


Glad as he Is fo be at Greyiriars, it sesms to Skip, the ex-plekpoeket, that his shameful pasi
will never be forgoiten. Then suddenly the biack clouds roll by and along comes—

QKIP'S JUCKY BREAK!
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Mr. Quelch snapped open ihe lockei. Me glanced at the photograph within and then at Miss
Bullivant’s face. Then he nodded.

THE VIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble for Twa!

UMP :
“Oh, you fathead I
; “You.young ass!”

Emth}; of the Remove, and
Coker of the Fifth Form, uttered those
sxelamaiions as they
eollided.

H was foggy.

Few Greyiriars fellows were out, aftex
class, that dim November afternoon.
Evem Bob Chetry, who seldom stayed
indoors if if were possible to get oud ot
doors, was net tempied to venture inta
the thick yellow fog that wrapped the
old guadrangle like a blanket.

Smithy had tried it on. In that thick,
climging fog, the nder of Greyfriara
saw an opportunity for getting out -of
bounds, unseen masters or prefects.
But by the time ha was 8 dozen jards
from the Fouse, Smithy was sorry he
had mede the venture.

The fox, undoubtedly, hid the scfﬁm-
grace of ilie Remove from all eyes. Dut
it also hud everything from thy’s
eyes—and he groped, and groped, and
bumped ioto an elm, and bumped into
s wall, and so far from thinking of
getting out =f bounds, he began to
wonder whether he would ever find his
way into the Honse again.

Then, groping on, he bumped again—
not into & tree or & wall this time, but
intg another fellow who was groping his

wax.

gﬂzace Coker, of the Fifth, had also
ventured out—and Coker, too, was sorey
for it. Coker had started for the school
shop. He had not found it. He had
found nothing but fog—till he found
Bmithy bumping into him.
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simultaneonsly

“Yéu clumsy - young ass!”  hooted

Coker, as he tottered.

“You barging idiot!" grunted Smithy.
StAggering.

Both ' of them were feeling crosa.
Vernom-Smith was very much inclined
to charge Coker, and send him spin-
ning. Coker was very much inclined to
collar ithe fag who had eollided with
him, and smack his head.

Smithy refrained, because Coker was
rather too big and hefty a fellow for a
Remowe junier to tackle. Coker did not
refrain—Coker grabbed at the junior,
and canght him by the eollar.

“Barg tlick, ek? said Coker
grimly. “You c<hbeeky fag, you {fancy
vou cam butt inte a Fifth Form man,
dgnd thew cheek himl
that— &

Somack, smack!

Bmithy took two, before he wrenched
hiz collar loose from Coker's grasp, amd
jumped away.

Jumping back, he
puddle and sat down.

“Oooh I gasped Smithy.

- Coker of the Fiith peered at him. ke
burst inte a laugh. Apparently, it
struck Coker as funny to see the junior
sitting in a puddle.

a, ha, ha!"” roared Coker.

Herbert Vernon-S3mith scrambled up,
his trousers r.lr_ipgiﬂg mud, his face red
with rage. His fists were clenched, and

stumbled in =&

Take that—and |

his way back to the House—and gave
his attention to finding Coker.

Even at a few feet, visibility was
bad. He could not see Coker—but he
cauld hear him. He followed the sound
—treading softly.

Coker was tramping and pgroping
blindly., His large feet splashed in a
puddle, and Coler’s voice was heard to

58¥:

‘gf}h, blow [

That was sufficient guidance for the
vengeful Beunder. Stepping softly, he
closed up behind Coker, and the burly
form of the Fifth Form man loomed up
dimly before his eyes. With both hande,
Smithy grabbed the back of his collar,
and before Horace Coker knew what
was happening—or that anything was
appening—he was jerked over back-
wards.

Bump |

Coker %‘asped a3 he sprawled on his

I had

back. & time only for one
astonished and breathless gasp.
Smithy lost no time. Bwiltly, he

changed his grip from Coker’s coliar to
hiz hair. Coker's cap had fallen off ss
he fell, and his shock of hair pave a
good hold, Gripping it, the Boundey
twisted Colker's astonished head over,
and rolled his features in the puddle.

“Urrrrggh 17 came in 3 horrid gurgle
fram Coker, == muddy water filled his
eves and nose and mouth and eavs.

He struggled wildly and frantically.

his eyes gleaming. But Coker had  &mithy let go, as a fist like e leg-of-
already disappeared in fog. mutton swept blindly through the air,
The Bounder hreathed wrath. He DBut he was not finished with Coker yer,

was no more to blame for the collision
than Coker was—and he had had his
he#td smacked twice, and had s=at in a
uddle. Verron-3mith was about the
ast fellow at Greyfriars to take that
patiently. He gave up trying to find

Released, Coker sat up, dazed and
dizzy, and clawed at the mud and water
on his face.

The Bounder grabbed at his ankles,
and dragged them into the amr.

Coker went over on hiz back again.
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His jacket curled up round his neck.
X His thrashing arms splached muddy
water from the puddle right and left.

“Urrgh! ©Ooogh! What—who—leggo
urrggh 1 spluttered Coker. ’

Bmithy let go, and backed into the
fﬂg;—grmpmg. ) ;

Coker, in a dizzy and bowildered siate,
wriggled info a sitting posture agamn,
and then squirmed to his feet. Three
or fonur articles, dropped from his
pockets, lay scattered round him.

“ Y on—who—what—you—who—oooh !”
spluttered Coker.
¢ “Ha, ha, ha!” came back from the
og.

“You young sweep'!"™ roared Coker.
;_HH smash youl I pulverise you!

Without wasting time on further de-
seriptions of what he was going to do,
Coker rushed in the direction of the
sound of laughter to do it.

Had he captured Herbprg Vernon-
Smith just then, the Bounder would
have been badly damaged. Bub it was
not easy to capture the junior in the

fog.

gmitiw scuttled awax, still laughing.

“Ha, ha, ha " floated back,

Coker made spother blind rush
breathing fury. But he did npot f!nci
Bmithy. He found a tree! Banging
into that tres, Coker gave a yell of
anguish, as his nose was almost driven
inte his head like a nail.

“Yarooooh |* roared Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Ol erikey! Ow !l My

“Oh erumbs!
nose! Wow "

Coker clasped his damaged nose. For
s long minute, he stood caresasing his
nose. Then, in a state of wrath inex.
pressible in words, he started in soarch
of the Bounder again,

But he had less chance than ever of
finding him, Vernon-Smith had spotted
a glimmeri window, and it guided
him back to the House. ;

Bmltiﬁg.: was in the Honse, while Colier
of the Fifth, groping blindly in the fog,
went on searching for him. In those
eircwinstances, Coker was not likely to
lave much luck.

He pave it up, at last, when he, in
his turn, spotted a lighted window, and
found his homeward way. It was a wet,
muddy, and infuriated Coker that
trailed into the Honze at last.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ink for Bunter!

113 EIP, old chap!”
S “"Opk it!” said Skip.
Billy Bunter grinned,

“Y1 say, have you dropped
something ¥” he inguired.

Skip of the Remove, sitting at the
table in SBtudy No. 1, looked across ak
the fat junior standing in the deorway
—not with & welcoming look.

Bkip was hard at work on a French
exercise for Monzieur Charpenticr,
which he wanted to get finished, before
Lis friends caome to tea in the study.

He did not want to be interrupted by
m:(;—hc-dyf least of all by Billy Bunter.

No, I nin't dropped nothing as I
Lnows on!™ he answered.
“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.

“VWell, whatcher cackling about®”
demanded Skip. .
“He, hel I thought I heard an ‘E

drop ! giggled Bunter.

Skip frowned. The waif of the Re-
move had been the best part of a term
at Greyfriars, but he still found diffi-
eulties with his espirates. Often and
often he omitted an “H.” On the other
nand, he often put ome in where 1% was
not need
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“You fat hass!™ said Skip. “'Ook

it B

“1 sav, old cha 2
“I says 'ack it i"' snapped SBkip, and
ie dipped his peninto the inkpot, and
bent over his exercise again,

“I eay, don't be shirty, old man!”

said Billy Bunter. “You can't help
dropping * H's "—nobody expects sny-

thing better of a fellow brought up mn
a slum! He, he! I say, old fellow—"

“et hout |” said Skip.

_ Billy Bunter diud not get ont; he E{)t
nt. Then he stood blinking ai SBkip
through his g spectacles.

“I say, I've got something to tell you
before the other fellows come up to tes,”™
he said. “It's rather important. Chuek
that rot, old chap. Never mind French
verbs now. I zay, how would yvou like
s cake for teat™ '

Bkip made no answer and did not
raise his head. French verbs worried
the waif from Slummock™s Alley and
required. 2]l his atfention,

Billy Bunter blinked af the top of his
bent head.

“T say, Bkip, Smithy's gone out!” he

gaid.
“Blow Bmithy " yapped Skflp‘ He
was not interested in the Bounder—thoe

one fellow in his Form who was his
enemmy.

“Redwing’s down in the Rag; there's
nobody in S8mithy's study now,” said
Bunter. “] say, Smitky's got a cake
in his cupbeard. I've seen 11—I saw
him in the tuckshop thia afternoon,
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Vernon-Smith goes out of his
way to do Skip, the waif of
the BRemove, 8 bad turn—
Iittle realising that in doing so
he is presenting his old enemy
with a lueky break !
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But would you believe it, Bkip? He's
locked his  cupboard—just ss i le
fancied a fellow might be after his
cakel Just like Bmithy—suspicious
beast, you know !

“Do von wankb thiz hink 7 exclaimed

Skip.
“IKh? That what?"
“Hink! I'I' buzz 1t at you if you

don't "eok 14!

“Qh, ink! Fle, he, he! T =aw, do
listen to & chap, Skip! I can’t open
Sinithy's cupboard door. You eould.”

YW hatt"

Skip looked up at that and glared at
the fat Owl of the Remove, .

;Ei:ly Bunter favourcd him with a fat
wink.

“What abont it?"” he asked. “We'll
go halves in the cake. Miud, it's a jolly
good cake; I've seen it. Of course, I'm
not the fellow. to bag another fellow’a
cake ns o rule, bmt I'm down on
Smithy. Look what a cad he is. Iie
mzkes ont that vow're still & pincher,
old chap, like you used io be belore you
come to Greyfrizre—"

“You blinking hidiet—="

“Well, von know he does,” sad
Bunter.  “He bars you because he
thinks you're the same old pinchel yon
nsed to be in vour alley. That's why
I'm down on him, old c¢hap. It's not
herause of the cake: I den’t carve much
for eake really.” _

skip gazed at Billy Bunter, his brow
growing darker and darker,

The junior who had been o pickpocket
in the dark old davs with Bavney tho

3

Binger and J immf the Rat did not like
being reminded of it

~ Byery fellow in the Remove, oxcept-
ing the Bounder, believed that Ip
was now as straight as & die, and most
fellows were tactiul encugh to mako neo
reference to hia peculiar past.

But Billy Bunter had never been
famous for tact.

Apparently unseware fhat this was a
distasteful topic to the waif from Slun-
;‘n?fk‘E Alley, Bunter rattled on cheer-
ully.

“You see, I'm backing you up, 3kip.
I've never barred you since that time
vou got my sister Bessie ont of the river.
Just the sort of plucky thing I should
have done myself, yoi know—— What
are you grinning at, Skipi"

Bkip's frowning face rclaxed for a
moment.

“You bl
said.

“1 haven't finished vet, old chap. Aas
1 said, I’'m backing you up, so I'm down
on that beast Smithy for making out
that vou're a pincher, just like you used
to be—"

“Will you ook itt”

“My idea is to pay him out!” ox-
plained Bunter. “Now, when you used
to pick pockets and pinch things right
B
a8

pvoming hass, roll away!" ke

nd left you must have cracked a lock
good many times—what I
“Dk I gasped Bkip.
“And, as Bmithy makes out that
vou're the same old pincher, wouldn’t
it serve him right to let bim have 1t ¥
argued Bunter. “Sce? He thinka you'd
crack a lock now just like you used to.
Well, erack his cupboard lock, just to—
to pay him out, old chap. We'll go
Lalves in the cake.”
Skip rose to his feet. _
BRilly Bunfer grinned with satisfaction.
“Fhat's right, old chap—come onl”
he srid. “Sarve Emith{ jolly well right
—what! Come on] say, I believe
thera's tarts Bs woll as a cakel Any-
how, I'm sure of the cake; I've seen jf.
Just like that suspicious cad to lock his
cupboard, I say, faney his face when
he finds that cake gone! He, he, he!
I say, what do you want that inkpot
fer? You can’t open Bmilhy's cupboard
with an inkpot.’
Skip, as he come scross the study fo-
wards the fat Owl of the Eemove,
picked up the ink from the table,
Why, Bunter did not know—gyet!

Billy Bunter saw no reason why 8kip
should not lend him his skilful aid in
gotting at Smithy's cake, ;

His fat thoughts had been running on
that cake ever since he had seen the
Bounder buy the same in the school shop
after dinner. : k

Having ascertained that Smithy had
gone ont, 'and that his studymate, Red-
wing, was downstairs, Bunter had rolled
along to Study No. 4 to bag that cake.

Had the cupboard been unlocked, that
enke would already have been parked
in Billy Bunter's capacious interior.

Az the cupboard was locked, bhe had
thought of S8kip. 8kip, he knew, could
open & lock, Bunter saw no reason why
Iwe shouldn’'t open this one.

There were & lot of reasons that
Runter ¢ould not see, no doubt—but all
Bunter saw was a chance of getting at
the cake before Vernon-Smith came in.

Billy Bunter's fat intellect. moved in
mvsterious ways its wonders to periorm.
Somechow or other it always seemed to
Bunter that if there were o cake, he
was entitled to scoff that cake if he
conld. A locked cupboard was a diffi-
enlty in the way, that was all. - 8kip
could overcome that difficulty. Bo that
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was all right—so far as Bunler could
v,

Bkip scemed {o think differently.

1la crossed the study {o Buuier, who
turned to lead ihe way up the passage,
nothing deubting that 8kip was Fomg
to- render first-aid in dcailﬁg with theo
locked cugboard in Study Ne. 4.7

That was & Jittle error on Bunter's
part, ;

8kip grabbed him by the collar with
his left hand; with his right he lifted
the inkpot.

It suddenly dawned on the fat Owl
what Skip was going to do with that
inkpot. ko voared. .

“Here, you leggo! Keep that ink
away, you =illy idiot! Leggo, you
beast 7 ] _

“You blooming fat hass ! said Skip.
'“]L"ﬂu come |,’|Bm aird ask ka bi!}kﬂ to
‘vlp you pinch a covey's cake—

*Pﬂwl Leggol I wouldn't have ashed
anybody ﬁaﬁ, of course!” pasped
Bunter. “But you being a pincher—"

If Buntor hoped that that would im-
prove matters he was quite mistaken.

“You fat hidjit!"” roared 8kip.

Ile up-ended the inkpot, 'ﬁm ink
streamed over Bunter's fat face and
down his nec _

“Groooooogh 1 gurgled Bunter, as it
flowed down. “Oococoogh! Oh erikeyl
You—you—you beast! I shall have to
vhange—I shall have to wash! Oh, you
rottert QoghtZ :

“You'll *ave to wash your blooming
weck, and no error!” gnnued Skip.
“Tust timo this term, I dessay !”

“Urreggh | Beast! Grogogh”

“Now get hout ' said 8kip.

He gpun the fat Owl into the doorway.

Billy Bunter knew what was coming
wext, and he bounded—just in time!
skip's boot missed him by an inch.

; weif of the Reinove slammed the
door after him and went back lo the
table. As he sat down to his French
rxercise again there was a howl through
tha- kegholo, . :

“Beast! I'm all inky! ¥ah! Pincher!
‘5“1}&1. e out he:ﬂ.'s, you rotten pincher,
an mop up the passage with you !"’

skip jumgﬁd to the deor and dvsgged
it open. .

He was quick—but not so quick as
Bunter. .

There was a rapid patter of flecing
footsteps in the Remove passage. As
the deor of Study Ne. 1 few open the
door of Siudy No. T slammed shut.

Bunter was gone—having, apparently,
changed his mind about mopping up tho
passago with Bkip.

i - B

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery !

{ I 2AY, vou fellows—"

cane up fo teq.

Ile was not in the best of tempers.
Ink down a fellow's neck was not caleu-
lated to improve the temper. The
awful necessily of having an extra wash
mado maticra worso: Bunice hated
woashing—and he was hungry.

2o far, he had only had tea in lis
own Etmj:,r with etor Todd. IExcept
for that and a bag of bullseyes he had
feund in Bob Cherry's stady, he had
had absolutely nothing since dinner,
The eake in Bmithy's study wos still
pafe behind a locked cupboard door.

Ho had looked info Lord Maule-
verer's study. Mauly had only groaned
slightly at the sight of a fat face in the
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Billy Buniter was on the
Remove landing when  the
Famous Five of the Remove

THE MAGNET

doorway; but DMauly's studymate,
Jimmy Vivian, had hurled a enzhion at
the fat face, and Bunier had deparied
with o yell—still hungrvy. That was why
e wae waiting for lHarry Wharton &
Co. when they came up.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ¥ exclaimed DBob
Chervy, starving at the fat Owl in as-
tonishment. *What's the matter, old
chap

“Eh? Nothing 1*

::gﬁu‘ve ]iiwate j:mahing i

» really, Cherry——"'

“Washing ¥ repested Johnny Bull,
2 R?}’l Whoever heard of Bunter wash-
ing 172

*“The washfulness ia seldom terrific !”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* But he has 1" exclaimod Bob. “Look
at him! His faee is jolly nearly clean 1?

“Bo it 131" gasped Frank Nugent.
“Wonders will never cease! What the
thump have you been washing for,
Buntor {*

“Oh, really, Nugent—>"

“Keep it _up, old man, now ¥ou've
started 1 sald HHarry Wharton, “It's a
%ﬁ!’? good thing when you get used to
i

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“That's his second wash this term !”
said Bob, “You fellows remember
Quelch sent hin out of the Form-room
to wash, about three weeks ago! Now
he's had another ¥

“Ha, ba, ba I

“Look here—" roared Bunter.

¥ Looking 1 said Bob. “Can't help

looking 1™
“Ha, ha, ha1*
“Y¥ou silly ass!” hooted DBunter.

“Look herel I've been waiting for yvoeu

fellows to come up ! I was going to ask

you to tea in my study—=

B"’hﬂ.nd vou washed specially 7 asked
ob.

" No, you silly fathead! What I mean
is, I shan't bo able to ask you now, as
I'vo been dissppointed about & postal
order. You remember I told you I was
expecting & postal order 2%

“Rort of ' assented Boln

CWell, it hasn't come 1™ said Bunier.
“1 can't quite understand why, as it's
from one of my titled relations. DBut—it
hasi't ! Well, I shan't be able to ask
you fellows to tea, after all. But I'll
tell you what, I'll come to tea with yon
instead, if you like,”

“Thanks—we don't like I*

“ e, he, he 1" Bunter decided to take
that reply as & joke. “All right, then,
I'll comei But, look here, you fellows,
you make that beast Slip bebave him-

self, J!:Ie*a becn chucking ink over
ne— =

“Oh '™ sa1d Bob. "“Ience the washd
I see

*1 nover did anything, you know,”
satd Bunter. “I only asked Lim to
crack the lock of Smithy's ecupboard—I
thought he wouldn’t mind, heing =a
Pilmher, you know—and, I offered him
itlves in the cake—="

“You fat villain 1

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You podgy, pifiling, pernicious por-
POl sh=———

“He ent up rusty,” said Bunter. ©1
don't know why—but he didl  After
I've been =0 kind to him, you koow—
toling him up, and all {hat, though he
iﬁ.ra.s & r?'tt-ﬂu pickpocket before he came
ra

“Kick him 1" zaid Harry.

“ Beast 1

Billy Bunter backed out of reach. He
kept behind the Famons ¥ive, as they
went on to the study. Ile was not quito
sure of the reeeption Le waa going o

meet with from Skip—and he prelerred
the chums of the Remove 1o enter fivst.

Harry Wharton threw opon the study
EIG;DI", and the five Removites trampod
in,  Bunter, keeping back, blinked in
after them cautiously.

E'-l-!ili was no Jonger busy with the
French cxercise. e had finished it,
and Le was sitting at the table with an
article in his hand that made Billy
Bunter’'s little round eyes pop behind his
bl?’ round spectacles.

t was a small gold locket,

_ Skip's frionds had seen it before; but
it was 1]:‘-1:!]; Boanter’s first view of it.
That little gold locket contsined a
hotograph; and, according to what
kip had told his friends, he had had it
since before he could remember—tlio
only article that remsined to him from
his unlmown childhood,

In view of 8kip's peenliar past, the
Famous Five had found that statement
very *ha:r:;] lo believe, cspecially as the
face in the photograph seemed familiar
to them, and they were almost sure that
they had seen the original somewhere,

Hut, strange as tlie statement was,
they had, as Beb expressed it, “got it
down.” They trusted Skip, and took his
word.

Except Lord Mauleverer, no other
fellow in the Remove had seen it, or
knew of itz existence. The hapless waif
was only too well aware of what fellows
might think if they saw it

From his friends, however, it was no
scerct; and he did not put it away as
they came in—not notwcing, for ihe
moment, the fat junior behind them,
lurking cauntiously in the deorway.

“Oh, ‘ere you are I" said Bkip.

Hw rose to his feet, the locket open in
his hand: The phntﬂgraph inside, that
of a young woman with strongly marked
features, was in full view.

*“I been looking at this "ere agin,” said
Bkip, “and I was thinking of asking
you blokes to take ancther sgquint at it,
seeimg as you foncied thet you'd scon
that thera dial somewhere——-~"

“Oh erikey "

BLip was mtcrru%ﬁud by that exclama-

tion from Hiili:,l’-1 unter.  Heo staved
vound, aud as he saw the fat junior,
hastily snapped the locket and jammed
it into an inside pocket,

He glaved at Bunter.

“You fat freak—" he began angrily.

“Oh, really, Bkip! I say, it's all
right 1* said Bunter reassuringly, “I've
come here to tea with my friends—naot
to row with you ! But, I say, wheve did
you pinch that locket %

Ehf’ did not answer that question.
Hae g ared, and made a stride towards
the Owl of the RHemove.

Bunier backed into the passage.

“T say, yvou keep off, you beast | le
exclaimed. “I keep on telling you I
haven't come lhero for a2 row !l It's all
right—I ain't gﬂit]j['e,‘ to give you away!
I know you can’t help pinching, old chap |
If ttheaa fellows can keap it davk, I
can ™

“¥ou fat i1diot [ roared Bolb Cherry.
“That locket belongs 1o Bkip, and we'vo
known about it for weeks ¥

“He, he, he ™

“ You frabjous Owl I exclaimed Harry
Wharton., “Tt belongs to Skip—"

“He, lie, he! RKeep it up !” gizgled
Bunter. “lle, he, he! Mind, I'm uot
giving ihe chap away! If you fcllows
Leep ik davk, 'l keep 16 dark—though
I must say I'm rather shocked at you. I
mean to say, yow've been down on old
Smithy like a ton of bricka for sticking
to it that that chap's still & pincher—
and now he's been pinching again, and
vouw're keeping it davk, Ii's a bit thick,



and I'm bound to say—— Yarocoop ™™

Billy Bunter yelled frantically, as
Skip rushed at him and up-ended him
in the passage. He smote the passage
floor with a resounding thump.

“Owl Wowl - Beast! Gerraway!”
roared Bunter. “Ow! Leave off kick-
ing me, you beast ! I won't tell anybody
vou've been pinching a locket—yaroooh !
You kick me again, and I'll go straight
to Quelch and say—whaoo-hooooap 1™

Bkip did kiek him agein, snd yet
again; and Billy Bunter, roaring witn

ﬁ' B
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*s shook of hair gave a good
the puddle. ** Urrrrrrggh 1°* came in

anguish, squirmed away and fled for his
fat life. There was no tea, after all, 1n
8iudy No. 1 for the hungry Owl.

P————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Knows!

(11 H 1" exclaimed Coker of the
O Fifth,

He looked startled.

FPotter and Greene, Coker's
chums in the Fifth, looked rather
impakicnt,

It was tea-time.

