
irritating,  How could a trapdoor
remgin  shut, when there was no

fastening on it, and e fat Owl shoving

with all his sirength from below?®
There was, in fact, only onc possible

explanation—which dawned on Billy

Bunter, 23 he cecased his exhausting
effarts, somebody was in  the loft,
helding the trapdoor down.

“YRepzs ! lussed Buonter, as  that

ohvious fack dawned in lus fat brain,
“Js that you, Skinner, you cad? I
know you pinched apples herea once,
you rotier! ‘Think yow're going 1o have
the lot, you greedy ]p:g i

There was no reply from above.

“Do vou hoar me, you cadi™ yelled
Bunter. “Look htere, you let me come
up, sea?  Will you get off that tvap,
you roifer i

The fat 0wl breathed fury.

It could not be Alr. Mimble in the
loft—=lo weuld not have held the trap
down; he would have collared Bunter
and marched him off for judgment.
It was evidenily somebody who hag no
vight there—sonwhody, Bunter had no
Jdoubt, who was aiter the apples, like
himsolf. .

Skinner of the Remove very likely:
he was, a5 Buaunter knew, just the Lind
of unscrupulous f{cllow to go pinching
apples.  Vhoever he was, he was not
oing (o keep Bunter out, not if Buntor
ﬁmw 1t |

Wil you lek me ¥ yelled Bunter.

Hea gave another zhiove at the trap,
but it dud nob shr

He snorted with rage. After all his
risks, and all his cxertions, 1t waa
altogether too bad to e wrecked In
sight of land, lika thi-

“0Oh, all right 1" hi=wed Bunter, *You
stick there, vou cad, and keep a fellow
out! DIl jolly well go creaight io
Mimble and tell i ihere’s somchody
pinching apples in his lafl,  Seei®

He heard a sound of movement ahave,

That threat secmed to have Lol ils
effect, Tho fellow in the loft «did not
want the gavdener callad to the cpat,
to find him there!

Bunter gave another shove at tue teap,

This thmo it bfted and Eeoll Lack, ‘ias
orifice was opeir over Billy Bumee's
head.

With a gaesp of relich, Lie clumberad
into the htile dusky loft, and leaned
sgaiust & case of apples, panting for
breath after his cxertions,

Bang !

The trapdoor dropped suddenly into
place aguin,

Bunter blinked through his big spec-
tacles at a fgere in tha dusk. The boy
in the loft bhad clozed down the trap
promply,

“¥Who are you, vou rotter?” yapped
Bunter, ]pr_-urmg at him in the dim Tight

Tue Macxer Lisniny.—No, 1,547,

THE MAGNET

of the loft. "™ You-—och crikevy! You ™

Paotter and Greene had come in to

He gave a yell of astonishment, as tea. After football practice, they were
he recognised Skip. hungry. Much remained of the wvast
moment, he had not hemper that Coker had brought back

UE to that

doubted that it was a Greyfriars junior
in the loft, after the apples. His eyes
almost popped through his speetacles,
at the sight of Skip.

“You!” he gasped. *“O0Oh crikey!
You! Pinching apples! Oh crumbs]
You heve! Ob jiminy 1 X
~ “You blooming bloater " said 3kip,
i measred tones, It's you for peking
in where you ain’t wanted, ain't it¥
You fat hoyster, what you want to come
poking your silly nese’in 'ere for?"”

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

He was strongly inclined to knock the
fellow down for hiz cheek. But Shkip
was flourishing a eclenched fist under
his fat little nose—and ins of
knocking him  down, Bunter backed
away. It was, after all, beneath a
fellow’s dignity to scrap with a rank
outsider like this voung scoundrel of a
pickpocket !

“And now, I suppose,” s=aid Ship,
glowering, “you're going lo 'owl out
all over the shep that you've seen mo
‘erg, you himage you?”

"I suppose you den't expect mae o
Leep it dark V' said Bunter, with lofty
dizdain. *“You ocught to ba jolly well
run in, end you know it!  And the
sooner you're run in, the better, too!”

“Putting the coppers on a covey,
what?  asked Skip,

“Certainly ' sald Bunter,

“Well p'r'ups vou will, and p'r'aps
vou won't!"” I:fni{l Skip darkly. Ho
dragged a heavy box to the trapdoor,
and landed it there, “That fixes that!
You try to shift that there, and see what
you'll pet” :

Billy Bunter Dblinked st him,
amazement, and alarm.

He had got into the loft. It had not
lieen ecasy, but he had pot in. Now it
dawned on him that it would be still
logz paszy to get out again.

“ Wou—you—you rotter !’ he gasped.
¥ Think you're going to keep me here?”’

“Well, I don't want you,” said Skip.
“I don't s'pose anybody wanis your
ngly mug about! But yon am't gomg
to give a bloke away, that's & cert.”

“%Why, vou fathead, I've got to got in
to tea I exclaimed Bunter.

“PAve youl” said Skip, derisively.
“Well, you try it on, that’s all! I'll

ive you & bang on the weskit thav'll

ursk you !

“You cheeky cad howled Bunter,
T jolly wﬁ-[rﬁhuu{. from the window,
if vou keep that trap shut™

“Go it said Bkip, “You ‘owl
from that winder, and I'll give you
satnnthing to ‘owl for, you can lay to
that!”

Billy Bunter did not approach the
window. Ile sank down feeldy on a
pox, and zat blinking at Skip.

He swas in the apple-loft, heavy with
tha =zeent of ripe apples—surrounded by
apples—hut he forgot apples! e just
sat and blinked, and wondeved dizeily
st disinally what on carvih he was
voinrg to do.

In

t:l'!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Big Idea !

ik Y not¥ acked Horace Coker.
W e gazed strafght at
Potter and Greene, in his

stucy.
It was a little Jdifficult for them to

answer; as they had not the fainiest
idea whet Coker was talking about.

with him to school—Coker’s study, at
present, was & land flowing with milk
and honey. But when Potter and
Greene came in, sharp set, they saw no
signa of tea, though it was past tce-time,
. Coker sat at the study table, pen in
in his hand, paper befors him, ink on
ha fingars, a spot or two on his nose,
;:pd half-written letters strewn all round

m.

Coker, clearly, was in the throes of
composition! He had & difficult letter
to write, and had started it, and re-
started it, a dozen times, ot least; and
still he had not got fairly going. He
had used quite a lot of ink, chiefly on
his fingers, without effect so far.

He took absolutely no notice of Potter
and Greene when they came in, They
wandered uneasily aboub the study,
wondering  whether Coker was ever
going to :top spilling ink, and let them
have tea. Coker, evidently, did net
want to be interrupted; and as Coker
was going to stand the tea, it was
negessary to be tactful with Coker,

Suddenly, however, Coker sat up, aa if
struck by the biggest brain-wave ever,
stared at them, and demanded,
LH3 "":il"hjr nat?’:

Hoe vose from the talle, throwing
down the pen.

*1 wonder,” remarked Coker, “that
I didn't think of it before. You sce
1t solves the difhienlty.”

*Ho plad ! said Potler, “ What about
ten, old chap?”’

“Clears up the whole thing!” said

Caoker.
“EBhall I clear

“TFine ™ said Greene,
the table?"
_ "I'm blessed,” went on Coker, unheed-
ing, “if I knew how to put 1t to Aunt
Judy. She’s a dear old =oul, and she's
got tons of money—but how the dickens
could 1 ask her to take a pickpocket

into the houge?™
Hardly, I should

“Oh
think."

“Besides the young seoundrel neods
my eye on him ™ said Coker, * Keep-
ing him under my eye, and whopping
him when he kicks over the {racos—
that's the idear, What do vou thinki

crikey |

“Th! Yest! I'll stick the kettlo on,
shall I
“Never mind the kettle! It maw

seem a bit thick in some ways, to lencd
a kid like that at Greyfriars!™ said
Coker, thoughtfully. “Sull, Aunt Jud
would pay his fees, like a shot, if {
asked hep=-—=""

ki Eh !l’

“What?

“1 don’t see why the Head should
objeet. He's a bit dense, but wo all
know that he's a pood old bean™

Polter and Greene gazed at the happy
Horace. They oven {orpot lea

“Tle's about the age to go inlo the
Eemove,” continued Coker.  * They've
a prubby lot of young scoundrels in
Quelech's Form, and I dare say Skip
would pass with the rest.”

“Oh!" gazped Potlor,

“Oh ™ gurgled Greene.

They realsed that they were not
dreaming ihis !

Coker, who had landed a pickpocket
m the school, guided only by his own
supreme wisdony, was now thinking of
solving Lhe problemn, by keeping him
thern—as a Greyiriars junior!

It was unbelievabile—bot thore 1 was !
Coker waa thinking of cxactly that!
That was the kind of brain he had!}

He did not see why the Head chould
nhiimt. Potter and Grecns did | .

*I belicve my aunt would take him,



if T asked her,” went on Coker. "But
look what a trouble and re:,imnmhllm}'
it would be, to an old lady ! L've got te
BED the kid through—but I can’t land
it on her like that! Besides, he needs
my eve on him! Here, I could keep
him under m o

“¥ou thin tLﬂ Head would let a
pickpocket into & Form at Greyiriars?”’
asked Potter, guite faintly.

“Why not—in the circumstances! If
he hadn't saved me from getting my
head cracked in the train that day,
shouldn't be here myself, this term. The
Head would have lost me ! said Coker.
“Well, I suppose you know that there
are certain fellows, in every school, that
can't p-ms.:hlv be spared—they give the
place 1is tone, and help to keep up the
right v a{iutmn, and all that. It would
be & bit of & disaster for Greyiriars if 1
lisd fo be away & whole term 1V

il ' et

AR

HThe Head's bound to take that into
mnaidera.tinns when it's Eut to him!"’
said Coker, * Don't you think so "

Potter and Greene did not say what
they thouglht. They could not! They
luat gazed spellbound at old Horace,

“I don't sce why Quelch should
grouse at having him in his Form!®
went on Coker. " Look what a crew
he's got already ! Besides, I should be
prepared tc- help him with advice at
amr time."

£ Dh. [ L]

“It's the big idea!” said Coker. “I
wander T HE‘I."E*!‘ thought of it before.
But a chap can't think of everything at
once. It's a bit of a dlfﬁeultjr his
being called Skip—he doesn't seem to
have a name, or any people, or any-

thing. I might find a name for him—
let's gee—not o silly nome  like
Potter—-"'

“ Eh

“Or a commonplace name like
Crreeng—-"

*“What®"’

“Romething a bLit botter than that—

a3 good as my own-—-why not?”’ aszked
Eul:fzr. “&till, that's only a detail, snd
can be thought out afterwards. I'd
better drop Aunt Judy a line about this
at once.” .

Coker plumped info his chair again,
and resumed the pen.

“What about tea?’ asked Potter,
despair.

Cokor looked up.

“Did ven say tea, George Potter?®”
he inguired,

“Yes 1 jolly well did ™

“Well, don’'t! That's all—don't ¥

Coker dipped his pen into the ink,
and bent Eﬁ brows over his writing-
pad. The problem was, he considered,
splved at last,

Any problem could be solved by a
really brainy fellow, given time. Coker,
a brainy fellow, had solved this one!
He was not likely to think of tea, at
such & moment! Striking the iron while
it was hot, was Coker's idca.

Potter and Greene faded out of the
stidy. They went down o tea in Hall,
unheeded by Coker.

Colier got on with his epistio to Miss
Judith Coker. It was an epistle worthy
of the crmament of M. Prout's Form.

in

H Trear Aunt J 11.1:15',

“I toled you in my last letter abows
the kid who chipt in and stopped a
beestly hrewt from eracking my knut,
Well. old deer, I Lrort this kid to the
skool, as there was nuthing else to be
dun with him; and I've been very

uﬂ.l-:-d since io l{lmﬁ wiet's to be dun.
‘\m'r I've thort of what seems o me a
Why sheoodn’t he

prefty brife idea,
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enter at Greyiriars a: a joonicr, whers
I cood keep an cve on him? I think it
can be managed, if you are willing to
pay the pheczo. He's a bit backward,
of course, for & Greviriars kid, but 1
shood give him sum coaching, and help
him on in such matiers as spelhing and
sow on, It scems to me a verry brite
idea, so will you rite and let me know
what you think abowt it. I've got him
stikking in an apple-lofit at pressent,
but, of corse, he can’t stay thair for
oYver,
“FTour loving nevew,
¥ Homrace, "

Horace Coker vead that letter over
and was satished with it. He put 1t
into an envelope and walked out of the
Houso to post it

His rugged face was quite bright and
choery.

L1 Ell ?FF

“ Bunter—seenn him  about *2
Peter.

“First time you've noticed %" asked
Dutton, staring.

::th thumd what 7"’

“That Bunter's stout.”

“Oh erikey ™

“Moro than stout—podgy, if vou ask
me,” said Dutton. * But what about it?
He's no stouter this term than he was
last.”

“Have your seen him?” velled Peter.

“PI'll watch it!”’ said Dutton. “He
wants cleaning, all right—but I'm not
going to clean him. Wharrer you
raean T

“Help 1" pasped Peter,

“1 dare say he would yelp if yom
staried cleaning him. I remember the

(Continued on nexl page.)

bawled

For several davz]
the problem of Skip
had heen a weight
on Coker’s mind;
now he had solved
that worrying prob-
lem—at least, he
was sure that he

>

had. Se, as far a8 { '@'_
Coker could gee, all f’.
was calm and| > )
bright. \

THE NINTH

CHAPTER.
Where {s Bunter ?

ETER TODD

P laid a cricket-
sturmp beside
his plate on
the tea-table in
Btudy No. T
It was ready for
Bunter—if he blew
in,
But it turned ont
to be unnecessary;

Bunter did not
bloaw in.

Peter concluded
that the fat Owl
was iea-ing up the
passage,  probably
with Lord 3JMaule-
verer, Anyhow,

he was giving Study
WNo. T a wide offling:
so Toddy dismissed
him from his mind,
and did not think
of him again till
prep.

FProbably he

would not have
iiought of him
then, but for the

fact "that Bunter be-
longed to Study
Na, 7, and had to
do his preparation
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fellows rave hiw a baih in the Remove
dorm once. e made a fearful row, 1
shouldn't wonler if 3t was the fArst .11r:.‘t1
ever had—and the last, too! 1f they'ro
going to pive Bunter another bath, 1
don’t mind lending a hand.”

“Oh dear!™ moaned Peter

“But, I =ay, Deter, DBunter hasn's
come up to prey,” added Dutton. = Do
vou kitow what's becowe of bhim#

Peter shonk his head. He left Situdy
No. T (o ivvuire aleng the pas=age.
Fellowa were coming ont of il
studies, but Bunter was not to be seen
among the Hemovitos,

“Anvhody scen Buomier ¥ called oot

Toddy. - _
“Lost vour prize  porker ™ azloed
Skinner. “Well, I ean tell you how to

fnd him.”

“How i demamded Toddy.

“Aake o noise like a jam tart, aud
be will ran up”

“Ha, ha, Iin "

“Logk lLere, vou men, Bunter's out
prep !’ said LPeser, “ o anybody
Enow where the fat framp 1st"

“May have had enough of your
cricket-stumyp, old man!™” grinned the
Bounder. *I've heard you laying it on
once or twice."

“But I Dhaven't
dinner,” said Toddy.
you, Aauly i

Larvd Alauleverer shook his head.

“No. Mavea't :een him,”
answered.

“Muet have fea’'d with semcbody,”
said Skinner. “If he's misved a nwal,
vou will find his pale vemains lving
abont somewhere,” )

“Well, Bunter can’t have missed a
meal,” said Harry Wharton, “'LThat's
impessible. Who had him to tea®”

Nonody had had Bunter to tea,

“ALust have tea'd in Hall,” said Bob
Cherry,

~1Te jollv well didn't:)”  declared
Bolsover major. T tea’d in 1lall, and
Bunter wasn't there”

“Hao did I, and I never saw Bunter,”
vremarked Hazeldene,

“Hasn't anybody seen him this after-
ncon ' asked Peter. He was begmming
to feel a littla worvied about his fat
stadyimate, :

It was very vuusual for Ihlly Bunter
tn  remain out of =ight for long.
Generally enongh was scen of him—in
fact, too much. But when the Re-
movites compared notes it was asorr-

epptl i 3511';1.."13
“ il he tea with

Lo

n?y

tained that he had last heen scen in
the quad, between thres and  four
o' clock.

Since then nmo eye secmed to have
fallen on Bunter,

Az it had been & hali-heliday, Bunier,
of courze, might have gote out of pates,
Seme of (he follawas vemomberad that
he had miszed calling-over; but it was
not very unnsuzl for one or two fellows
to be late for roll on a half-hohidax,
and so far as they had thought ahout
it at all they hod =apposed that he had
volled in Jarer, .

Now it looked as if he hadn't.

Cutting prep was a rather cerions
matier. Bunter had cut prep. It
lonked as if hie had miz=sed his fea.

Something must have happencd to
Bunter !

The Removites went down [rom the
sindies dizcussing the surprising abseucn
of the fat ornament of the Forn,

Whaz Bunter fancied that he was up
to was a rather interesting niystery.

Az the Famous Five went along (o
ihe Rag, Trotter came up with a mes-
sage for the head Loy of the Remave,
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He was wanted in his Form-masteg's’

study.

He found AMre. Quelch frowning there.

“Wharton,” rapped iha REemove
master, “von are aware that Bunter
mizzed calling.over this evening 17

“Yeg sir,” said Harry.

“You are well aware, Wharton, that
a boy who misses calling-over should
report himaclf inmunediately he comes
m.,  As head boy of the Form, yon
shonld have seen that Bunter did so if
he was so careless as to omit deoing so.”’

“¥Yes, zir, bul—->>"

“The ruies of this school,™ =zaid Mre
Quelch ¢ros:ly, *are made for a special
rurpose, Wharton, You should be
aware of that,”

" Oh, yes, sir, but 2

Mwow go aned send Bunder to me ab
once, Wharton 1

wm Hut‘—'—:’

“1 have no time to waste, Wharton”

*But T can't, sir. I don't know wheve
he 12" satd Wharton, *"Nobody secoms
to have seen him since the middle of
the aftemnmoon.”

“What ! Do you mean that he iz etill
ont of gates 77 exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“I donw't know whore he is siv. e
waste b with us at foolball practice thus
afternoon; that's all 1 know.”™

“Bless my soul!” raid Mr., Quelch,
“1He must surcly have come in long
ago. I will go and =peak to CGosling.
You may go, Wharton.”

M. Quelech walked rather bhasiily
down to the porter's lodge,

It was Gosling's duty to take the
names of late-comers, fo be reparted
to their Form-masters—a duty Gosling
gonerally performed with relish.

On this occaston, however, Gosling
had had no opportunity of perfovming
that agreeable duty. DBunter had not
come in late. If he had gone out, he
had not come in at all.

A, Queleh returned to the House
much periurbed.

Not only had Gasling not seen Bunter
come tn, but he had not, so far as ha
recollected, seen him go out.  Still, it
seemed that he must have gona out, as
he could hardly have dissolved into thin
air in the guad.

In the Bapg there was excited discus-
ston on the subject, especially o3 bed-
ttme drew near,

It was amazing for Bunter to eut {ea.

It was wildly reckloss for him te cut

prop. But it seemed impossible that
he was going to cut dorm. That meant
the “zack,”” unless the delinquent had
a remarkably pood explanation to offer,

So there was quite a lot of excitement
as half-past nine drew near.

some of {he fellows stood at the
window of the Rag, looking out into
the meonliv October night.,  Buot there
was no somwul of a distant bell at the
patez, no sign of o fat fipure rolling
tired and breathless to the House,

Bunter did not comne.

When Wingaite of the Sixth saw
hights-out for the Remove there was a
bed vacant in the dormitory. Win-
gaie's face was grave as he turned out
the light and went.

There was a buzz of vaiees from bed
to bed when he was gone.

“Where on carth’s Bunter?®
Bob Cherry.

*“The whevefulness 12 terrific.™

“0 where and O whers can he be®™
siehed Skinner. “I wonder if the poor
old  porpoisa has burst somewhere!
AMight happen to him any minute.”

“{fy, shut u]l). Skinner ™

“ Mzt have lost his way somewhore,™
said Harry Wharton,  * Might have
gone by rail somewhere, and taken the
wrong train'

aslnd

“3dLight have hilked the railway, and
got run !l euggested kinner.
“Quelch will have to go and bail hun
out in the morning, in that casel”

“But nobody ceema to have seen him
go out,’’ said Vernon-S8mith. "It's jolly
odd! Where the dickens can ho Lot

“Aay roll in any minute!” said
Squiff,

But Bunter did not roll inl

When the Removites went to sleep at
last, there was still a vacant bed in
the dormitory; and for ence the rumble
of Bunter's snore Jdid not awaken tho
echoes of the night.

Sy e e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
At Midnight

NORE!
Bkip prinned. ]
Billy  Bunter was snoring—

though mot in his wsual place in
the Remove dormitory.

That decp and resonant
echoed through the apple-loft.

Bkip, standing at the little dormer
window, was legking out into  the
glimmering moonlight.

He was not thinking of sleep.

Bifly Bunier had spent an evening
that scerned to him rather like a night-
mare, Having made the astonishing
diseovery that the young pickpockes
was still within the walls of Greyirnars
School, Bunter waonld undoubeedly have
spread that startling news all over the
school—had he been able!

But Skip had taken care of thatl

Coker of the Iifth had befriended
Lhim; but Skip knew well enongh what
Lo exg&ct if e was caught theve by any-
OTed flag,

There was little doubt that he would
be handed over to the police—to bo
trapsferred  to  some institlution  on
Baorstal lhines—the idea of which Skip
disliked extremely. ] )

That was not going to happen if Skip
could help it. And he could help if,
by the simpl2 method of keeping Bunter
whero .h"" was, and preventing him from
spreading the news.

It was casy enongh for him to seo
why Bunter had come to the apple-loft,
He was afier the apples. 8o it was not
likely that he had mentioned o anyone
where he was ﬁ;‘uing and he would not
be looked for there,

Bunter had to stay !

His only comfort was that Skip had
an ample sapply of grub, which he was
quite willing to share,

Coker, of course, could only pay his
protege visita at cautious intervals; and
having already seen Skip once that day,

rumbla

he was mnot coming again till the
marrow., Bui he Ead eft plentiful
supplies. ]

Where that ample supply of provi-

sions came from, Bunter Jdid not know;
but he was glad that it was there. Ha
made several deep mreads on i, and
fonnd consolation therein.

Twenty times, at least, he explained
to SkiP that he had to get out. lle had
to go in for tea. Ila had to go in for
prep.  He had to go in for dorm,  All
of which fell on deaf ears

Finally, Bunter rolled himseli in the
pugs that Coker had left for Skip, and
wient to sleop.

Now he was sleeping and snoring;
rather to Skip's relicf. iz snore was
nob nnsical, but, at least, he was no
further troauble while he was acleep.

Whether Bunter got inte a “row ™
for staving out of the House like this,
az he had told Skip o dozen tines that
ha would, the little waif did not care
very meich. The fat covey should not
have Dbuited in where he was not

-
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wanted. He had to keep his mouth shut
till Skip waa gone.

And Bkip was going that night.

Coker, in his high-handed way, was
going to be Skip's benefactor, whether
he liked it or not! Skip had decided
that he wasn't!

In fact, he would have clearcd out of
the school already, but for a glimpse of
Jimmy the Rat lurking about Grey-
friars, which had scared him back to
hiz hiding-place like a frightened
rabbit to & burrow,

Jimmy, he had no doubt, was hang-
ing about the place looking for a chance
ab Coker. The malicious Rat had not
forgotten or forgiven the terrific thrash-
ing Coker had given him in tha heli-
days., The mere thought of falling in
with the associate he had turned down,
gave Skip a cold chill

For some days, therefore, he had
played up to Coker; camping in the
apple-loft, creeping out to get the air
every now and then when the coast was
rch:E:n-, especially by night, when all was
safe,

He would have been willing to kee
it up longer—mnot, as Coker supposed,
beecatnse he was ready to jump fo
Horace's orders, but to give Jimmy the
Rat plenty of time to clear off before he
veniured out.

Bub Bunter's discovery pul paid to
that.

He had kept the “fak covey ™ thers,
atnd kept him guaiet, for s own security,
but onlv till the hour was late enough
for him to dodge out of the place un-
seen—clther by anyoue belonging to the
school, or by Jimwy the HRat, if he was
still lurking about.

While Bunter snored, Skip stood look-
ing from the window, waiting for the
night to grow older,

ot il midoight dod Skip ietend to
make & move. Then he was poing-—
and Horace Coker would have been
hWorrified, if not petrified, had he been
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Potier and Greene enfered the sfudy, sharp set afier foothall praclice, expeciing to see signs of tea. All they saw, however,
was their siudy-mate, Horace Coker, sltling at the table, a pen in his h
and balf-written letters sirewn all round him.

aware that Skip was not only going, but
that he was not going empty-handed.

Young rascal as he was, Skip had his
limits, His light fingers could have
cleared out Coker's ample wealth any
time he saw Coker. But he had not
picked Coker's pockets,

Coker never dresmed that he thought
of doing se. Bkip thought of it more
i}mn once, but he resisted the tempta-
ion.

Deep down somewhere in the young
rascal, brought up mmong ibieves, and
hardly knowing right from wrong, Lhere
was a spob of rigﬁt fecling.

He hardly knew why he spared
Cloker’s cash; but he did spare it
Coker scemed to him every =ork of a fool
and an_idiot; but there was a rugged,
breezy honesty and straightforwardoness
about old Horace, that had made its
impression on Skip. )

But if he had seruples of conscience
about Horace Colker, he had none what-
ever in repard fo oithers.

Greviviars School was, fo his mind, a
sort of gold-mine! Ile had been in the
House, and knew what was to be picked
up by a filching hand. Without o
second thought, without even realising
that it was rascality, he was going to
“pinch " what he could before he went.
The idea of leaving that pold-mine un-
tapped would liave made him slare,

t would have been diffienlt for any
Grayiriara fellow to understand the
workings of & mind like Bkip's. Cer-
tainly Horace Coker had not the slight-
est understanding of the extraordinary
character he had go cheerfully and con-
fidently taken in hand,

Midnight sounded at last from the
clock-towoer of Greylriars,

Then Skip turned from the window,

Bunter, in the rugs, snored, uncon-
seions of his surroundings. Skip gave
him an  amused and  confempluous
glance, buk no other notice, as bhe crept
towavds the trapdoor.
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and, paper before him, ink on his fingers and nose, .

Bilently he removed the box he had
placed on it, end lifted the trap,

He swung himself down to the ladder
below, and silently clozed the trap over
his head.

The way wag now open for Bunfer to
escape, if he had been awake! But he
was fast asleep, and quite unlikely to
awaken, .

Skip gave him no further thought.

He slipped quickly down the ladder
crossed to the door of the shed, lnti
unlocked it. He stepped out and
locked the door after him.

For a minute he stood thers in the
dim moonlight listening. To his owu
surprize, he was feeling a twinge of
hesitation,

Ever since Horace Coker had landed
him at Greyfriars, Bkip's chief desira
had been to get away, and see the last
of Cokor and his blundering beneveo-
lence. Now, oddly enough, he was not
so sure that he was keen to go.

A few days ago he would have
grinngd at the ides of Colker coming
aleng, expecting to find him there, and
finding him gone. Now the thought of
Coker's surprize amd dismay gave him
an uncxpected twinge,

That fatheaded bloke meaunt well by
him—he was & fool, but he was & king-
hearted covey—and he was the first
human being that had ever shown the
wretched waif kindness, True, Lis kind-
neszs was of o rather heoavy-handed
variety; but thero it was—he mesnt
Bkip well, and nover before had eny-
body meant him  well,  Somehow,
Coker's rugged, obtuse face rose before
Skip's mind, compared with the shifty,
cunning, rat-like face of his old associ-
ate, Jimmy. The bloke was a foal,
there was no mistake about that—Dbut
how infinitely different from Jimmy tha
Rat—and it was to associations like the
Rat's that Skip was going baclk!

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continwed from page 135.)

Skip pave an angry gk'll'ﬂt.

He realised that, fed up as he was
with hiz peculipr refuge in the school
and with Coker's fatheaded dlctutqu:}i
ways, he would, after all, have remained
where he was, had it been possible,

But it was po longer possible—owing
to Bunter. Bunter could hardly be
kept a prisoner much longer—bcesides,
Coker would come along in the morn.
ing, and discover that he was therel
Onece Skip's presence was made known,
Coker could not protect him—and 1t
would be the “coppers ” next! He had
to go while the going was good |

For & long minute he stood there;
then, with an impatient shake of the
shoulders, he moved.

Softly, like a thief in the night—as,
indeed, he was—he crept away towards
the House. . )

Billy Bunter, still snoring in the
apple-loft, was.left to snore alone.

————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rat’s Revenge !

i IE " murmured Skip.

P He grinned cheerfully.

It was “pie "—just pie!

For a quarter of an hour
8kip had been explocing the exterior of
the House, seeking an entrance, rather
like a fox outside a hen-roost, He
decided on & hittie window that gave
access to 4 lobby. It was in the shadow
of & tree, and hardly a gleam of meon-
IIEht reached it. That little window
suited Skip admirably, and, to his suar-

rise and satisfaction, as he ran his

ight fingers over it, he found that it
was unfastened.

He pushed 1t open.

If this was not pre, Bkip did not know
what pie was. Somebody had left that
window unfastened, as if to make his
way easy. The casement was not even
quite closed; he found it an inch ajar.

Silently he clambered in. Without a
sound, he dropped into the dark lobby.
On tiptoe, he crept across to a door that
was wide open.

A dim, dark passage lay before him.

Exactly whera he was he did not
know; he only knew that it was not the
Masters' Passage, which he had already
visited. But it was his way into the
House, and he trod into it silentls.

All was dark and silent.

Taint sounds from behind closed doors
warned him that sleepers were al hand.
He was, in fact, in the Sixth Forn
passage, where the studies were bed-
rooms &t night. He trod softly past the
doors. Cloker, he knew, would not be
there ; Coker had a bed in & dormitory
upstairs. But some blokes were there,
and he was very careful to make no
sound to ewaken any of those blokes,

He turned from the passape into a
wide hall, where he had a dim glimpse
of a great staircase in the dark.

Then he stopped dead, his heart
bealing.

It seemed unlikely, if not impossible,
that anyome could be up and awake in
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the silent, sleeping Hounge at that hour.
But he had heard o sound—a faint sound
from the dark—ihe sound of a stealthy
movenent,

He listened intently.

From above, over the great oak
banisters of the stairease, c¢ame &
glimmer of sudden light,

It gleamed beiore Bkip's staring cyes
anly for a second, and then weni out
ngain,

But he Lknew what it was. A flash-
lamnp had been turned on in that brief
second by someone picking bhis way o
the dark.

Bkip's heart thumped.

He was not alone in the sleeping
House. And the other—the unseen other
—was, e knew-—someone of the same
kidney—a thief in the night like himself,

He knew it. It was not some master
returning home late and moving quictly
to avold waking sleepers. Bkip knew
that no one had entered the House while
he had been prowling outside for the
last quarter of an hour. Besides, in
sucht a case, the flashlimp would have
been kept on; it would not have been
flashed on for that surreptitious second,
and been turned off agrin instantly.

It was some stranger in the place who
chose to move in the dark, but who
needed a glimmer of light at intervals
to pick his wey in strange surroundings.
Skip knew that at once.

Another pincher was on the same
“lav.” That, Skip knew now, was why
he had found the lobby window ::r}imm. t
had not been left unfastened, as he had
supposed. It had been opened from
without, and left ajar as & ready way
of retreat.

Bkip erept to the foot of the staircase
and stared up. The faintest of footfalls
told him that the unscon one was on the
landing above.

Then there was deep silenee, and
Skip, who ecould see nothing, knew as
well as if he had seen the man that he
was standing listening, with intent ears,
on the big landing. ) i

2kip listened, too—exeited, interested,
and puzzled. The unseen intruder could
only be a thief, vet valuables were more
likely to be found downstairs than up.,
Skip had planned to root through the
studies, giving the sleeping quarters a
safe, wide Dberth. But this unknown
prowler seemed to be heading for the
bed-roomsz and dormitories.

It was an odd enough coincidence for
two thieves to be on the same lay the
same night. But so long as the other
rascal kept out of his way, Skip did not
CATC, ¢ was prepared to divide the
prey, as it wero, leaving the other raseal
what he could find upstairs, while he
rooted about himself downstairs. But
he did not want to risk an encounter.
The fact that he was on the same lay
would not save him from a knock on
the head if he interrupted a burglar at
Lis nefarions work.

The light glimmered again.

This time it deseribed a circle,
glimmcrmg all round the landing, evi-

ently to pick out a passage or staircase
that the man wanted.

It glimmered for & moment on the
face of the man whoe held 1t. Bkip's
eves fastened on that face.

It was only for & brief second. But
the sight of the sharp features and the
rat eyes was enough for him.

He loaned heavily agammst the nowel-
post at the foot of the banistera. The
sight of Jimmy the Rat zeni a gualin
to his very heart.

The light vanished again.

Skip stood bardly breathing, lLis face
white in the darkness,

Jimmy the Rat—with the lead pipe
in his pocket—the Rat, whom he had
prevented from eracking Coker's nut in

the railway train, whom he had thrown
over, and who was his bitterest enemy !
If the Rat found him there—-

Only too well he knew the Rat's
revengeful nature. The Rat had not
forgotten him—any more than he had
forgotten Coker.

Coker !

At the thought of Coker, S8kip knew
why the Rat was there.

It was not as a thief that he came,

rascally thief as he was. Tt was for
revenge that he came—revenge on
Coker,

~ He had hung about the schiool, wakch-
ing for a chance; 8kip did not know
how near he had come to success that
very afternoon. But it was not safe
for the Rai to linger too long: and, as
no chance had come hiz way, he had
F?Hﬂtrﬂtﬂd into the school to carry ouk
118 savage purpose, and then disappear
for ever from the vieinity.

Skip knew, as well as if he had been
told, that what the malicious ruffian was
secking now  was Coker’s sleeping
Eu'aﬁera, and he knew that he would

nd Coker, sooner or later. And he
knew what would happen when the Rat
found him.

His first thought, after recognising the
Eat, had been to flee, even without tha

lunder for which he had come. But

kip abandoned that thought now.

He could not go and leave Coker to
this. It was to prevent that savage
revenge that he had turned on Jimmy
the Rat and provoked his deadly enmity.
Tha mere proximity of the wreteh gave
himt a eold chill of terror, but he eet
his teeth and kept his terror down,

Silently he stepped up the stairs.

He reached the landing above, and
from & dusky passage came a brief
twinkle of light.

Tha Bat was there, seeking.

Was Coker there? Skip did not know.
He did not know where the Fifth Form
dormitory was. For all he knew, the
vengeful Rat might now be within a
few vards of the sleeping Iifth Former.

The hight glinnuered again—this time
on & deor. )

From the end of the passage 3kip
watched, almost choking.

The light vanished ; but he knew that
the Rat had opened the door and passed
into & room.

Was it the room where Coker slept ¥

In point of fact, it was, for it was the
Fifth Form dormitory that the Rat had
entered,

Skip dragged himself along the
passage.
_ The door was half-open. He stared
in.

All was dark save for the glhinmmer

of moonlight from a high window. In
that glimmer bhe caught a moving
shadow.

It stopped by a bed.

The fHashlamp gliunmered—on a sleep-
ing face. Buf it was not the face that
the Rat wanted, and he passed ou to the
next bed.

Skip set his teeth.

If gul-:.er was in that roomn, the Rat
was going to find him in a wmatter of
moments. Then Bkip sickened at
the thought of what was going to
happen then! )

He stepped quictly into the room,

The light twinkled again—on another
face. Skip, as well az Junmy the Eat,
saw the rugged features of Horaco
Coker, the eyves closed in slumber, e
saw the ruflian’s hand slide ander s
coat—he knew for what—and he made a
desperate spring.

The paz-pipe was in the murderoua
hand when Skip dashed inre Jimmy the
Rat and sent 1him sprawling hnnﬂlmlg
acrass Coker's bed,




*“*Elp 1" chricked Skip.

He had forgotten himself; he was
thinking only of zaving Coker fvom that
desperate rascal.  His frantic yell rang
through the IFifth Form dormitory, and
awakenoed every follow thera.