It was an almost invariable custom, in
Caolker’s study in the Fifth, for Coker to
stand the tea. Potter and Greens stood
Coker | .

The fog, which had lain thick over
Croyiriars that afternoon, scemed to
have cleared off a little. Coleer did not
care to venbure out agein—but Potter
was preparcd lo make tho venture as far
az the school shop; Greene offering to
accompany him with a flash-lamp.

This was exactly as it should have
heen—ib was up to Coker’s pals to make
themselves useful to Coker, Al that
{U'okor had to do was to provide the cash,
That he was perfectly willing to do—
there was nothing mean pbout Coker,
and he spent his ample cash ns lavishly
on his study-mates as on himself.

s

hold. Gripping it, Vernon~-Smith twisted
3 horrld gurgle trom Coker,

- e
AL

EVERY SATURDAY

Thers were times when Poiter and
Creene had too mueh of Coker's com-

any, and even dodged and eluded it.

ut tea-time was not one of those timea,
At tea-time they invariably rollied
round Coker like the loval pals that at
heart they were.

Potter and Greene were ready—ine
deed, eaper—ito ollige old Horace by
taking one of his fivers {o the tuckshop
and changing it there. So Coker—who
had been chicfly occupied, rince his ad-
venture in the quad, iv rubbing his nose—

.....

o e e

now groped in his pocket for his wallet,
to produce o banknote therefrom. Ouly
that morning a fiver hed arrived for
Coker from his Aunt Judy—not an un-
common occurrence. Coker’s Aunt Judy
was vory fond of Coker—for what reason,
Coker's pals had never Leen able to
EULES, )

But Coker, instead of producing that
woll-filled wallet, drew his hand out
empty, with s startled look on his
rugged face,

“Gone 1" hoe ejaculatod.

“Eh " cjuculated Potter.

“What *" gasped Greene,

“Clone ! repeated Coker. “ My wal-
let's gone ! Out of oy pockef 1

(b crumbs 17

“ Look through your other pockets!”
suggested Greene.
‘Don’t be an ase, Greene

“Well, it can’t be gone, vou know !
said Dotter.

“Don’t be a fathead, Potter I

“"Well, what about tea?"

“ Never mind that now 1" said Coker,
“It's no use looking through my other
pockets, when I know jolly well which

cket I kept that wallet in, My pocket’s

en pm}m i

“WHAT I

“ Picked 1M

“Oh crikoy I"

Coker knitted his browsa.

jd

o crosscd

Coker’s head over
as muddy water filled his eyes, nose, mouth

-

to the cuphoard, and took out a ericket
stump. Coker's rugged face was grim.
“That young scoundrel I he saud.
H-Eh_.whu?u
“8Skip, of course!” said Coker. " No-
bod ei;;& ot Grerfriars who can pick a
pocket, I suppose—or who would I¥

" But—"" gasped Polrer. " Dut—"
“Don't jaw!” said Coker. "I've got
to see to this at oncel 1 haven't

thrashed him cnough=—that's the trouble.
I've thrashed him several times—but
not enough I

ol ﬂ.&‘ e oo
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and rolled his features In
and ears.

“ But——" gasped Greene.

“Don't gabble | He had it, of course,’
said Coker. ' Nobody else could or
would. When I took that kid in hand
st the beginning of the term, I Fm'neci
hiny that I'd thrash him, every time he
took to piﬂ{:ﬁlﬂi agein—but I can see
now that I haven't thrashed him
enough.”

“ But—-=u

“ Don't babble! Not a word about
this outside this study'" said Coker. *1I
don’t want the young scoundrel sacked
from QGreyfriars! I brﬂuﬁht him hore—
and I got my Aunt Judy to pay_his
fees—and I'm responsible for him. You
know what he did—saved me from
Raving my nut cracked—and I said I'd
make an honest kid of him, if I have to
wear out a cricket stump on him! I'm
going to do it. 1'm not going to have
him bunked from Gregfriars—I'm going
to teach him to be honest—and—""

“But—=" welled Potter.

“1 wish you wouldn't interrupt me,
Potter | You fellows are like a sheep's
head=—nall jaw! A fellow can’t get in
o word edge-wise | Nearly & whole term
nt Greyiriars—and he hasn't learned
vot to chuck pinching!™” exclaimed
Cokor, with deep wrath and indignation.
“NDy gum! I'll give him euch a
hiding—"
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“But suppose he never———"' howled

FOONE.

“Don't be an idigt, Greens! My
pocket’s boen picked———2
*But supposg—-="

“Jaw, jaw, jaw 12 zaid Coker. ** Wall,
I've no time to liston to your jaw—I1've
gos to see that young scoundrel at oncel
Tho sooner I get my wallet back from
the young rascal, the better! I shall
maka him halal::ill it m‘ej, I:?f& euufxﬂ.ﬁw
givo. him & jolly good hiding p
this dark, thongh—don't go gabbling
it all over the Hous :

“ Not likely 17 gasped Potter. "I don't
beliave—= ]

“Nar L2 said Greene. *Alore likely

you—""
“1 eaid don't jaw!? Coker pointed
out. “Jaw, 'aws jaw! You Ifellows

must be wound up, I thiok.™

“But look here—>=2 _

*7 think I said I've no time for jaw 1
said Coker. “I've lgul;. to see that young
scoundrel, and deal with him I y

Coker Jmt. the cricket stump under_his
arm, and tramped out of the stud_ir. His
pals looked after him—and then looked
at one another. Coker was heading for
the Remove—to deal with 8kipl

If a pocket bad been picked at
Groyfriars, there could bardly be anhy
r]qu!; that it had been picked by Bkip.
Cokor had no doubt. He was going to
Jdeal nt ones with the young rascal for
whoso presence at Greyfriars he was

roapontible.
*‘p'fhink he's really lost hLis wallet,
Greeney 1" asked Potter.

“More likely in the wrong pocket!”
said Greene. o T thiok. Mih

“Much more likely, I thin ight
have dropped it, though—he's a3
enough. He’s been telling us about some
rag with a fag in the fog—might have
dropped it then. But 1 suppese ho shoved
it into another pocket—and he's got it

“Ten to one [ aaid Greene.

“Tha silly aesl” "

“The blithering chump!~ |

*Thase fags will elaughter him, if he
Licks up & shindy in the Remove—""'

“ Yeos—that's ona comiort!”

“Looks like tea in Hall, after all!”

“ Bother the silly ass 1"

Potter and Greene went down dis-
consolately to tea in Hall. They had
only one consolation—Coker, who had
one to wake up a hornet’s nesé in the
ﬂﬂ]!lﬁfﬂ', was likely to bo badly stung by
the hornots |

Heedless of Potter and Greene, Caker
sirade away to the Remove passage, the
cricket stump under his arm, 0 ex-
pected to find Skip in his study at tea-
time—but if he were not there; Horace
Coker was prepared to go in search of
him and deek with him wherever found.

Howover, Eldﬁo:na- there—with Ins
friends. Bix fellows in Study No. 1,
hod just finished tea, when Coker
happened, Coker announced his arrival
by burling tho door open, with a crash.

He tramped in. Six fellows stared at
him, in far from pleasant surprisa.

#Hallo, hallo, hallo,” roared Bob
Cherry, “is that how you hooligans in
tha Fifth come into a study 1"

Coker did not anawer, He was not
there to bandy words with the Remove
fags. He fixed his eyes on Skip, and
brandiched the stump.

"kYnu young  scoundrel 1%

ar.

“Wha-a-t7" gasped Skip.

=Y. y young pincher I"

roared

ou rascall

*Look 'cre—-"

“Hand over my wallet, at once, and
them bend over that table!™ roared
Coker. *“*Now then—sharp's the word I
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THE FIFTH CHAPTIER.
Rallylng Round Sklp !

I I:.H.RE.‘.'E WHARTON & Co. blinked
at &r-l-
Skip's face crimsoned. Coker
brandished the cricket stump.
Ho had taken them all by surprise.
What he was driving at, only Coker
knew: nobody in Study INo. 1 knew.
“"Madi"” inquired Harry Wharton.
“The madivlness seems to be
terrifio—" -
“Push that bargee out !’ said Frank

N t.
g%ﬁn’t you fags butt in |” said Coker |

sternly. *“I've come here to deal with
Skip! Don't jaw about this either | F'm
not- having the young scoundrel booted
out of Greyfriars! I'm going to' thrash
bim for pinching—""

“*Jo's been pinching?® howled Skip.

“You have, you young sweep! I
romised you, when I brought you to

reyfriars, that I'd keep on thrashing
ou till you turned honest1” said Coker.
‘I'tn going to keep to that! I'm g‘mﬁ
to thrash you now ! But first of all, ha
over that wallet 1”2

“"What wallet?®' shrickod Skip.

“Tha one you've picked from my
pockot 1

“Oh smoky "addocks ! gasped Skip.

“Yon—you—you silly fathead!” ex.
claimed Iiarr Wharton. “Have you
loat your wallet, and fan " ,

“1 haven't lost it I" said Coker. “It's
goue from my pocket! There's only

one pickpocket in this school—and T'm
going to thrash him till he ﬁhucka it
up. Give me my wallet, Bkipl©

“1 ain't got 161" yelled Skip. ]
"I've warned you befors about telling
lies 1" said Coker, darkly. "1 .s-upf-bm
you don't think I'm going to let you keep
i, do you, with & five pound note in-it?"

“You silly ass——" began Bob.

* Bhut up, Cherry I

“You terrific fathead—""

“That's enoughl Hand over that
wallet, 8kip! Do you hear!”

Skip looked at him— his face crimson,
The crimson died out, leaving him pale,
Ho realised that Coker’s wallet must be
missing. Coker had jumped to the
utbiiﬂu? conclusion—obvious, ot least, to

oker

The waif from Slunmmock’s Alley
looked round at his friends.

“¥ou blokes don't believe—" he
began. i

Of courso not I eaid Ha.rq—'BWha.rmn.

“Utter vot!” said Johnny Bull,

The famous Five bcelieved in Bkip.
They had made up their minds to trust
him. More than once, since the hapless
waif had been at Greyiriave euspicion
had fallen on him, and their faith had
been shaken. They wero not going to let
it be shaken again,

“Puack up, old chap,® eaid DBob,
“wo're standing by you !X

Bkip nodded.

But his face was pale and harassed
and clouded. Glad as he was Lo be at
Greyfriars, happy as he was thero in
spite of many trials, he realised that his
past never would or could Lo forgotten
there. ;

The more clearly he came to under-
stand how shameful that past had been,
the more bitter it waa to him to be
reminded of it,

Much as he liked Greviriars, much as
he liked hia friends in the Remove, he
often wished that he wera elsewhera—if
only he had some other refuge where no
one knew what he had once been!

The Famous ¥Five wera angry—but
Skip was not angry; he was only feel-
ing wretched. In his own Form, every
fellow but the Bounder believed him
to be “straight,” whatever he had been
befor he came to the school., Even so,

he had continual reminders of the
shadowed past from tagtless asses like
Bunter or malicious fellowa like Skinner
‘nd'inﬁu . And now quer—-—-

“Logk “ere, Coker," said Skip, at last,
“if any other bloke come 'ere and asked
mo for hia blooming walet I'd 'it him
in the eye, and chanca it, aven if he was

a Bixth Form prefect! Dut you done
& lot for me—I never asked you to, bus
you did! But I tell you this, and I

tell you straight—if Jﬁu fancy I'm a
Em-::her now, arter all this tume, you
etter let meo alone!”
“What?"” hooted Coker. " Catch e
otting you alone? Think I'm going to

let you carry on pinching in my
schncﬁ 4o y g 8

“1 ain't pinched-—"

“Chuck that! Hand over my
wallet |M

“¥ou think I got it1"

“I know you have dyou oung rascnl |
Nobody but you jﬁ'ﬂui pick my pocket.™

“You've lost it somewhere, you fat-
liead—" an Harry Wharton,

“8hut up, ﬁhnrtm "

“Yook here, come on, you fellows, and
heave him out on his neck I exclaimed
Bob Cherry. *There's only one way
of dealing with a fathead like Coker—
let him have it 1™ ]

*“*Old on, you blokes!" eaid Bkip.
“Let’s 'nve this out | You "ear wot 1've
got to sav, Coker! I was a pincher
when you tock me up, and everybody
Emmva it. 1 chucked it arter I como
G p—

“Looks like it 1" hooted Coker.

“I wouldn’t pinch now, if I was on
wiy uppers,” said 8kip. “Fellers ‘ovo
thought more'n once that I been pinch-
n ut they always found that I
hadn’t, Only last week old Froggy lost
a Fronch banknote, and fanecied I had it
—and so did you, Coker—"

“Never mind asll that.
herg—"

“"You got to ‘ear wme,” said Bkip.
T eleared out of the school when they
all thuught. I'd piuched from Froggy,
gand if I'd took the train for London,
like I meant to do, I'd never 'avo got
back 'ere again. If I hadn’t met Miss
Bullivant, and she made me 'ang on,
I'd 'ave .gone. That lady at ClLff
House believed in me when nobody elso
did! Well, ‘ow did it turn out ebout
Froggy's maney? You ’ad to own up
yvou was mistaken, like evevybody else.”

“You'ro wasting time |” said Coker.
“I know sll that—but my wallet's gone,
and you've got it——"

Skip breathed hard. _

“ What i'm: mean is this 'ere,” he
said. * Whatever I does {nu’i’a ajways
going to jump to it that I been pinch-
ing if anything's missed.”

Enher stared at him.

“Of course!” ho answered.
I'll jolly well whop you—="

“Well,” said i, “that ain't good
enough! You brought me ’ere, Coler,
and you got that auut of gnum to pay
my fees—and a kind-"eavted old soul shn
was to do it, too! DBut if you can't
trust 8 bloke I'm done wilh you I*

“Pona with me!” gasped Coker
“T'm nobt done with you, you young
rascal, as I'll make you understond!”

“I'in done with youi” repeated Skip
stendily. " My fees is paid "ere for this
term, and I can’t 'elp that. Dut that's
the lot! 1 min't ia Mg no more.
dessay you'll find your wallet. and know
that I never "ad it; but if you mnss your
'at, or your necktie, you'll fancy that
1 ‘men pinching egam, It ain’t good
enough! I done with you!”

Thoe Famoua Five stood silent.

_ They could fully understand the fecl.
ings of the hapless waif, though tha

(Continucd on page 8.)

I've come

“ And
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BOYS! THERE'S MORE

IN THE NEW MECCANO

—MORE THRILLS, MORE
FUN, MORE VALUE

You'll be amazed at the improve-
ments in Meccano for 1937,
Wonderful new enlarged Outfits ;
thrilling new models, bigger, better
and more realistic than ever.

Look at the new and extra parts
in every Qutfit. Look at the mag-
nificent new models themselves, ail
designed to provide the utmost fun
and interest. Almost every one
works, by hand, cdockwork or
electricicy.

There is always something new to
make and something new to do with
Meccane. Mo more dull evenings,
for boys mever grow tired of this
wonderful hobby. Every Meccano
part is made with perfect engineering
precision,

Your loczal dealer will be delighted
to show you the new enlarged
Meccano Qutfits and the splendid
new modeis. See them to-day.
Then you'll have no doubt about the
greater value and greater possibilities
of fun in this year's Meccano.

Prices of Complete Outfits

Get this complete 72-page catalogue from your
dealer, or write direct to us for a copy, enclosing the
names and addresses of three of your chums. It
contains full details and illustrations of the new
Meccano and all the other good things that are made
in Meccanoland. Make sure of your copy to-day.
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fathead of the Fifth did not begin lo
understand them. :

Coker, in his gverpowering, masterful
way, meant to be kind to the waif he
had Lrought te Greyfriars; but he hed
no use for indepemdence on the part of
that waif, and still less use for cheek!

That Skip had changed since ho had
bieen at tho school—changed =0 utterly
ithat the suspicion of theft wounded him
a8 deeply as it would have wounded
any other Greyfriars fellow, Coker did
not Begin to understand. )

Harry Wharton & Co. understood it
nasily enough, but Coker’'s powerful
Lbrain counld not assimilate anything of
ihe sort,

“Done with e, have youl?* s=aid
Coker grimly, *If that means thet you
fancy }'?u'ru going to keep my wallet
you—'

“0h, it ain't no use talking to you!”
said Skip. “You're a silly fat'ead, you
arce! You done a lot for me, bringin’
mo "ere, and I ‘ope I ain’t ungrateful,
hut I've ‘ad enough from you, Coker.
Bhut up 1"

“Wha-a-a-at1” stuitcred Coker.

“8hut up 1" said Eknﬁr.

oker gave him s look, Then he
made o rush, His left hand gripped
Skip, his right lifted the stump.

But tho stump never came down,

Like one man the Famous Five huvled
themeolves sk Coker of the Fifth. Five
paira of Iimnds fastened on hin at once.
_ Coker gave a roar as ho rolled over
in those gripping hands. e gave
another roar as the stump was jerked
away and jommed down lis back, 8till
& louder roar he gam as he was hurled
headlong out of Study No. 1,

He crazhed in the passago,

“Hallo, Fifth Form cad!” shouted
Bolsover major, looking out of Study
No., 10. *“Boot him!*

“Roll up, Remove!” yolled Petor
Todd from Study No. 7.

There was & rush of Removites down

the iassage. ;
Coker of the Fifth hardly knew how
ho got cut of that passage, He forgot
ull ‘sbout BSkip—forgot all about his
wallet. Boot leather took up all Coker’s
attention for the next few minutes.

When Poiter and Greene came up,
after tea 1n Hall, they found Coker in
his study. Heo had a duaty, dishevelled
look, and le was gurgling. Potter and
Greene exchanged a grin. Evidently,
Coker had found a hormet's nest in the
Remaove !

“Found -that wallet xet?” asked
Potter.

“ Grooogh 1M
“What's happened 1™
“Ooooagh 1"

“Row with the Remove #*

“Urrrrgeh 17 gurgled Cokoer,

Potter snd Greene, smiling,
Coker to gurgle,

left

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Coker All Over!
Rl TGI’FIN{} morning 1”7 said Bob

Cherry.
“The topiulness is terribic|”
murmured Hurree
Dam Singh, shivering. :
It wds a bright, clear morning, after
the fog of tha previcus r.l&i.' It was
cold "and frosty, but. feariully healthy.
Bob's fece glowed as he came out into
the quad with 'his friends. A frosty
sky and a sharp wind from the sea were
mere welcome to the exuberant Bob
than to the junior from India’s coral
strand.
“Oh, you'll soon get warm, old black
bean 1™ said Bob cheerily. " Raco you
"T'HE MAGHET LIBRARY,—NO, 1,534,

Jamset

THE MAGNET

round the guadl! Halle, hallo, hallo |
There's Gosling| What about knock-
ing hiz hat off T Make you as warm as
anything, dodging him afterwards!®

“Leave Gosling's mim.t alone, fat-
head 1" said Harry Wharton, " ¥ou
got détention the other day for knock-
ing Coker’s hat off.”

osling, the ancient porter of Grey-
frigra, was in the quad. He blinked
at the chums of the ri:l-arnu:nm, and cwimne
towards them.

“Mr. Coker down yet?” he asked.

“Haven't geen him this morning,™
answored Wharton, *“Do you want
Coker 1 .

“T got somothing for him," =aid
Gosling., " All right, I s'posa he'll be
out before prayers.™

And Gosling moved away.

The Famous Five and Skip trotted
round the quad to warin themselves up
on that cold and frosty morning. As
thay came by the House a few ininutes
later Coker of the Fifth emerged.

Coker's brew lenitted at the sight of
the cheery Beomovites. He eut across to

them. )

“Line up!" grinned Bob Choerry.
“Coker wante some move. Ha didn't
have enough in the Remove passage
yesterday.

“Come on, Coker!” grinned Nugent.
* Lots move, if you want it!"”

“The lotfulness is preposterous, my
astecmed idiatic Coker !

“I don’t want any more check from
you ecrubby young scoundrels!™ said
Coker sternly. “1 want my wallet,
Bkip| IT'll thrash vou another time 1V

It seemed to have dawned, even cn
Coker's intellect, that thrashing Skip

while ha_was in the company of the
Famous Fiva was a doubtful sort of
pProposition.

3 11.; set his lips.

“0ld your row !” hie retorted. *I've

told {ﬂu I don't know nothing about
vour blinking wallet, and I ain't telling
vou agin !

“Will you hand it over or noti®

“"Go and heat ocoke!™

“Well,"” said Coker, *that tears it!
I suppose you understand that if you
try to keep that wallet, Skip, I shall
have to go to the Head about it."”

“You can go to the 'Ead, or go to the
jooea I said Skip. "0Old your row,
and leave a bloke alone!”

“"You young rascal e

“Qh, shut up!”

Coker clenched his big fsts. Heally,
Coker did not want another tussle with
the Famous Xive at the moment—
numerous aches and pains in his burly
person reminded him that he really was
not 8 mateh, single-handed, for those
strenuous youths. But he looked like
forgetting prudence.

“Now, look lhere, you rascallr young
pincher——" ha gaid, breathing hard.

“8Bhut it1” snapped Skip.

“T'll jolly well—m"

“I been waiting for you, sir!” Gos-
ling camo up. “I found something
what belongs o you, Mr. Coker.”

Coker glanced round at the school
porter, irritated by the interruption.

“Eh, what? What do you mesdn,
Gosling ¥ he yapped.

“J found them thiz morming, eavly,
sir,” said Gosling. “ 1 s'pose, p'raps,
vou lost themy in the fog yesterday.”

“Lost what?” snapped Coker.

“Look 'ore, siv|"

Coker's eyes oponed rather wide, as
Cosling produced a cap, handker-
chief, penkpife, and a wallet, Ha
stared at them.

Harry Wharton & Co. sterted at them
also. ‘f‘(ham was a moment of startled
silonce. Gosling went op:

“I sea 'em, sir, lying in the prass by

the path,” he snid. ' Your name being
it the eap, sir, and your initidls on the
wallet, I s'posed they was yours, M.
Coker,”

“0hI? ?sped Coker.

Gosling held out the articles, Coker
blinked st them. There was an ex-
Feut-!mt- expresaion on Gosling's gnarled

ace. That expression revealed that
Gosling expected a tip for this scrvice.

“Oh!” repeated Coker, gasping.

He remembered that cneounter with
Vernon-8mith in the fogey quad.

He had been aware, at the time, that
he had lost his cap—he had had to go
back to the House without it. Later
in the evening he had wondered where
his bhanky was, but had sorted out
another without thinking about it. The
penknife he had not yet missed, having
had no occasion to use one. 'The wallet
he had missed—most emnphatically.

o Oh 1™ zaid Coker, for the third time.
‘ Where—where did you find thosa—
those things, Gosling #’

“In the guadrangle, =ir,” answered

Gosling. “ Ketched my eye, they did.
when I came out of my Iudgé: mo
being first up. Al lying together in the
grass l::f tha path yonder, sir. P'r'aps
you fell over in the fog and dropped
them, sip.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes! Thanks|” gasped
O hat had h d

& knew now what ha appencd to

hie wallett ER

_ He took the various articles, groped
in his trousers pocket, and presented

Gosling with 3 couple of half-crowns.
Gosling touched his ancient hat and
departed.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another and then looked at Coleer, Bkip
was breathing hard.

“Ho—so that wez it!” said Coker,
rather haltingly. “'That cheeky young
scoundrel Vernon-8mith butied into me
in the fog, and—and—>~"

*And you dropped theso things from
your pockets,” said Harry Wharton,
very %ui-aﬂy and you hadn't sensoe
enough to think of that—"

“Don’t be checky, Wharton [*

“¥ou blithering idiot}” said Bob
Cherry. “You got into a scrap with
Smithy, and scattered your things all

over the shop, and then you come and
aocuse Bki 2

“¥ou ass!” gaid Frank Nugont.

“¥ou cheeky fathead!” growled
Johnny Bull

gl | a'p-a\raa vou're salisfied now that I
never 'ad gyour wallet, Coker,” eaid

Skip bitterly, “or are you going to tho
'Ead about it

“1I know you never had it now, of
eourze,” gaid Coker. "1 never knew it
had dro ped ouk of my pocket wlhen
that cheeky young villman Vernon-S8mith
was rageing in the fog yesterday. Bu
don’t you %.:m cheeky, Skipl I shan's
thrash you now y

“Thank you for notling " said Skip.

“I said don't be cheeky ¥ warned
Coker. “I shan’t thrash you now—but
1 shall thrash you next time. T'm
jolly well going to keep you from pinch-
ing, if I have to wear out a cricket
stump on you, as I've already men-
ttoned. I shan't thrash you now, as
you didn’t do it—hut next timoe rou
pinely, look out for the stump—and look
out for it hard 1"

Skip looked at him. Lvidently Cokor
supposed that his heavy-handed methods
mwight etill be needed, and was pre-
pared to apply them when necessary.

“You fool, you!” said Skip. “You
gilly idjit ] o ain't got the brains of
S gl.mrij rabbity, you ain'tl I done
with youl”

“That's cheek ¥ said Coker, frown-
ing. ¥I'm gommg to keep a sharp cyo

i



on you, my beauty, and when I catch
you pinching, lock out for—gocoooch !

Coker spluttered as Bkip, making a
audden step forward, grabbed his nose
between Enper and thumb.

Coker's nose was a prominent feature,
It gave & good hold. Bkip's finger and
thumb clesed on 1t hke a stesl vice, and
he pulled.

Coker
anguish.

gave a gasping howl of
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r_"Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Iamous
Tive.

After the discovery that Bkip was
puiltless, they had expected even

Coker to express some sort of an
apology for hia suspicions. Instead of
which, er only warned Skip to
beware of next time. In these circum-
stances, pulling Coker's nose seemed to
the chums of the Remove the very best
posstble rejoinder—indeed, the only

9

adequate way of dealing with Iorace
Coker. -

They welled with laughter az Cokes
vellad with anguish.

“Goooch! Woooch!
terad Coker.

Skip lot go Coker's noze and jumped
back, grinning, as the leg-of-mutton fists
swept the air.

Coker—forgetful of odds—zushed.

(Continued on next ppe.)

Ooogh 1" eplut-
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LEARN 2 PEIAY FOOTBALL!

OUR{INTERNATIONAL

THE MAN WITH THE WHISTLE !

EFORE we continue the game we
commenced afteor all that *fuss
and bother ¥ last week ] want
vou to make sure of cne rather

importans thing. 1 suppose that when
you have the chdnce to make up sides
and to play & proper game, either at
school or in your spare time, you will
be sble to find some kind person who
knows a good bit about [cotball whe
will come and do the referecing for you.

A referes is very necessary, not so
much to keep all you rowdy lads in
order as to be there to give tips, tell
you whers you go wrong, and gradu-
aliy teach vou the rules, You will find
it much easier to learn the rules of foot-
ball—and there are plenty to learn—by
having them explained to you during
the course of your matches, than by
trying to learn them out of a book, So
let your referce also be your eoach.
Even let him stop the game now and
then to point out some mistake.

In the game which we sre playin
together now I am your referce an
your coach, putting you right and giving
out little hints as we go along. Try to
get someone to take my place when you
are actually going on the football field
REGpRL. . %

MNow on wilh this game. Wo have
kicked off, and now we must remember
that we have two things to do—we have
to score goals and we have to stop the
othor fellows from scoring them. Re-
membering what 1 told you about the
jobs of the players in the different posi-
tions, it works out that the forwards are
the ones who are supposed to score the
goals. The defenders—the full-backas-—
stop the other side from getting them:
and the half-backs, you remember, do a
bit of each.

BRAINS COUNT MOST!

T scems funny, but thero are often
I arguments as to which is& the more
important business—scoring goals,

er stopping the other chaps from
scoring them, Even in first-class foot-
hall nobody knows which is the better.
You remember that Sunderiand won the
League championzhip the scason before
last, and then weon the Cup last scason.
Hupderland are one of the teams which
think that the most important thing s
to seore goala. “They say that if they
get enough goals thenselves, it doesn’t
matter if their‘opponents get ono or two,

BYJ}

Score all the goals you can and
keep your opponents out—that'’s
the only way to win foothall
matches. Follow the helpful

advice given in this week's

interesting arti_*:le_and }*uu'll he
on the winning sidel

go they
and goo .

Now look at Charlton Aihletio. They
finished second in the ¥irst Division last
season, and they have been on top quite
a lot this year. Yet Charlton think that
defence 1s the more importont thing.
Don’t let the other side score goals, and
you don't have to score so many your-
selves. That's what Charlton say. So
where are we? Nobody can say which

gﬁ all out for goals. All well

is right.
But perhaps it doesn’t matler =0
mich,. Let us go one better than

Sunderland and Charlton put together.
We'll say that we'll do our best fo zcors
goals and {o keep the other follows out,
If we do that we shall be sure to win
all our matches, g

So, to siart with, we arc gpoing all out
to score poal=s.  You Lknow, of couese,
that we've gob {o do it with our feet,
Lands aren't used at all on the foothall
ficld, excepit, of course, by the goal-
keeper.  Except [or him, covervbody
riphit as well leave their avims  and
hands in the dreessing-room. We can
nse ontre heada Oh, ves, we can uae ouar
heads to head the ball, and we can also
use our heads for thinking purposes.

The people who think in fooiball arve
much betier players than the fellows
who barge about, not really knowing
whoere or why. There are plenty of
players in first-class football to-day who
wauldn’'t be there if they didn't use their
brains. They use their heads to save
their feet, which ore getting old, from
loo much running about. Thonghtiul
fooiball is the best, and I shall probably
have & good deal more to say about
that before I have turned you all nto
pood footballers

MARK YOUR OPPONENT!

ET'S start scoring these goals,
When our centre-forward kicked
off he passed to bis mnside-right,
and the inside-right has the ball

now. There 15 nothing in the rules. of

COACH

course, to stop him going right through
and scoring & goal straight off. But let
him have a try. You haven't forgotten,
have vou, that there are many fellows
on the other side who are determined
not to let him score?

_Mind you, if our inside-right has been
listening to my lessons on how to con-
trol the ball, and has been doing plenty
of practice, he might stand a chance of
travelling some distance towards goals,
But if he hasn’t been practising ball-
control, what will happen? Before he
has gone & yard or so he will kick the
ball too far in front of hin, and ene of
the other side will nip in and take it
AWAY.

- The best thin?‘+ therefore, is for the
inside-right to let soimnebody olse help
him, ie can do this by passing the
ball to somecone on his own side. Now
you can seo why in football the players
have their own places on the field
instead of running about anvwhere.

With everybody in their own place,
the player with the ball knows where
to pass it.  If all the playvers were just
scattered about, the fellow in possession
would have to lovk round first, and
robably lose the ball while deing su.
‘he first important thing, therefore, is
that vou all keep in the place in which
yout have chosen—or been cliosen—to
play. You ean run about, of course,
but don't Leep going into somebudy
else’s position.

Dur anside-right, knowing wherg he
eould find the outside-right, has pazsed
1t to him, I hope he remcmabered to
kick the ball with his instep, and not
with his toe, But the ball hasn't
reached the outside-right, because he
was Deing marked by the left-half of
the other side, who ran up to kick the
ball away Lefore it reached owr righe
WInger.

Now, that's another important matter
I've mentioned.  Every plaver on o
football side has to mork an opponont.
By mark, I mean that overy plaver has
to watch an opponent and see that that
opponent doesn't get the ball, or doesu’t
have the ball for very long.

Are you beginning to think that you
will never do all the jobs You aro sup-
posed to do.in football? There 15 cer-
tainly & lot to do, Lut I'll tell you mora
nhout marking your opponent next week
before we go any further with onr game,
becanse marking is one of the most
important things in football.

Tre Magwer Tasrany.—~No. 1,554,
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His nose wos rod and raw—and had a
patn 1 1k, His nose—Horace James
Caker's nose—had been pulled by a
Remove fal;._ Forgetful of odds, he
rushed at 8 “3'

But the codds, though forgotten by
Coker, wese there. The Famous Five
piled in on the instant. 8kip piled in
also. The next three or four minutes
were wild and whirling. When the six
juniors walked away—a little bréathless
—tha_-L left. Coker sitting in the guad—
very breathless| He was still gosping
when the Lell rang and he tottered in
to prayocrs.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skip’s Resolve !

i OMING out, old bean?™
Harry Wharton locked into
Study No. 1 after class, Skip
] was sithing at the study table,
penr in hand, with a deeply thoughtful
and worried logk on his chubby face.

Dusk closed in early on November
days. But thers was time for a run out
cf gates before lock-up, and the Famaops
Five were going out.  Missing Skip,
tlio_captain of the REemove ran up to his
atudy—not doubting that the waif of the
Kewmove had gone there to put in a
little " swotting ** after class.

" Chuck that, old man!” gaid Harry,
“Lots of time for swottifg when we
come in! Come out for a trot ™

“I  ain’t swotting,” said Skip.
“'Tain't that this time. I'm jest
wiiting a letterl”

“Oh1* zaid Havry

He could not help being surprised.

Bo far as he knew, Skip had never
written to anyone before, since he had
been &t Greyfriara. The waif of the
Remove wos in the strange position of
having no “ people * of any kind—not a
single relative. Dim in his mind, as he
had told his friends, was some faint
récollection of an elder sister—indeed,
he had a vague idea that the old photo-
grnph he carried in the locket was the
ace of that sister,

But that was all that remained to
3kip of his childhood. Father and
mother were utterly unknewn to him—
as was his own name |

Ever #ince hoe could recollect, he had
bean called “8kip "—obviously a nick-
name. Barncy the Binger, who had
brought him up to pick pockets, had
never told- him anything, except that he
was an orphan—only, sometimes, in
drunken moments, the wreteh had made
some allusion to the zister in whose
axistence Blkip believed. If Barney
knew moare, ho had never told.

In those strange circumstances, Ski
had no correspondence of any kind.
And Wharton, after the first moment of
s-nr]}nse, logked grave.

“I got to write |" muttered Skip:

“Look here, old fellow,” eaid Harry
quictly, *1 don’t want to butt into your
aflairs, of course. But—but if vou're
getting into touch with any—any of the
fmfh' you kanew before you came here,
—1 think I wouldn't, old chap.”

“I amn't!™ said Skip.

“0Dh, all right, then! T know that
that ecoundrel you call Barney the
Binger has becn hanging round these
parts—we've seen him—"

“You've seen me 'it him in the eye,
too 1 said Skip.

Harry Whariun laughed.

*Yes—and I was jolly glad to ze¢ you
do it, Skip! F've no doubt that that
wicked rascal would get you into his
hands again, if he could.”

“MThat's bhis game!” said Skip.
“Barncy's been getting inte troub
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with the law in London, and he's had
te rup.. He came this way, because he
gob 1t from Jimmy the Rat that-he last

saw ma about "ere—and Jimmy being-

in chokey- on & three-year stretch,
Barney fancied he could get 'old of me
again. He thinks I'm on a good thing

“Well, so you ave, old chap ™ said
Har;—-}r, “You've got your little
troubles, but Greyfriars is all right.”

Skip grinned. .

“You don't ketch me,” he said,
“Barney don't believe I've chucked up
pinching any more than Coker does. He
thinks %’m ining my Lets "ere, and
he wants his share in the loot.”

“The rotten  raseall®™  breathed
Wharton. . :

“He's a raseal all right, he is1” said
Bkip with a sigh. “I reckon a bloke
hadn't much chance, brought up in
Slummock’'s Alley by » covey like
Barney. He's jost bad all through, he
idz. I remember a time when he wasn't
50 bad—I dessay it's the drink what did
1t. A bloke what keepsz on
whisky couldn’t be decent if he tried—I
ezenn a lat of it It jest saps away sll
the good thero 15 in & bloke. But you
don't want fo 'ear about such things”™
added 8kip guickly, “I got to finish
this "ere lettor,”

Ha dip!md his pen in the ink. )

It egin’t to Barney I he said, Nor 1t
ain’'t to anybody I knowed in the old
days! Don't you think anything of thay
sort! 1'm writing to Coker’s aunt.”

“Coker's Aunt J ud;r  pid

“Yesl I got to tell ’er i said Skip.
“This term is getting to the finish, and
it’s pot to be settled. She’s a kind old
lady. 'Courze, I knows what ghe done
for me was boecause of Coker—still, ehe's
A ﬁtrod old soul. 1 got to put it polite
and grateful. But I got to put it plain.”

Whearton's face became very grave.

He forgot, for the moment, that his
chums weve waiting for him in the
quad. He was voncerned for Skip.

“Hadn't you better think that over,
Bkipi*” he asked. “I think I con guess
what you'veé written, But—"

“I've thought it over, many a time,”
said Ekip, “and there ain't no other
way nhuuitlt. What 'appened yesterday
puts the lid dn. If Coker got to trust
& bloke, like you do, it might be differ-
ent. BMind, I ain’t blaming him. He
found me a pickpocket, and he can't get
that out of his ‘ead. He means well
and !—;ind!i—-uud' I ’ope I ain’t ungrate-
ful. But I ain't taking nothing from a
bloke what thinks 1 might pinch—not no
morae,™

Harry Wharton was silent.

Hea understood to the full the feelings
of the waif of the Remove, and he
realised that, had fate placed him m
the "zamo strange situation, ha would
have felt as Skip was feeling.

But he was troubled, all the same.

1 got to tell er,” said Bkip. “I
ain’t staying on ‘ero at Coker’s charges
—and that's what it coines to, ‘cause the
old lady's only doing it on his account,
of course, ’Ll*hat’n got to Onigh."

A4d

“¥Wou'd feel the same, if you was fixed
up hike me,” said Skip.

E1d leIhBFa_._bu LR}

“But p'r'aps you don’t think s covey
like me ought to *ave any feelings,” said
Skip bitterly. “A bloke what's been a
Ei pocket, and might ‘ave been run in
¥
proud-—*

tha Pealers, settin’ up to be
“Don't be an &s3!” said Harry. 1
think I should do the same

1 ! in your
Elﬂﬂlh _Skip. But—it means leaving
reyiriars ™

“I know I
“What have you got in prospect if
you dol”

ushin’ back I

“I've g-hqt my "ands—what T shall keep
from picking and stesling ¥ said Skip.
“I knows ‘ow to rough it, too! A bloke
can work, I a'posel ‘Ard work never
killed nobody! I got to let Biss Judith
know I ain’t stayin’ on 'ere next term—
that's over and done with. You jest "old
on & few minutes, while I finish writing
this 'ere lettor, and we'll post it as we
go out,"™

Wharton opened his lips—but he
closed them again. There was nothing
to be said—it was for Skip to find an
answer to lis own problem, and Whar-
ton could not help thinking that be had
found the right one.

He stood silent, while Skip finished
the letter, enclosed it in_ an envelope,
and addressed it to Miss Judith Coker,

Skip glanced at Wharton's grave face.

“1 pulled Coker’s nose for calling me
a pincher I” he said. "“J couldn't led
'im go on keeping me "ere after that,
could 11*

“1—1 suppo=e not, But—"

" I¥'s settled I said Skip. “I tell you
feol easier in my mind now I done it!
It had to be done, and I done it! Let's
get out|” 3

With the letter in his hand, 8kip
followed Wharton from the study., They
Jjoined the Co. in the quad, and a couple
of minutes later,- the Jetter to Coker's
Aunt Judy was druﬁped in the school
letter-box. And Wharton noticed that

kip . seemed to breathe move
when it was gone beyond recall.

Hirz face was thoughtful, but it was
quite cheerful in expression as he
walked out of the gates with ks friends
und they sauntered up the road to Court-
field Commuon..

‘They turned inte Qak Lene, ncar the
commen, & winding way thab passed the
fenee of the Threa Fishers Inn, aud led
on towards Popper Court. Skip uttered
8 sudden exclamation, ;

Two figures, in the lane, c¢aught his
eye &t the samo moment,

Near at hand, leaning on the gate of
the Three Fishers fence, wss s squat
man in a bowler hat, with evil aves in
a sallow face that turned on the Grey-
friars juniors, glinting.

Furt:imr, at & distanca, was a woman's
figure—the sturdy, befty figure of Miss
Bullivent, the gomes mistrezs of CLff
House School. ]

The latter was coming down the lamo
towards the high road—but still far off.
The man leaning on the gate did not
see her, as he was looking towards the
road—but the juniors did.

Skip's eves gleamed at the man at the
gate,

“*“¥ea know that cover 7™ he muttered.

Harry Wherton & Co. knew © Barney
the Binger ™ by sight. The rascal’s evil
faco was not easily forgotien, once sepwn.
They halted.

“Let's walk the other way!? gaid
Bob.

“"Not me 1™ sand Skip.

“You don't went to spcak to that
rotter [

“1 doea!” said Bkip. "1 got a reasont
That there lady, Miss Bullivant will be
along 'ara in a few minutes—="

“You don't want her to see you spealk-
ing to that brute, surely!” exclaimed
Harry. He stared at Bkip in surprise.

The juniors knew that Skip had a
great liking and respect for the Bull
But for Miss Bullivant, he would prob-
sbly never have been seen at Greyiriars
again, after he had cleared off, when hia
was suspected of theft in the Freuch
master’s study. )

Stern and severe and rather grim as
the was, the Chff Houszo games mistress
kad been very kind to Skip, .and they
knew that he valued ]'Iﬂ:mfﬂﬂd opinion,
S0 his suggestion surprieed them aflsli*

“¥ou don't get mel” said ip

frecly



“That lady, Miss Bullivant, has gob
gcmething agin Barney! One day last

;;*_eel: when I saw him, she went arter
im—
“Oh! T remember—you told us,” said

Harry. " But—"

“I'm going to speak to him, and keep
him from looking round™ said 8kip.
*“He ain't seen ‘er coming, see? FHe'd
nip over that gate and bolt 1f he see her,
fike he did afore. If she wants that
brute run 1n, I'm goin’ to 'elp ™

“*Oh!” said Harry. * Right!”

And, now that they understood, the
cliums of the Remove willingly walked
on towards Barney—who watched them
as they ceme up, with an evil eye—in
hapi:y:.- ignorance of the fact that the
Bull was coming down the lane behind

him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bagging Bamey !

ABRNEY the Binger took the
cigarette from his mouth, and
watched 8kip, rather like a rat.

He waa glad to see the waif of
Slummock's Alley sgain; he was deter-
mined not to leave the vicinity till he
had “had it out” with Bkip and
pocketed his share of the loot.

That the pincher of Slummock's Alley
waa lintng his pockets, at Greyfriars
Bchool, the raseal had no doubt what-
ever—and he was “on™ in thar game,
as he had told Skip several times.

At the same time, he was uneasy and
Wary,

In post years, when he had been
training the boy to steal, Barney had
beaten him, often and hard. In their
meetings near Greyfriars, the boot had
been on the other foot, so to speak;
Skip had punched him, and Skip's
punches were hard and hefty. Barney's
red nose still showed signs of the last
punching.

Bo Barney’s feelings were mixed, at
the present moment. He wanted to come
to an understdnding with the pilferer—
oand he did not want any more :};unehmg-

He had so wary an eve on Skip, that
he had no chance of being wary in
another direction. Miss Bullivant cameé
dewn the lane, from the direction of
Popper Court, unsesn and unsuspected
by Barney.

“Here you are again, Skip!”
Doarney. i )

“'Ere I am! anid 3kip. “I warned
vou to get out of this part of the
country, Barney, if you wasn't 'unting
trouble.”

“1 ain't gone I sneered Barney. "It
don’t sutt me to go yet, Skip! YWe got
some business to do together afore I go.
P'r'aps your friends will walk on, while
we has a talk.”

“Not at all, Mr. Binger!” said Bob
Cherry. “Why shouldn’t we enjoy your
conversation, as well as Skip "

“The enjoyfulness will be terrifie!”
said Hurree Jamsct Eam Singh—a
remark that made Barney blink at him,

“You sgee,” said Frank Nugent,
“~yow're such a nice man, Barney! We
don't want to lose sight of you too scon.”

“Co on with the jolly old talk.,” said
Johnny Bull, with a grin. “ Skip won't
mind us hearmg.”

Barney the Binger gave tham a sullen,
suspicious stare. He could not under-
stand Skip being on such friendly terms
with these Greyiriars fellows, as he was
aware that they knew of his past.

“You rascal I’ said Harry Wharton.
“Do you think we don't know what
vou want to say to Bkip? You brought

im up to pinch, and you can’t under-
stand that he's chucked it—chucked 1%
az soon as he got away from your sort.”

“ Mebbe ' said Barney, with a sneer.

gaid
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“0Oh, carry on, Barney!” said Skip,

rinning. “ You can epeak before my
?riend_'a. You want a whack in what
I've been pinching at the school—ain't
that it? ¥You can get it off your
chest 1" ]

Barney scowled at him, and at his
friends. ¥e was hopelessly puzzled. If
Skip was still the pincher he sup-
posed, thiz sort of talk before Grey-
friars fellows was puzzling. It might
hava gonvinced him that Skip was no
longer o pincher—had Barney bean
capablé of believing good of snybody.

¥'Ow much do vou want?" went bn
Skip. “What's the figure for taking
your ugly face awayi"”

The Famous Five chuckled. i

The rage and puzzlement in Erarnei.- 3
face amused them. And they were also
amused by the fact that he had no idea
that Miss Bullivant was approaching.

The Bull had spotted him now,

What she wanted with Barncey, unless
perhaps he had pinched something from
her on some occasion, the juniors could
not guess. Dut it was clear that she
did want something with him. ]

Twice she had come across him, singe
he had been hanging about Greyiriars,
and on each occasion Barney had to
run for it.

Now she had come mecross him again;
and Barney was not going to run for
it. The Greyfriars fellows were ready
to collar him if he did.

It counld only be for some breaking
of the law that Misz Bullivant wanted
him—and the juniors were more than
prepared to help back up the law—
especially in dea in%n:ith & rascal who
would have dvawn Skip back into dis-
honesty, if he could.

Miss Bullivant's face, always stern in
expression, hardened into an slnwost

terrifying grimness sz she saw Barney

ahead of her. Though his back was
turned to her, it was plain that she
knew him.

She hastened her steps, and came on
with swift and vigorous strides.

Barney, staring in angry and sullen
pl.‘.?lﬁxitﬁf from face to face, could not
make out why the schoolboys were
amused. Dut perhaps some sound from
Miss Bullivant's vigorous strides caught
hia ear. He looked round.

At the sight of the hefty, powerful
figure of the games mistress of Chif
House, he gave an almost convulsive
stark.

One glimpse was enough for Barney.

en he spun round to the gate on
which he had been leaning, and put
his hands on it to vault over. A swift
jump into the weedy, bushy grounds
of the Three Fishers would have saved
Barney once more. Miss Bullivant,
though coming on quickly, was still a
dozen yards swagy.

“SBtop him!” ghe called out, as she
saw hig action.

But the juniors did not need telling.

Even as Barney leaped, Skip grabbed
him, and dragged him back.

The raszeal turned on Skip like a
tiger, But the Famous Five had hold
of him the next moment.

Grasped on all sides, Barney the
Binger struggled desperately, pantin
for breath—of which whisky an
tobaceo had left him little.

“Skip, you young ‘ound ¥ he panted.
“Leago 1* .

“Ketch me 1" zaid S8kip. “1 gotcher,
Barney! I dunno what vou done to
that thers lady, but you got to stand
the racket for it, you rotter! That
lady’s becn good to me, she has, and
I'd do moren cop you to please 'er ™

Miss Bullivant was on the scene the
next moment. :

“Thank you, my boys!" she said.

i

“You can hand him over to me. You
will not escape this time, Croke."

“My name ain't Crake,’ muttered
Barney. “I don't know you, ma'am.”

“So vou said before,” said Diss
Bullivant grimly. *But I think I know
you, my man. It is ten or twelve yoars
since I saw ‘imu in Brighton, and you
have changed. But L know you—I am
sure of that, You are Saul Crake, once
employed at Ridings, in Brighton."

*“Never "esrd of i, mum."

*¥ou can say 5o to Inspector Grimes,
at Cnuﬁtﬁe]d,”:ﬁ snid hias Bt};lli'rmﬂ
com Iv. "On my charge, he wi
tukfﬂg;uuy into custody. Eﬂ.&nd the
Brighton police will be glad to see you,
I think. You will come with me.’