There was a =narling howl from
Jimmy the Ratf, taken utterly by sur-
prise  and sprawling headlong over
Coker’s long lega .

But the rat-like rascal twisted round
instantly and struck. Who had hurled
him over, e had ne idea or knowledge;
ecertainly he was not thinking of Bkip,
of whase prosence at Greyfriara be knew
nothing. e twisted back and struck,
like the zavage brnte he was, and the
gas}{upe cnug?tt- Bkip on the sude of the
head and hurled him to the floor.

He gave one gasping cry as he wen
down—hut he did not give another.
With the blood running down his
cheek, the hapless waif lay on  the
floor, slunned and =enseless

S

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Rat-Catching !

IGHTS flashed on in
Fovin dorinilory.

Kvery fellow there was awake
and the room was in an uprouwr

the Fifth

of yoices. e of the =eniors cub
across to the switch and Hashed on the
light,

There was & roar az Jimmy the Rat
WaS SCCIL :

Coker, sitting up in bhed, was staring
at  him biackly. The Rat, aflter
striking dewn Skip, started {o run. In
tha dark he bamped into a bed, and
stapgercd, gritting curses through Lis
tecth. Then, as the light flashed on,
he was revealed, crouching, weapon n
hand. with ghittering, rat-like eyes.

“That villain ! gasped Coker.

“Who ihe thump—"'

Ed] 1\"" iIﬂt._"'J‘

* Burglars—"

The Rat made a epring towards the
open door and rau. )

It was Blundell, the captain of the
Fifth, who caught up a chair from
beside his bed and hurled it ot the
vazcal's legs aa he ran. ]

He foll headlong over it, crashing on
the floor.

“ Collar him 17 roared Blundetl.

Ha tore after the raseal and grabbed
him as he waa regaining his feet. The
lead pipe slashed at him, but Blandell
dodged the hasty blow and delivered a
punci—which caught the Rat on the
jaw and stretched him out on his back,

Fotter and Greens wers on the gpot
the next moment. Potter grabbed the
weapon in the rollian's  hand  and
wietiched 1t away. Greene pol a grip
on his collar as he struggled to rise.

Blundell, Blaad, and Fiizgevabd had
hold of himi the next moment, then
Hilton and Tomlinsen. The Miat
struggled and twisted in thewr grasp,
but he had no chanee mow. Ile was
held on all sides and rould npot hreok
loose.

Coker was sut of bed—but he was not

iving attention to the Rat. e was
Eneeling beside poor  Bkip, his  face
white with horror as he saw the crime-
son  streaking  down  tho  colourless
cheelt,

*“Bkip!® pazped Coker. “That kid
here! Whas the thump——"

Tho light flashed on in the passape
cutside. Alr. Prout, in & volumingus
dressing-zown, appeared In the door-
wav. Behind him appeaved Mr, Quelch
and two or three of the Sixth.

“What,” booined Prout—"what 15 all
this—what is this dizsturbance at this
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honr of the night? The Iouso is
alarmed—what—what—"
“A  burglar, I think, zir,” said

Blundell. :

*What—what— QGoodness gracious
—what—--~" ;

“We've got him, whoever he iz, sir [
zaid Potter

Prout stared in amazement at the rat-
featured rascal, wriggling in the grasp
of half & dozen hefty Fifth Form men.

*Who—who—what—" gurglcd
Prout. : .

There was & sharp exclamation frem

Mr. Quelch,
“1 bave seen that man before! I
saw  him  this afternoont! Ile was

making an attack on a boy of youy
Form, Mr. Prout—Coker——" -

“He had this in his hand, sirt!” said
Potter, holding up the wrapped length
of gaspipe.

“Tha weetch [” gasped Pront. “The
villain! Hold him secuvely 17

“We've p,i'at. hhrﬁ, sir] He won't gel
away in a hurry!

""Er"i'ilﬂin Lo bgﬂmcd Prount, " Why
are you here? What was your ohject
in coming bere, you scoundvel?™

The Rat gave him a venoions look.

“That yvoung Tound Coker could tell
vou, if you want to know 1 he snarled.
“T'd have had him this time if some-
hody hadn't pushed me over. I'd have
had’ him all rigit! And I'll get him
vt if [ pet three years forv 1tl

“Ooker! Do you kinow this man,
Coker " :
Coker had lifted Skip aml placed

lim on his own bed. The boy lay there
like @ Jog, senseless, Coker strode
across to the group by the deor, lhis
eves gleaming at the scowling Rat.

T4 Y¥es I know him, sir,” hoe answered.
“T1 thrashed him in the hols for lrving
to rob me, and he's bern after me
since. He went for me this afternoon
by the river, and I should have caught
Wi, only My, Queleh happened to push
me just as was pgoing 1o collar
him—"

“You utterly stupid haoy '™ rapped
Mre. Quelch, * You got info my way in
the most clumsy manner possible when
I was about to seize the scanndrel—-"

“0h, look here, sic—"

“Phen vou know ihe raseal ¥ oex-
claimed Mr. DProut. “Is it possilile
that he came here with  reveugefal
intentiong—"

“Je jolly well came to bash my head
in, with that gas&i p that DPolier’s gor
in his hand,” snid Coler. '

“Rlozs my soull™

1 'ave done it too, i 2OuW Coviey
hadn't been awake, and pushed me
over " snmarled tha Rar.  “I've given
him something for i, anyhow.”

“ Bless my soul!”  pasped  Prout
“How very fortunate fhat the scoun-
drel  was  interenpied. Blundell-—
Gresne—tie the willain's hands—makao
him secure—he must be kept safe ull
a conztable can be zent for, to take

him into custody.,  Lie the wrctch's
hands behind him 1

“Yes, =iyl

The Rat’a hands  were  dragged

behind him and tied togelier with o
towel.  Then, still in rtho grasp of
several hands, he was marched out of
the dormilory, to be locked 10 o roon
to await the arrival of a3 constable from
Courtfield,

Mr. Quelch hurried away ta ihe tele-
phone.

Mr. Prout, flusiernd,
remained.

“Ilaw very, very fortunate that some-
one awakened and  intereupied thal
dastardly villain 1™ he exclained, ™ You
pppear to have had a very noavrow
eccape, Coker! Who would have

exeated and
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dreamed of such a thing? But which
boy was it that awskened and found
him here?” )

Coker opened his mouth=—and shut it
again,

Je knew that 3t was Bkip who had
interrupted the Rat, though how Skip
had got there was an utter inystery {o
him. Skip lay in Coker’s bed, stunned
and silent: Prout had aot seen him
yet-~the Rat had not even. planced in
his direction—some of the IFifth had.naf
yet noticed that he was in the dornn-
tory at all, in the excilement of
securing the Hat

Tut hiz presence had to e made
known. He was in need of mcdical
care after that knock on the head, amld
aven Coker reahsed that  the  secres
coild be no longer kept.

“Who was ity" repeated Prout.

“Nat one of us siv!™ sakd Groene.
“T think it was that kid—"

“KEh1"

“I mean that hoy——"

“What  bov?  ejoculated  Drout,
“13 there someons herg who does nob
belong to wmy Form

“Yes, sir—thore ho 2"

Creene pointed to Coker’s Led.

Mr. Prout strode towarda that hed
and stared down et the boy in astonish-
ment.  Skip lay molionless, his {ace
half-hidden in the mllow, which was
stained with red. Prout gazed at Lim
in amazement and horrer.

“Who—who—who i3 thiz boy1*® he
axclaimed.

Coker did not speak.  Dotter and
Creene, who remembered what Colier
had told them in the wudy, gucssed—
hut they did not speak, either.

“Can’t make it out, @:ri”®  sabld
Hilton of the Fifth. “Coodness Iu}pws
how he got hero! e doesn’t belong
to Greyiriars,”

“Tlpon my word!"

Mr., Prout stooped and scanned ihe
eotonrbess face. There was somelhing
faribiar in it o his eves, and pow e
recognised Skip.

“1 have seen this boy 1™ he exclaimed,
“Ir 13 the boy 1 found hidden in my

sludy a few days ago, and took fux
some  prowling  thief,  How, i ile
mamn of  all  that i3 extraovdmary

does he come here IV :

“Lucky for Cuker that he did come,
sir i” veniured Polior,

“ Yoz, yes, certainly; the boy appears
te have prevented a terrible act, and
to bave suffercd in consequence I said
AMr, Prout. *He must bo seen by a
doctor—he has had a terrible blow.
{iaker, do you know anything of this

bpry 3M

(oker byeathed hard.

“Yaos, sir,” hoe mumbled.

“Who 13 hei™

“He's called Skip, siv ™

“Skip! Do not boe absurd, Cokes!
Do you mean to say seriously that this
Loy is nawed Skip ™

“Yos, sl )

“ Extraordinary ¥ said Prout. " Whe
s he? What is he?

“1ie=he—h¢'s a hoy, sit——" sldm-
mored Coker, “1—I1 mean, he—he's a
kid—he—he——  Tho fact i3, =iv, e
was on the train the day I came badk
1o sehanl, and that villain went for e
in L trniu:}, and this kid stopped him,

5¥

sir—grabhed his arm when he was
going to crack my head—" :
“That docs not account for  his

presenee here, Colier,”

“Nunno, sir! JI—I-I-—" Coker
spluttered.  ** [—I—1 Dbrought him 10
tlie =chaool, sir-—* .

“"You brought him to the school T
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TI—I thought I—I cught to stand by
him, sir, after what he did—"

* (Goodness gracious! Am I to under-
stand, Coker, that you were responsible
for this boy being 1 my study the day
I found him there #*

*1—I—I let him in at yvour study
window, sir "

“Are wou
Cokor ¥

“Eh?* Oh, ves, sip!”

“Are you telling me, Coleer, that this
~thiz boy has been in the school, un-
known, since the first day of the
term 1" gasped Prout. :

“Yes, sir. I—1 parked him in
Mimble's apple-loft * o stammered
Coker. “I=—I1 can’t imagine how he got
inte the House to-night, though it's
jolly lucky for me that he did—"

Mr. Prout gated at Coker. He
secmed bereft of speech.

“Bhall I go down and telephone to
the doctor, sir? Potter ventured fo
interrupt. “That kid, sir—"

“You" gasped Mre. Proot. “Cear-
tainly, Potter! The boy, whoever he
15, whatever he 13, must he cared for.
Do so at once ! Coker, I will speak to
you to-meorrow about what vou have
told me—possibly you may have some
explanation to offer of your smazing
and incredible conduct. Ar the present
monmwent, this unfertunate boy, who
appoars to have acted wvery bravely,
must be cared for”

“Yes, sir; that's the chief thing
pow,” agreed Coker. “The fact is——"

“¥ou need say no more, Coker”

1 was going to say :

*That i3 enough !

“But, sir, "

“*Will you be silent, Coker, ov do
you desira me toe cane you ¥

Coker decided to be silent.

in  wour right sonses,

—

T—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Blows In!

ILLY BUNKTER awoke,

EHe blinked round him, groped
for his spectacles, set them on
his fat little vose, and blinked

round again.

“Oh erikey !" ejaculated Bunter,

Morning sunshine was streaming In
at the little window of the apple-loft.
Bunter had not heard the ricing-bell, or
the chapel bell. But as breakfast-lime
aspproached, an inward monitor warned
Bunter that it was.time o wake—and
he woke !

“Oh erikey " he repeated.

He had not opencd his eyes during
the night. He had guite o comfortable
bed, in Skip's rugs; but Dunter could
have alegt anywhere, Far & minte or
two he blinked round him in astonish-
ment, and then he remembered what
had happened, and where he was.

He had been oub of the Mouse all
night. But, to his immense relief, that
beapst, the young pickpocket, was not

resent, and there was nothing to keep
wm & prisoner in the apple-loft any
lanzer. He had ne doubt that the
voung rascal had cleared off durin
the night. Anyhow, he was gone, aug
Buntar was free to go in his turn,

Ho rolled across to the trapdoor and
lifted it.

There was no doubk that he was
booked for a row for having got into
Mr. Mimblo's apple-doft. Queleh was
sure to suspect thet he had gone there
for apples; he was u suspicious beast,
and never would take o feilow’s word—
not Bunter's, at all events. If he was
going to be whopped for poing aftor
n1|.11c3, it zeemoed (o Buntey onlv fair
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that he should bag the apples. He did
not want to be whopped for nothing.

S0 he sorted out his bag and filled it
with apples. Thus laden, he clambered.
down the ladder and let himself out of
the shed with Fishy's key.

Greatly relieved to be oubt again,
though in considerable dread of what
was going to happen to him, the fat
Owl of the Remove rolled away to the
Houpse.

A vell greeted him as he appeared in
the guad.

““Hallo, halle, hallo !

" Bunter [

“It's Bunter !”

“The esteemed and absurd Bunter,
turning up like a bad pennyl!”

There was a rush of fellows to meet
Bunter. A crowd of Removiites sur-
roundad him at once.

The Remove had turned out that
morning quite alarmed about Bunter
when  they found his bed in the
dormitory still empty. It seemed cer-
tain that some accident must have hap-
pened to him,  And here he was, rolling
towards the House v the mormng sun-
shine, looking rather dusty snd untidy,
but evidently not damaged in any way,

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, *“Where have you been?”

1 say, you fellows, I've had an awiul
time ! gasped Bunter. “I've been kept
a prisoner——"

“*Wha-a-t*®

“Stuck in old Mimble's apple-loft all
night! What do you fellows think of
that?” gasped the fat Owl. *“Of course,
I never went there after the apples! I
wouldn’t, vou know. I haven't got any
in this bag—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've been siffing in that loft all
night ealing apples *” osked Skinner.

*No, you beast!” roared Bunter, 1
tell vou I was kept there! 1 say, you
fellows, wou remember that young
scoundrel of 8 pickpocket that we saw in
the school, first day of term? Well, he
was there——="

“He was there?" gasped Bob Cherry,

“Yes, and when I got in he wouldn't
let me get out again! said Bunter.
“He knew I'd jolly well met him
copped, of course !

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
They had almost forgotten the existence
of Bkip. Certainly, they were not
likely to believe that he had remained
in the school, wnseen and unsuspected,
all this time without & lot of proof.

“So that's why vou staved out all
maght, 15 it ga&mci Nugent,

“That's it, old chap.”

“Are von going to tell Quelch that "

Here he 1317

“"Yes, of course!”
“ Pack your baga first,” advised
Johnny Bull. “Quelch doesn't zeem

like having his leg pulled.”

“Tt's true v hmv?eal Bunter,

“Hua, ha, hat” ;

"“"For goodness’ sake, Bunier, think
of a botter one than that!™ exclaimed
Potor Todd. *© %un]ch will scalp vou!”

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“ What did vou stay out all night for,
fathead " asked the Bounder.

“I've told you. I was kept a prizoner
ar]l—""

“Fes, vourve fold us that; and now
tell us what you stayed out all nighs
for.”

"Ha., ha, hal”

13 nﬂ_ugt :!.l'

“You ulter ass!™  said  Harry
Wharton, “You may Eﬂl‘- spcked for
thiz! Tor goodness’ sake, tell Quelch

the truth, whatever it iz’

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Mave vou
cver known me tell anvbody anvihing
that wasa't true?” demanded Buntexr
watmly.

“ Eh 7"

I ask you!” said DBunter, with
mgmtii.

“Help ' gasped Bolb Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“As for those apples you've made
such a fuss sbout, Toddy, heve they
are 1" added Bunter, * Mind, I never
ot these apples out of old Mimble's
oft. If there's any of Mimblé's apples
missing, that yvoung villain had them1”

“0Oh crikey I

“He would, rou know ! said Bunter,
“He's absolutely dishonest, and would
think nothing of pinching apples. Hea
would tell lies about it, oo, An abso.
lite voung rotter in every way |”

“Fan me | murmured Peter.

“He's gone now,” added Bunter.
“He wasn't there when I woke up. 1
dare say I frightened him away-—"

“That part sounds true!™ remarked
Skinner. “Buuter’'s face would do
that "

“Ha, ha, la!”

“Is that Bunter®™ Wingate of the
Sixih came up. “You voung rascal, go
to vour Formemaster's stndy at once [

“* Just going, Wingate I” answered tho
fat Owl. “'ﬁ say, I've been kept =
prisoner all night—"

“What?™  yelled
captain, o

* A prisoner, by a desperate villain
who—"

“¥ou voung ass! You'd better nok
tell Queleh that 17

Wingate walked awny laughing.

“I say, vou fellows, think Quelch
wan't hrji.m'e me 7 azked Bunte,rr with
an anziows blink round at the grinning
Juniors.

“0Oh erumbs !
Bob Cherry.

“But it's troe——'

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Blessed 1f I see anvihing to cackle
at ! Here, Toddy, you take these apples
—I don’t want o take them to Quelch’s

the Groeviviars

Not guite ! gasped

study, e might think I'd pinched
them from the appledoft, when ho
knows I've been there. Ile’s sus-

picious.

“He might 1 gasped Peter Todd.

“The mightfulness iz terrifie.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 suppose he's really been to ilhe
apple-loft, as he's come back loaded
with pinched apples!™ said Peter Todd,
in womder. “But he can't have been
there all mgnt——-"

“1 tel! vou I was kept a prisoner—"
howled Bunter. “Look here, arc you
going ta take these apples, or not?”

“Not ! said Peter, “I've no use for
pinched property, thanks!™

“Then don’t yvou jolly well make a
fuss about wyour retten apples any
more I vapped Bunter, 1 paid Fishy
twopence to borrow his kevs 1o get into
that shed, to get them for vou, after
the fuss vou made about those I had—
1 mean, those I never had, as you know
jollv well. Stumping a fellow over a
fow heastly apples! Alind, I've offcred
vou vour apples back. aud if rou dou't
ecloose to take them, thatz vour leok
ot ™

Bitly Bunter rolled inte the House, fo
report  himself to his orme-master—
taking care, however, not to convay the
bag of apples as far as Queleh’s study.
There was no deubt whatever that, if
ucleh had zeen them, he would have
suspected that thev belonged to M.
Mimble's stove, after he heard where
Bunter spont the night.

The Remove fellows gazed alfer hum
a3 lwe wont.

“Ys he really going te spin that
idigtiec varn to Queleh?” pasped Bob
Cherrey.