Miss Bullivant fastened a grip on the
shrinking raseal’s shoulder.

“You're taking him to the station,
Miss Bullivant!” asked Harry Wharton.

“Yes; immediately,” said the Bull
grimly. “This man is wanted for &
robbery abt & school in Brighton, more
than ten years ago,” she added. by
way of explanation to the juniors. “ But
that is not the only reason why I am
taking trouble about him. I have
another, and a personal reason. Leave
him to me.™

“Bhall wa help you take him "

Misz Bullivant smiled-—a grim smile,

“1 shall need no help,” she answered.
“LE.".‘- hi.l'l'l: E&‘”

The juniors smiled, and stepped back.
It was plain that the hefty games
mistress of Clif House nceded no help
with the wretched Barney. He had
been a man once; but poisonous liquor
had sapped all the manhood out of
him, and with it all strength and re-
solution, He crumpled in tha grip of
the Bull.

“We'd be glad fo "elp, misg,* enid
Bkip.

**Nonsensge ! said Miss Bullivant.

Which * ended argument on the
subject. . & b

Miss Bullivant, gripping Barney by
the shoulder, marched him away down
the lane to the road over the com
and led him off towards Courtfield

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“That’s that!" he remarked.

“That thatfulness is terrific I grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
absurd Barney will not away from
that terrifically hefty lads.” !

“Hardly "  said Iarry ‘Wharton,
langhing.

It was probable that Miss Bullivant
would receive a good deal of attention
from the publie, us she marched Barner
off to Courtfield. To that the Bull was
absolutely indifferent. She marched
him off, and the chums of the Remaove,
smiling, continued their walk.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Sindy No. 4.

ILLY BUNTER blinked in at the
door of Study No. 4 in the Re-

move, with a wary eve. His
very spectacles gleamed with
cautlon,

He mneeded to be wary, having
dropped in to tea with the under,
who had not asked him to tea.

Spreads in Smithy's study  were

lavigh, and often and often did Billy
Bunter cast a longing eye at Study
No. 4. But it was seldom that he
raced that study at tea-time with his
istinguished presence, Smithy had his
good pointa; but he was not a long
snffering fellow like Lord Mauleverer—
far from it—and he lacked the -easy-
going good nature of the Famous Five.
ne Magyer Lispany.—No. 1,664,
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PBunier was more likely to bag a book
than & bun in the Bounder's study.

But Bunter was hard pressed. Lovd
Mauleverer had gone to tea with
Russell and Ogilvy in Study No. 3,
sa0 his lordship was not available,
More serious still, Pcter Todd had
gona with him, ro there was no tea
in Study Ne, 7 for Buster, When
Peter tea'd out, he forget Bunter—with
the selfishnesa to which Bunter wag
sadly accustomed, The Famous Five

gone out after ¢lass, end had not
yet come n—as likely as not havibg
forgdtten that there was such a person
a3 Williamy George Bunier in the wide
world, Bunter had looked in on Tom
Brown and Hazeldeng in Study No. 2;
but Browney had picked up a Lalin
grammar, snd Hazel a dictionary, and
Bunter haid Jooked out again promptly,

Vhat the juniore called * doorsteps

and dish-water,” in Hall, loomed be-
fora Bunter, unless the Beunder turned
up trumps. But, for once, the fat Owl
had a card to play, which he loped
nnght prove a trunp.
It ow erhaps, a doubiiul card, but
it was all Bunler had; so there ho was,
blimking in at the door of Btudy No. 4
and hoping for the beat.

The prospeet did not look bright,
Tom Redwing, the Bounder's studymadle,
gave him a fml-: that was not welcom-
mg, Bunter did not mind that: but
the Bounder pitked up a losf from tho
table, and took aim. Bunter did mind
that—he minded it very much.

o . Bmithy 1" squeaked the
Linm ryﬁg‘ﬁ'].

o gSFI'mm will vyou have it asked
Smuthy.

“* Beast |7

Bunter popped back. ]

Horbert Vernon-S8mithh was not in a
good temper. His temper was-always
a httle unreliable, but, of late, it
seemed to have soured. The fact was
that Bmithy’s feud with Skip had a
had effect on his temper.

Partly from obstinacy, partly from
conviction, he was sticking to hiz guns,
on’ the subject of the waif of the Re-
Hiove, ,

He would not admit to himself that
the fact that Skip bad licked him in a

SCTAD anything to do with it
though quite & number of fellows in
1hah' move cheerfully pointed it out
to him.

Moreover, on several occasions when
Skip had fallen undey suzpicion, it had
heen due to S|mmithy: and each time Lo
had had to ewn np that ho was wrong,
‘which wag h:i:ttﬂr]l;l_.r unpleasant 1o the
arrogant Bounder,

He was going to prove, hefore ihat
term ended, that ho was might. lle
was going to show up that artful
pincher., If the rotter was kecping
straight, it was only caution, and
spooner or later ho would trip.  Voery
likely, all the time, he was only keep-
g up appearances in the school, and
goetting away with pinching outside the
sehool.  Smithy hardly dared to say
=0 in the Remove, but the miscrablo
sispicion was strong i his mind,

- Meanwhile, Skip made friends all
through the Form, and the result was
that his feud made Bmithy unpopular—
and Smithy valued populavity.

So Bouthy's temper, these davs, was
mare often bad than good. Tein Red-
wing did not find hina pleasant com-
;}mi:.r‘ in the sindy. Ile could not siate
1is own omnion without quarrellmg
with Smithy—and nothing would in-
duce  him to agree with BSBmithy's
aopinion. Hmithy had his suspicions all
to . himself, _
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“8hut that door, you fat freak!”

snapped the Bounder,
unter did not shut the gdoor.

But he addressed Smithy from the
safe sgide of it.” The loaf was ready to
wiig, if he put his fat faco and his {at
head inside.

“I say, Smithy, old chap, T haven't
had tea—I mean, I want to speak to
vou, old fellow., It's gomathing I think
I ﬂu%l'_lt- to tell you.”

" Will you shut that door?” _

It'a about Skip, old chap!” said
Bunter, temptingly. “1 say, old chap,
vou were right ahout him, as—as Iva
said all along. T sey, I've found him

out, "

“¥You fat freak!” snarled the
Bounder. ' I’ve heard all about Coker's
rot | Go and gabble it somewhere else,’

“I don't 1}1&3:: that, Smithy !" said
Bunter eagerly. “I say, P'll tell you all

ebout it, old chap! Shall I come in ™

“Do!” said tha DBounder grimly.
“TI'll get you with this loaf 1"
“Beast |

“Roll away, Bunter, old fab man!"
said Tom Redwing, laughing.

“I've got sﬂmftgmg to tcﬁ Swnithy 1"
said Bunter, still parked on the safe
side of the door. “I say, vou'd hardly
hblieve it, Smitliy, but Wharton and
his gang ore keeping it dark about
that cha {Jmnhing,”

g.a:d ¥ 1" agreed Vernon-Smith.
“You fat ass " exclaimed Redwing.
“You can call a fellow names,” said

Bunter. “But its jolly well true!
I Eﬂ_}_ﬂﬂﬂlﬂ it In hishh-;nd!" i
ouw've scen what, you fat frumpi™
asked the Bounder,
Redwing gave his study-mate a look,
cu're not going to listen to that
sork of stuff, 8miths " he said.
" Why not 1" sneered the Bounder
dTlm'l; ei‘!_uw;;a a HE;GI.::]ET' iud! if he
loesi’t  pinch, inside the achool, very
likely he pinches outside. That pryiu
fet worm 13 just the follow to spot him.

YO,  really, Smithy—"" Bunter
veniuréd to peer round the door. 'The
loaf lay on the table, and the Bounder

did npt touch it. Encouraged, the fat
Owl rattled on. *“I gay, I saw it
yesterday, you know—a gold locket—"

A what?” exclaime
and Redwing started,

Both of them knew that this must bo
true. Bunter, 1f he was inventing a
yarm, would hardly have thought of such
an_utterly unlikely thing as a gold
lockoet.

“He had it in his hand, in his
study ! said Bunter. "I saw it all
right—it had a photograph in it—a
woman's photograph, He's made those
chaps Dbelieve 1t belonga to hiim—bub
that's all gammon, of course—how can
it? They're kecpinﬁ it dark."

“By ged!™ breathed Vernon-Smil,
Iliz eyes were gleaming,

“Look here——" growled Redwing,

~ “Bhut up, Reddy, and lct Bunter got
it off his chestl If that votler's been
pinching outside the school—"

“ e hasn't, you fool [ zaid Redwing,
with unusual acerbity, ** You know he
Irasn’t 1

“How did he get hold of a locket,
hen? grinned Smithy, " Precions foy
such things inside Greyfriars.’

“It's got a ribbon on it, as if sowe-
body wore 1t round their neck,” said
Bunter. “It can’t be his, of course,
IHow could i£?  He stuck it 1 his pocket
fast enough when I saw it, T can tell
vou, They all know he's got it—you can
asked Wharton,”

“If Wharton knows, that’s proof that
he knows it belongs to Skip ! eaid
Redwing, " For ness’ sake, Smithy,
don’t meke o fool of yourself again |

“Wharton  trusts Dbim P’  enecred
Bmithy, “He might take his word

Yernon-Bmith;

about it. I sheuldn't=—quite, Uome In,
Bunter, and tell us all about it."”

Town RHedwing rose from the table,

“He's not going ta tell me!” he
snapped.

“Plesse yourself 1" paid Binithy, with
a shrug of the shoulders—and Tom.
afier o glare at Bunter, stalked out of
the study snd slammed the doou,

Billy Bunter dropped into his empty
chair,

“1 didn't veally come here to tea,”
he remavked, “I—I thought I'd tell
fu':m about that pincher, Bmithy, becawse
1. kicked me—I mean, because you're
the chap to show him up. Awful, ain't
it? I say, those sesses look prime.”

The Bounder lsughed. @ was in
quife a good humour now,

“ Help yourself 1" he said.

Bunter did not meed that. 1le waa
helping himeelf alveady. He had been
rather doubiful about that eard he had
lo play—but it had, evidently, proved &
trump. Tea in the Bounder's study was
his reward for the news,

To do Bunter justice, however, hie hadl
not the slightest doubt that Skip had
pinched that locket, He could hwmoagine
no other, way in which it had cone into
his possession.

Between large mouthfuls, Billy Bun-
fer told all he knew—which wnas not
very much; but enocugh to excite the
Bounder deeply. Bmithy had had 1o
admit that, whether pincher or nof,
Skip had done no pinching inside Groey-
friars, Chiefly for that veason, he lad
suspected that thoso light fingers might
have heen at work outside i.gliu school,
This looked as if ho was vight,

He had little doubt—or, rather, no
doubt. This was only a confirmation of
his fized belief. But he knew that he
had to he careful. He had mada tuo
many mistakea already to bo able o
eiford to make more mistakes.

Billy Bunter ate and talked—and
talked and ate. But, having extractml
from him all he knew, the Bounder diil
not listen. Whilea Bunter gobbled and
gabbled, the Bounder was thinking--
how was he going to pin down ihat
pincher, and prove—what he so keenly
degired to prove—that while evervhody
¢lse had been wrong, he had Deen vight
~right all along the linel

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Grip of the Law!
IEEPEE’I‘DH GRIMER  rassed

liia
cyebrows a liule,
The constahle on duty at {'ourl-
field Police Station suppressed o
grin as he showed Miss Bullln'aut B
t:é:p inspector’s voom—with Bamey {he
nger.

Not for o moment had AMizs Bulli-
vapt's sinewy grip on Bamey velaxed,
It did not relax now, till he was safe
inzide the poliee station. Once, on the
way, Bamey had tried to broak loose
and run. A twist of his arm had waprned
him wot to vy it on again—and he dd
wot, Amd wpow, here he was, saafely
landed, with suppressed fury 1n s el
exes. .

Mr. Grimes was aequalnted with the
games nwstress of UL House School:
but she had never called at the pobics
station hefore—and he was sarprised 10
goe hor theve now, especially with thag
shifty vascal wriggling in her grip.

“Alizs DBullivapt ™ he c¢jacalaled,
“What—=" ) )

*I desire to_ give this man o
custody " sald Miss Ballivant calmiiy,
il B i::’a:vc: brought him here for that poe-
JORC.

PUGHT ARt Ver! What—"
“His name is Urake ] ke was soni Lo
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Bkip up-ended the inkpotl, and Its contents streamed over Bunter's fat face and down his neck. ** Grooococoogh I *° gurgled

Bunter.

prison at Brighton about twelve years
ago, for n robbery committed at Ridings
School, but escaped,” . i

“The lady's making & mistake, air,”
said Barney, with as much assurance as
he ecould master. "My name’s Binith,
and I ein't never been aj Brighton.
Never had a job in & school in my life.”

“Please be seated, Miss Bullivant. No
doubt you can give me some maore par-
ticulars,” said Mr, Grimes, with a verv
toubtful lock at Barney.

Whatever Barney might have been
like ot the dste mentioned by Miss
Bullivant, he certainly did not look now
like a man who might have bern em-
ployed in any echool. Rogue and rascal
aud drunken waster were written all
over Barney,

“1 am, of course, prepared to make
an explicit statement,” said Miss Bulhi-
vant, "The man has changed conz:ider-
ably, but I am assured of his ideutity.
"Twelve years ago I had my first post as
an assistant mistress at Ridings  'Lhis
man—tien much more respectabls i
appearance than at present—was cm-
ploved as butler, under the name of
Crake. As I saw him everr day for
many months, I naturally canie fo know
ki pericctly well”

“Quite ' assented Mr, Grimes. *Tug
after such a lapse of Hime—"

“1 have a very porsonal reason for
rernemtbering the man,” said Miss Buolh-
vant,  “I believe, although I have no
actual proof, that he is a kidnapper, and
that he kidnapped my ouly near rela-
tive,

“Uhm ™ zaid Mr, Grimes, “ But afier
such a lapse of tuime——"

“Ridings i3 a children’s boarding-
sohinol,” explained DMiss Bullivant. “I
had. at that time, a young brother—a
emall child—whom I was able to ploce
at the school where I was, as I have
gaicd, Az assistant mistress. We had beon
left erphans, and Dicky—that is to sav,
itichavd=—was in my charge,”  Bliss

“Qooogh | Oh erikey! You—you beast—I
!Jln-unl{; neck I"rgr[umrﬂ Sktp,m

Bullivant's grim face softened for a
moment. Bunt she went on, in ocalm,
wratter-of-fact tones: "It was because
tie Doy was ill—a childish complaint—
that I was instrumental 1 detecting this
man, CTrake. 1m the act of robbery. 1
was sitting by the boy's bedside late at
night—aud Crake, unaware of that cip-
cummstance, sclected that night for break-
ing into the safe.”
he paised a moment.

“1 hward a noise and went down,"™ she
resuited. I supposed that i1t was bur-
glara, and went to investigate. I found
Urake at the open safe, removing valu-
ables from it. I eeeurcd him at once.”

Inspector Grimes smiled faintly,

BMizs Bullivant must have been 1n the
early twenlies at the time she referred
to,  Evidently she had always been of
a streunons and determined character,

“Crake was handed over to the
Pnlic&,” woent on Miss Dullivant,  ** At
115 trial at transpired that he was &
crook who had obtained his post at
Riding: by forged tostimonials, and that
he liad D!ﬂ,‘t‘ﬁ:d tha same trick in other
places at various times. Ile had passed
under a variety of names, mhi) had
plways suceceded in evadivg justice up
to that fime. But once in the honds of
the police, his history was unravelled.
e veceived o sentonce of three years;
and I never expected to see him or hear
of him again.™

“I tell you,
Barncy,

“You may speak later, my man 1 said
Alr. Grimes,  “Please continue, Miss
Buallivam.”

“Abour a vear later,” ssid Miss Bylli-
vaut, I saw a report in the nowspapers
that Cruke had escaped from prison.

sir—" interjected

Two vears of Lis sentence rennined to be

served, at that time. These two years
still remiain to be served, Mr, Grimes.”
, 'l;:m inspector nodded, with & puzzled
ook.

No doubt it was the duty of any mem-

have to change ! Ooogh '
* Fust time this ferm, I dessay ! "

““You'll 'ave to wash your

het of the publie to lend aid in securing
& runaway convict,  But that hardly
accounted for Miss Bullivant’s grim
determination in this matter.

"1 have, as I have said, a personal
rensen for remembering this man,” . ssid
Miza Butlivant, * Although I was aware
that he Lad excaped from prison, I gave
it no thought, never expeeting tB-E:lr
of him again. But dbont three months
later, Dheky=—I mean, Richar i
appearced from Ridings.”

*{rh 1" said Me Grimes.

“ Every effort was made to find him.”
Miss Bullivant's grim comiposura showed
signe, for the moment, of breaking. But
only for the moment. Then she went on
calmly: “ Kvary effort failed. The bo
had vanished—he has never been found.
No trace of him has been discovered to
this dary—and nothing is known of his
fate, except, of course, that ho had been
kidnapped and taken away. I had no
douls. then—aud have no doubt now—
that it was an act of revenge on the
part of Crake.”

Mizs Bullivant's lips ret hard.

“1 have said that there is no proof.
There 1z none. Weither do I expect this
villain to confoss. But now that he is
ence more in the hands of justice, I
hope that something may be discovered.
He was well aware of my strong ottach-
ment for the litlle boy, whe was my only
relative; and Lo attributed his rein to
me—in which he was pericetly ecorrect,
for he had played his game with success
for many years, and nught have gone on
snecessfully from one erime to another
Liad 1 not secured him that night break.
itig open: the safe at Ridings. 1 am
gszured that it wos he who stole Dicky=—
I mean, Richavd—away, and thsat he
eould tell me, if he chose, what bocame
of the Loy”

Mizs Bullivant paused again,

(Cantinued on page 16.)
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SKIP's JuCky BREAK ]

(Continued from page 13.)

“In the absence of proof, or evidenes
of any kind, I ¢annot make s charge of
kidnapping against this man [” she said.
““But, as an cscaped convict, with twe-
thirds of his sentence yet to run, he may
be taken in charge—and I have no donbt
that 1he authorities will investigate his
reeord since his escape—and something
may come to light regarding my brother
Richard——"

“Voery possibly, medam, if this man

proves to ba the espaped conviet, Crake,™

uszented M. 'Grimes.

“Y identify him with absolute cer-
tointy ' sald Miss Bullivant, " OUn my
positive statement, Mr. Grimes, you will
detsin him for 1nguiry.”

“LUndoubtedly 1" said Mr. Grimes.

Barney cast a longing look towards
the door. But as & solid, stolid police-
constable was standing there, the door
was not of much usoe to Barney.

“Now, if you deny this, my man—-"
said Mr, Grimes.

“My name's 8mith!" said Barncy
sullenly,. “I ain't never lived in
Brighton, and I ain't never had a job in
g school. Do I look like it?"”

“Not now ¥ said Miss Bullivant. “I
have no doubt that, since going to prison,
vou have sunk lower and lower in erime.
Bt yvou are the man "

“] tell you I ain't your man. [ swear
I ain't! And I never lived in Brighton,
neither. And ss for saying I was at
Ridinﬁs School—why, I never heard the

name "'
addreas?” the

“ Present
inspector.

“I have been putting up at the Three
Fishers ' muttered Barney.

“Permanent address?”

i ‘:Llwi ain't got soy—I've been in hard
uek——"

“Address of any respectalile person
who knows you in the name of Smith*"

Barney diﬁ not answer that, He knew
that it was useless to fence—ouce in
offictal hands, with inguiry staried, the
game was up for 4 man like Barney the
Binger. Instead of answering the in-
spector, he fixed his evil eyves on Aliss
Bullivant's grim, tanned faco.

“You got to prove I'm Crake!” he
hreathed. “I swhar I ain't, and never
hicard the name. You prove it. Thev
ean't I-;r:ep me long. As for kidnapping,
you wor't get by with that.” His evil
eves gleamed.  “If that boy of vourn
was kidnapped by the man you speak of,
T'll lay that tho man brought him up to
Ins own business—and if youn want hing,
vou'd better look for him i Borstal.”

Miss Bullivant's face paled a little.

The rvascal was admitting nothing:
but his meaning was ¢lear.

“That's encugh from you, my man”
said Inspector (irimes sternly. *“You
will be detained in custody for
inauniries.”

nd when Miss Bullivant left Court-
ficld Police Station, Barncy the Binger
remained there—in the grip of the law—
which was not destined to loosen on Lim
again !
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Coker Wants to Know !

OKER of the Fifth put his head
inte  the Rag after prep that
evening.
Coker’s face was stern.

Unaware of the fact that Skip of the
Bemove was “done” with his heavy-
handed benefactor, Coker was on the
path of duty. Coker was a whale on
duty: especially when duty took the
form of keeping a fag in order.

“Bkip here ™ hooted Horace,

Most of the Remove were in the Rag,
after prep.  IEvery eye turned on the
brirly Hornece, as he stepped in. Skip
wag there with his friepds—and his eyes
gleamed as he looked at Coker,

“Want me?” ho snapped.

“That's it ! said Coker. He strode
acros= the Rag, to where Skip was stand-
ing by Lord Mauleverer's armchair,
with the Famous Five grouped round
Lim. "I’'ve got to look into thiz.”

“What is it this time, fathead #* asked
Bob Cherry.

“Don’t bo eheeky, Cherry! You'd
better come with me, Skip—1'1l question
you in ray study.”

“Has tho Head made vou & prefect all
of a sudden ?” inquired Harry Wharton.

"Doan't be cheeky, Wharton! Come
along, 8kip "

“You silly fat'ead!™ said Skip. 1
ain't coming along of you, and I don’t
want nothing to say to yvou. *'Ook it !”

“That's & tip, Coker!” drawled Lord
Mauleverer. “Hook it, old besn!
Take vour face away "

“Yon'd better come, Bkip!” said
Coker, unheeding. ™1 don't want to
shiout this out before everybody.”

“You ean git on the roof, and shout it
ont to all the county, for all I care!™
retorted Bkip. " What's biting you now,
you silly hass? Not that I want to "ear
it. I done with vou [

“Well, I'm not done with you !" said
Coler grimly. “If you've been pinch-
g again—"
“*Old rvour row, will vou? howled
Skip. “Look 'ere, Coker! TLet's 'ave
this "ere plain! I done with you. T've
written 1o vour aunt, and told her that
I ain’t "aving nolhing more from you=-
'in fed up with you. I've pulled your
nose for calling me a pincher—and you
call me a Fi]](‘ﬁ(‘i‘ again, and I'll pull 1%
again, amd chanee it 1"

“Hear, licar '™ chuckled Bob.

“You've written fo my Aunt Judy 1
gasped Coker,

“Yes, and told 'er I'm dona with
vou ' saud Bkip, “What she done for
we. was done on vour mccount, and I
ain't taking any more. I ain’t letting
Yer pay my fees Tere no more, and I'mn
done wirth yvou, so shut up and 'ook 11"

“Well, vou cheeky little scoundrel I
gasped Coker.  * Of course, I shan’t talo
any notice of that! I took you up, to
make an hopest kid of yvou—and I'm
goitig to do it. Will you come up to
my shody ¥

“XNo, 1 won't 1™ answered Bkip.

o Ifj}ruu want sll these fags 1o hear,

*I don’t care what they "eart”

“All right, then !” said Coker. “If
vou want it out before everybody, have
yo;ai_ way. Show me that locket you've

“Wha-a-t"

“I've just heard from a Remove fag
that vou've got a gold locket on wyou,
and as 1t can't be yours, I've got to

logk 1uto the matter I” said Coker
sternly.

*“(h I” gasped Bkip. He glared round
at the fat Owl of the Remove. *“You

blooming bloater, you been telling tales
to Coker?®

“Eh? No! pgasped Bunter. *1
haven't spoken to Coker, I don’t know
how he lheard of it, unless Smithy told

himp——"

“*Smithy 7"
Wharton.
~“1 ‘mentioned it to Bmithy at tea-
time.”

The captain of the Remove glanced
round the Rag. Vernon.-Bmith was not
present. He knitted his brows.