Billy Bunter, in the rugs, snored, ungonscious of
the fat junior an amused and contemptuous glanee as he
Silenfly he lifted the trap and then swung himself down to the

trapdoor.
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his surroundings. Skip gave
siepped towards the

ladder below.

“Ia even Dunter idiot enough ¥ asked
Nugent., )

“Tan't Lie idiot enough for anything 1™
sighed Peter Todd.

“But where the dickens can he have
been all night?” asked Harry Wharton,

“(Foodness knows !”

It woz quite a mystery!

As Billy Bunter's statements made no
gifference, one way or the other, the
juniors were quite in the davk as to the
cause of Bunter's night out !

As yet, the Removo fellows had nob
heard of the happenings in the Fifth
Yorm dormitovy during the night, and
nothing was known of Rkip's presence
in the school, 8o they could only
wonder whether the fat and fatuous Owl
really would have the norve to spin
such & varn to hiz Form-master, to
account for his unaccountable absence.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whops for Bunter!
. QUELCH'S lock was not en-
M couraging, as he listened to
tlhe tale told by the nussing
wember of his Torm, who had
now turned ap.

e was greatly relicved to see Bunter
safo and zouwndd arain. Like the Remove
fellows, he had been driven (o conclude
1that some accident had happened fo
I, and hie hod been on the telephono
weveral limes on Jhmter’s account, Ik
Jifted a weight from his miml to sco
tha mizsing junior zafe and sound,

But e was wrathy.,

Buuter could see that he was wralhy,
and e could not ho!F fecling indignant.
He expeeted sympathy.

A fellow who had been kept out all
night by a lawless young rascal who
refused to let him out of an apple-loft,
was surely entitled to sympathy.

But there was nothing whalever sym-
sathetic in Quelch’s grim countenance.

unter conld read, i his eyes, that he
was poing to cane him. Tt was
sitogether too thick, in Bunter’s opinion
—ga if Itn was to blamwe, 1 any way |

“ Bunler,” said Mr. Queleh at Inse, T
Lelieve part of your statement, as it

nas tran.r:pirw_! that a certain baoy, whe
had no right in the =zchool, was in { et
an occupant of Me, Mimble's apple-loft
until last might, I believe, thevefore,
that you found him there, and have no
doubt that he prevented you from
imvin&;, in order to keep lis pezence a
secret,™ ;

* Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. "Ca-n I
go now, sir?”

* You may not, Bunter.™

“0Ob lox't™

“T pequirs ta know, Bunter, for what
reazon you went Lo the apple-loft at all,
and thos caused all this spxiety and
trouble I gaid Mr. Quelch grimly.

“T—I went there, sir—" stammcred
Bunter.

“1 am aware that von weni there,
Bunier, as you have stated that you re-
mained there all night., 1 am asking
you why yon went”

“It—it wasn't to prig the
eir '™ pasped Dunter,

"Wgat?”

“I—I dou't like apples, siv! They
—ihey dizsagrea with me! DBesides, [
never knew that Mimble kepl apples in
that laft, sicl The—tho lack is 4
Bunter cwdgelled his fat brain for a
fact.

i %xrn[l?u

“I-=I wentk lo—lo—io see whether
that young rascal was hanging about,
sir ' stammoered Banter. " You see, st
I—I saw him hanging about, fivst day
of term, and—and 11— 1hought—"

“Your did met take auy
Bunter #"

“Oh, really, sie! I-T hope you don't
flink T'm the kind of feliow to prig
apples ¥ protested Baoler.

“I trust not, Bunter! I am very ro-
luctant to believe that any boy oy
IForm i3 capable of peliy pilfeving ¥
aid Mr. Queleh, “Rindly tell me, at
once, what was in tho bag you wers
carrying 1

Dunter jumped.

“The—ihe bag, sir!” he sinttered.

“When I saw you [rom my sty
window, mul asked Wingale to semd
vou in at once, you had a bag in your
hand ' zaisl Mr. Queleh.

“{h or' ™

apples,

apples,

19

It had not occuarred to Billy Banter
that Quelch had seen hrm from his study
window, when a whooping crovwd of
juniara surrounded him in the ognal
As he was in full view of the sty
windows, and a3 dozen fellows [l
velled his name, he might really have
gucrssed it.  But he hadn’t !

_Ife blinked at his Form-master in
E'JF\.JI'HI!.".

*1 am walling for your answer,
Bantey 1+

“ [=[=T-={hat—that bag, sr—"

stammered Bunter, * It—it was just a—
& bag, sir! Thero was—was nothing 1n
it

“You were carrving about an emiply
Lapg, after visiling My, Miwble's apple-
loft ¥

* Yo, siv! Coecean T go now?”

“Whero 13 the bag st this momeut,
Buondey ™

“Oh oy’ 1™

“1 shall examine that bag!™” said 3Mr.
Cueleh grimly, “Tf it s indeed emopty,
na you state, Bunter, 1 shall make an
rffort to believa your statement. Hui
I must see thal bag at once. Whoere je
'll_-i,-:l:r

T —T"'ve losb it, sire

“MWhat " ]

Y l=—0 wa= in sunech a hoarry (o come i,
sir, after Wingata told e you wanted
me, that I—1 Jdropped i, osnd—and
wever notieed whers it went T

“Do yvou expect me Lo believe that
statement, Bunter?”

*Oh! ¥es, sirl Can I go now®"

Mr. Quelch rose from his chair and
picked up his cane, )

Billy Bunter oyed him in anguishel
anticipation as he rwished it,
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*[—I—1 say, sir,” he gasped. “J—I
remember now, sir—I1—I left tae—the
bag in the—the lobby, sir, as—as 1 came
in [ I—1 quite forgot——="

“I am glad you have remombered,
Bunter ! said ﬂr. quﬂlﬂh with almost
ferocious sarcasm. “1 will now go with
vou to the lobby and examine the bag.”

“Pip-pip-please don’t trouble, =iv!
I--I'll run and feteh it here, sir,” said
Bunter hopefully, g :

“You will do nothing of the kind,
Bunter! Come with me!”

“Oh erikey I

A dismal fat Owl rolled alter
Form-master.

They arrived in the lobby, where a
seent of ripe apples guided Mr. Quelch
to the bag. He picked it up.

“1s this the.haf. Bunter i

“It—it looks [ike it, sir!” greancd
Bunter.

Mr, Quelch opened the bag. It
was crammed with rich red apples,
Uenerally, the sight of 2 rich red apple
caused Billy Bunter's face to brighten.
MNow it failad to produce that effect. He
blinked at those apples in  dizsmal
dismay.

“This bag is full of apples, Banter!”
said Mr, Quelch in 8 deep voice.

“Je—is—i1a it, sirt" groaned Bunier.
“'IFJI-"I wonder how they gob there,
mie |

“You wonder how they gob there,
Bunter 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Yos, sir! I—I've never seen them
before! It—it—it's quite surprising,
E':li.‘-i-u

Mr. Quelch gazed -at_ that hopelul
member of his Form. Plainly, he did
not believe Bunter. Why, Bunter did
not know; but it was clear that Quelch
didn’t,

Mr. Quelch drew a deep. dee

“These apples, Bunter, will ba re-
turnad to Mr. Mimble,” he said, #1I
«hall cane you with the utmost severity
for having pilfered them.”

“Oh lor’ ¥

*Follow me to my study ! thundered
Me. Quelch.

Bally Bunter quaked after his Form-
iraster back to the study.

Mr. Quelch pointed to a chair with his
LANne.

“Pend over that chalr, Bunfer!”

“iz lamentabls howls rang through

his

breath.

the study, one after another, as the
cane whacked six times ou  DBunter's
tight trousers.

“That,” said Me. Quelch pausing,

iz your very lemient punishment for
pilfering, Bunter!”

“Ow! Wow! Yow!™

“I shall now putish vou for telling
unfruths*

“Oh erikey ™

SBix more whacks, accompanied by six
fiendish  yells, woke the echoes of
Masters” IPPassage. Then Mr. Quelch
taid down his cane.

“Yaou may go, Bunter ™ he said.

“ Yopw-ow-ow-ow-ow 1%

Billy Bunter wriggled away down the
passage like a fat eel. e wrigeled,
squeaking, into the gquad.

“Had it bad, old fat man?" azked
Bob Cherry sympathetically,

“0w, wow, ow, wow!” poaped
Bunter. “I say, you fellows—ow, wouw !
Oh crikey! I shan't be able to =it
down in Form!l Ow, wow! This is
the sort of justice we get hore! Owl
That beast Queleh made out that I'd
been piliering apples—oaw ! I told him
there weren’t any apples in that bag—
ow [—and he made out that I was telling
whoppers, just because he saw them

there | That’s the sork of justice a
fellow peta at school! Ow ™
And Billy Bunter wrigpled, and

wri,gglml and could net be comfarted,
Tue Macxer Laigrary.—No, 1,547,
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He was still wriggling when the Bemove
went into Form, and had not quite
finished wriggling when they came out
i break.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Before the Beak !

R. LOCKE took off hizs glasses,
wiped them, replaced them, and
stared at Coker of the Fifth,

Sitting in his study after
morning school, the headmaster of
Greyiviare had Coker on the carpet.
lic gazed, and gazed, and pgazed, at
Horage Coker, as if he found it diffieult
to believe in him.

Coker, who always gave Prout the
feeling that he was rather too much for
him, now gave his headmaster the same
feeling, n more than twenty years'
experience as a headmaster, Dr. Locke
had come across all sorts and conditions
of boys—but never in all his long and
wide experience had there been a
fellow like Horace Coker before.
Almost he looked as if he found it hard
io believe that Coker existed at alll

Mr. Prout was i the study. He made
goestures, Indicative of his despair in
dealing with a fellow like Coker. A
fellow who did things that were not
done, and really could not possibly be
cdone, was beyond Prout.

“Let me understand vou clearly,
Coker!” said the Ilcad, at last, in a
sort of gasping voice, * You brought
thiz—this  boy—this—thizs Skip—into
the school, on the first day of terml
You—you concealed him in the school,
supplied him with food, and kept him
here, unknown to anyone. You—you—
vou actually tell me that yon—you—you
did this?"

“¥es, sir!” said Colker cheerfully.
“You see, what else could I do "

The Head gazed at Lim.

“The kid saved me from getling my
nut cracked in that train, just as he did
aﬁﬂ.in last night,” oxplained Coker. “1
felt hound to stand by him, sie”

“You brought a boy into this sehonl,
without permission, knowing him to be
a thief I gasped the Head.

“That was why, chiefly, sir!” smid
Coker. “You see, sir, the kid took a
lot of rizk, turning on that brote as
ho did. Well, that showed thero was
some decency in him. I wasn't goin
to leave him to carry on as o crook an
a ]E)iukp-:cket, after that. Ilow could 1%

r., Locke could only gaze at him.

Then he turned o dr. Prout.

“*1 presume that this boy, of your
Form, is in his right senses, Mr. Prout,"”
lie said.

“He is incorrigibly and inexpressibly
stupid, sir!” said Prout. “He has
some  very sterling - qualities, but his
slupidity 13 beyond dezeription.”

(loker looked nt Prout!

Ie had never had much respect for
Prout's judgment. DBut whet waa he
fo think of this? This was how Prout
dezeribed the one brainy man in his
Form.

“"Took here, sips=——"
warmly.

“Re silent, Coker! I[ your head-
waster should decide 1o oxpel you for
what vou have dene, I could not ulter
a word in your favour.”

“(h ecrumbs ™

“T mnst take inte aceount,” zaid Dir.
Locke, “that this obiuse and senseless
hay's inlenlions were gpond.  Otherwise,
I should send him away from the school
this mormng.”

Coker blinked at lom. Ile wondered
whelher hiz headmasicr was as big an
ass a5 hiz Forme-master. It looked like
ik, tn Coker,

“ IFortunately, no harm has come of

began Coker

Coker's extraordinary conduct,” went
on the Head. * Indeed, aa it has trans-
pired, it was fortunate that tha boy
was in the school last night, as he
prevented a wicked and dastardly act.”

“That is certeinly true, sir!” eaid
Mr. Prout. *That wreteh who entered
the House, and who is now fortunately
in a prisen cell, would undonbtedly
have done Coker serious injury, had
niot the boy intervened.™

“1 must see the boy,” said Dr. Locke,
" Coker, incredibly stupid as he appears
to be, was right, at least, in thinking
that something should be done to save
such a lad from a life of crime. If
there 13 any possibility of his reform,
there are institutions to deal with such
characters.”

Cokor opened his lips,

But he shut them asgain,

Even Coker could see that this was
not a favourable moment for expound-
ing his wonderful idea of making &
Greyfriars fellow of 8kip |

*Where is the boy now 1" asked the

Head,
“In the House-dame's room sk
present, sir " pnswered Mr. Proat.

He mppears to have recovered to s
reat extent from the injury be received
ast night—he 15 quite able to answer
your guestions.”

“I will send for him, then!™ said
Dr. Locke.

He touched & bell, and Trotter was
sent to fetch Bkip,

Coker stole an uncasy glance at his
hendmaster,

Y ¥You're not going- to send him away,
sir 1" he wventured.

“1I shall consider, Coker, what can be
done for him,” =aid Dr. Locke., " But
only & bov of your unexsmpled
stupidity could euppose, for one
moment, that such a character could bo
allowed to remain in thiz school ona
hour longer than is absolutely necossary,”

“But, sir Y

“Bilence I

Trotter tapped at the
admitted Skip.

Bkip stepped in, his head bandaged,
his eyes rosming about him furtively,
rather hke those of a wild animal
recently cuught,

Prout he knew again as the *{at
old bloke " who had found him in his
study, The Head was new to him—
and the majestic old gentleman, with
his silver hair, bad an almost over-
whelming cffect on Skip.

He gave a longing glance at the door,
which Trotter had closed as he went,

Coker gave him an encouraging look,

“Don't be afraid, kid,” Le said.
“This is my headinaster—you've nothing
to be afraid of.”

“Yessir " mumbled Ekip.

“Be silent, Uoker!"

“Oht Very well, sie!"

UNow, my bov,” said De. Locke,
fixing his cyes on Bkip with a benign
and yeassuring expression.  You ned
have no fear. I desive von fo answer
my queslions trulbfully and frankly,™

N E lri*ﬁill' g

“What 1= vaur natae "

“Bkip, sir”

“You have some ollier name §™

Y WNo, sir.”

“YWho were vour parents?™

“1 duunn, siv”

door and

Whore liave

Y 18less iy soull rou
lived ®" :
“Bluvmaock’s  Allev. mostly,  eied

Batt I beenn all over the shop, ospeciatly
sittee I joined up wirh Jonme the o™
“Whe " poasped the Head,
“That, sir,” =0d M Pront, “oappenis
lo be the name, or nickname, of e

(Coutinued on page C2.)
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS.
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1)
0ld red bricks in & guaint design,
An old tiled roof with & chimney-pot,
An old front door with & trailing vine
In & garden plot—
And it's ch, how we gazo from the
garden well
On the troes hung thick
With iﬂn.'p}'_-lr.-s; and pears, and plums and

&
The ’juic;l,r fruits we :zhould love to
pick.

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Moneylender
U

e

|{tUEIﬂi|[||”ﬂ!ﬂL

If you want & littla loan
On your note of hand alone,
Fishy*ahjust tho very guy to put you
right !
Thetra’s a paper vou must zign
Neatly on the dotted line,
And _1!;1’:;1 difficult te read the thing at
sig
For the blunders and the blots
And the smudges and the spots
Aren't inserted there by any accident,
They conceal with pleasant tact
A most interesting fact—
That the interest i1s twenty-five per cent ]

And if that 1z not enough
To turn enybody rough,
There's u further Little statement tucked
away,
Which appears to make it clear
That this doesn’t mean per year,

It is really twenty-Gve per cent per day |
If a sh:liingl you should borrow,
There'd be threepence due te-morrow,

Which is hardly quite as simpls as it

sounds,
As when Bunter, long ago,
Borrowed half-a-crown or 50

And now he owes Iizhy thirty-seven

pounds |

All these parments, I oxpeet,
Aren't so easy to eollect,
For the victims of old Fichy’s fishy wiles
Do nat zeem to reCcOgnise
What their signature implies, ‘
And they greet his angry menaces with
smiles.
Then they take their note of hand,
Tear it info pieces and
Btuff them down poor Fishy's back and
walk away, .
While that Transatlantic puy
Bealizes with a sigh
That in Britain business methods never

pay |

The Head’s House,

(2} -
But a guardian gardener Mimble wails
And E:fu.tchna us all with hard-boiled

cye,

To cgliur the youthful reprobates
Who venture to try ! )
And it’s oh, how we long fto behold Lhim

sbewed
In beiling -1:4“,1 L. N
While we ave enjoying in solitude
Tlmlﬁ;iﬂj *“fruits * of the gardenev's
ton

(5}
The Head could pick them the whele
day long,
And Mimble would have to let them
[E4e
And vet, what seems to us slrange and
Wrong,
He doesn't, von know ]
And it's oh, how we
Dr. Locke,
We Greyiriars men,
For just two hours by the old sehool
clock— .
The juiey fruifs would be gone by
then !

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

FPIET DELAREY

The South Alrican Junfor of the Remove.

D i3 for DELAREY—he who came
From out the country of hig pame!
An African who {50 he says) ]

Has won & deal of fame and praise

At shooting lions on the wing .
And bagping leopards as they tpring!
One day he shot (so he relates)

wizh we wern

A savage rhino {so he states),
And on his native jungle slopes
He's slanghtered herds of antelopes

o .
ihe e P
= ¥ -,

Without the aid of modern

i guns
And bullets {s0 his story runs).

Dut he's a really decent chap

And very hefty in o serap,

S0 if I'm rather foo a'dpnhtc, 3
Remember—he'll read what I write']

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
It's one of Toddy’s fatheaded jokes.
The missing words are 1'I' {tcasc), LB
(bees), CC (=eize) and BE (ease).

SEARTE SRR AN RN NSRS R R AR

A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

SEFENERESFERNENE A RN T NN ENFAFENRERESAEEN R RN

GREYFRIARS GRINS

When Wibley tried to make Micky
Desmond up for a play, he told Micky
te wear a special wig lo conceal his
prominent ears. Micky turmed up with-
vt it and replied to Wibley's wrath:
1 tell yez I've put an carwig on mo
head, ang can feal the crayiure
runnin’ about now.” Micky would put
a rattlesnake on his head for the sake
of a joke!

After Tubb of the Third had heen
eaught walloping littlo Hop ILi of the
Second, it was curious to sce Uoker
laving into him and shouting: *I'il
teach you to hit a fellow smaller than
vourself 1" Coker evidently knows
how |

Why is Bob Chervy o plessant boxer?
Becanze he bas such & winning way,

ATEEFEEA NN RN AR N ERAAEREEY R RS AR R ndren R s n e papd

illll IEEEEN AT I NN AT RN EE R ER

ENEEEENARE NN PR A ERFEAEEARERRERFEERT

PUZZLE FAR

This onc comes from Taddy,
who thinks he's = poet! [(Ha,
ha!} Can you compleie this
verse, putting in tho rhyme-
words at the end of tho lines?
(There is only one rhyme
throughout.) ¥You must not add
more than two letters to the end
of each line!

Be careful not to ..

Such touchy things as ..

And then they'll let you ..

Their honey at your . .

Answer at foot of column Z.

Why iz %m:ir:hy like a stubborn horse ?
Becauze whon he once starks, o Jdocsn'$
stop at the sound of woe [whou '}
Aubrey Angel fainted in the quad the
olher day. It is believed ihak ho had
Facked a winuoer.
Tom Brown's

L]

T TP R I PR e TP PP AP PR R ]
FERSAREEAREESERNEEREARFR A RPENERERENE RERA

wirgless  =et has
developed atmosphories. I scowns silly
1o us to pay ten bob a yesr to hear the
gort of noises you can Lear in Big Ilall
at a public flogging for nothiug.

The Greyfriars Guide will be on Pa

rade Again Next S_crturday, Boys!
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ruffian wiw was taken away by the
police last night.”

“Oh' gaid the Head, “I under-
stand. Ilave you becn to school, my
bﬂ.y
“I'va 'ad some schooling, on and off,
ar,”  said Skip.  “Couldn't always
dl}:l%‘; that there, you sce, sir,™
*“ Bless my soul {7

“"But I ein't going to no blooming
whool now, siv [ added Skip anxiousle,
“Thev ecan't make me, now, I amn'c
ot no use for ne schools, 1 ain'i!
Not *arf, sig,”

“Shut up, you young ass!"™ brealhed
Coker.

“Kindly be silent, Coker !

“0Ohl es, sir ™

“It appears,” said Dr. Locke, “that
vou have been living, the past few
days, in an  apple-loft, where Coker
placed you."
e g
sir,"

“Hom! I have leayned, from a mem-
ber of my staff, that & boer who was
missing last night, was detained by vou,
in that loft, becavse he Lad found vou
there.”

“¥ou mean that fal covey in the
gpecs, st

“Dht Ah! Hom! Yoo

“He come butting in, siv,” said Skip.
“I wasn't going to let him well all
over the shop that I was there, and
bring the coppers after me. No fear!
I never 'urt the bhloke. Jest kep” him
thero willh his silly mouth shutt™

“Was that the reason why vou left
the place, where Coker had told you to
vemain t*

“Yessir! I knowed I eonldn't stiok
on, arter that fat coveyr had spoticd me |
lh’mkﬂd it while ho was snoring.”

‘Ol Then you had inlended to go "

“: Yessir.”

“Why, you young sweep—" began
Caker hotly. o : 5

“If you arc not silent, Coker, 1 shall
eanc you ! gaid the Head.

“Olt! Yes, sip!”

“And now,” said Dz, Locke, “explain
to me how it happened tliat you were
present  when | that rufhan made his
attack on Coler in the Lifth Yorm
dormitery.”

Skip gave him a
penebrating glance.

It had not occurred to Coker why
Skip had been in the Louse that night.
Bkip wondered whether the silver-
haired old gent spspecicd,

Ho breathed hared.

“I come arter Jimmy,
muttercd,

*You mean that yoeu zaw the man

and guessed his intentions ¥ asked the
Head.
_*I knowed he waz after Mr, Coker,
sir, as sgon as I sce hnn [V said Skip,
“S0 I follered on to step him,”

*I understand I said the Head.

His impression was that Skip had
spotted Jimmy the Rat outside the
House, and followed him in. Skip
had not exactly szaid :o—but lLic was
glad to leave it at that.

Somehow or other he feolt a queer
repugnence to telling falschoods to this
old gentleman, Hed he been quostioned
mora closely, no doubt he wounld have
done so, but he was glad to avoid it—

Kind-"carted bloke he is,

guick and

bir he

though he hardly realised fhat his
conscience was heginning ito stire
Dr. Locke drummed on the fable

with hizs slim fingers, for o womenrt or
twa, deep in thought.

Skip wateched him anxicusle. Ilis
chief fear was that the old gent was
going to send for the “coppers”

Nothing, eertainly, was farther from
the Head's thoughts

Tne Macxer Liseary.—No, 1,547,
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“You appear to havo acted wvery
courageously, and indeed vary
gratefully and devotedly, my boy,” he
said at last. “ Please tell me what was
your intention, in leaving this place, as
vou had intended to dol"

“I waz going to 'ook if, sir

“To—to what! Oh, yes! Dut where
were you going i

“ Nowhere special,

sir—only 1 was

going to keep out of the way of Jimmy
ihe Rat. He's got it in for me, same
az for Blr. Coker” Bkip grinned.

“That's all right now=—the coppers
‘ave got him, and they won't let ’im
go agin in a ‘urry, not ‘arf! They
wanted Jimmy the Rat for a long time.
Now they got ’im in the stone jug;.
O.K. You let me go, sir, and 1 won't
never trouble nobody 'ere agin.”

“Let you go!” repeated the Head
blankly. “VYou are, of course, free to
go if you choose,™

“Oh!" said Bkip., "“That's prime!
Then I'll ook i, sir, and thank you
Lkindly."

“But where are you going?" asked
Dr. Locke, ]

“anywhere, sir! It's all right, now
they got Jimmy the Rat.”

“Look here——" began Colker.

“Will you be sileni, Coker?"

“Oh! Yes, sir!"

C“And how, my boy, do you intend to
live, when you ge away from here?”
asked Dir, Locke.

Skip made no reply to that., Do,
Locke was not 8 man to whom he could
cxplain that he was going to live by
“pinchipg.

“HMave you aony resources?'’ pshed
the Head.,

“Any what, sic?’ It was a new

word to Eklﬁ.
“I mean have you any honest way
aof making a living—any home among

Liotiest and resﬁimtabln people T

“(h smoky "addocks!” gasped Skip,

“Wh-a-t¥"

ST be orlright, sir—don't rou
worry "' said Bkip. “¥You jest let me
‘op 1t, and I can look arter myseclf.”

Y An  institution,” sald Mre, Proaut.
“ Such as Borstal i

Skip jumped.

"Lpuf: 'ere, you let a bloke go!1” he

exclaimed in alarm. I ain't done no
‘arm 'ere 'ave 1% I could 'ave ’ad
Mr., Coker’s money off ‘im, any dav,
and I ain’t touched it. I ain't touthed
nothing, You let a bleke go! I could
‘ave 'ooked it last night if I ‘adn't
stopped to grab Jummy"

“ You need not be alarmed, my boy,”
gaid the Head, soothingly. “I cannot,
in conscience, allow you to go back to a
fifo of law-breaking—even that foolish
boy Coker was right on that point. I
must consider the matter—and in the
meantime, be assured that you have
nothing to fear.”

“Yessir I"” mumbled Skip,

“Coker, you may go! I will deal
with vou fome other fime. Mr. Prout,
vou may leave this boy to me. You
may sit down, my lad.”

Coker, an Coker's
quitted the study.

Bkip, sitting very uncomfortably on
the extreme odge of a chair, was leit
to a hearl-fo-heart talk with the head-
master of Greyfriars,

I'arm-master

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER,
The Face at the Window !

& SAY, you fellows!"™ velled Billy
Bunter, “He's here [
“Who, fathead?”
O, mall;.'. Cherry! Him ¥
gasped Dunter, "That young pick-
pocket! I've just scen ham |

Bunier,

" cammon [

“1 tell vou he's here! roared
"I say, hke's still n the
gchool! I thought he had cleared,
when I woke up this morning and he
was gone. Bul he basn't! Ie's jelly
well here !

“Gob him in vour pocket?™ asked
Bab.

*You silly ass! T tell vou he's here t"
howled Bunter, “ou come mlong with
me and I'll point him out to vou."

The TFamous: Five grinned. Thoy
had not the slightest belicf that Skip
was sbill at Greyiriars, or that Billy
Bunter had scen himy sines the Lirst
day of term.

“Does that fat ass really think that
be can pull our leg?” asked Bob.

*I've just secn him !” howled Bunter,
“Come this way—""

“Which way ¥’

“To the tuck-shop !

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared the Famous
Five,

“Blessed if I can sece anviliing 1o
cackle at! What are you ceckling at,
vou silly dummies?” demanded Bunter,

“Try again !’ suggested Dob Cherry,
“If you want somebody to stand you
jam tarts, old fat man, look for Maunly !
He’s softer than wa arel”

“Beast! I tell you he's there !
hooted Dunter. “Will yvou come and
ge0, or not, vou silly asses?’

“Well, we'll come?’ said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “But we won't
stand you so much as s penny bunl
Ceot that ™

“*¥ah 1

The Famous Five followed DBunter
grinning. They did not suppose for a
moment that Bkip was o be seen at
Cereyfriars; but they did aupgma that
Billy Bunter had his own good reasons
for inveigling them into the tuck-shop.

But the fat Owl did not enter tho
school shop, He came to & halt ontside
and peoinfed with a fat finger to an
upper window,

Then the fve juniors jumped, all
together. o

A chubby, grinning face was looking
out of that window. If was bandaged
above, but below it was cheerfully
grinning. And it was the face of Bkip!

“Ain't that him?"  demanded
Bunter, with his uwsual recklesa dis-
!'eggard of grammar, *It's him, ain's
i3

“Great Inip i

“My only and ecstcemed hat 1

" skip 1

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed up
blankly at the face at the window.
They were astounded to see Skip in
the school, They were still move
astonnded to sce him sitting at the
window of Mrs, Mimble’s upper front
room, in full view of anvone who came
by, evidently regardless of how many
eyes fcll on hun.

The window was open.

Blkip grinned down at the juniors,
and waved his hand to them n
groefing.

“It—it—it's Skip ! gasped Harry
Wharton, “What in the name of
wonder is he deing thers?"

“1 say, you fellows, I told wou e

* Hallo, hallo, hallo1” roared Bob
Cherry,  “Is that yom, Skip, or your
jolly old ghost?"

“Ma, sirl” grinned Skip.
blooming boarder "ere

*What ' welled Bob,

“Don't you worry—l ein’'t arter vour
watches 1" said Skip cheerfully. *I'm
a guest of your blooming ’'endmaster,
I am!t™

“I sary, vou fellows, we'd better te]l
%uelch and geb i to telephone for
ihe police [V pasped Billy DBuntes.

“I'm a



::Erl_mt it, face!"” zaid Slkip,

1% vou cheeky young
pickpocket—"" . ]

“Pack it upl” said Skip. "“Who
cares for wvou, wyou himagel Talk

asbout picching! Who wes pinching
apples vesterday 1
“Got you there,
Johnoy Bull
‘' Beast ! :
“But what are you doing there, yon
voung sweep?” called out the capiain
of the Remove, .
“Bitting at the winder, admiring
the blinking seenery!” answered Skip.
“The old bloke with the white

whiskers brought me ‘ere.”

“Oh my hat! Do vou mean the
Head "' gasped Wharton, *¥You mean
to say that Dr. Locke knows you're
thera ¥

“What do wou think?" answered
Bkip. “Ha knows all right! Ain't
I told wou that I'm a blooming boarder
‘ere 17

And Bkip chuekled, evidently amused
by his new position.

The Famous Five could only stare.

Herbert Vernon-Smith came out of the
school shop, and, seeing the juniors look-
ivg up, looked up also.

“Hallol Who's that?” he asked.

“That’'s the pickpocket!” gasped
Bunter. “That's tho young villain I've
told you about, whoe was hiding in the
apple-loft. I wonder he's got the neorve
to let fellows see him at that window.”

“What rot 1" said the Boander, “You
fellows know that kid 1

[T

“Oh, yes, we know him '™ said llarry
Wharton. “It's the young sweep who
picked our pockets i the hols. He's
ealled Bkipl I ean’t make ont what
he's doing here—bhut he says the Ilead
knows I

“Oh, my hatl That pickpocket!™
exclaimed Smithy, staring up at the
chubby, grinning face at the window.
“* Here, young shaver, aren't you afraid
of being run in%"

“No, I ain’t!” retorted Skip.
eld ¢ovey with the white whiskers suys
it's all right, he says, and I'm to ‘ave a
room ‘ere, and grub, and stick ‘ere, he
says, for the prescnt, he says! Why
not? I ain't in no *urry to get back fo
my West End mansion, I ain't.”

*Well,” said the Bounder, *this beats
it IJ‘J

*The beatfelness is tovvific I deelared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say, you fellows, ho ought to be run
in!l That's the beast who kept mio stick-
ing in the apple-loft all night 1”

“It wasn't becaus=o I liked your com-
pany, face!” said Skip. "1 don't want
to 'ear you snoring agail in o ‘urry, I
can tell you I

“Did you really
appledoft  last
Johuny ull.

“1I wasn't going to lek him ‘owl out
that I was there,” answerced 8kip. “Hae
shouldn’t coma butting in whera ha
wasn't wanted—pinching apples, too1?

“But overybody can see that you'rs
hera now ¥ exclaimod IHavry.

Skip chuckled,

“Iv's different now.,” he answerad.
“Don't I keep on telling you I'm a
bloowming guest of your Teadmasfery
Board and lodging, and all fonnd 1*

“You're staying therer” yoelled the
Bindder,

“Hork of 1Y assenled Slap.

“1 think I'll lock up iny eazh io-
wight ” grinned the Bounder, “with the
Head taking in this zort of gue-t.”

), don't vou worry ! said Blkip.
“I awn't doing ne pinching Tere, I
wouldn't acler the old Lleke was szo

Bunter "' grinned

“The

park Bunier in the
nightt™ exclaimed
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Harry Wharton & Co. gazed up, blankly, at th&.grlnmng face at the window

over the tuckshop.
sald Skip cheerfully.

kil
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“Wha ihe dickens is that?” ashed
shinner, coming up,

“That's the mekpocket
Bunter.

“{M ernmbs ¥

More amd more fellows came up, join-
ihg the group outsido the tuckshop, and
staring up at the face at the window.

Skip did pob seem to mind—in fact, ho
seomed to he rather enjoying the sen-
salinn he was crealing.

Billy Buauter had told every fellow in
the RHemwove abaat that pickpocket, not
ounes, but many times; and every fellow
soomed ourions to see hiny, and very
soon Skip had quite a large audicnes,

The Lell for third school called ihe
juritors away at last, and they went, 1n
a  buszing, astomshed crowd=—leaving
Skip sitting at the window, calmly and
cheerfully looking out ot Greyiriars,

Thers was a big bridse an Skip's head,
under the bandage, and an acha i iL;

Nige old Bleoke, hae 12, and chanee

}'1._:”:"1]

* H—it—it's Skip
in the name of wonder {5 he doing there ¥ ™

1" gasped Harry Wharton. * What

“I ain’t arter your watches |

“I'm a guest of your bloomin® *eadmaster, [l am [ **

bt he was feeling quite pleased with
imself and things gencraliy.

Jiminy (ho Rat was safe ond of havan's
way for some years to come; the “cop-
pers,” as Skip sagely opined, wore not
Likely to let him go, once they had oot
their hands on him—and there was ne
gther elowd an his horizon.  He was
content Lo pemain where be was till the
“olt bleke with the white whiskers?
told hime that ke could go-—and hia quar-
terd fn Alre. Mimble's lhouza wero a
preat pnprovement on the apple-loft,

Altogether he felt that he hadn't dono
=0 badly. Never before had he lived in
sneh Inxury, or been sure whera his
nest meal was coming fron. It was a
iu:-lj:'-_la.y for Skip—the firsl he had ever
mul.

S0, while the Greyfriars fellowa weng
in to class, Skip sat at the window sl
surveyed the green old quad, the vener-
albla elmws, and the ancient buildings,
with a ¢heerful and contented eye !
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cane for Coker !

ORACE COKER lifted his hand
to tap at the Head's study door
and lowered it again.

Coler hesitated.

He was not, as a rule, the fellow to
liesitate. Generally, his methods were
those of a bull at & gate,

But even Coker hesitated now.

Fle had thought this matter out—
bringing all his vast intellectual powers
to bear on it. He was gatisficd that he
had come to the right solution. But he
felt that he could not depend on his
headmaster to see eve to eve with him.

Schoolmasters, Coker had found, were
rather dense. Headmasters, Form-
masters, maths masters, French masters
—the whole lot of them, often and often,
failed to understand Coker, and to
vealise how right he was, and how
wrong they were. It was annoying to a
fellow, but there it was.

And the present casc was, as even
Coker realised, a bit unusual.  Coker's
mtelligence was equal to it DBut he
doubted whether his headmuster’s intel-
ligenee was, He hoped that it was—
Lbut he could not help remembering.
with a feeling of misgiving, how dense
schoolmasters ware.

However, he had to put it fo the
Flead. He was prepared to explain the
roatter patiently, 1n simple language
suitable to a headmaster's intelligence.
He could do no more |

He tapped at the door at last.

“Come inl”

Coker came in.

The Head was in his study, after
school. He was sitting at his writing-
table, his head leaning on his hand, 1n
an attitude of decp t.lmu%'htu .

He was, as a matter of fact, thinkin
out what was to be done with that od
boy, Skip. For the present, ho bad dis-
posed him in Mrs. Mimble’s house,
under the care of that good lady, who
was going to lodge and hoard him for a
fow gnya, while the Head considered the
matler. :

That was satisfactory, for the present
motnent; but the Head had to think out
what was to be done; and hé was not
pleased to be interrupted by Coker of
the Fifth. He was unaware, so far, that
Coker had brought him a solution of the
problern ready-made.

“What is it, Coker?™ he rapped.

“ About that kid Skip, sirl” said
Coker. .