“Did you get this from Vernen-Srmith,
Coker?” he asked, “Is it that rotier
who's staried you making a fool of your-
solf npaint”

“Vernon-8mith eertainly mentioned it
to me,” said Coler. *“As I'm respon-
sible for this young sweep being liere,
he naturally told me”

“You silly ass!1” roared Bobh Cherry.
“You mean that 8mithy's working you
like a monkey on a stick.”

“That will do, Cherry! Hand over
that locket at onee, Bkip, if you've got
it.  I'm ready to hear anything you have
to say.”

“1' ain't got nothing to say to you,
Coker 1" said Bki i:a stubberoly. “1 done
with vou——and gldd fo 'ave done with

you't™

“That won't wash!" said Coker,
"TFrom what I hear, you'vé got a gold
locket with & woman’s photograph in it.
Is that 5o

“Find out!™ :

“I'm going +to!" roared Coker.
* Either you hand it over and explain
hawi:.'nu came by it, or I shall search
you.'’

“If you can get by with it, vou silly
hass I retorted Bkip, *“You lay a "and
on me and 'l ’it you in the eyve—and
you can lay to that [

Coker's large hand was laid on him
the next moment.

Bkip was ag good as his word; he
promptly hit Coker in the ere,

There was & roar from Coker of the
Fifth, EHe faivly hurled himself at the
waif of the Remove. At the same time
about & dozen Remove fellows hurled
themselves at Cokler.

“ Boot him out ! roared Bob Cherry.
“Rick kin )"
“HBerag him !
“ Outside, Coker 1
It took three minutes to get Coker to
the door of the Hag. His resistance was
really heroic. Chairs were knocked
over, the iable rocked, trampling feot
made & terrific din, Often and offen
there was a little noise in tie Rag:
now there was a lot. The din, in fact,
was tremnendous.

But Coker was got to the door.
Hazeldene pulled 1t open, and Coker
flew out juto the pussage. lle landed
there with a erash and & roar—at the

feet of My, Queleh !

The Rewove master had arvived lo
mquire iuto the cause of that trewwend-
ous uproar, aml he inmped and staved
as tlie couse landed at his feet roaving.

exclaimed Harry

o

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

So Does Quelch !
M R. ({.UELFH stared blankly at
Loker.
Colcer rolled and roared.
"The crowd of juniovs, about
to ruzh out ol help Coker B.icmg the
passage, swopped ot sight of their ¥ormu-

inaster.

_“Ooooooogh ! splattered Coker, sit-
fing up. ;

“What does this mean?” thundered



Mr. Queleh. “Wharlon, whal docs thia
riot mean

“Oh 1" gasped Harry, “ We—we—wo
woere just—iust belping Coker out, sie 1”

“What 7

“We—we don't want Fifth Form men
in our quariers, sir,” sand Bob Cherry.

“Coker! Stand uwp, Coker! Coker,
wity have you caused this disturbanee
the junior day-reom?  Answer me,
P Wurrgg] d Cok

“Wurrggh 1" gaspe oher,

“Will you s;&eak':”

“Woooogh !*

Mr. Queleh, with & thunderous frown,
stooped, grasped Coker by the collar,
and dragged him_ to his fect. Colcr
stood tottering and gaspmg.

“You have no vight in this room,
Cloker! I shall report youw to your
Formemaster I'* hooted Mr. Quelcl,

“Urrgh! I came heve to—to—-
Gurrggh "' gasped Coker.  “Think I
vame here for a row with those cheeky
faga? Urrgh! I canmn to—— Grooogh!
I mean T came for Skip—theat young——m

Uocogh !

“{io at once "

“Qooh 1 Tloker recovered Ins breath
a liftle, “I can’t go withent dealing

with that voung sweep, ! It's =«
mattey of duty ! I'm respongible for his
having come here, and so——"

AMr, Queleh’s face set grimly. _

“Are yvou undertaking to cxercisn
suthority over a boy of my oy,
Cloker 7 he rambled.

“In a way; yes, sir,” said the cheery
Horace., “I'm bound te, to a ecertain
vxtent, as I landed him here, and 1
can’t let him go on pinching——"

“Do you mean piifering, Coker?™

“That's it, sir. You soe——"

“Have you any reagen lo  suspoect
Skip of anvthing of the kind? Ii so,
inform e at once,” s s

“Oh' said Coker, whila the juniors
looked on in stlence. “The fact i, =i,
that, in the ecircumsiances, I'd rather
deal with the matter myself——"

“If you utter another word of nn-
pertinence, Coker, I shall box your
vara ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

8
Ship 1"

“ Besilent

“ Yossipr 1"

I am zare, my boy, 1hai there are 1o
prounds far tho |'id'.iculuu.~!. stadennent
‘Uoker has just made.”

“Thank you, 'siv,” sand Skip.

“You, Coker, will be taken to ryour
headmaster for having made such 2
~tatemnent, unless you can substantrale
it here and now ™ rapped Mr. Queleh.

“0Oh? gasped Coker. 1 haven't
exaclly stated if, sir.  Dut 1hat voung
sweep has got to explain: 1 can’t leavo
it where it 2s. 1 baven't =gid he pinched
that locket, but he's got 10 expluin how
ho got it—""

“That what " execlatmed Ay, Quelch.
“Have yvou any such article in your
passession, Skip

*Vessir 17 mulleved  Skip,

burning face. .
Queleh's  oxpression

a9 1l A,

changed a little.  * In 1hat case, Skip,
I must ask you to csplain the matier
o e, Certainly not fo Coler, Cloaker,
von will go away at once.’

“Really, sir-—"

“Ra silent! Gao !

Coker opened hiz extoensive mouih--
baab hoe shut ik again, Me, Quoeleh veally
looked like boxing Coker's cars at that
sponeent, Fifth Form man and senior as
he waa i

Quppreszing hia wraith and indigna-
vion with great difficully, Horace Coker
went,

“8Bkip, thiz matter must he explained
at once, and it had betlor be explained

withh o

EVERY SATURDAY

in the presence of
satd Mr. Queleh, He stepped into the
Rag—which was quet epovgh now,

“ Yersir I mumbled Skip.

“I will say first,” seid Mr. Queleh
quictly, “that T have no doubt of you,
Skip. You have proved to my satisfac-
tion and that of vour headmaster that
vou are as honourable a lad as any boy
m my Form You are under no doubt
or suspicion whatever. Nevertheless, na
this matter has been raised, it had
hetter be fnlly explained, and 1 am sure

ur Form-fellows,”

that you will understand that,””
“Yessir ! If vou say se."
“Kindly hand me the ailicle in
Question.”

Skip fumbled in his pocket and dvew
out & small plain locket with a ribbon
attached.

Every eye in the Rag fixcd on it af
onee,  The Famous Five had seen it
before; Dunter had seen ir——and, since
Bunter had seen it, a good meny
fellows had heard of it, as well as the
Bounder.  Waturally, there was stmno
curigsity on the subject. .

Alr. Quelch took 3t, under all eyes: s
face oxpressed little, but all could sce
thai he was startled,

Siech an article was o very uncoinnmon
possession for a schoolboy., It was wery
surprising, in Skip's possession; be
could hardly be supposed to lave
bought such o thing out of his pocket-
meney, asnd he had no relativea or con-
nections of any kind [vroun whom it
might have comn,

ow, then, had he come by it—uonless
in the way of “business " i lps unro-
formed days, or, worse still, by picking
pockets since he had been at UGreviviars
Sehool 7

Maony of the juniors exchianged rather
queer glances. ;

“This ia yours, Ship?”? asked A
Queleh,

* YWessir,™

“What does it contain $"

“ A photograph, sie.”

M whom 77

“T dunno, sie”

Alr. Quelch compressed las lips. e
was determined fo trust this boy if he
counld, but this was a little staggering.

Skiner winked at Snoop, and Billy
Hunter barely repressed a gigrle.

“You state that this locket contain-
ing a photograph of a peraon you do
not know is your propery, Bkip ¥ asked
Ay, Queleh at last.

11'?‘355&._:1 p

“Very well, Tell e low it canwe
mlo your possession, my boy.'

“1 dunno, sir"”

*“Wha-a-ati™

“F omean, IMve always "ad i, =00, snid
Skip, in distvess.  “Ever sivee 1T owas
w saell mipper; siv, ve ad ir, Nobody
evier knowed, sir. It was on o a vibban
round mwy neck, she MNobody never saw
il excepting old A

“(Md Bal ! repeated Mr, Queleh, wilh
a start, “'Who—who—— What? Whe
was thai?”

“The old woman what keph the dive
i Blummeck’s Adley, si0™ zand Skip.
“ That was where I was with Barney e
Biuger, sir. Old Sal used lo Jook arier
me when I was small, sir, and she see
it sometones—nobody clse,  Bhe nover
et on to Barney, though; he'd Tave
had it off me for the donk f he'd
knowed, She wos goud 10000, she was,
siv, though sho did push one  back
oceasionally.”

“UL P gusped M Quelel

“Avter 1 was bigger, siv, I kep' il
very cavefully, and never let noluudy see
it,'”" maid Slop. “I dunno who it 1= 9n
the picmre, =siv:; but Barbey wsed o
gahl}‘g goanetinges when lie wos tipey

(1)

H

and mention & sister I *ad, though he
would pever say & word when he wes
sober, 8o I thought sometines that
hotograph might be "ers.  But 1 never
tnowed, '

o m my word 1 said Mr. Quelch,

“We've seen it before, sir,” said
Harry Wharton. * 8kip showed it Lo us
woeks ago and told us about it.”
“And we knew it was his all right,
sir,” said Lord Mauleverer,

' Indeed I said Mr, Queleh. “llow
did vou know that, Mauleverey 1"

" Skip told us so, sir,” said hiz lond-
ship innocently.

Eucleh,

" Oh, quite 17
ir Q‘Hltﬂ lu ;

He turned the little locket over in
his fiigers and snapped it open: he fixed
lis eyes an the photograph withun.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
vory uneasy glance,

They had seen the phntagre?mh in 1k,
locket—and 16 was, they fHirmly lhe-
lieved, that of someons they Tad scen.
They did not recogniga it, they could
not say whose it was, but every member
of the famous Co. was convinced 1haw
he had at some time or other scen ithe
original,

That, of course, had made i cx-
tremely difficult for them to belicve
Skip's statement that it Dad uwlways
Leen in s possession,

A person whom all the five had seon
must, presumebly, soIme PErson i
the vicinity of Greyfriars School—which
bad seomed rather like evidence ilar
Skip hed pinched that locket since he
had been at Greyfriars,

MNoverthelegs, their faith in him staod
the strain, and they did belicve whur
he had told them.

But they doubted very much whether
Mr. Quelch’s faith would stand such a
strain  if he, too, found something
familiar in the pictured face,

Their hearts beat rather unpleasanily
as they watched him, and saw the grim

gasped Mr.

concentration thet gathered in bis
vonntenance.

All eyos were on Quelch. All cyes
could read in his face that lic was

struck by that photograph.
For o long minute the Remove masler

stoad looking at it. Then he fixed bis
eyes on Skip's burning face.
“Shkip,"” he eaid, “do you adhere 10

your statement that the photograph in
this locket was in your possession in
varlicst ehildhood 1%

“ ¥Yeseir? :

“Then how do you explain,” zaid
Me. Quelch grimly, “the fact that this
face is familiar to me, and that I have
cortainly seen it before ™

Theve was a dead silence in the Raog.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubt !
ERBERT VERNON-BMITII

stopped quietly into the Itag.
o one noticed the Bounder;
cvery eye was on My, Quelch
and Skip, in the centre of a circlivg
crawil.

Smithy stoed looking on, his hands in
Iis pocket, a eynical grin on his faed.

Quictly he stood listening 1o the
questioning of Skip—and he drew &
J]m‘p, deep breath ss he heard My
uelel’s stﬁrt]in% words, after locking
il the photograph in the locket,

The Bounder's eyes glittered,

He had his enemy now—he was sure
of that! At long, long last, ho had his
enemy where he wanted him,

Theice had the Bounder sudpeeted

and aceused Skip. Thrice he had been
e Msoner Lieeany.—No, 1,554.
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forced $o own yp to a mistake; and the
last time » flogging had been a severe
warning to him to make no more such
unstakes! ‘That warning had been
effoctive—he had made no more—and
this time he was not appearing in the
matter at all. Coker—coolly used as a
catspaw—had served his turn, A word
to Coker had been enough to set the
fathead of the Fifth on the track.

Whatever was the outcome of Coker's
iniervention, it was certain that the
matter, onca m ublic, would have
to be cleared up. Clearing it up could
only lerd—in the Bounder's behief—
to one conclusion—that Bkip was tho
same old ﬁincher. Now he had come
along to the , to see how matters
were going, and he was glad to eeo
the Remove master there. The affair
was in Quelch’s hands now—end that
was the finish for the pickpocket!
There was a bitter and sardonic elation
in 8mithy's face as he looked on.

The silence that followed Mr. Quelch’s
words was lo and it was painful.
Skip stood crimson and speechless.
Remove fellows exchanged glances.
Skinner, glancing round and seeing the
Bounder, winked at him, and Vernoun-
Smith grinned. 1

Mr. &n«elch waited grimly for the
reply that did not come.  As it did not
come he spoke sgain. . .

“J have asked you a question, 3kip.
Can you answer it1" ]

“It's inine, sir!” mumbled 3kip.

“Y repeat,” said Mr. Quelch, *that
I bave seen this face hefore. 1 cannot
say that I recognise it. 1 cannot name
the original of the photograph. But
I am absolutely convinced that I have
seen it before.” ] i

““These blokes said the same, sir,
when they eaw it, but they believe that
it’s mine 1" mumbled Bkip.

Mr, Quelch started.

“Whartonl Have you
photograph ™

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“ Tt is familiar to you, as to me?”

#T—J—I thought I'd seen somcbody
like it somewlters, sir!" stammercd
the captain of the Remove. *1-—] cor-
tainly thought so.”

“Did your friends have the samc
impression "

he Co. coloured uncomfortably.
They were only too well aware how
nwei this told against Skip. But they
had to admit the facts.
H" Yes, sir; I—I think s0,” stammered

ATTY.

“Nugent! Bulll Cherry! Hurres
Singh! You have all seen this photo-
graph, aud you belisve that you have
seen the original of it?"

“Yag sir!” faltered the four

“In that case,” said Mr. Quelch, it
iz clear that 1 am making no mistake
in supposing that it is familiar te me,
As so many Greyfriars boys have zeen
the original, and as I have seen it, it
must be the photograph of some person
in the vicinity of this school.”

The juniors were silent. There could
hardly be any doubt on that poaint.

The evidence seemed ﬂ?erwhﬂh_ﬂinr{:
that that locket, and what it contained,
had come into Skip's possession since he
had been at Greyiriara. And that
meant—what the Bounder wanted to
1Ty,
PMr. Quelch stood silent—grim, but
troubled. He believed in the boy and
trasted him; he had taken this matter
up in public in order that Skip's I'orm-
follows should have no doubt—no more
doubt than he had had himself. Ie
was prepared to accept Skip's story
with regard to the locket itself. But
the familiarity of the photograph it
Tue Macxer LisrasY.—NO, 1,554
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eantained staggﬂred him. Ilow could
he, in view of that, believe that it had
bheen in 8kip's possession ten or twelve
vears beforo he ever came near Grey-
riars? It was the property of somo
person near fhe a{:huuf—lm could hardly
doubt it.

The Bounder moved forward, .

“If you please, sir—" he said

softly, ‘
Harry Wharion & Co. gave lum
angry looks. They had no effect on
Smithy. BMr. Queleh glanced at him
mquiringly.
“Have you anyvihing fo say about

this, Vernon-Bmith 7™ he esked.

“"Yeq, gir. If five fellows in the
Remave have seen that photograph
belore, it's very likely that some fellow
mav  know n"r‘mw 1t st szaid the
Bounder. “If the onginal ecan bo
{ml_:ld, wourldn't that clear the matter
up *"

“Quite possibly 1" said Mr. Quelch.
“That is & very good suggestion, Every
boy here had better look at the photo-
grapl, and we may be able to learn the
name of the original,™

He laid the locket, open, on tlie table
in the Rag.

“1 desire every boy present to look
at this,” he said. "If anyone knows
the name of the lady whose photograph
it iz, he must tell me”

There was & good deal of keenness to
leok at the photograph.

Vernon-Smith was one of the first to
look.

Hiz eyes were keen and hizs memory
retentive. He had no doubt that, if
he lhad ever scen the face, he would
recall the name.

He scanned it wilh sharp eyes, IL
was the face of & voung womean, about
twenty-three years old;, with strongly-
marked featurcs and steadfast eyes, A
flerting  resemblance to some face he
had seen struclk the Bounder, as 1t hal
struck the others who bad seen the
photograph.

Lut he eould not “place  it. He
conld have sworn that he had seen the
original, but he could not recall who
it was. i

“I've seen it before, sir!” he said.

“an vou give me the name?”

“No, sir,” saud the Bounder relue-
tantiy. :

Every fellow in tha Rag. in turn,
gazed at the face in the locket. 8kip
watehied them in silence.

His thoughts were very different from
those of the other fellows. Strange as
his story was, it was true, as his friemls
believed. ‘That picture had come 1o
him from ecarly, unremembered days,
and sinee he had been old enough to
think about it he had wondered and
hoped whether it might be the face of
some  relutive—perhaps of the elder
sister, of whom he had heard from
Barnev, when intoxication had loosened
the rascal’s tongue. If that were so, 1t
might preve, some day, to be a clue to
his “people "—to his own home, which
lie hacd never known.

Gladly—very  gladly—would Skip
have heard some fellow exclaim that
he knew whose face it was.

That, in the Bounder's belief, would
have clinched his guilt, proving that
ke had pinched that locket from
some resident in the neighbourheod.
But Skip was thinking that if the

hotograph could be identified, it might
Enlp im to learn what he had always
wanted te know.

But both 8kip and the Bounder were
disappointed, though for different
reasons. Of all the crowd of fellows
who examined the photograph in turn,
not one announced that he knew the
origingl, though a good many declared

that they were sure they had seen & face
like it somewhere. i

Hazeldene was seen to stare st it
very hard, and pucker his brows over
it, with a puzzled look. But Hazel
shook his head and ssid ‘nothing.
Vernon-8mith, however, noticed that
logk on ¥azel's face, and ho touched
him en the arm as Hazel made room
for the others. ]

*You've got it he whispered,

Hazel shook his head.

“I've seen the chivry,” he said. "1
ir:rllg well know that.  But blessed if

can * pin it down.” ' He gave his bhead
snother shake. “I know I've seen it
I've got & sort of tmpression that I've
seen it in & photograph with a lot of
others—a party, or something—but 1
can't geb it!” ’

The Bounder eved him eagerly.
Hazel conld not “place ™ it, but it WA
clear that he had got nearer to doing
&0 than anyone eolse.

“Think it over,” muttered the
Bounder. .
“T'm going to,” sald Hazel. *“If it

belongs to somebody about here, of
course, I'd like themn to get it baclk™

Mr. Quelch picked up the lockot
again at last he Bounder's sugges-
tion had seemed to him usclul, but it
had led te nething.

Twenty fellows, at least, thou
the face was more or less familiar,
which was practically proof that it
wsas the photograph of soanehbody in the
el hhﬂurlmﬂf ut that was all,

The Remove master held the locket
in his hend—puzzled and perplexed.
Had the original been indentified, the
matter would have been easy—the young
woman could have been interviewed on
the subject. As the matter stood, thers
was nothing to be done—unless he judged
Skip guilty of having stolen the locket
on the evidence of & Aeeting resemblaice
that could not be traced as far as recog-
nition. That, of course, he could bot
do—but he was sorely troubled in mind.

“You may iake this locket, SkipI”
sald the Remove master, at lask.

“I *ope, sir, that you believe what I've

t that

told vou. My friends beliove me, sir,”
“Every word " said Harry Wharton,
firmaly.
" Every syllable 1™ sald Lord
Mauleverer.

Mr. Quelch glanced at the Co. Per-
haps their firm faith in the waif of the
Remove helped to strengthen las own.

“My boys,” he said, gravely, “1 am
glad to hear you say so. The circum-
stances aré very strange—very strange
indeed: but 1 believe this boy, and 1
trust him: and I should be very sorry
to hear that any boy in my Form did
otherwise.”

With that, Mr. Quelch left the Rag—
with a perplexed frown on his face.

The Bounder watched him go, with a
bitter sneer. The pineher had pulled
througlh so far, but Herbert Vernon-
Smith was not done with him yet. EBkip
had the benefit of the doubt—that was
what it smounted te. Somehow or other,
the Bounder was going to clear away
that doubt—if he could.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Two !

€ T.&EIRG Skip?”
Ea lel
“1 shouldn't!” said Billy

Bunter, shaking his head.
It was two or three EE—}'E later, atd
after class,
How Bunter kpnew that the Famous
Five were going over to Cliff House to
ten with Marjorie & Co. was known

(Continwed on page 20.)



EVERY SATURDAY
A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES WITH—

GREYFRIARS GUI

i —

BAFEREASiESER AR FEREAA E SR R R EAR S ANBRAE NSRS R ARG REEaEd N FETn Ry naRd el idadE SR RN NAARERERR

A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Museum.
8 (2)

Walk up and see this breathless show;  And if your nervous system's still
It's realiy wild and thrilling, Not wholly torn asunder,
For our museéun, as you know, Thea foscsilized pterichthys will
Is absolutely killing ! Provoke a gasp of wonder !
Excitedly you [iuza upan And if it doesn’t turn you pale,
A jellyfish's skeleton, The spinal column of a whale
1 Dug up at Friardale years ago
Will leave your hair as white as
gnow |

Or see, with guiverings of dread,
A prebistorig arrowhead !

B rranicuraym (3)
g —— It's time, I think, this stuffi was burnt,
. /f And in its place collected
= /ff Such things as “Knowledge Coker's
TR Learnt ¥
e (With mieroscope erected i)
“The Ha'penny Fishy Gave the
Poor 1*
{A French cne, 1764.)
A]f-?u ﬁhim :- “The Cane that Rozo and
£©®
The Greyfriars Rhymester Enew it
Well I

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

EDWARD FRY,

Temple’s studymate in the Fourth Form.

T is for WRY of the Fourth,

A fellow of wisdom and werth,
Or eo he imagines, but we
Have never been known to agree,
Althongh we arc bonnd to admit
Hea's sonzible move than a bit

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Greyfriars Criminal Court

)
On Toesday last, to my regret,
My name was called at the assizes.
The trial 1 never cshall forget;
It was a series of surprises|
For I was charged with ® Uttering verse
Knowing it was bad—or worse.

2)
When Mr. Justice Wharton sab
po:s the bench and shook bis noddie;

Hiow decply I repented that

1 ever started writing twaddle !
Alas! the sin was sinned, and hence
I had to face the ci;?;isequumm
The proeccution, My, Todd,

Lemmanded in a volee of passion
That I should forthwith go to quod

For writing vorze in such a fashion.
“ 1t always malkes me ilL* said he,
“To read the pris-:lll'iwr’a poctry ¥

)
“The prisoner’'s very good at rhyme,”
My counsel, Mr. Rake, contended.
The judge satd sternly: "It is time
This nuizance permanently ended.
For any liealthy person must
View poots with a deep dizgust,”

{5
The jury found me “Guilty,” and
The judge adjusted his black bonmnet.
“ Now, prisaner at the bar, you stand
Convicted of an odo or sonnet |
This sentenee, then, thall be onforeced—
Your poct’s licenco ia endorsed I

(Exit prigoner, sobling Dillerly.)

Compared with his studymate, whao
Is Temple, the prido of the Zoo|

Ane. secretly Fry never thinks

8o much of old Temple, and winks
When Tompla is wagging s jaw
And haughtily laying the law

To Dabney and Fry, and implios
His words are hoth weighty and wise,
But though be doubts Yemple's decrecs,

¥Fry's fond of hiz tuck and his teas|

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Four remained—the two brace which
werg shot. The others flew awey—jolly
quick §
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

There is a rumour that Mr. Prout has
started talkivg in bhis slecp. Pevpetual
wotion discovered at last!

_Science is trying to aimerl wp educa-
tion. I suppose they'll save tiue by
inventing a machine which makes ane
swipe of the cane burt as much as six,

A visitor to the school thought, it
strange that there was only ona 1llindu
in the Remove when tho fag Foruis wore
full of "em. It ceriainly 1z about time
tho Fags had their annual bath.