“Have vou anything to tell me about
the boy "

“ About what's to be done with him,
gir! I’ve thought it out” said Coker
madestly, “and I think I know.”

“Indecd 1™ said Dr. Locke. “II you
have any suggestion to make, CUoker, I
am willing {o hear 1t.” _

“T'va written to my aunt about him,
gir, and I got on the phone to her after
elazs,” said Coker. *Bhe's willing, in
fact, cager, to stand by the kid, after
what he did for me.”

“To give him a home, do you mean ¥
asked Dr. Locke, with some interest,

Coker cnuﬁhed.

“That isn’'t guite the idea, sir! I
couldn’t land & young scallywag like
that on Ler. But she's willing to stand
all the exes™

“The what "

“I mean the expenses, sir.”

“If you mean expenses, Coker, sax
expenses ! rapped out Dr. Locke, *1I
am acguainted with Miss Coker, and 1
know her to be & very kind-hearted lady.
If ghe i3 willing to assist the boy, 1t
may be a great help. Obviounsly, ho
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must -be found some home in honest
surroundings, where he may have a
chance of mending his ways.”

“Yes, sir] And if he could be kept
under my eye—"

“Under your eye?? repeated the
Head.

“That's the idea, sir! Look how he's
improved already, since I've had him
in hand,” esid Coker. "A fow days
ago he would have pinched anything he
could lay his hands on! WNow look at
im! I've only thrashed him three
him! I've only thrashed him three

“Wha-a-at 1"

“But it's done him a lot of good.
Why, sir, last night he could have
pinchied things right and left—but did
he?  Not hel  1've made him under-
stanid that he's got to turn over a new
leaf ! T T eould keep him in hand, sir,
I feel sure that I could make a decent
chap of him! I think, sir, that I'm the
fellow to do it! 1'm a bit brighter, in
most ways, than most of the chaps here,
&ir.

The Head pazed at Coler,

“If vou'd let hun stay on, sir—"

“He is remaining for tho present,
Coker, in Mrs. Mimble's house, till 1
have decided what can be done with
i

“I mean as a Groeyiriars fellow, sir.”

“A—a—a what?* stuttered the Head.

Coker had got it out at last. But he
could sce that his misgivings were well-
founded.

Dy, Locke was not going to jump at
this brilliant suggestion. He looked,
indeed, for a moment, as if he was going
to jump at Coker.

“Upon my word I” gasped the Head.
“¥ou eannot be serious, of course,
Coker | But how dare you come horo
and waste my time with such nonsense I

“I'm quite serious, sir 1™ urg:ed Cokor.
“1 don't see why he shouldn't go into
Mr. Queleh’s Form——-"

“You do not see why this waif, this
pickpocket, should not go into Mr.
Quelch's Form ! repeated the Head,
like & man in a dream.

“MNo, sir | It would be the making of
him ! urged Coker. "My aunt will
stand the fees, and all that, No diffi-
culty there. I shall keep an eve on him,
and see that he behaves himself. EHe
may be a bit backward in class—but I'm

reparad to give him some coaching.

'm pretty good at most subjects, sir, I
know Mr. Prout doesn’t think so; but,
after all, facta are facts. They're rather
a scrubbly lob in the Remove, but &
chap in 8kip's position can’t expect too
much, It seems to me & good idea, eir.
What do you think ¥

The Head did not tell Coker what ae
thought; he just glared at him. _

His ecxpression was distinctly  dis-
couraging.

“(f course, 1 know it's a bit unusual
for a fellow like 8kip to bo admitted
here,” said Coker; “and, of course,
everything's against him. He may find
it & bit tough at frst, but—"

“You are actually suggesting that a
boy who has been a pickpocket should
be admitted to this school ' T'he Head
found his voice at last. “JIs that the
suggestion you are making, Colker "

“Yog sir, that's it. You seo-——?

“ Aro you so incredibly stupid, Coker,
as to suppose for one moment that such
o thing is possible?"' gpasped the IHead.

“Well, sir, 1 think it would be a julzj?
good thing for the kid, and-—and,
though there's difficultics in the way, T
thought you might lock on it as a
matter ﬂg duty—="

“{}f—of what?"

“Duty, sir!” said Coker. “Things

may be jolly unpleasant to do, and
awlkward, and sll that. Bub a man has
to do hies duty all the same, hasn't he?"

The Head ubicred a sound like a
g'urgln:-.

“That's how I look at it, sir,” said
Horace., “What do you think, sir "

“Have you—have vou coms hers,
Coker, to teach your headmastor his
duty 1" gasped Dr. Locke.

“Well, not exactly that, sir; but I'm
willing to point it out if you don’t
happen to see it, sir,” explained Coker,

r. Locke rose from his writing-table,
To Coker's surprise, he picked up a
cane, Coker could not see what the
cana was wanied for. :

He was, however, soon to discover.

“Benior boys,” said the Head, “are
not usgally caned it Greyiriars, but
there are exceptional cascs that can be
dealt with in no other way., DBend over
that table, Coker ™

“Ehi?

“Bend over that table!™

“Wha-a-at for, sir?” gasped Coker,
bewildered.

“I am going to cane vou, Coker”

“TLik-kik-canc me, sir! Have I done
anything 7" gasped Coker. * Whea-a-a-at
are vou going to caue me for, sirf"

“If you do not bend over that teble
instantly, Coker, I shall ¢xpel you from
this school I

“Oh crikey 1¥

Coker—bewildered and dismayed, and
wondering what on carth could have
got. the Head's rag out like this—bent
over tho table.

Whack, whock, whack, whaclk|

It scemed like a horrid dream to
Coker of the Iifth. But 1t was no
dream; it was painful reality—very
painful! The Hcad was a venerabla
gentleman, but he scemed to have a lot
of beef in his right arm. He put it all
into that whacking.

Coker fairly squirmed. .

“Now,” said the klead, breathing
hard, “wyou may pgo, Coker! Not
another word, or I shall cane you
againl Gol”

Coker went. ITo went in silence. It
was impossible for any fellow, even
Coker, to tell his headmaster what he
thought of him. So Coker went in
gilence, his feclings really too deep for
words,

PRI

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Coker’s Latest !

T E, he, he!”
H Billy Bunter
amused.

e rolled into the Rag, his
fat face wreathed with grins

scemed

“I say, you fellows, heard the
latest 7" gurgled Bunter. “1 say——
ﬁ[e; he, he! I say, Coker—— He, he,

E+fl

“What about Coker?” asked EBEob

Cherry; and there was general interest
in “the latest.,”

Most of the fellows, in Isct, were
talking about Coker.

By that time all Creyfriars had heard
of the happenings of the night—which
cxplained to some cxtent Skip's amaz-
ing presence in the schoel with the
knowledge and permission of the Head,
There was no scerel about the matier
now; Skip was there for every fellow
in the school to seo if he desired so to
do. And now that it was kuown that
Coker of the ¥ilith had brought him
there in the firgt place fellows discussed
Coker’'s amazing nerve, and wondered
whether ho would be flogged or sacked.
Any news of Coker was of inlerest in



tho circumslances, so the fat Owl was
the centre of atlention at onee when he
volled into the Rag with “the latest.”

“Ha, he, he!” cackled Bunter. “You
fellows know what an idiot Coker is—
what an absolute ass—what a blither-
g, blethering hluuhhtad—w]mt a foot-
ling, frabjous fathead-——"’

“Bpeech taken as read!™ sald Deler
Tudd. “We all know Coker! What'a
ihe jolly old latest?”

“He, he, ha! You won't helicve it [”
gurgled Buoter. “They're talking
about 1t 1n tha Fifth—— He, he, he!
Coker—— e, he, he ! Bunter gasped
with merriment. “"He's been to the
Head—— Ha, he, he! Ile went to him
and said—— He, he, he!”

“Ho went to the Head and =aid he,
he, he?" asked Bob.

17F

“Ha, ha, ha!

"Eht No! Ile went to him and
said ho wanted that pickpocket io be
let in at—— e, he, hel I mcan
Lireyiviaral He, he, he 1™

“Well, he's been let in at Greyiriacs,
hasn't  he?” asksd Vernon-Smuth.
“*From what I hear, Coker landed hun
herg—"

“¥es: but I mean a3 a Greyfriars
man |7 roarcd Bunter. “"He's asked
the Ilead to stick him in the Reniovel
e, he, he !

“What 7" velled Bob.

* Gammon I

“The gammﬂnfu]tmcg iz terrilie.”

“Lven Coker isn't idiot enongh——"

*"What rotf”’

“They're all talking about it in the

Fifth [ yelled Bunter. “1 say, the
Head caned Coker. 1 heard him tell-
ing Potter and Greene. He =zatd ho

didn’t know why the Head caned him;
thinka he's getting nervy, or somes
thing—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Toa must be off his chuamp,” =sand
Harry Wharton blankly. “Why, le
knows that that young rogue is a pick-
pocket——"

“ A pincher in the Remove I gurgled
Eunten “That's Coker's latest ! Fancy
having a fellow mn the Form  who
pinches ! o ) )

“Quite a new experience—what i
said the Dounder sarcastically. *Any-
bhody missed a cake from his study
lately? Did you cver find out what
bocame of your apples, Toddy

“Fla, ha, bLa!”

“0Oh, roally, Smithy

“Poor old Coker!” chuckled Beb,
“IFancy poing to the llcad and n»z.‘:-.u:g
for 1t like that! Skip in the Remove !
e can have hiz pickpockets in tho
Fifth if he likea I”

“T shouldn't stand 1t!"* said Bunler.
“The Head couldn't do it, of course;
hut if he did, I should ehject, I can
u}]ly well tell ;.u:nu"’
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“¥Youn don't want any rivals about—
what?* asked Skinner.

“ Beask [

*Well, thiz iz the limit,” remarked
ihe DBounder. “Very flattering of
Coker to pick out cur Form te stick
his pickpockets n !

“The  cheeky
Bolsover major.

*Hallo, hallo, halle! There he is!”
znid Bob Cherry, glancing from the
window of the Rag. Horace Coker hud
just come out of the Ilouse.

1la stood looking towards the gates.
A taxicab from Courtfield hod turned
i1, and was coming up to the House.

Coker went to mect 1t; and the
juniorz, following hinm with their
clances, dizcerncd an ancient lady in a
very ancient bonnet in the tasi.

‘The Bounder gave a yell

“That’s Coker's Aunt Judy ["'

B A 1".1E:=:#. Coker ! exclaimed Ilarry
Wharian, “I suppose Coker's told her
about E].np If she's come to take lLim
away—"

“Afier all, it's up to him to look
after ihe kid a bit, considering what he
did,” remarked Bob, “If Coker's aunt
will take him in hand, that will be o
jolly good thing for him."

“TUm!™ said Harry rather doubtfully.

Conzidering that the clums of the

aas |* exclaimed

Remove had caught Skip only a few
days aga prowling the ouse at mght
looking for a chance to “pinch,” he

could not help thinking that old Miss
Coker would find rather a prize-packet
in Horace's protege if she took charge
of him.

The juntors watehed Coker rather
curiously as Aunt Judy alighted and he
lod her to the IHouse.

Coker’'s powerful volee floated in at
the open window.

“I'm jolly glad you're going to back
e up! The Head szeemed aunoyed
about something when I put it to lim;
but he's not & bad old bean, really. 1
ihink if von could make hun under-
stand—"'

“I will cerfainly speak to him, dear
Horace,™ zaid Miss Coleer, " That dear,
dear boy saved vou from injury. 1 am
sure that he i3 a very, very good boy.
T feel suro that he would be & credit lo

the school,” .
W nllJI under iy supervision, of
course,” =aid Horace, i | ht.r[}-: lhc-

1lcad wiil see i, aunty. This way.
Coker piloled Aunt Judith imte the
House,
The Removiles at the window of the
R:tg looked at one another,

153 Colier had not come to take Skip
away! Bhe had come to lend her sup-
pock to dear Horace, in lus amaszing
scheme of landing Skip at Greyfriars
a5 a 'Ilil]:l{:ll' it the Bemove. Coker had,
0 to speak, sent for reinforcements!
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*Well, mwy only hat]" said Boh
blankly.
“The ass!” gaid Smithy. “The

checky, blithering ass! Daes ha think
that we'll stand %&ia pickpockets in the
Remove, cven if old Judy talks the
Head over?"

"The fathead 1™

“The champ I

“The checky ass!™

Bvery fellow in thae Rag had some-
thing to say about Coker. Ewverythine
that mcu, fellow said was uncompli-
meuntary. But no fellow fancied for a
nmm-&ut that Colker would get away
with it

The Head couldn't, and wouldn't, lek
a character like Skip into the school—it
wag wildly mmpossible, On that ponié
there was not, in the opinion of the
Eeinove, a shadow of duuﬁt—mt B Pose
sible, probable shadow of doubt—in
possible doubt whatever |

A surprise was coming for the Grey-
friara Remove.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Aunt Judy Works the Oracle !

R. LOCKE rose courtecusly to
greet Miss Coler, when she was
announced.

ITia courtly manner gpave no
indication of the fact tl:a.t ha wished,
deeply and sincerely, that Miss Coker
had stayed at Coker Lodge.

The headmaster of Greyfriars had a
deep respect for DMiss Eﬂi But a.i!
parcnts and relatives were ra!her B trial
io & headmaster—and Aunt Judy was
ithe severest trial of all, Her deep and
affectionate  coneern  for  averything
appertaining to her dear Horace was a
credit to her kind and affectionate
Leart—but zather a worry to Coker's
headmaster. :

“Pray bo scated, Miss Coler," sand
the ilead, with the urbane politeness
unever disturbed even by parents and
velations of Greyfriars borvs.

Miss Colier sat down.

“*Horvace—" she began,

The Head expested that, of counrse.

Miss Coker bhad only one topic—
Horace;
No doubt Prout's latest report of

Horace's intellectual exploits worried
her, She was guite capable of request-
g the Idead to put Horace under
anothr Form-master who would under-
stand him better. Possibly it was some
satisfaction to tho Ilead at that moment
{o recolleet that he had reeently caned
Hovrace 1

“IHoraee has told me of the dear,
rood, brave boy who saved him from the
attack of a dreadful man!l"™ said DMlizs
Cokor.

“Oh! Yes! Quite!" The Head was
mhme{l to find that it was not Prout's

(Continued on nexd page.)
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lalest report thot had Dbrouglt Miss
Coker to Greyiriars, sud ihat she was
not going {o ask him, for the wnpteenth
Lime, why se clever & boy was pol head
of s class, and whether lie was quite
eaiisfied with MMr. Prout, who did not
vier bo understand Horace i1 Lhie least.

“Ilear Horace has thought of such a
wonderful way of rewarding that deay
I.m;., and sving him from falling apain
into bad associalions, ™ sald Miss Coker.
“We owe him a debl of gratilude that
it would be very difficult Lo repay, do
wa unk, dear Dr. Locke®"

Yhit O Ab! Yest I yon desire o
Five the boy a home, Miss Coker, or (o
place  him o respectable  surround-
u:p{a—” faid the Head cordially.

“What surcoundings could be more
respectable  ilan  Greyfriara?™  asked
Mm 'LﬂF:m.

YEh?

“1 understand from Horaee thut the

poor boy's education has bheen
neglected,”  said  Miss Coker.  “Of
course. he must bo sent to school, That

all
for
for

13 e:sendial, Gladly I will ineet
cxpenses, after what e bhas doue
iy dear Horace, It only remaing
you to consent, 1dr. Locke.™

H¥I—1—T1 certainly approve of the boy
being sent fo school, Miss Coker ! Most
—maost decidedly | Soeme suitable school
that—"

“What schioo] could be more =:ufable
than Greyfriars, Dr. Locke?"

“Oht Ah!  1llem! I an sorry to
say—-"

“Al the boys in this schonl are
honest, are they mnot?” asked Miss
L'oker.

“Fh! Oh! ¥es! Certainly!”

“Then they are tho associates That
such a forlorn lad requires ! said Miss

THE MAGNET

Coker. "lIlorace assures me that the
Loy 13 guite &4 niee boy, except thape e
has been brought up to sleal—"

“That iz a rather important oxcop-
tion, madam 1" gasped the Head,

Y ¥eos, no doubt; but you will see, 1
armn sure, that what such a boy chicfly
needs 15 hooest and Ligh-aninded  sur-
roundings. These, I am suve, ho will
obtain at Greviriars. I lm'm CYEery ool-
hidenee i vou, 1Ir. Locke™

“Thauk you, madam ! gaszped Lhe
klead.

¥ Under your guidanee, sir, I atn sure
that the boy will benefib in every way !
said Miss Cloker. *Ilo will alse Lave
the advantage of goidance from dear
Horace, who has, 1 belicve a very good
infucenes 1 the school—as how, 1mdecd,
could e fail to have? Horace tells mo
that the boy is suitable to enter the
Liower Fourth Form—I think it is called
the Removal, or some such name 2

“The Remove ! pasped the Head,

“Yee, ves, guite ! I bave met several
af the boys in that Form, and they are
very, very nice boyvs, whose influence
would be very beneficial to that unfor-
ftunale lad,” satd DMiss Coker. Y M
Saqueleh—"

“ Mr. Queleli—-"

“T mean Mr., Quelch=—=Mr., Quelch, I
am sure, would be glad to undestako
sich a dutv! MNo doubt he would find
the: boy troublesome ab hirst

“AMy dear madam "

“ But the boy's sterling qualitios——"'

“ You have zecn him, madam 77

"Nn, I have not seen him o yeb.”

“Then may I ask how jou
sequainted with his qualifies ™

“ Horaco has told me ™ answered Miss
Coker simply. “1 have voery great faith
in Horace's judgment, De. Locke—very

o
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great faith indeed ! As his headmaster,
you have, of ecourse, noeliced what an
uncommonly clover boy he is’
“Oh! Aht"
" Haorace," said Mizs Coker, v
satisficd with the boy Skip.™
Pr. Locke blinked at Aunt Judy.

Any utterance of Horace Coker's was
the last word in wisdom to Aunt Judy.
It was not s0 to his headmaster ! Far
from il!

“1 should take, of eourse, cvery ro.
sponzibility,” said Miss Coker.  “The
boy will turn out well. On that point
there can be no doabt.”™

“My dear madam, how can you pos-
sibly know——"

“Horace thinks so !

“Oh!"

“He has told me so!”" added Miee
Coker, apparently az a elinehor.

b I'lrh dear madam——-m-="

“I have visited the school specially to
arrange this matter, dear Dr. Lockoe,™
said Miss Coker. E'lru;,thliig may be
settled while I am here, Dut, first of
all, let me thank you—thank vou from
my heart, dear Dr. Locke, for your
kindness zm-.l benevelenes 1n allowing
this unfortunate boy to have & chanco
inn a school like Greyfriars”

“But—but I—" stuttered the Ifead.

“You have doubis as to the result?”
asked Miss Coker. "I have none, as I
roly wholly on Horace's judgment. But,
after all, it would be oasy to send tho
boy away, later, if he proved um-
sujtable.”

" But

“Let it be arranged for him to remain
at Greviriars for the rest of this term,
and I zhall be satisfied, and Horace, I
feel sure, will be satisfed,” said Mi
Coker.

It did not occur to Aunt Judy that
she was the only person in the wido
world who cared two hoots whether
Horaee was satisfied or not.

“1t will be a great happiness to me,"
continued Mise Coker, *to see this boy
and assure him that his future is taken
care of, in the care of such a man as
yourself, Idr. Locke."™

“My dear madam,” stuttered Dr.
Locke, " [—" !

“Yon are busy i asked Miss Coker.
“T will not wasto your time, Dr. Looke.
I know that headmasters are very busy
mern. And I must ges Mr., Squelch—as
thné&d "':‘LIP 15 to enter his Form—"

“ But—"

“* Horace will show me to his study—

is fully

pray do not trouble, Dr. Logko!
Horace 15 walting for me in  the
passage.”’

“Put, madam, I have not—I mean—1

stuttered
“I really cannot

do nol—I conngt—I—I—"
the bewildered Head.
ask Mz Quelch—"

“Pray leave that to me, sirl” said
MMiss Coker. "I will explain the matter
to Mr. Quelch, and inform himn that you
have decided to place the boy in his
IForm H

“ But, madam—"

“Thank you so much, Dr. Lockel I
am sure that vour kindness of heart
will be rewarded ! Thank you so much,
Dr. Locko 1

“But—" gurgled the Ilead help-
lezaly.

Miss Coker sailed out of the study,
leaving him gorgling,

Dr. Loecke blinked uafter her—almest
wondering whether he really had con-
sented to allow Bkip to be placed in a
junior Form at Greyiriars.

Miss Coker joined Horace, who wus
waiting hopefully in tho I]Esbﬂbﬁi Hhe

Lid,, The Ficotway Houss, Fa[‘:l’llil:ﬂ-ﬂ'll BEEtok,
r:llan I:n-,r l:lm:ladjmu Hlfuin-
tealzand CRikd.




gave him a kind of reaszuring smile.

“Ts it all right, aunty " asked Coker
eagerly.

“Quite, dear Horace ! Dr. Locke con-
gsented at onee, as I fully expected from
20 kind-hearted and benevolent a man !
said Miss Coker. “Now pray take me
to Mr. Squeleh™s study. I must see him

before I go.”
“0Oh, good1” said Coker.
He piloted Miss Coker away to Mr

Queleh’s study.

The Remove master regarded her
with polite astonishinent as she was
shown in.

Miss Coker gave him a besming
gmile.

“Please excuse my intrusion, Al
Squeleh—I know you aro a very busy
man,” she said sweetly., "I will taKae

only a moment of your time. Dr.
Locke has decided to place that dear,
good, brave boy, Skip, in  your
Form=———"

“WHAT?™ Mr. Quelch’s expression
of dumbfounded amazement seemed to
e:-u:a{)e Aunt Judy.

“Ja it mnot kind of him, Mr.
Aqueloh? Is it not like his kind and
benevolent heart?” said BMiss Coker.
“And you, I am assured, will be glad
of tha opportunity in aesisting n so
good a work! Is it not so?”

Mr. Quelch gazed at her, speech-
lpss,

* Perhaps you, sir, as the boy’s Form-

mastor——"

“Tha bub-bub-boy's Tuf-ful-Form-
master—" stuttored My, Quelch.

“Yes: as the boy's Form-master
perhaps you will give the necessary
orders at the school outfitter’s, all
sccounts to be placed to my charge !
said Miss Coker. “Thank you so much,
Mr. Bquelch! Horaee, yvou may now
teke me to the boy. I am very
anxious to sea him, to inferm him that
overything bas been arranged for him
to become a Greyfriars boy.”

“This way, aunty !” said the jubilant
Horace. _

Mr. Quelch gazed after Miss Coker
like & man in a drcam, as Horace led
her away. He stood as if petrilied,
rooted to the floor. A minute later,
from his study windew, he hed a view
of Miss Coker, led off towards Mrs.
Mimble's shop by the dutiful Hovace.

“Upon my word!™ gasped Mr
Queleh.

He rushed out of the room and
made for the Head's study. Gener-

ally, Mr. Quelch's motions were slow
and stately,. MNow he fairly ran.
Fellows who saw him whiz along the
passages wondered what on earth was
up !

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Taking 1t Out Of Coker !
ATRRY WIARTON tapped ab

H his Form-nasier's deor aud
cnlered.
It was nearly time for prep
when hie received a message Efrom Mr.
uefelr. He was wondering whag
§ur;1c'i: wanted—but cerlainly he never
reamed of guesding. ‘

“You sent for me, sic? said Ilarry.

AMr. Queleh was not szeated at his
jable. 1le was standing by ihe fire-
place, obviously noet iu Lis usual mwod
of icy calimess. At a glance Marey
conld sco that eomcething had deeply
disturbed his Fornrvanaster.

He did not eonnect b, in hiz mind,
with 8kip. No more than the olhwr
Memove fellows did ho faney for n
motent that Coker would get by with
his cgregious idea of shoving Bkip into
p Form at Greyiriars.

AMise Coker' had left ihe sehool, but
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whether she had taken Horace™s prolege
with her or not, lHarry did not know.
Iie was soon to know, however.

“Yes, Wharton! I—I have szome-
thing to say to you!” eaid Mr. Queleh,
with a hesitalion very naw to him.

What he had to say he did not say
immediately. ila took a turn across
ihe study, and returned to the fire-
place. Only too clearly he was dis-
turbed.

Wharion wailed, wondering more and
more. Somelhing waa amiss, he could
nob guess whai—apparently something
that concerned him as head boy and
captain of the Form, as Mr. Guelel
had sent for him, Ho counld only wait.

“Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch at last,
“eou will mo doubt be surprised by
wiw.t. I am going to tell you. ¥ou are,
I think, scquainted with the boy called
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Skip. now bearding o Mese Minble's
howse ¥
Marey Wharion smiled # litdle
“I'mi acquarmded  with him 1o e
eilent that he picked my pockeis e gl
holidays, =ir,” boe answered. " Fhat's
all.?
My, Queleh enuglied.

“The boy has cerlain good  quali-
e he =and. 7 Lle acted very bravely,
1 think, in jwdervening, when a Vilik
Farm boy was atlacked by a desperate
rascal.”

“Yer, sir, Trom what [ hearv, he iz a
plucky kid [ =aid Uarry.

Apart from his dishonesty, Yharlon,
which is indecd deecadful, what do you
think of the Loy asked Mr, CQucich.
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“I am asking you as head boy of my
Form."

“Oh!1” said Harry. "Well, sir, I
don't think he's a pad kid, opart froamn
the awful way he's been byought up. I
think very likely he might iwrn oug
well, sir, if he got into good hands™

“1 am glad to hear wyou say that,
Wharton. I have zeen the boy and
talked to him, and have the impres-
sion that he might have been very dif-
ferent, had his training been differcnt.
I had better tell you, Wharton, that it
has been decided to place this bey at
Greyfriara for the remainder of the
presont term as—as—as & sort of experl-
ment, to ascortaily whether he can bo
trained 10 betler ways,”

“Oh " gasped Wharton.

Ho realised the awful truth at once.
Coker, somchow, had gob by wilh it!

“He will bo %ﬂated i the Remove,”
added AMr. Quelch.

“0Oh ! repeated Ifarry.

“1 will net conceal from  you,
Wharton, that I am very much  ddis-
turbed by this,” said Mr. Quelch. " But

the headmaster has requested mo fo
take the boy 11 hand, and give him a
chance in my Form for a certain
period. Dr. Locke has kindly left it to
ma to decide; but I am natorally
desirous of obliging him if possible, It
is a vory extraoordinery stale of affnirs
and in dealing with it I rely on the
aid of m&hnad boy."

“Ohl es, pir!"

“1 shall place this boy Skip in your
study, Wharton——"

if h!!?

“I have every confidence in  your
strongth of character, and am assured
that you are not the boy to fall under
a bad influence,” said AMr. Quelch.
“If anything can be done lore for this

'uﬂhﬂ.pi'ﬁ,}' boy, it is vather from the boys
the

than masiers that he will deriva
instruction and benchit. I cannot
behiova that his ipfluence will be bad
for a boy of your strong character—but
I have vory hope that your inHuence
may ke good for him”

" Dh IJ\.I

“Tn such a matter, Wharton, 1 ecan-
not give you a command—but I ask
you to de your best to 511pl:nm't ma in
ilis wvery poculiar matter.”

“Oh, certainly, szir!” said Iarry at
onea. “1'll Jdo anything I can, sir. I
—I'm afraid he may have rather a
rough time with the fellows—as they all
kirow that h2 has heon a pickpocket. Lf
o kecpa it up——"

“The boy has promised spendment
i that rvespect, Wharton, and I have
an impression that he is in  carnest.
1Ie will, of course, be sent away
instantly if he ehould lapse into his
old ways. If, however, lus faults are
those of & bad training, & bettor train-
ing may amend them. It has, ab sl
events, been decided to try the expori-
ment, aud I shonld like you o use
vour influence in the Form to make it
a success, 1F possible™

* Il do all I can, sir”

“Very well, Wharton! The boy will
Lo provided with all he needs, by the
kindness of Aliss Coker, and to-morrow
he will take his place in the Remove.
I rely wpon you lo make matlers a:
ol for him as  possible”

“ Yos, siv” )

Harry Wharten left  his  Form-
mrasters study with a rather grime faco.

1t was clear lo Lim ihat Auut Juody
had somelow talked tho Head over,
and that the llead had put it up to
Guelch, who nnluru!ifr hesitated to dis-
oblige his respected eluef. The onteome
was, (hat a pickpocket was landed on
the Greyiriars move.

Tee AMacxer Liprany.—No, 1,547
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Ha:rﬁ Wharton could feel plent
aympa v for & fellow down on his luck,

d he would always have helped =
lam-} dog over & stile; but the :Eea of
s “piocher” being put in his Form was
the reverse of agrecable,

Ha was ready to back up dr. Quelch
in his difficult position, both from a
senge of duty as head Imy, and from
rea et for his Form- -master ;

nuw: been set & more unpalatable

Tha.l: was how Wharton felt about it;
and from his own feclings, ho could
guess what the rest of the Remove
would feel like. Ho knew what to
expect when he told thew.

His face was grave.and grim when

ha came up to the Remove passage.
His chums met him on tho ?t:dmg..

whore a crowd of the Remove had

gathered before prep. Every fellow
could see, fromx Wharton's look, that
linmaﬂ::mg was “up.”

“Hallo, hallo, halle, what's the jolly
eld trouble? asked Bob Cherry.

CBLip P’ answered Harry,

“Isn't that kid gonei” asked Nugent.

“ Hardly 1"

i | Eajr, you fellows, I can't make cut

nf-

but he k

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

*“We'll boot him out of the Remove,
if he has the neck to shove inl” ronred
Bolsover major, “Let him show his
chechy nose in the passage, that's all 1

“Tho Head must be battyl? said
Peter Todd. “And Quelch is as batty
g3 the Hea.d?. if he thinks we're going
to stand it "

“I say, you fellows, a pincher, you
inow—=->""

“Don't you worry, Bunter, old fat
man 1" said Lord Mauleverer. “He
inches watches and things, not tuni:

e won't poach on your preserves!”

“Why, vou cheeky beast, Mauly~—

“Look hére,” roared Bolsover major.
“Coker's done thisl That blithering
fathead in the Fifth has landed that
pinching cad on us! Let him keep his
pickpockets in the Fifth, if he's fond
of pickpockets! We don't want them
in the Removel Who's coming to see
Coker about it? We'll take it out of
Coker 1"

“"Hear, hear "

[13 II'HE Gn IJI

“Let's!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“We've gut to stand it—and we can't
scrag Quelch, and it wouldr't be fair
to sorag the kid, but we can scrag

¥

why that young scoundrel hasn't been Coker, end we jolly well willl

rup in,™ said Billy Buater. *“Is he Comao on!”

going to be run in, Whartont There was a genural move across the
Harry Wharton lnu hed. landing to the Fifth-form passage.

"'Fﬂa coming into the Remove!" he
Bal

“Rotl” said Johnuy Bull.

“The rotfulness i3 terrific.’

“I've just had it from Qua!c}- " said
Harry. **He's going to be stuck in our
study, enk, old man, and Quelch
wants us to mako the best of him. I've
eaid that I'il do all I can”

“Te Quelch potty 7"  exclaimed the
Bounder.

“Better ask him!" said Wharton,
shrugging his shoulders,

“Tha Remove wonr't
exclaimed Heazeldene.

“1 say, vou fellows, I shall wrile to
my people!” exclaimed Billy Bunter,
in breathless indignation. “I wonder
‘;!irlhn.t my titled relations will think of

i !

“That fool Coker has worked this!™
exdlaimed Vernon-Smith, savagely. I
wonder if he would like pickpockels
in his own FormT at old s 1

hi E T That old sketcl
Judy has mw&d the Head, and the
Head's jawed Quelech—and we're landed
with Coker's pickpocketl 1It's too
thick I™

“The thickfulness is torrifia!l"

“We'll make 1t warm [or the pinch-
ing cad” eaid Skinner,

stend 1t 1™

Feeling ran wery high in the Remove.
It was all very well to declare that they
would not stand it; but there wasz no
doubt that it had to be stood, ail the
same. Coker had done it—and there
was satisfaction in the idea of dealing
with Horace Coker as he deserved for
having done it!l

An army of excited Removiles
marched up the- Fifth- fnrm passage.

“Here, what do you 8 want hera?”
called out Blundell of tﬁu Fifth, from
the door of his study. *Clear off, see "

Blundell was barged backwards into
hia study, and left ﬂ?luttcrm

“Got out of this! l}.ﬂ.]]ﬁﬂ nul. Hilton
of the Fifth, who was in the passage
with Price,

He did not repeat the injunction.
Hilton and Price were strewn on the
Aoor, and the mob of juniors walked
ovor them, to Coker’s study.

Bob Cherry announced their arrival,
by hurling that study door open, with

a terrific erash.

Coker and Potter and Greens. were

in the study. Coker had a ﬂEaﬁnﬁ and
patisfied smile on his face, 2 had, ha

—ithe Only

with Head and

8 6 Volt.—7 WATT OUTPUTI

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, bere he isl"
roared Bcb, “Bag himi"

Coker's smile changed to a frown.

“What the thump de you fﬂ.ga want
here? he rapped. “{Get oubl”

“You've landed your ‘Jmk et on
us !l marad Johrmy Bull Do yeu
think we're going to stand it, you

dundﬂrheaded dummy i’

“Don't be cheeky, Eu]ll If you kids
begin any vagging, or anything, of that
kind, when young 8kip joins up,
out for troubls,” said Coker, sternly.
“I shall be ?mg‘ AD eye on you.
shall-—yarcoop I’

There was a rush and Coker of the
Fifth disappeared under the indignant
Removites.

Potter and Greene ﬂp ta his
help. They werse v collared,
and hutled out of the at.udjf Wisely,
they stayed out. Coker, in the study,
was going through s wild time.

He was bumped, he was rolled, and
rustled, and hustled, and bustled, He
struggh:d and he ;alleﬂ he wriggled
and be roared., His coat was aphl; up
the bock—his collar end tie dis-
appeared—ink was poured over his
head—ashes from the grate added to
it—and in & few minutes Coker did not
know what was happening to him, only
that it was awful,

Not till Coker of the Fifth had been
reduced to a state of complete wreek-
age, did the indignant Removitos
desist, and march out of the study—
]-:amug Coker for dead, as it were.

Coker, in sn unrecognisable state,
sprawled amid overturned firniturs,
ink and ashes, papérs and books, and
gurgled. Which was some satisfaction
to the Remove, if not to Coker.

When Potter and Greene looked in,

again, Cokor. was still sitting in the
midst of the wrockage, like Marius in
the {"l:it!lﬂ of Carthage. Hea sat and
gurgle

“Well,” said Potter. *“That was
some rag 1"

“Urrggh 1

“You fairly asked for that, old
mean ['' zaid Greene.

“Qurrrggh!”

Coker could only pgurgle. And

Potter and Greenc, smiling, left him to
gurgle.
THE EXD.

(Coker haz got hiz way, and Skip is aa
good as e Greyfrigrs fellotn already.
ftut for kow long? = There are exciling
times akead for the Remove, for Skip,
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When Scaling Black Pike—

YOU OUGHT TO MISS
AUTUMN MISTS!

A word of warning to mountaineers who spend
:ch_;u 1" halfers ™ trying to reach the summit of Black

ike !

This is the season of auturn mists and they come
on rather suddenly when wyou're about a thousand
fect above sea lovel.

Several partics from Creyfriars were caughtin (he
mist that coame on suddenly last Wedneaday.

One of the chaps in
question, Tom Brown,
afterwards deseribed to
8 " Greyfriers Herald !