TP TTTRI TR R NI T R e I IR PR T T LT LT AT T Y T III'!

Fisher T. Fish snnounced his grest
stocktaking sale. All articles reduced
to ten times their value. Rall upl
|_|I----q't|-lllih-HIIIIHliiﬂIIll“HIﬂiHi-h
PUZZLE PAR i
: Mr. Prout saw nine pheosants H
= sitting on a tree He shot two =
: brace. How many remained 7 s
H Answor at fost of column Z. i
;ill‘l|"l‘l|l-ll.“lmml"l“."‘l..-....;

BUNTER'S LATEST.—Answer fo o
question in & pgeomelry paper: "A
quadrangle is a place with buildings on
two sides and a tuckshop on the othor.”

(0 marke.}

Mr. Hacker has been so snappish
lately that it is feared he may have to
bo fitted with a muzzle.

Why is the Maexer like Gosling's
osa l
! Because it is “red” to the very end.

Wingats and Mr Quelch were both
doing & bit of sprinting yesierday after-
noon. Quelchy was running for a train
and Wingate was iraung for a run.

Mr. Prout would like to make the
acquaintance of a man who can falk
about big-game hunting. Mr. FProut’s
collcagues would like to make tho
sequaintance of 8 man who can’t}
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Meet "Agaiu Next Saturday for Furthe

r Inside Inférmation About Greyfriarsl
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only to Bunter, The fat Owl had his

own sources of information—often by

Eny of a keyhole. Anyhow, he evidently
new.

Thres members of the Co., Wharton,
Nugent, and Hurreo Singh, were waiting
for the other two and Skip to join them,
when Bunter hapFenm.

“I ehouldn't!" repested DBunter.
 Batter leave Bkip out ! Take my advice,
and leave hio out, old chaps!™

“ Anybody want DBunter's advice?”
asked Frank Nugent. “It's not worth
anything, but it's going ﬂi}}&ﬁp ™

*Oh, really, Nugeni—"

“ Roll off, barrel!l" &aid Harry
Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look here
ou'd better take my tipl” wurge
nnter. ¥ I’} como with you instead of
Slkip |

They always have a cake—l
mean, I'd lji"ka to sce Marjorie and
Clara. And I fancy Marjorie Hareldene
would like to see me—he, he! You
fellowe know that! 1 know you fellows
don't like a good-looking chap to be
present, when there are girls about——"

“Ha, ha, hal'

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
st! Look here, you can’t take Skip!”
said DBunter. d
somothing else while he was there?”

“What ?"* roared Wharton,

“Don't yell at & fellow!” said Bunter,
peevishly. “Wharrer you want to make
e fellow jump for, you ass? I mean to
say, whers did SBkip get that locket?
Only girls have lockets—boys don’t, do
they? Well, Bkip never sees any girls,
except when you fellows have taken him
over to CLiff House. He must have got
it there— don’t you see thati”

“You fat idiot—""

“Well, it’s plain encugh to me ! said
Bunter, “So far se I can see, he can
only have pinched that locket at Cliff
House. Where do you think he pinched
it, if not there 7" asked Bunter.

“You blithering owl, he didn't pinch
is!l' howled Nugent. *“It's his, as he
told Quelch.” - _

Bunter pave a fat wink.

“That may do for ffm}l{:h," he said.
“Though I fancy Quelch doesn’t guite
swallow it. It won't do for me. Smithy’s
said all along that he's & pincher—
and it’s pretty clear now. Look how he
kicked me the other day—""

“Y don't think he kicked vou hard
enough!” remarked Harry Wharton.
“Turn round, Bunter [

“Eupﬁom he pinched

THE MAGNET
“Don't bo a beast, old chap! I'm
advising you for your own good,” said

Bunter. “You'd look & silly set of
asses, if he pinched something else there,
and got copped. Take it feom me, that
lacket helongs to some Clif House girl—
he bagged it there all right.”

#Bump him ! said Nugent.

Billy Bunter backed away, warily.

“Do listen to a chap!"” he urged.
“You don't want to take that pickpocket
over to Cliff House. I suppose you'd
rather have my company. anyvhow.”

* Oh, my hat| Hardly1”

“ ﬁ{!"j’ well know Marjorie would,”
said Bunter, - “ And you jolly well know
it, too—that's why you want to leave
me out! This jealousy of a chap's good
looks 15 pretty sickening, I can tell you."

“The pood-lookfulness is terrific and
%mpmtemus 1" prinned Hurrea Jamset

am Singh. i

“It's not my fault that girls give me
the glad eyve!” said Bunter, warmly.
“1 don't encourage them. Siill, there
it 13! Yon fellows are rather dense!
Marjorie will be fearfully disappointed
if 1 don't go. She only asks you fellows
berause she thinks I may go with you.
You don't seem to see it—"

“ Not guite 1"’

“MNone so blind as ther who won't
see!” sneered Bunter. * Well, if vou
don’t ses it, you can take it from me. P'm
not particularly keen on going, and I'd
absolutely forgotten that they have a
cake for tea—1'm not so keen on ing
cake as some féllows I could name, Bus
when I sea fellows showing this rotten
jealousy because a girl's sweet in my
direction, I'm bound to say—Gerraway
vou beast!”

Bunter jumped back out of reach.

Unfortunately for Bunter, Bob Cherry
came out of the House to join his friends
at thot moment. Jumping back from the
three, Bunter landed just in fromt of
Bob—out of the fryving pan into the fire,
85 it were,

Bob's foot flew out. Bunter's re-
marks, which he had heard as he
arvived, seerned te have annoyed Bob.
e seemed to faney that he was kicking
for goal.

Thud !

" ¥Yaroooooh 12

Buanter, thua attacked in the rear,
plunged forward and tottered apainst
tiie three. All three grasped him—and
sat him down in the quad,

Bump !

“Yoohoop!"

PIANO ACCORDIONS

BY ALL THE MOST

i @ﬁ%
£ s

T —
Tan
L =T TTT:

Bonelli, Steldeni, Yissimio,
runnnttlh Hohnear, [¢

..........

roared Bunter.

“ Now,” said Bob
Chervy, glaring at
the fat junior, “all
kick  him together
and =ee if we con
1ift him right across
the cgua:].”

LR

“ Beacts " gasped
Bunter,

He did not wait
for the four juniors
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Smithy had become
very  pall with
Hazel = doubtless
for good reasons of
his own.

Ho whispered to Hazel, a3 the Famows
Five came by with Skip.

Hazel nodded, made a step towards
them, and called: !

“You fellows going over to Cliff
House 1"

“Yes—coming, Hazel? asked Bob.
“ No—but—I say, is 8kip going wiih
3&1!:?”
“%es,” said Harry Wharion, rather
curtly. “Why not®™
Hazel coloured.
“Oh, nothing!” he said.
utel?cpua back and rejoined the Bounder.
Skip gave him a belligerent look.
_ *Why shouldn’t I ﬁ) with these blokes,
if they want mei! he demanded.
Hazel did not answer, All_the chums
of the Remove could see that the
Bounder had been pulling the strings.
as it were; but that Hazel hesitated to
say what Smithy wanted him to say.

They gave Bmithy expressive looks:
and were passing on, when the Bounder
gpoke, As Hazel did not {115}' up, Smithy
came $o the point himself. )

“Hadu't you fellows better think
twice 1" drawled the Bounder. “It
would rather let us down here, il any-
thin' woplessant happened at CLff
Honge.”

Skin's eves blazed.

“What do you mean by that, exactly,
YVeronon-S3mith:"” asked the captain of
the Remove, quietly. .

“Don't vou get my meanin' i grinned
the Bounder.

“T think I do. 3o it's from vou that
Bunter's got what he’s been gabbling ?”
said Harry. “Bunter's been bumped
for itl1 Collar him, wou fellows, and
give him some of the same.”

* Hear, hear!” )

Vernon-Smitl's fistz flew up, his eves
flashing over thern. He was not a fellow
to be humped, like Bunter—if he could
help it. But he eould not help it. The
Famous Five collared him, all at once,
unﬁl swept him off his feei.

The Bounder yelled, as he smote the
quad, hard.

“&ive him another |*

“ What-ho ¥ :

“Look here—" began Hazel, making
o half-hearted attempt to intervene.

Skip shoved him back—so vigorously,
that he gtumbled and sat down.

Vernon-Bmith was swept up again, in
fiva paira of hands, and bumped down
again, with another infuriated yell.

Ther” he was left, gasping for breath,
and tha jumiors walked out of gotes—
leaving Smithy and Ilazel both sitting,
gasping, and blinking at one another.

Skip's face was crimson as he went
out with his friends.

“Look ‘ere., vou blokes,” he said
uncasily, *i1f you think I better not
come——" ]

“Fathead ! said Bob.

“Come on, ass!” said Harry.

A fat higure rolled after the party as
thay went down the lane. They stopped,
turned, and glared at Billy Bunter.

*Hook it, porpoise ! roared Dol

“I'm going over to CLff Ilouse, to
seo my sister  Dessie ! zaid  Billy
Bunter, with dignity *You mind your
own biztey, seei"

But Billy Bunter was not destined to
seo Miss Ilizabeth Bunter that day—if
ho wanted to, which was doubtinl. Bob
Cherry strode fowards him, with a
gleam in his eves which cansed Banter
to give up, on the spot, the idea of
visiting Sister Bessie that afterncon.
Bunter tirned to flee—and there was
g heavy thad as he went—and a roar.

“Ow! Boast! Leave off kicking me,
will you?” roared Bunter.

Thud, thud!

Bob landed two more before the fat

And he



Owl dodged in at Lhe =chool gates and
gscaped.

Atter wineh the e¢hiops of the Remove
resumied their walk to Chf House—
minus Buouter |

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.

Smithy Thinks It Qut!

ERBERT VERNON-BMITH sat
in the armichair in his siudy,
his handa driven deep into his
pockets, a wrinkle of thought

m hia brow.

Tom Redwing sat at the table, work-
ing at a Latin paper—but cvery now
and then he glanced round at the
Bounder with a frown.

Bmithy was deep in thought—and
Tom kuew only too well the subject of
“his  meditations—and 1t troubled and
irritated him.

IHe laid down his pen at last, twisted
round his chair, and fixed his cyes on

the Bounder.

“Look here, Sonmthy,” he seid
sbruptly, “youw'd better chuck it!
You've coften wished, too late, that

you'd taken my advice! Take it pow ¥
“"Good advice® acked Bmithy.
“Yes, I think 0.
"HKeep it, then! I'veo no use for good
advice I” drawled ihe Bounder, "Try
umnmth Lad, and I'M sce what 1 can

“0Oh, don’t be an az:z! You've got
your fead with that chap Skip on the
brain, I think,” said Redwing angrily.
“Thrae tines over you've made a fool
of yourseli—and wow jouw're on the
same iack again.”

“Thiree muzzes—and then a bullseye,
what i rrinped Bmihy, “I Tancy I'yve
gob the rotter thia time, Reddy !

“He's not & vatter, and ved'd know
it a5 well as I do. M vou hadn't got
vour silly badk up ! inapped Bedwing,
“I know what he was before he came
here—and I koow it's to his credit how
he's turned out. Every other man in
the Remove thinks weil of hine—why
can't you i _ ) )

“They don't think quite o well, zince
it came out about that locket [Pesgaid
the Bounder. "1 faney thére's a few
doubts about now.”

“All your fault, if iheve is—putting
up that fool Coker ro kick up a shindy
about it!” snapped Hﬂd\tin% “That
brought Quelch into it—as I dare say
you mtended all along—1?"

“Den’t you ithink GQuelch ought fo kol

take up a matter of pinching ¥
“It's nothing of the kind.”

“Xou believe that ihat fellow’s had
that gold locket all bhis life, with a

hotograph in it of somebody he
doeen’t  know Y said  the DBoundar
derisively. )

“It sounds o bit queer, T know—Dbut
I believe it. 1 doen't wes why it
shouldu't be =o. The kid miust have
had somwe relations,  some timoa or

angther—he must have a nawe, though
ha doecsn't kuow it."

“Rot! Waif of ihe slums ! aneered
thea Bounder. "1 he's got relations
they're in chokevr—wiwre ho ought to
be! He's pot hold of 1hiat locket zince
he's beon at ihis cehonl.  He must'have
got it fram somebody  about here—
which proves what I've suspected  all
along—rthat he's keening straight ‘insida
the school, to save his rkin, and carry-
ing on the old gume outaide.”

“Raof 1

“Weo're going 1o sce whether it's rot
—when I get in towch  with  the
origingl of that phofograph ™ said the
Bounder grimly. “Don’t you worry,
Reddy—I"m net making a fogl of my-
self again. XNo 1o brak's ﬂng:gnmm
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for me. Its going to be a fair catch
this time—without me in it! I'm the
mgger in the wood-pile—Folonius be-
hind the curtain! I'm_pulling the
strings—and - gtanding elear!”  'Fhe
Bounder gave b sheering laugh, “ Wait
tifll I get on to the owner of that locket,
that's alll I’ve had my lesson, Reddy
—behind the scenes for me! Bui I'm
pulling the strings all right!” ]

Redwing gave esn angry, impaticnt
grunt.

“Leave the fellow alone ! he said.

“Leave him to carry on—and some
day the police to come to my school to
vu in a Greviriars man!” jecied the
Bounder. “Is that good encughi®”

“Nobody but you fancies auything of
the sort.”

“Oh, look at it, you {fathead!”
snapped the Bounder. ™ Admitting a
baro possibility that he was telling the
truth about that locket, if the face in
it was unknown here, what docs 1t
mean when twenty fellows, at least, are
certain that they’'ve seen it before?

n't that proof that he got it zince ho

me here

“1 know it looks gqueer about that!™
admitted Redwing. “It's jolly odd.

Bu t____:u
“ Altogether too queer and jolly
add 1  said the DBounder “'That

locket belongs to some woman about

hers, with her chivvy in it. He
sinched it. What beats me 1s that no-
ody recognises her—when so many

follows -are sure they've scen a face like
it, But Fve been thinking that out.”

“Well? snapped Fedwing.

“The otograph may be an old
one !* ‘said the Bounder. 1t docsn't
lock new, that's a cert. If it's aw old
one, the wowran in it way be older—
much  older—now. She may have
changed a lot—peonle do as they get
older. Just enough resembiance left
for a fellow to feel sure that he's secen
the face, but not cnough to recognise.
Hea ¥

“Doezn’t that lock as if Skip may
have had it for years, as he says?®

“It looks as il somebody’s had it for

cars, before he pinched 15! said the

under coolly. "I've been thinking
hard over this, Reddy. That face 1n
the locket is of & grl in the carly
twenties, If it’s ten years old, she'd he
in the thirties now—f it's twenty vears
old, she'd he in the forties. Seel We've
heen trying to call to mind some girl
of twenty-three or four—that it might
ong to. Very likely the owner 13
thirty or forty—sco thati”

“ Likely enough, 1 suppose.” i

“Waell, that opens a new line,” sand
Vernon-8mith. “Instead of trying to
spot some girl in this neighbourhood,
we may have to spot somo i;rﬂwn-up
woman—perhaps forty yvears old—some-
body who kept that photograph from
her youth.” ]

“Spotted her yeli" asked Redwing
sarcastically i

“Not yet—but I'm going to. I know
I'vea seen her,” s=sid Vernom-Smith.
“I'm banking on that. But I fancy
she's o good bit older, and has changed
so much that nobody could recognizo
her from that photoprapir. Just a spot
of resemblance left that puzzles a
{ellow.™

“J3 that as far as you've goii™

“8g far, yes—but I'm worrying ik
out. Where did Skip get a chance of
pinching o thing that belongs to a
womani Nobody here; it would have
heen mizsed and inguived for, and we
should have heavd of it Likely enough
it in the street ot Court-

“Oh, chuck iti" ‘
“But what about CHI Ilouse?” went

21

on the Bounder. “Those solt asses in
Study No. 1 have taken him over there
a good many times—they ve gono again
to-day, 'That's & likely spot, Reddy—
consdidering that the locket must have
belonged to a woman, and the staff
thete are all women, What?"”

“You think he would—" )

“I kiow he would!” said Smithy
coolly. *“Quite sure of that, old bean—
to such an extent that I've made Hazel
ask a few gquestions over there of hia
eister and her friends—whether they've
heard of anything missing.”

Redwing stared at him, aghast.

“ You—you fool1” he exclaimed, “If
Quelch heard of that——>

“Queleh izn't likely to hear of a ques-

tion Hazel ashked hia sister Alarjorie
and her pal Clars,” drawled the
Bounder.

“I'll bet he never heard of anything
missing from them.” ]

“You winl” agreed Bmithy, with a
nod.  “They had heard of nothing.
Still, they mightn’t have heard.
can’t help thinking t'!me,rten to one, 1::3
bagged that locket at CHff House. It's
the sort of thing one of tha Form-
mistresses might have. All the more
becanse Hazel’s more certain than any-
body else that he knows the face—and
he's at Cliff House more often than any
other fellow here, being Marjoric’s
brother.”

“So that's why you've bheen chum-
ming with Hazel the last few days,
sald Redwing, in disgust.

"Thait.‘a why, '?1{31 Ea]?tlh I:H _H?:wi
can help me nall down that pincher,
he's wilEng‘ to do it. The odd thing 1s
that he thinks he's seen that chivyy—
not an older one like it. but the chivvy
itself, just as it is in the locket. Whai
do you make of that, Reddy " :

“Rubbish ! ssid Redwing. “If it
was o recent photograph, evergbn{ly
would know the original, if she's at
Cliff Housze. If it's an old one, nz_n;'i
con’t have seen her there at that age.

“Yes, that looks like = bit of o
dilernma ¥ zaid Vernouo-Smith, t‘B;‘r.:l*-
T've thought that out, too, Reddy! I've
Leenr givin® the old nut a lot of hard
work on this subject.” He grinned.
“3oma crusty old bean who hod that
photograph taken twenty years ago, and
has changed so muck that her nearest
and dearcst wouldn't know her by it
may have another left over—what!?
Hazel may have seen it, at Cliff House,
some tims or other, What about thatd

Redwing laughed. ]

“Hazel trots over to Chlf House to
sea his sister Marjorie—chicfly when
he's bard up, I Jbel:e*.'e,” e shad.
“Think the Form-mistrcsses there show
him their photographs, taken in then
far-off youth?"”

The Bounder laughed, foo.

* No—hardly, But—" ’

“Oh, go on,” said Bedwing. “You're
rather amusing as a detective, Buthy—
funny without being vulgar! Kecp it
up ¥ i
0 But,” said the Bounder, uphecding,
“Hazel fancies he's scen that chivvy
apiong a lot of others™

“Tha whole staff sorted out their
ancient ,phutﬂgmphﬂ, to show & Remove
fn:].liif:i-.ql‘?* asked Redwing. “Sounds
likely 1™ )

“Oh, don't bo an assl Might be o
group I said Swmithy. “ Photograph of
3 termis match, or a hockey ez, or
something.”

L1 B"':lﬁh !H

“Hung up somewhere, and Hazpl's
soen it some- $ime ovor at Chif Housze”

said ~ Bmithy, “What about (ihat,
I‘wd{:’tjﬂ Some old group, iaken. years
gro.

Txe Macyer Lisnant.—XNo, 1,563
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* Doca Hazei think sot”

“Ho thinks it's possible, now I've
suggested it to him.”

“Have wyou been lending Hazel

money "
The Bounder started. ]
“You ass| SBuppose 1 have! What

has that got to do with it?”

“Might be his reason for pulling your
leg—letting you have your money's
worth 1* said Redwing, laughing. .

The Bounder stared at him. His
brow darkened. That suggestion,
clearly, was very unwelcome to Herbert
Vernon-Smith,

* Oh, shut
cat coke !
scowling, stalked out of the study, and
slammed the door after him.

edwing, grinning, resumed his Latin

paper.

il*F " he snapped. “Co and
8

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smaoks for Smithy !

ORACE COEER knitted
brows.
“ 0L 1" grimly.
nk Yl.'.il.] Il!

Coker of the Fifth was leaning on the
baunisterzs, on the landing, with a
worricd axpression on his rugged face.
There was a letter in his hand, which
Coker had been reading.

That letter was from Coker's cele-
brated Aunt Judy. .

Generally, Coker was pleased with a
letter from Aunt Judy. Often such
lottars contained handsome tips. Buat
this particular letter, it was elear, had
not pleased him,

It was about Skip.

Misa Judith Coker, having
Skip's communication, had written to
licy dear Horace on the subject, Grati-
tude to Skip, for the service he had
rendered her dear Horace, in saving
Lhim from getting his “nut ™ cracked,
liad caused Miss Judith to play up, at
Coker’s request, She had persuaded the
Head to give the waif a chance at Grey-
friars; she had paid his fees there. $She
wa? prepaved to continue doibg  s0.

np——

Mow that the boy had maode it clear
that he did not desire it, ond was, in
foct, determined not to remaic at the
fchool at the cost of the tribe of Coker,
Miss Judith took the rather natural
ru;iw that her responmsibility was at an
end.

So Coker learned, from Aunt Juds's
lottor,

It rather worried Coker.

Coker, in hizs own wav—which was
not evervibody's way—was Kind-hearted.
He had taken up the waif—snatched
him._us it were, like & brand from the
burning. He believed in thrashing as
4 eure for all ills, where fags were con-
cerned—and he was preparcd to thrash
whkip, for his own good, to any cxtent.
o had, in fact, thrashed him several
times; and every time, Coker was con-
vineced, it had done him good. Witness
his improvement since le had been ot

Greyfrinrs i

So this worried Coker. He had not
the slightest doubt that Skip, onee out
of his influence, away from his watch-
ful eye, wauld fall back inte his old bad
ways, OCoker could not even think of
allowing that,

_8Bkip could say he was going, if he
liked. He wasn't going; unless Coker
liked—and Coker did not like. But the
matter was difficult—Coker had to
admit thar.

He had to toe the line, at Coker's
lordly behest, of course—Coker had ab-
solutely noe use for independence in a
waif he had taken up and befriended—

Triip Maauer Lisragy,—No, 1,554,

his

he said

roge from the armchair,.
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it was, in Coker's view, cheek—a thung
he wonld never stand. Still, there were
difficulties in the way—though Coker
did not realize that they were caused by
himself, He did reslise that it was
tuther unfortunate that he had jumped
to incorrect conclusions so hastily, and
thus put the cheeky young raseal’s back

U

Not that Coker blamed Thimself.
Often and often, worries and troubles
came Coker's way; but if Coker was to
blame, 1t was hidden from him. In the

resent case Coker was, as usual, blame-
ess—i1t was all the fault of that impu-
dent young rascal, Vernon-Smith of the
Remove,

True, he had supposed that Skip had
picked his wallet trom his pocket. Butb
that wallet never would have been
dropped, but for the Bounder's cheek
in ragging him in the fog. True, he
had ealled 8kip to account about that
rotten old locket—which, as Mr. Quelch
was satisfied that it was Bkip's, Coker
had fo conclude was Skip’s. But he
never would have even heard of that
locket, had not Vernon-Smith come
bis study and told him about it,

In both cases, therefore, it was clear
as noonday—ta Coker—ihat he was ab-
solutely blameless; but that very serious
blame was due to that impudent young
scoundrel Vernon-Smith !

Coker was thinking this out, when
Vernon-Bmith came out of the Remove
passage, scowling. Coker was quite

lad to see him—and he jerked his burly
orm away from the banisters, and ad-
dressed him.

The Bounder scowled at him. Te

had left his study in 8 very bad temper,
and he had no patience to waste on
oker.
“Youl” repeated Coker. “Just the
{ellow I want to see! You're the young
rotter who makes out that Skip hasz been
pinching 1#

Smithy stared at him.
~ “You were making it out vourself, at
the top of your voice, the other day!”
tic snarled. “Changed vyour mind?
Iialf the Remove heard wou vowling
that_I_m*d bagged your wallet I :

“Who made me drop it in the quad 7
hooted Coker. *Io never had it!
And Quelch thinks that locket Lelongs

to him! There's absolutely neothing
against  the kid—only your rotten
sla;ndctrl —_

‘Queleh 1z a fool, and you're

anothier ! yetorlod the Bounder., And
with that, he stalked past Coker.

But he did not get guite past. Coker
reached out and grasped him by the
collar, Smithy was halted suddenly.

“ Let go, you blockhead ! he shouted
furiously.

“0Oh1 I'm a fool, am I, and & block-
head, too?” said Coker grimly, “Well,
U'm not fool enough to let a fag check
me and get b wiﬁ: it. That young ase
has got his back wp about 1t—and 1
shall very likely have to thrash him to
bring him to order. You've caused all
liis trouble, Vernon-Smith, and I'm
jolly well g*mel‘llg‘ to—— Whoooop !*

Coker roared as the Bounder, having
attempted in vain fo wrench himself
loose, hit out savagely.

His fist crashed on Coker's jaw, sud-
ﬂ{enlinuﬂ,mg short his flow of elogquence,

Coker staggered, roaring—it was
quite a hefty knock.

The Bounder wrenched again,
almost fore looze. But not guite !

“ Doooh 1 Easped Coker, holding on
with one hand and rubbing his jaw with
the other. “Wooh! Oh, my jaw!
You cheeky young scoundrel, do you
faney you can punch a Fiith Form
man ! Qgh[”

¥ernon-Bmith evidently fancied that
he could—for he punched again, and

and

vet agnin—landing one on Coker’s noso
ancd the other in hus eye,
Coker bellowed,

But Smithy had no time for more.
The next moment, he was erumpling up
in Coker’s powerful grip. B went

whirling over, and crashed down on the
blg gettes on the landing.
Now—=" gasped Ecﬁfen

The Bounder struggled ficreely.

one mighty hand pinned him down by
back of hig nc-:ir-the other rose and

fell like a Hail! Bmacks that sounded

like rifle-shots rang on the Bounder.

Smack, smack. smack, smack!

“Oh crumbs | Oh crikey! ¥Yarooop!
Ow !I” rosred the Bounder, as that series
of tremendous emacks descended.

oF H'E, hﬁ,. hﬂ!"

A fat face and a large pair of spee-
tacles rose into view over the landin
from the stairs, Billy Bunter blinke
at the startling scens and chuckled.
Bunter seemed amused.

Smack, smnack, simack,

“Ow ! Leggo, you
shricked the Bounder.
Will you let go, you
ﬂw 1“

*“He, he, hot*

Smack, smack, smack,
. “Yarooop !

“There I gasped Coker.
say another word sbout
smack ="and I'll give you
more "'—smack !—"like that "—smack!
—“and like that!' Smack, smack,
smnck | “Got that?™ Smack | “There,
I think that will de!” Bmack, smeck |

With & last resounding smack, Coker
released the Bounder, and stalked away
up the Fifth Form passage, rubbing
his palm as he went. It secmed to
have suffered a little from those hefty
sinacks, though not so much as the
Bounder. 8mithy was left spluttering

But

smack !

mad fool I’
“{Oh crikey |
silly rotter?

smack |
" Nowr, roun

Skip "=
8 few

and gasping.
*He, he, he!” cackled Bunter., *I
say, Smithy—— He, he, he! Faney

letting a chap spank von! He, he, he'l
I say, the fellows will enigger when 1
tell them this! IHe, he, he! I wouldn't
It & chap spank me! J¥le, he, hel”
The Bounder rolled off the settce,
Coker was gone, and Smithy was not
disposed to pursue him and ask for
more.  But he was simply yearning to
wreak his fury on somebody; and there
was Billy Bunter., asking for it
“Wouldn't you?" hissed the Bounder,

“No fear!” grinned Bunter. “Catch
me letting a fellow spank me on the
bags! He, he, he! 1 pay—— Hero,
leggo! Wharrer vou at? Don't piteh
me over, you silly idiott I say—
Y?srmuii: 1 Ynﬂ'-nw-ma]:nw L

pank, spank, epank, spankt
“Oh crikey! 'i!n.ruﬂplp Stoppit! 1
say, old chap—leave off, vou beast—I
say, old rotter—I mean, old fellow—
Ch—ow—whoo-hoop !

Spank, spank, epank, spank!

“Yarooh! Help! Fire! Murder!
nggn I Yarcah! Oh  jiming!
Whoop " roared Bunter. “J say—

Yow-gw-ow-ow [V

The Pounder
landing, yelling,
cdown the stairs,

He was feeling beiter; Bunter, on
the other hand, was feeling worse. For
the next five minutes the celebrated
Bull of Bashan, famed for his roaring,
had nething on Billy Bunter!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Is Startled !
@ AZELDEKE v
H “Ohl  Yes sirl”

"You were speakin'g to
Vernon-Smith, I think.™
17 I_I___._u

pitched him on the
and  stalked away
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“You will take Eity lines, Hazel-
dene.” :

It was in third school the following
morning. lazel had leaped over to
epesk to the Bounder—but he had got

only 2s far as *“Smithy—" when
Quelch's gimlet cye fell on him,
Fifty lines was his rewsard, after

which Hazel decided o leave what he
Lad to say to Smithy till after class

The Bounder glanced round at him
rather sourly. : .

There was something liko excitement
in Hazel's face—somothing, it seemed,
had come into his mind, which he was
ecager to communicate to Bmithy.

f it was any new light on tho
mystery of that mysterions photograph
i Bkip's locket, Smithy was very keen
to hear it; but he was doubtiul.

It was true, as Redwing had guessed,
that he had been lending Hazel money,
and he knew that that was why Hazel
was interested, Hazel did not care o
straw sbout Skip, personally. That
was all right; but if Hazel, who was
always hard up, was pulling his leg,
it was not all right—{ar from it. Any-
how, ha had 1o wait till the Remova
was dizmissed, to hewr what Hazel had
o EAY.

When the lessan was over, and tho
Remove went out, bowever, Havey
Wharton stopped 1o :peak lo he
Dounder in 1he corridor.

Tt was a half-haliday that afternoon,
and the Remove had a fooilball match
on, in which Swithy was Looked to
pay.

Rowsz in tha Reomove had—or ought
tn have hod=—nothing 1o do  with
Saccer.  Still, the captain of the Re-
move thought that he had bewter speak
a wiord ta Bmithy on thae sabjeet
Smithy’s unrcliable temper made him
rather unreliable in other matters,

“¥ou're playing s aflternoon,
Smithy ¥ he zaid..

Smack, smack, smack, smack ! Coker’s mighly
Vernon-Smith, as that serles of tremendous smacks d
Bunter blinked at the startiing seene, and chu \
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Ho could not spesk very cordially;
Bmithy's feud with Bkip, and ita out-
come, benished cordiality.

“You don't want me?” snoered the
Bounder, always quick to take offence.

“Oh, yea; but I want to know I"

“Well, I'm playing."

“ All rip&}t*"

Harry Wharton left it at that, and
followed his friends out of the llouse.

Hazol joined the Bounder a moment
lator.

“One for his nob!™ sncered Smithy.
“Ha would like me to stand out, and
nrake room for his pal Nugent, as it's
only a match with the Fourth, and he
could beat them without me.  Well,
I'm standing in. What was i you
were going fto say to me in class,
Hazel 777 ]

“Como  out said
Ifazcl. .

Thay left the Honse together, Smithy
cyemmg IHazel dubiously.

“Thought of zomething?™ he asked.

“Yee ™ hreathed 1Iazel.

“Well, what?"”

“Ive becn thinking over what you
taid (o me=pbout that photograph
heing in a group, porhaps. Tt came
inta iy mind suddenly where I'd seen
it,”" sawd Ilazel, Lis eyes shining with
excitoment.

The Bounder was oager 10w,

“Whore 1" he asked

“Ap CNIF  House—in
sty

“Wha-a-t 17" )

The Bounder stared at him blankly.

“You seec, I've been in Marjorio's
study sometimes,”” said Hazel. *“When
they have the other fellows over there
to tea, they iea in the school-room. 1
don't suppose any of them have ever
heen in her study. Bo they've pover
senn it—not this term, auyhow. TDut
1 have., 1'd forgeiten it, but, thinking

inta the qued,”

my  sister’s

'|.1|.I|_
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hl;tdmsaanﬂall'ﬂk.;. “ crumbs ! Oh crikey ! ** roarsd
o | ﬂrl!'Ql Peering over the landing, Billy

"Hﬂ; hﬂ, he ] **

it over, it came back to me. 1 ‘jully
well knew I'd seen Bt somewhere,

“But I don't eatch on,” said Vernon-
Smith. *“Mcan {o say that your sister
Marjorie knows the originel of that
photograph 7'

Hazel chuckied. ’

“Yes, rather: so do you, Bmithy,
only you never saw her gt the agoe
the photograph. Bhe's ten or fftecn
years older now, I fancy.” .

“I thonght of that,” smsid the
Bounder. "You mcan to say that you
know heri”

“You bet! So do you, I tell you!
You've pot jolly good reason to re-
member her, too,”” chuckled I{azel.

“How do you mean?"’ .

“ Beeguse she whopped you with her
walking-stick one day, weeks ego, whon
You wero ragging Ekiﬁ:;ith your High-
cliffe pals,” grinned el.

Smithy jumped, .

“Not old Bullivant?” he exclaimed.

“You've got it.”

“AMiss  Dullivent ¥  goesped  the
Bounder.

*The mﬂ{r old Bull I”

Herbert Vernon-S8mith steod silent,
staving at him.

He made a mental effort to reeall
Bull's stern, grim faco., If ihe Bull
was the original of that photogroph.
she was at least twelve or fourteen
vears older than at the timo it had
been taken. No wonder fellows haid
not recognised it; for tho change wos
very great, if it was so.

Dut mentally comparing the two
faces in his mind's eye, as it were, 1ho
Bounder nodded. There was o fre-
mendous difforence betweon a girl of
twenty:three, and & woman of perhaps
thirty-five-—=all the moro, becauso the
Bull's  etrenuous ountdoor lifo  had
hardened end tougliened Ler Icetures,
and tanned her face.

Toz Maoner LisrarY.—No. 1,554,
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. But there twas & resemblance—that
flecting resemblance, which so many
fellows had notided without being able
to pin it down, was 8 resemblance to
the Bull of Clif House.

The Bounder felt sure of that, now
that he thought of the two faces to-
gother, and concentratcd on a compari-
son between them.

Indeed, he was sure now that had
he scon Miss Bullivant frequently, he
would have noticed it before this, But
he had scen the games mistress of Cliff
House only once or twice that term. .

“By gum, I believe you've gobt it!
he breathed. ©But—but what do you
mean ebout a photograph in your
gister's studg:? How—""

““Marjorie’s ﬁm it framed on the
wall,” explained Hazel. * Bhe gets on
no end with the Baull, as you know,
though lots of the girls there think her
a gorgon. Old Bu%livant gove her the

ioture torms ago. I know I've seen
1t more than once, though, of course,
1 never took any special notice of it.
It's a Imtt:rgra]ph of a hockey team
that Buﬁivant played in donkey’'s years
nfa-lans befors she came ta Cliff

ouse a3 games mistress. The Bull's
in it—and that's where F've seen that

hotograph that Skip's got in his
Fﬁ-ckét."

“(Oh1" gasped the Bounder.

His eyes danced. o
“Mind, there's no mistake about it,”
said Hazel. “Bver since I saw that
locket in the Bag the other night, I've
been puzzled. knew I'd ecen that
chivyy somewhere. Well, that’s where
T've seen it—Bullivant in a hockey
fepm, just about the sge she was when
Bkip's- phetograph was taken. Her
name’s on it with the others, I believe,
Anyhow, there's a list of the nsmes
If Marjorio had seen that photograph
of 8kips, she would have known at
once that it was Miss Bullivant's—
taken years agoe, of course. It's exactly
the same as tha ona in the hockey
team.”

“By gad!” breathed the Bounder.

“That scttles it, I fancy 1" said Hazel.
U Aiss Bullivant gave Marjorie that
photograph of the old hockey team, but
she jolly well pever gave Skip & gold
locket with a fifteen-year old photo-
grq‘a:lil in it—what?”

“Hardly !” grinned the Bounder,

* Goodness knows how he pot it, but
it's plain enough now——"

“That's easy,” smaid the Bounder.
“He's met hor several times, I know.
&he barged in that day we were ragging
him, asnd sancother fime she met him
when he ol off from the school—
that time they thought he had Mossoo's
French banknote. He's met her at least
twice, and may have seen her other
times, for all I know. One of those
times he pinched the locket.”

“Right as rain!" said Hazel. * But
what sn unserupulous young rotter 1"

“Haven't I said so, sll salong?”
sneered the Bounder. “I fancy that
locket isn’t all he's pinched outside the
school, by some dozens of things. He
steers olear here, and lines his pockets
outside Greyfriars. If this isn't proof
of it I'd like to know what is.”

“Arao %’ﬂu going to Quelch about it?"

“Amn I going to Quelch—to get six for
telling another tale =about Skl]{ﬂu
sneered the Bounder, “No fear! I'm
not on in this! Somebody's going to
Quelch or the Head, you ean bet your
boots on_that; but it's somebody they'll
have to listen to.” _

#Wha, then?” Not mel” said Hazel
hastily.

“Don"t ba &n ass] The Bull,”™ said
Vernon-Bmith coolly.

Tue Maerer Lmrany.—No, 1,554,
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"Oh " exclaimed Hazel,

“Bhe's on old Tartar,” said the
Bounder, “but that will make her all
the more certain to take it up. She
mnsk have missed that locket; gut sha’s
never thonght of Skip, though she might
have. Bhe's heard what ha was, She's
about the last old bean in the bunch to
let & thief off, I fancy. If she's put on
the track of her grnpert:,r she will be
after it like a bloodhound, and after the
rotter that pinched it.”

* You're going to speak to the Bull 1

“Hasn't she n right to know where
her property is? demanded Smithy.

®Yes, rather. Bhe ought to be told.
By gum, I can ses her whizzing over
here on that bike of hers when she
knows " Hazel chuckled. “There can’t
be any doubt about if, Smithy. She
can’t possibly have given it to him.”

: ‘E-Inlw could she, at-hﬁadi‘ . Does she
ook the sort to give her photographs
snbout like a film sﬂr o R

“Ha, ha, ha!| Hardly.”

*All the same, I'm going to make
sure,”’ gaid the Bounder. “I've put my
foot in it three times in handling that
young scoundrel, and I'm not makin
any more mistakes. Don’t say a wurg
about this, Hazel. I'm going over to
Cliff House this afterncon. f;m going
to get & squint, somehow, at that picture
in your sister’s study, and make sure,
and then I'm %‘nmg to see the Bull, and
I'll find out fast enough whether she
gave, that locket to Slip. I know, of
course, that she couldn't have. But not
a word till I’'ve made sure.”

Hazel nodded.
hands,” =zaid the

"Leave it in m
Bounder. “You don't want to get
romptly, “T

mixed up in it, anvhow.”
gey’s dunning

“wo fear 1 said Hazel
say, Smithy, that man L
me, and I still owe him two pounds.”

The Bounder laughed. He had plenty
of méney, and it was worth more than
two ‘pounds, in his estimation, to get his
enemy on the hip,

Smithy was smiling cheerfully when
he went in to dinner with the Remove.

He glanced along the table at Bkip,
whose chubby face was quite cheery.
He would not have locketd so merry and
bright, the Bounder reflected, if he had
known what was coming to him, Tnless
Mmithy was onece more mistaken—and
how could he be mistaken?—that was
the last time that Bkip would ever sit at
the Remove table.

e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Amazing !

ARJORIE HAZELDENE
locked surprised.
“That's Bmithy I" said Miss
Clars Trevlyn.

“The Bounder 1® seid Bessie Bunter,
hlinking at the Greyfriars junior, who
had come in at the gate of Cliff House,
throngh her big spectacles,

Herbert Vernon-8mith raised Lis eap
politely.

“I came over to speak to yow, Miss
Hazeldene,” he said.

* A message from my brother ™ nsked
Marjorie.

“Not exactly, Hazel's heen telling
me about & photograph of a hockey team
:,ff#:-.-e got 10 your study. DMight I see
L

Marjorie looked more and more
surprised,

“I1—1 suppose so,” she said. “PBut
‘.u.hsr_l‘l‘

“From what Hazel says I think 1T
know one of tha Fun{ﬂn in it,” explained
the Bounder. “I'd like to sco it for that
veason, if I may.”

“1 shall have te ask Miss Bellew if

ou may go up to the study,” said

BUjarie,

“Would rou mind?" said the
Bounder, “I'd be ever so much obliged,
Miss Hazeldene. I reslly wanted to see
that photograph.”

“Certainly | I will ask her at onee,™
Bnldili-!arjorie,

Miss Bellew, the Form-mistress of the
Fourth, was standing at o little distance,
in conversation with Miss Bullivant.
Marjorie, surprised as she was, saw no
reason to refuse the Bounder's request,

and she went acrozs fo speak to her
Form-mistress.

“I say, I don't know anvbody in that
photograph, except the Bull, Smithy 1"
smd{}EHaﬁ& Eﬁunten

“Oh, the Bull's in it, is sho?" asked
Smithy, He had no doubt of what
Hezel had told him, but he wanted com-
plete confirmation,

“QOh, ves, though you'd hardly know
her now from it !” grinned Bessie. “ It
was taken years and years ago, when she
was young; she's fri htfulEy old now.
When I saw it first, I didn't beliave it
was the Bull.  Only Marjorie said it
was, and there's the name on it, too.”
_"“The Bull isn’t frightfully old, wou
Iltpie duffer | said Clara, " 3Bhe's
thirty-six, I believe. But it's a jolly
long time sinec that photograph " was
taken—twelve years at least. Bhe was
at & school called Ridings, st Brighton,
at the time. I believe it was her first
job—I mean t—ever so loug ego.
She played hockey there.”

Murjorie came back.

“Miss Bullivant is going in, and she
will take you up to the Fourth Form
studies, if you like,” she said.

“Lots of thaiiks |” said Smithy.

Fle crossed over to Miss Bullivant,
who eyed him grimly. The games
mistress of Chif House, plainly, had not
forgotten him. She remembered quite
distinctly having laid her stick across
Vernon-Smith’s shoulders several weeks
ago, So did the Bounder—very dis-
tingtly indeed. But his manner was s
polite as he could make it as ho raised
his cap to the Bull

“You wish to sea & photograph in
Marjorie Hazeldene’s stmﬂ' 1" asked the
Bull abruptly,

“Yes, please, if T may!” said the

Bounder meekly,
"1 do not see why som should be
interested in a plholograph of a hockey
team, taken at Brighton over twelve
years ago,” said Miss Bullivant., ™ How-
ever, if you wisi to see it, come with
me.

“Thank you so much!” said Smithy
politely,

Miss Bullivant's reply was o sound
resembling & grunt.

She was a lady of few words, even
with people she liked, and she did not
like Vernon-Smith. i

But Smithy did not mind if she
grunted, so long as she took him up to
the study, and that Miss Bullivant pro-
ceeded to do. i )

In a couple of nmunutes Vernon-Smith
was standing in Marjorie Hazeldene's
study_in the Fourth Form passage in
Cliff House, his eyes fixed on a framed
photograph on the wall.

His eves nimost devoured that photo-
graph—'ﬁxing on & face; the face of a
girl of about twenty-three, with strongly
marked features; the face that he had
goenn in Bkip's  locket—that all toe
Remove fellows had seen.

It was the same face; there was not
the slightest doubt about that.,  And,
looking from the photograph on the wall
to the games mistress standing i the

(Continucd on nape 26,
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study doorway, Smithy could trace the
reaggﬁblnn ?iﬁﬁfﬂﬂt as the Bull
looked at thirty-six.

“Well, 7 said Misa Bullivant, after
the lapse of a minute. Her eyes were
uncommonly sherp, and she had noticed
that it was her pictured face in the
group that drew the Bounder’s concen-
trated attention. Bhe was puzzled, and

not pleased. * Well 1" ghe repeated.
“Phat 13 your photograph, Miss

Bullivant,” said the Bounder. )
“Mine is there, certainly.” Miss

Bullivant stared at him more grimly
than ever. “That i1z not what you
desired to see, I presume.”

“It was,” said Vernon-Bmith. His
erves wern gleaming.

There was no doubt now—no room for
a shadow of doubt. Skip's photograph
was that of the Cliff House games
mistress. He knew that now, by evi-
dence of his own eves.

Only by one ible means eould if,
and the gold locket that econtained it,

have come inte Skip's possession. e
That was

had robbed Miss Bullivant.
how the pickpocket of Blunimock’s Alley
had repaid her kindness. .
“May I ask you, Miss Bullivant,
whether yom have lost a gold locket
lately 1" dsked Vernon-Bmith.
The Bull stared at him.

“No,"” she answered. _
“Oh1” SBmithy was & little taken
aback, “TPerhaps you have not missed

it E“ P =
1 do not understand you in the
least,” said Miss Bullivant eoldly. *I
have had no such article in my posses-
gion, and, therefore, cannot have missed
it What do you mean?”
The Bounder stared ag her.
“*Yaou haveu*t———-"l he stammered. i
“Not for a very long tune, at &
events I” said Miss Bullivant. *Twelve
years ago I had—" B8he broke off.
‘What do vou mean? FExplain to me
at once what you mean.”

“A gold locket, with your photo-
raph in it—the same photograph as
that in the hockey team——"" stam-
mered the DBounder. "It must have
been .?'ﬂura-—nt least, 1 suppose it must,

He broke off, in sheer amazement,

Miss Bullivent, who looked like a
rock for stremgth and rigidity, the
games mistress who was as hard as
Elih, who hatg m&rciiled Bf:;r}ey the

inger 1o e police station as
efﬁa?:nt!y a3 any constable, tottered !

Under the Bounder’s amazed eyes sho
tottered in the study doorway, and her
hard, tenned face became qmte white.

Bhe caught st the doorpost for
support.

Bounder, dumbfounded, stared,
his eyes almost popping from his head.
He could not begin to understand,

But that spasm of weakness lasted
only & moment. Miss Bullivant
straightened up again, She made =
stride into the study and caught the
astounded Bounder by the shoulder.

He gave a yell of pain in har grip. It
uucnired to {ﬁm as if the bones wounld
crack,

“What do vou mean?” Her voice
eamo husky, but sharp, almost threat-
ening. “'1{3'11 me instantly | You have
ecenn & gold locket, with my photo-
graph in it—taken at the same age as
i the hockey team "

; “]‘E'r.-s-., * gasped the Bounder help-
DERLY.

“A small, plain gold locket, loss than
an inch in diameter, oval in shape,
with a small ring, for a ribbon IV

“Yeg, gasped Vernon-Smith,
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“That's it. It must be yours,
couldn’s describe it like that.”

“Where have you seen it?" thun-
dered Miss Ballivant.

i LEt gu ]
“Where have you seen it?”

“At QOreviriars!l” gasped the
Bounder. “1 came over to tell vau
after I'd made sure it was yours. I

or you

knew he must have stolen it from you
and——"

IFH“_WII‘}?:I!'

“That pickpocket in my Form ab
Greyfriars—8kip 1”

“Skip 1™

“Yes, Bkip—he's got it!” ’

“Bkip! Impossiblel How did he

nbt;&iﬂ it? How does he say he obtained
it "

“He makes out that he always had
it, but I jolly well knew——"

“He saye he always had it I

“Yes: but as it's got your photo-
graph in it, I knew, of course, that he
must have got it since he came here
and "

“Fool 1"

“Wha-at 1" gasped the Bounder.

“Richard—Dicky ! Is it possible?”

asped the Bull. “{an it be possible?
% thought I had geen hia face! I even
asked him if he had ever been at
Brighton. Oh, can it be possible "

She released her grasp on the
Bounder's shoulder. Taking no further
notice of the astounded junior, she
turned and hurried away.

*Mad v gﬂﬂp-&d Smithy. “Mad as
a hatter! Oh erumbs ™

~ He wriggled—his shoulder stil] feel-
ing the Bull's iron grip. He followed
Miss Bullivant down the stairs, buf
she was ont of sight when he emerged
from the house. ;

Bessie Bunter rolled up to him,
blinking curiously through her spec-
tacles, )

“I say, what's the matter with the
Bull 7 sgueaked Bessig. *She’s just
rished out and gono off on her hike,
like a runaway car, What's up?™

“Blessed if I kpow,” said the
Bounder, “unless she's gone off her
rocker 1™ ]

He hurried down to the gate for his

own bike. TFar in the distance he had
n glimpss of Miss DBullivant—going
like steam.