————
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FOSSIL’S FOOTBALL
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Another Rib-Tickling Story of
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I. you're prumbling

¢ Do pardon, sir, but-e—" SUPpPOsSe

“ Buee off, Fossil 1 ™ you get m tip

“Beppin' your parden, sir, | now and again 22
but——" “Ho, yuss

Doctor  Birchemall girorted | the tip of some-

angrily, as he glanced down at the | body’s boot if I don't do wot I'm

skool porter {rom the horizontal | told ! ™ gnorted the rebellious shool

Lbar from which he wos suspended | porter. * It's all kicks an' no

October 9th, 1937.
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“ Mein sossidges, Vossil—vhero
are they ? " chimed in the gultemal
voice of Hair Guggenheimer. * muin

back, caressing his nosa, the draflt
from under the door hlew the
coupon to him. It was evvidently

cams crowding to the door of the
loidge by the score to seo it. "Tall-
boy heonded a pgroup of seniors,

Lemme see—it wns eight results,
wasn't it¥ ‘Hight results
Dividend——""*

az'll conscle me now, sir—your

f{'if:m!shi}) BPE
“ My friendship *"  The Head

in the St. Sem's jimmynasiom.
“Is thers nowhere in tho skool
where I can obtain o few minnits’
peace "' he eried. " hinow you
not, Foastl, that this is Saturday
ovening, just after tea—a tune
when, bly the unwritten law of St.
Sam’s, I am allowed the use of the

jimmynasiumn  entively on  my
own ? "
Fossil touched his four lock

reapectively.

* Beggin' your pardon, sir, hut
that was the werry reason I came
—a0 as {o got you on your own!’™

* OUh, it was, was it ? "’ pantod
tha Head, aa he painfully drew
himself up on the bar by his
ceresking arms. ** Well, all [ can
say is, it's like your cheek! Why ave
you nob on dewty at the gates ¥ "

“"awse I'm up ‘ere in the
jimmynasium ! " flashed  Dback
?L":mai . **An' if there's any come-
plainta that I'm not in my lodge
—it's becawse I'm up 'ore, sir, to
lodge some complaints ! ™

Y Complaints ¥ Doctor Birch-
emall dropped to the ground with a
rattling and creaking of hia old
bones and regarded the porter with
nitted brows. * What on carth can
you have to complain of, Yosal ?
Why, it's black ingrattitude ! Your
joby iz one to be envied, I can tell
yvou ! Free lodging—half-a-crown a
week to epend—no worries or
trubbles——"

“Ho! No worries or trubhles,
ch " grunted Fossil, * That's jest
where you're wrong, esr! The
fact is, 1 lead a dog's hife ! "

* Nonsonss ! ¥ barked the Head.
“ Yours, Fossil, ia a lifo of luxury
and ease | "

“ It hain't, sir |

Doctor  Birchemall
elitely.

e 51}11‘5 say ‘ hain't,) Fossil—it
gounds vulgar. Hay ‘ain't) ™

“Well, it ain't, then, sirt?”
prowled Tossil. * From  hearly
morn till late at nite, it'a work,
worl;, work for me. Which I1'm
just about fed up with i !1°°

“Have & care, Iessil, or St
Sam’s may get fed up with you!"
gaid the Head darkly. ™ Surely
vou lave plenty of vecreation ¢

“ How, haw, hoew ! Which 1'm
lucky to et ten minnits to il up
my footbawl eoupon, sir!" re.
torted ossil, with & bust of ironical
. lariter. "' Look at to.day! Mr

alickhiam wants a ‘evvy bag taken
up Lo an atlick box-room. Master
Fearlesa wants a ‘evvy trunk
brought down from o box-room to
tho gatea! BMaster Burleigh wants
Ia study winder ropaired. ‘Airx
{iuggenheimer wants some sossidgey
fetched up from the station——="

Doctor Birchemall shrugged, as
ho prepared to take a run af the
vanlting horee.

** Really, Fossil, I fail to see what

shuddered

Y Stand aside!" ordered the
Heacl, hawtily, as he made ready
for his run.

Fossil grunted and stood aside.

Doctor Birchemall broke into a
run and made a grate spring as he
reached the vaulting horse.

The next moment there waa n
fearful crash and a frendish yell,
The Heod failed to clear the horse

and came down with a bump that
shoolk the Jim, bringing the horso
down on top of himaelf.

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

“ Yaroccoo ! Help ! Wooooop ! ™

Fossil blinked. Then he grinned.

“ Haw, haw, haw ! Beggin® your

ardon, sir, but you don't ‘arf
ock commical ! Haw, haw, baw 1 7

i ?uu—~yau—"

“ Haw, haw, haw roared
Fossil, as hiz sense of yewmer com-
pletely got the better of him.

Doctor Birchomall jumped to has
feet. Elo was not in the best of
mooads, anyway, and the sound of
that disrespective larfier from a
meer moenial just Jdid it !

With an angry growl, he mado o
rish at the historieal porter.,

Iossil soon stopped larfing then,
One glopee at tho Head's {oam-
flecked mouth and bludshot eyes
was anffishant to send him dashing
out of the Jim at top speed. He
farely roced through the open
doorway and once through it he
glammed the door behind hon. It
wag & jolly good move for Fossil,
Lut o somewhat unforchunit one
for tho Head, for the door flew
hack at the very moment when the
Hewd reached the doorway. 1t gave
the Head o Bif on his nose that
nocked him flat o his back end
Inrely made hi e sturs,

* Woovogoop ! Yarooooooo 1Y
shrocked Doctor Dirchemall

ITo pave up the chass and lay
en his hack to recover, mwoaning
amd graaning as he dud so. II'

It was while ha was doing this
ihet  Fossil's  [votbawl coupon
fluttered on to his Luce.

In lhig wild flight to escapo the
Head s vengenz, Fosszil had dropped
a footbawl conpon from his pocliet

1!!

on to the Hoor, and as the Head lay

"w'pence, sir, an'e——" g copy of the coupon Fessidl had

sent in earlisr in the week.

Doctor Birchemall snorted as he
gaw it, and was about to screw it
up and throw it away when from
the distance he heard a wireless
giving out the news and he pawsed.

“ To.day's footbawl results]™
annowneed the annowncer on the
wireless ; and in spite of himself,
Doetor Birchemall straimed his ears
to lissenin
and check off
Fossil’s conpon,

“I bet he's
got them all
wrong!” he
mutteved to
hnnself, “I'11
jusk liszen in
and hear for
myself. It will
serve the beestly
ecadd right!"

The footbawl
resulis  floated
acrosd the cther.
Doctor Bivchemall Lissencd eagerly,
waiting to skoff and chortle as
Fossil'a fourcast proved wrong.

But the Head rocceved a scrprize.
Result alter result eame through ;
but insteed of proving wrong, they
seemed to be proving right.

Ag he drew near the end of the
list, Doctor Birchemall sat up and
lissened, {assinated—his greenish
eves gleomming with cggsilement.
The laat result came through at
last. 1L was another winner for
Fossil ! Tho Head scrambled swiftly
to his feet.

“Few!" he wissled, * Of all
the luck ! Fossil'a gone nap! He
farcly scoopsa the pool this time, by
Jove ! Why, this may mean
hulreds to him—thousanda ! "

Holding the precious coupon in
hig trembling lingers, Doctor Birche
emall rushed out in scarch of
Fossit—but for rensons  quite
different from those thnt had sent
him rushing after Fossil ive mivnits
carlicr.

11

“ Tossil, you old blightor, vou
haven't brought down my trunlc 1 ™

Frauk Fearless frowned seveerly,
az he spoke thus to the skool
porter & low minnits after his ro.
appearance at the lodge. Others
who followed at hia heels did more
than frown seveerly. ‘They glared
Lalofully.

“ Yea, ool what about my bag 7V
demanded  Mr. Lickham  wagmnly.
“You have not coried oul my
orders—and you have not corried
up my bag ! %

Yu Z\%Fy l:‘fl.td:-’ winder ia still not
mended, Fossil ! wrapped  out
Burloigh, the kaplin ef 51, Sam's.
“ 1L don’t get & new pane of glass
very soon I shall be geiting a pane
in the neck.”

pewtiful soasidgea go pod fordant
of eating, don't it ¥ "

Fossil mopped hia perapiring
brow.

“Which I'm sorry, jants,
but——~-"

“That won't bring my trunk
down ! *
“No, and it won't take my bag
P73
* As for my winder——"

“ Mein powtiful sossidges—*

Eosail retreated round th. i dla
in his little sitting-room, lofRking
rather alarmed. And when n
bearded figger loomed up behind
the others, Foseil's alarm chadged
to shecr terror.

“That's done it! The 'Ead!™
ho muttered ; and he fell or. his
hands and neeze oand frely
provelled. * Mersy, jenta! I'l do
wot vou want! I'l work 'srder
if you'll only lomme go—ow-ow 1 ¥

%‘uﬁsil broke off with & velg of
Doctor Birchemall hadd

to the front snd Fossil
natcherally thought he was bent
on obtaining vengenz. :

But ha waan't I Much to Fousl’s

rize he made no attempt what-
aver to tear Fossil lim from lim.
Instead of that, he turned sbund
feercely on the others and sterted
defending Fossil against them |

“ Btand back, you ruffians] " he
eried. * How dare wou sabtempt
to assawlt the sacred peraoy of
Mr, Fo=s1l ? How dare you aitack
thia horny-handed son of teil that
I arn proud to call my friend: ™

“ Grate pip!"

Lickham and Guggenheimor and
Burleigh and Fearless stared 4; the
Head in utter amazement . Hut
aven they were not o serprized aa
Foeail himsclf. The old skool
porter had to pinch himself to
mualie sure he wasn't dreeminght

* Heggacuso me, sir, but cid I
'ear You eay a3 you're my friend ¥ M
he gosped.

“Of ecorsa I'm  your frend,
Foaeil ' " gaid Doctor Birchanall,
pattiug him fondly on the hack.
* Always have been, in folkt--and
if anyone says it's only becawse
you've won tfm foothaw! pool this
woeele it's beconwse they're jellus
andd "

“Wot ? Mo won the loole «1
pool 1" roarcd Fossil. -

The Head grinned and noddecd.

1 wlmost forgot to tell you,

L}

[emr.
strotled

Foszil. Here's your coupon. #You
dropped it when you left mo
Jim 1M

Yozl grabbed his  foothawl

coupon and glaneed at his salee-
tiona—all neatly ticked in the
Head's spidery scrawl, The next
moment, he flung hiz armg ound
Dogior DBirchemall and started
waltzing him round tho room out
of sheer joy of spirrita !

It was an amozing site. Folowa

Jack Jolly brouglit aleng a con-
tingent of Fourth Formers, and
fages turned up in foil force.

They simply couldn’t beleeve
their eyes at first. Hut when
Fearless eggsplained that Fossil
had won a footbawl pool, they gaw
method in the Head'a madness.

" 1t's a shame ! ™ declared Jack
Jolly, indignantly. “ He'll rook
Fozsil of every peuny of his
winmngs ! "

“ Hoar, hear ¥

That loud “Hear, hoar ™
brought Doctor Birchemall’s dance
to & stop. Ie turned a3 red a3 a
polony and glared fewriously at the
koptin of the Fourth.

“ How dare you sujjest that
I'm only palling up with TIFossil
for hia munny ¥ * he cried. * I'd
skorn to do such p thing! My
sole reason for being so %riﬂndiy
with Fossil is that he's o grate and
noble fellow in whose company
I simply declite,  "That's o, Fossil,
isn't 16 7"

“Yuss! ™ mail Fosail.

“ Hsa, ha, hat "

*“ Treat their larfter with ken-
tempt, Fossill™ said the Hoad,
linking arms with the grinning
gkool porter, ' Apd come aeross
to my houss and have supper with
ma ! LE)

“But we're all waiting for
Fozsil to do some johs for us,
sir ! ' proteated Mr. Lickham,

“ Do the jobs yourselver, my
dear fellows! " grinned the Head.
“‘Lhat's the best advice 1 can give
you! This way, Fossil | ¥

Doctor
arm-in-arm  with Fassil, leaving
Alr, Lickhom gazing after him with
feelinga that were too deep for
words !

Tho Mead's now effockshun for
Fossil was the talk of 5t Sam's
over the week-end. He hiad nover
proviously shown mueh regavd for
tha ¢ld porter. Lint now that he
kad storted, he sgeemed 1o be
maling up for lost time.  Foasil
had both dinner and tea with the
Head on Bunday. His  varvious
dewties were piven over to fagps
to perform for him, Nevee before
had Fossil had such a Ltime !

Tho fellows all felt awlully
cnrious to know how murh Fossil's
prize was going ta he, Fho result
wid dew to be annownea! in the
“Daily  Sercech ™ on Monday
morning and fong belore the news.
paper-tnan arrived o prate erowd
had assembulled at the gatlea,

Foszsil was the lirst to grab the
paper when ik arrvived ; but tho
Head, who deshed up at tlie last
monent, furely snatehed i€ from
him and mado a dive for the pools’
annowneementa,

*“Aha! lMero it is, Tossil, my
dear old  friend 1 ho  beamed,
“‘Regult of our grate pools'!

Birchemall walled ofl

Thon the Head brolke aff—-his
jaw dropping and hiz eyes almost

olting out of their sockita

“What s i, ew?' asked
Burleich of the Sixth. * Ton
thowsond pounds ¥

“Ton thowsand fiddlesticks !
roared Doctor Birchemall, * The
dividend 13 ONE SHILLING !
A shilling! A meosly bob! And
that's all 1 "

“Ye goda!" pasped the crowd-

A Eh.iﬂiug ! A bob !" shreckod
the Head., *“ I thought youd won
a8 footbawl fortune, Fossil—and
you've won a shilling ! ¥

“1s that hall, eir ¥ sighed
Fossil,  ** Well, never mind., I
didn't eggapect much arter 1 saw
wot o lot of 'ome teams 'ad won.
An' anyway I've got somethink

farely hellowed out the woids
“ Why, I wouldn’t touch you with
¢ bargepole! How dare you in.
sinuate that I would nssociate with
a jow, copunon meemnal 77

*Ha, ha, ha!™

The {ellows simply roared. They
aouldn't Iml? it ! This sudden end
fo the Head's fricrulship for Fosail
strucly them as awinlly commical.

* Bl ook Tere, sir,” soid Fossil,
T Yo Eil.it.l.'—"‘-"-”

“wilence !”  reared  Doctor
Bivchemall,  * Geot on with your
tlowtica at onee, you Inry, pgood-
for-nothing ruskal! And get out
of my way, you cackling yung

wjnts |

With that, the Head rushed pway
—to try to forget what an ass he
had made of lumself over Fossil's

Faothawl Fortuna !

KEEP BOXING

CLEAN, LADS!

Urges Battling Bolsover

I've had a shock—and a pretty
severe one at that.

I've just won a fight on a foul |

It's the first time in my long and
bloodthiraty carcer as a pugilist
that auch a thing has happencd—
and I don’t like it. A foul in seliool
boxing ! Thiok of it 1 It maltes me
Liush for shame for tho so-called
sportsman who eoculd deseend to
such degraded deptlis !

By the way, the [oul waan't
mnflicted on me, but on the rel.
It was «done deliberately ; and
incidentally the ref. was ono of the
straighteost and clewnest fellows |
know.

Hiz nmwme 18 Hareld Skinner.
(Grent p't;l: T—lid.)

The hulking great bully who lost
his temper and attacked this honest
and sportsmanlike rel, waea ek
Iake. You can tell what a massive
groat follow he is when L tell yon
that he comes within three stone
of my weicht pnd is taller than any
fag i ihe Third Porm with the
excepption of Tubb.

Why ha should have lost his
tempor 19 a mystery. 1 did nothing
to upset him myselfl I admit §
hit him low once or twice and
kickod him o fow tiinea; but von
don't expeet kid ploves in tho box-
ing ring, do you ¥

Az for honest old Skinner, he
wias 03 impertiol ns any ref, 1
know, It's true he warned Itadce
aoveral timos when [ was at fault,
and e turned a blind eye to the
oceasional departures I made Irom
the strict rules of ihe gune.
Hut then ho's o pal of mine, =o
that's exeuaable, isn't it 1

It prieved me, I can tell yaon,
when Rake turned rorty. Al T did
wos to give him a dig i the bread-
basket with my koeeo,  Skinner

follownd that up by warning Rake
not Lo wso foul tacties, The next.

thing I know, MHulko had turned
round and given honest old Skinner
the lc.o. !

Ho gave mao the fight in deing an,
for the first thing =Slkinner did
b cnmo  rotil

when wns to

dispualily Hoke. But I got no
satislaction oub of my victory.
1 was too fed up at sccing the nolile
arl: drageed in tho ond !

I want to urre Roke now,
through Lhe eolutnna of this papor,
to toilk over what he has done
arcl Jrankly say that he's sorry.
shinner and I haveo & ot 1o forgive,
but il he'll come to uwa amd ask
ottr fareivencsa, wa'll ba troe sports.
i“.{”i atiedl shake hands and Forgive
17131,

IKeop hoxing clean, Rake! The
aame applies Lo all yvou others. Try
Lo live up to the standard sot by
chaps like Blinner and mysell and
you won't go far wrong,

You may find it diflicul.
it'a worth trying !

[Words fuil us =101
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representative the alarme
g experience he had
L doscending the
mountain.

* When the mist camae
o, he enid, ** Dick
Huszell and T musy
have been hall-way up
Black Pike. Like =»
couple of silly coons,
we thought we'd corry
en; but in the end it
got so dashed thick that
wa  eouldu't  sce n
hamd in front of ua.
20 wo had to chuck it,
whothor wo wanted to
or not.

* That journcy down!
My hat! I shall ncver
forget it ns long as I
live ] Nrither of wua
had the fainteat ides
whore wo wers poing.
Wo didn't dare take a
aingle step  without
first making sure that
weé were stepping on to
aolid earth.ﬁppﬂtharwiae.
wo might have stepped
on to a locse boulder or
into thin air |

“We began to hove
visions of apending the
night on Black Pike arud
returning to Greylviors in
the morning. And then,
Just BS we were jawing
thia over, I happencd
to teke my first [ul:e
atep—and pitched lor.
ward into nothingnoss !

“You should heve
heard  old  Euasell's
bowl!l I yelled out my-
self, I don't mind telling
you !

** Dut, strongoe to say,
there was nothing to yell
about after all. The
distance 1 dJdropped be-
fore I touched terin
firma was not, sy 1'J
unogined it might be,
about two hundred feet.
i1t waa only two feet!
I didn't even tumblo!
Boetier still, I found
wo'd arrived at the loot
ol the mountain at a spot
I knew quite well ; oud
it wosn't long before we
wero safely bacle at the
school.

True, wo wero gonknd
through, for mountuin
mists enn be jolly dump
anid woe'd been lost lor
well over two  honea,
But a conple of hot Latha
soon put that right.

“* Nothing in it, after
all, you sce. DBnut it'll be
o long timo before 1
climb DBlack ke in

» mist again 1