Her bicvele faixly flow. Bhe was
oing in the direction of Greyiriars
gehﬂml—-anﬂ the Bounder, as he fol-
lowed, could only conclude that she
was going after that locket—evidently
hers, or how could she have described
it 7 What her excitement and strange
exclamations had mesnt, the Bounder
ecould not begin to understand; but it
seamed that she was, sfter all, the
owner of that locket, and that she had
gone off to Greyfriavs to see about it

8o, amazed and perplexed as he was,
Smithy had little doubi—or, rather,
noue—of what he would hear when he
got back to Grexfriars,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Skip's Sister |

¢ CNKEIP I
The waif of the Fourth looked
roned as Billy Bunter squeaked
his name. He was waiching
the Form match on Lattle Side. S8mithy,
after all, had stood out of the game,
and Frank Nugent was playing in his
place. A many Remove fellows

were atching, Skip among them,

when the fat Owl of the Remove rolled

down . to the football ground and

squeaked his name. .
“Whatcher want, fat'ead?” inquired

LET.

]51{;'.]],3;r Bunter grinned.

“ Quelch wants you in his study,” he
snawered. “He sent me to_call you,
I say, I fancy it's B licking ! He looked
foarfully solemn. The Bull's with
him t*

“Whao ?" asked Skip.

“(1d Bullivant—that hefty old sketch
from Cliff House; and, BAP—
Beast{” roared Bunter. ¥Leggo myv
nose, you beast[ Wharrer you pulling
my nose for, you rotler? Yarooh!”

Skip, having stayed a moment to pull
Bunter's little fat nose, as a reward
for his unflattering deseription of the
Bull, cut off towards the House. i

“ Beazt 1" roared Bunter, rubbing hia
nose. I hope you'll get six! I hope
you'll get a dogen! ¥ahl Beastl”

Unheeding the indignant faot Owl,
8kip hurried to the House.

He wondered what was_wanted; but
he was glad to see Miza Bullivant. He
had s great liking and respect for that
strenuous lady. It could hardly be &
licking, as gunt&r charitably hoped,
if Miss Bullivapt was present,

He tapped at Mr. Quelch's study door
and entered.

Mr. Quelch was not looking exactly
solemn, as Bunter bad stated. But
his expression was very serious; and
there was, at the same time, a spot of
Iliﬂhffthi“g almost like excitement in his
ook.

There was mora than a spot of ex-
citement in Miss Bullivant's wusually
ealm and composed face. Her eyes
were shining, and she was breathing
very quickly., She rose quickly fo her
feot as Bkip entered.

It was clear to Skip at a glance that
there was something vexﬁ unuzusl in
the atmosphere, though he could not
beqin to guess what i1t was,

“Ahl ere is the boy!™ eaid Mr
Quelch. :

* Wessir 1” said Skip. * Good-afternoon,
miss ¥ he added, with a duck of his
head to the Cliff House games mistress.

Her eyes were fixed on him intently.
She secemed to be searching the features
of the surprised juntor,

“Oht Is it possible " she breathad.
“(an it bo possible? He would be
about the same sge. How old ara you,
Skip ™

“T dunno exactly, miss!” stommered
Bkip, astounded by the n]uestmn. “1
think about fifteen, miss™

“He would be E’ﬂurtepn and eleven
months 1" said Miss Bullivant, “Oh, if
this should prove to be possible I

“It appears to me, Miss Bullivant,
from what vou have told me, not only
ossible, Dbut robable " said M

welch. " But flmpa that we may be
able to ascertain bevond doubt, Skip,
I understand that vou have little or
no recollectioe of your cavly child-
hood 1" . )

% No, sir,” said 8kip, more and maore
astonished. )

Why he was being questioned on that
subject, in the pesence of the Clifi
House games misivess, he eould not
imagine.

“You do not remember having lived
by the sea®*” asked Miss DBullivant.

“MNo, miss.”

“You remember nothing of Brighton
—of having lived in a school there "

“MNo, mnrss!”  Bkip wrinkled his
brows. “Somotimes I seem to sort of
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remember a school, with a lot of litile
boys and girls, but I don't get it clear
at &ll. I s'pose I never was at school
where there was boys and girls—liitle
kids, miss.” 1

. “He remembers!” zgazged Miss
Bullivant. * Yes, 8kip, if what I think
—what I believe—is trus, wera at
& school with little boys and girls when
you were a small child, too young to
remember Rnrthin% clearly.”

“(h, miss ! exclaimed 8kip.

“My dear boy, ” said Mr. Quelch,
in & very kind voice, * i} appears pos-
gible that your name and relatives
m%.‘{;_h-a traced—"

ip gasped. )

“0Oh, Eir!? he exclaimed, and his
eyes danced. I say, that would be

rime, sir! OFf course, I've always

nowed that my name wasn't Skip.
It couldn’t be! T waa jest called Skip,
in Slummock’s Alley, ‘cauze I never 'ad
ne name. Barney knowed it, he
never let on.” .

“ Barney !” repeated Miss Bullivant.

“That was the name of the .
hearted man in  whose hands Skip

assed his  earliest  years, Miss
ullivant,” said the Remove master.
“A bad, unscrupulous man, whe

trained him in dishonest ways——"
Miss Bullivant gave a little shiver.
“Ways,” went on Mr. Quelch, * which
I am glad to assure you, Skip -aban-
doned at the earliest opportunity. No
change could be mora complete, Miss
Bullivant. Since he has been a Grey-
friars boy, Skip has been above reproach
in every way. 1 am sorry to say that
suspicion has fallen upon , owing to
his unfortunate past; but on each oceca-
sion, it has been cleared away—leaving
the boy absolutely without a stain on his
character. I have as high an opinion of
him now, Miss Bullivant, as of any boy

in my Form.” ]
He turned to Skip again.
“My boy, you must nof, for the

moment, hope too much—but it certainly
appears to me that this lady has found
a clue to your name and parentage”
he said. _

“Oh, sir 1 murmured Ekllp. :

#Kindly hand me that locket,” said
My. Quelech. “The one that was
examined by me & few days ago.”

8kip erimsoned.

“It's mine, sir | he stammered. “On
my davy, sir, I told you the truth about
it. TI've’ad it ever since I can remember,
sir. Old Sal told me it was on a ribbon
round my neck when I come into 'er
'ands, sir, and me 4 little kid knowing
nothing about it, sir. Bhe took care of
it for me, she did, till I was old enough
to stick to it, and see that Barney never

ot ‘old of it. He'd have had it for the

rink, if he'd knowed it. Oh, sir, you
wouldn't let that lady think ez "ow I'd
pinched it 1"

Skip's voice broke. He made a step
towards Miss Buollivant.

“T never did pineh i, miss!” he
panted. “Don’t you go for to believe
that it ain’t mine! Some of the blokes
think I must 'ave got it since I come
‘ore, becanse they think thew seen the
faca in it before, though they can’t say
who it iz. But it ain't so, miss—Dve
always had it.”

“T know—I know ¥ said Miss Bulli-
vant, I am sure of it, Skip 1

“1f you believe me, miss, that's all
right 1" said 8kip, fumbling in his
pocket. “I don't mind you seeing it,
mizs. 'Ere it is.”

Hea produced the locket, and laid it on
the table. .

Mr. Quelch picked it up, and snapped
it open, He glanced at the photograph
within, and then at Miss Bullivent's

bad. others exactly like it.
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face, and gave a nod. Then, in silence,
he handed it to the Clff House games
musiTess.

8he taok it in a trembling hand, and
fastened her eves on the pictured face—
her own face of youthiul days.

For a long moment she gazed at it;
then she examined the locket carefully.

“It iz the samb | she said,

“There is no doubt i

“None!l This locket was given me
when I was & child. ‘The photograph
was taken when I was twenty-three, in
my first poat, at Ridings School, at
Brighton. I myself put it on the ribbon
round my little brother’s neck, all those
years ago.”

Skip stood very still. .

“VYourni” he said, in a foint voice.
“(Oh, miss, don’t you go for to think
iu. qu you think me a pincher, miss,

“No, no, no!” exclaimed Miss Bulli-
vant. “ You don't understand, my dear
boy. This is my photograph—I have
The locket was
mine, many years ago, before I.gave 1t
to vou—""

"Bkip jumped. ‘

*You—you—you give it to me, miss?”
he stuttered.  “But I ain't never seen
you afore, miss, afore I come 'ere & few
weeks ago, migs—and-—and I've "ad that
there locket &ll my life, like T told you.”

“And you have no recollection of an
elder sister, who cared for you many
years ago?” asked Miss Bullivant.

“ N.n-no, miss. Barney let op that I
had a sister, when he was tipsy some-
times, but I never knowed.”

“My dear, dear boy " said Miss Bul-
livant. “You were the child to whom I
gave this locket many years ago, though
vou do not remember it. Listen to me,
my doar. Nearly twelve years ago, a
wretch—a dastard, named Crake—whom
1 had caused to be sent to prison for
robbery—stole my little brother Dicky—
and you are that brother !

Skip staggered.

“ME!" EE: gasped. “0Oh, smoky
'addacks 1M

“You

“(h, miss ! panted Skip.

“1 almost knew you, when I saw you,”
sald Miss Bullivant. “Bot 1 never
dreamed. And if I had not chmfged 50
much in all these years, you would have
known me from that photograph.
Thank Heaven that boy Vernon-Smith
came to €liff House to-day—I fear his
miotives were not good, but he has
ﬁp.ﬁ?ﬁ me the greatest happiness of my
e b

“(Jh, miss? said Skip, feeling as if
his head were turning roomd. “You the
sister what Barney Iet on about?”

“Yas, yves, my dear! Your name is
Richayd Bullivant. There is no doubt
now—ruone ™

“There can be little,” saicd Mr. Queleh,
in a moved voice. ¥ Hortunately, the
man Crake is now in the hands of the
police, and he may be made to confess.
gg_y?u remember a man named Crake,

I LE] =

“Ton't T just, sir!™ said Skip. I
ain't likely to forget FParney the
Binger '™

“Oh1* exclatmed Ar, Queleh.  “The

wretch you call Barney—"

“He had a good many names, sir, one
time and another,” said Bkip. “Crake
was one of them, but he was always
called Barney the Binger in our alley.
Vou ealled him Crake, miss, when you
took him up the other day—that bloke

was Harney the Binger.”

“The same man!’ exclaimed Miss
Bullivant. "“That man was Crake!
That is proof positive 1"

‘Harry Wharton,
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q:{:‘d“d’EkH nfr:ma H?af:'l” said My,
algh., “Bkip, 1 am —more glad
than I can sa at ﬂ'.tEiﬂ discovery has
been made, Your name here, from to-
day, will be entered on the Form liat as
Richard Bullivant. . That is your wish,
Migg Bullivant?™

“Maost certaanly, sir [V

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet

“1 have to see the headmaster, i you
will exeuse me,” he remarked. And the
tactful master of the Remove left the
study—leaving the brother and sister
together,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
A Surprise Ior the Sehool !
¢ ALLD, halle, halle!” roared
Bolk Cherry. “Come into a
fortune, Skip!”
Skip chuckled.

“Yes " he answered.

Harry Wharton & Co. had come in
from the changing-room after the foot-
ball match, and they found Skip wn;itinﬁ
for them. They found him with a loo
¢n his face that, for brightness, was like
the sumrher sun at noonday.

* What's happened, old chap?” ashked

“Bomething good, 1
should say, from your jolly old chivvy.t

“VWhat do you think?” chuckled BKip,

“1 say, did the Bull tip you, o
chap?” asked Billy Bunter eagerly.
Bunter was on the trail of the Famous
Five—and tea. But he transferred his
attention to Skip now. “I say, I maw
her when she went away—she locked
fearfully good-tempered. Never seen
her erusty old chivvy look so jolly good-
tempered hefore—keep off, you silly ass
—I mean, her pretty face—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

. “I don’t see why she should tiﬁ: you,
but if she has—" continued Bunter,
hlinking inquiringly at Skip through his
big spectacles,

“¥ou fat idjit [ grunted Skip. “I'd
jolly well boot you, if I wasn't so jolly
'appy |  Let me ’ear you saying any-
thing about my sistér a

“Your whatter!” yelled Bunter.

“Your which I gasped Bob Cherry.

“8kip, old man, what the thump—>"
ejaculated Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five gazed at Skip in
sheer wonder, For moraent, they
really wondered whether be was wanider-
ing in his mind.

“T've found ‘er I grinned Skip.

“Found who!” gasped Nugent.

“That lady in the locket!” roared
Skip jubilantly. “Bee? I knowed it
was some relation of mine—] knowed
it—and now I've found ‘erl Beel
Smithy doné i1t for me 1”

“ Smithy ! gasped the five.

Skip chortled.

“ Jezt Smithy ! He never knowed, but
he done it! He found out somehow
that that lady in the locket was Miss
Bullivant—"

“Great pip 12

“0Oh® exelabmed Harry Whartou.
“That's it, 15 it? I knew I'd seen the
face somewhere before—changed, of
eonyse I _

“That's it!” chuckled Skip. “That'a
abso-blooming-loctly it! See? 'Ow
Smithy found it out, I duonc—he's a
card, he is, finding things out—but,
thank goodness he did! He goes over
to CIiff House, thinking that there locket
belonged to Miss Bullivant—I mean, my
sistor Amehia—thinking it was 'ers—see 7
Thinkinmg she would come over 'ere arter
it and zhow me up for 'aving pinched it
from ‘er—=" .

Skip went off inte a roar of laughter,
Tre Magxer Liprary.—N0. 1,554,






THE BITER

Last laughable instalment of Dicky Nugent's

greal serial:

“THE ST. SAM'S AMBULANCE ™

DE-COKING THE HEAD!

Honk! Honk! Honk !

Clang ! Clang | Clang !

The 5t. Sam’s Ambulance roarad
deffeningly on roote for the Skool
House, with ita alarm.bell ringing
and its hora henking fewripusly.

The fellows who happened to be
in its path scattered madly in all
directions, as it tore acrosa the guad.

“ Another accident ! was the
ery on & hundred lipe. “Yet
snother unforchunit chap bhas
copped i61 "

Then there was another cry,
as the ecrowd reckernised Sir
Frederick Funguss at the driving

wheel.
* GUrate pip! Look who's driv-
1 old

! ti‘l-
F-.H What dﬂii';llm i]ficclfjana i

Inguss argo of the
ambulance 7 w8

** The old buffer's acecident musat
have affected hin brune,” said
Burleigh, nitting hia brows thoupghts
fully, as he watehed the ambulance
careering up to the Skool House
stepa on which he was standing.
* After the woy the Head made
hiim y for the services obf tho
smbulance, T should have thought
Funguss would have had enulf
of the ambulance to Inet him a life.
tima. But instead of that he has
made himself President of the Corps
—and now he's driving the blessed
gmbulance } **

“*Who's hurt, I wonder?™
asked Tallboy, am the awinbulance
came to & stop ab the loot of the
Blopa

‘That question was goon auawered
when Jolly, Merry, Bright and
Fearleas came dashing out of the
House.

“Thia way, air!" they cried
“The Head's in a smimply awiul
mess. He's badly in need of the
ginbulance.”

“What has heppened to Lim,
hid 1" asked Burleigh, as Sir

BIT!

Frederick helped
the Fourth
Formers to get
out the etretcher.
‘“"He's had a
il upset over

_“E—L—-——_%__L
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ia napper, Bur.
leigh,'”  grinned
the kaptin of the Fourth.
“My hat! Was thers anything
in the pail 1
“Yes, rather ! Ink, and soot and
paint end whitewash and glue | ”
“ Grate scot ! Where was it 1"
“ Please, Burleigh, it was over
his study door1*
‘* Ha, ba, ha ! ** roared Burleigh
and Tallhoy.
Leaving the twe Sixth Formers
nearly busting their sides with
larfter, Jack Jolly & Co. went back

i ,f B

f

vl 0 ;
Ii.' :
i

into the Skool Honse at the dubble,
bearing the stroteher bolween
them.

Sir Frederick Funguss brought
up in the rear, his monoele gleem-
ing and his face favely becming.
Behind him streemed o grate crowd
of 5t. Sam's fellows, all agog with
eggeitement at the news.

Nobody bore Doctor Birchemall
any ill-will. But they couldn’t hﬂi?
larting ever what had happened.
For wecka and weeks the Head
had been profiteering out of the
amazing opidemic of accidents

=

e . .

that had happened in the skool.
Now Nemmyais had overtaken
him and he nsedsd the ambulance
himsslf. Thero wns a sort of
poctick justiss about it that tickied
the juniors rmmensely.

The crowd simply gasped whon
at last they reached Doctor Bir-
chemall. They had never seen a
yvewman being in a sorrier plite.
The garstly mixture from the

boohy-trap over his door h
over him like a Paul, The more he
struggled to free
f himself from it,
ey the worse he
became.

[
Ll *“ Ha, ha, ha!"

' shreekod the
crowd, when the
had got over theiwr
first shock of
ROTPIIZO.

That howl of
lavfter scemed to
infewriate the
Head. Ho seemed
to bo tying him-
sell into notis in
his efforts to rid
himgelf of his harden.

Ho tried to bawl out o fewrious
order ; but the glue in the mixture
prevented himy opening his mouth
vory wide, and he only suxxesded
in uttering o zeries of meaningless
sonuda,

* Mmmmrmnmmm ! Gug.pog.
groooo | Mponmwminmom | Y

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

‘' Bai Jove ! You have propahly
copped it, any deah  fellow !”
chuckled Hir Frederick Funguaa,
in hig refined voiee. * Bot don’t
worry, the Hi. Buw'’s Ambulance

WHY NOT REFERENCE
FOR FAGMASTERS?

George Tubb’s Bright Idea

I found Tubb of the Third
{writes our Special Correspondent)
frying sausages over the firo in lis
¥orm-roomn. He turned a [uizzled
and frowning faco round to mo as
soon a8 he knew why 1'd come.

*Yes, it's guite true that 1
advocated references for fngmastorn
im my speech to the Third Inst
night ! " he barked. " Whynot 1"

“If it comoz to that, my dear
voung fellow,” I retorted, Lilandly.
(13 w ? ? i

“ Becausa il's jolly well time
romething was done for ihe protee.
tion of us fags!™ said 'Tubl,
fiercely, ** We've had to take our
tagmastera on trust too ldng. Why
shouldn't we demand references
from e before we fag for "em 7"

** Hear, hear ! *' roared the rest of
the Third—equally ficrccly.

“ Right from the dawn ol his-
tory,"” =said Tubb dramatically,
* wo fags havo had to put up with
overworking, overwhacking, und
underfeeding 1"

“ Goad old Tubbh 1

“On the bawl, old bhean ! "

“ Now the time has arrived when
wo shonld make a few conditions
about i{his fagging stont,”” saud
Tublb, giving a aplutterine sausago a
vicioua jab with his pocket-knifo.
“ First and foremnost, we want a
refcrence froma ovory prospeetive
fagmaster 1™

* Hear, hear ! ™

“The reference will lhave io
certily that the applieant is Efbul-
hoarted and gonerous—-"2

“Jolly good idea !

“ And that he strongly ohjerts to
using an ashplant, and that he's not

faddy over clean cupa nnd plates,
It will also havo to stete that he
respoects the feclings of hia fag—too
much, fov inglance, to compare tho
fag's coly brownad {tonst with
cindera liko somo of the cliceky old
buffora do ! 't

““ Hoar, hear I' ™

Y Woo betido the Tagmoaster ol the
future who iries to sccurn a fag
without providing himselt with o
refevenco P21 said Tabh, derkly.
“He'll ba spurned by overy self-
respecting fag—laughed at, in
fact !

“FAAG!" ecame a yvell from
outzido the door ot (hat moment,
* Tubb, you young sweep, como
hero ot ones sl ke me some
toust ! Andabit's anything like tho
cindery stold vou mado yesterday,
you'll get o baste ol iy ashplunt 17

Tubb dwnped his lryving.pan.

“ Eacddor apenin, blow lum 'Y ho
growled,  * Uaerd my sosses while
'm gone, you chaps 1!

Then Fubb flow {o obey Lhe
hidding of his fugmaster.

Apparently his bright schemes
for rolorming thoe fageing systom
aro reserved lor the lor distant
futuare |

is hers. Lie down .foths
anrpa h, deah manl" pot
If that order had coms from
anyons bat Sir Frederick, Dxotor
Birchemall would not have {sHen
it 1{5:15 down, I3ut he onld
hardly stand up to the chl e
of the Bt. Bam's guvvemw; =0
he stretched out on the stwoher
instead.

On the word of commasd from
Bir Frederick, the lour strdrbee-
bearers lifted up the disebled kend-
master. Then they bore hin%own
to the ambulance,

Grately to the Fourth Fogaiers'
serprize, Sir Frederick drove’back
to the garage instead of W the
sannytorium. DBut thers was
method in the: baronet’s mudness.

“It's & much bettah ples thon
the sannvtorium for cleaun' jobs.
aftah all,"” ho said. * Peoph de-
coke their cahs hoah; w why
should we not uwse the plm for
de-cokin' Doctah Birehemsl '

Jack Jolly & Co. guite agre~ 1.
They socn prosceded to ducoke
the Head. -

First, they put on old onralls.
Then they deposited the Hel on
};]l_m figor and set ubout ovulgelng

m.

Often in the pust Doctor Birch-
emall had pored cold wulsr on
their ideas. Now they pos. hot
water on Doctor Birchemall, After
that they made an onslawt with
serubbing  brushos—ecausing the
Head to bristle with rage!

Yells of pane arose from Dactor
Birchemnll, as theyv scrubbed sway
at him;:; but the choms d tho
Fourth earrvied on regavdles until
avenchally ha was fireed fiod the
lnat traves of Lhat gamtly booby -

tr&F.
he Head thon staggored ¢ff to
hia house for a change of dithing
and a wiggerons towelling ¥ the
vivvaey of his  bedvoow. " And
gek Jolly & Co. Irde Siv Frederiek
au revolr sl galloped awss re-
joicing, leaving the St Kam's
Ambulanco to ook elicr ilsl,

WLELL DOXLE, FUNGUN !
* NUOTIsS. .

All members of the S Smn's
Ambulance Corps arm ur:i--r\* $.
aszembull in the Fowrth K¢
room  immnejately  aller diims
to«duy 1o hear an impelant
annouwneement . -« {Sied) *

ALEREL BrwcniMarL,

Fheaclmasto,

That nelisz, posled ap o the
board in Hall on tha hllkwme
mworning, attyucted w ol of ghtua-
shun at Bt Sam's Tlem was
keen sapeckulation  amougd  €ho
firet-aid sgpuad wg 1o o sichor
of 1he avnownesmenl ey the
Head was going 10 make.

The genernl opinion wai that
Toctor Bircheraall bad she waand
up ever somethineg. Ll whes ho

T A — =

Mauleverer lives.
misapprehensions.

marched into the meeting, he
looked quite bright and breezy.

“Boya!"™ he eried. “I have
called you together on this sus-
pishus occasion to hear some news
that will cause you all intense
greef. I have decided to disband
the 8t. Sam's Ambulance Corpa !

i Gmt-ﬂ PiP l i ]

If the IHend pected the
follows to dieplay signe of intemse
greef over that annowncement, he
must have beon grately disappoint-
eid. Tnstead of looking sorry and
sad, they all looked jolly and glad !

“ Thank peodness for that, sir 1™
said Frank Fearless, frankly. * Wa
haven't had a minnit Lo call our
own ente you started running
tho Corpa!”

* Hear, heart™

A slitely paned eggspression
came into the Head’s face,

“ Really, bovs, I'm serprized
at you being eo selfish over it!"
he eggeclaimed. * You should he
only too pleased at having boen
able to help suffering yewmanity.
It's & grato pity you do not take
an egosmnplo from me. Look at
the timo 1've devoted to it.  Look
at the munny I've pored out on

i1

“My hat! I like that, sir!”
gasped Jack Jolly, ** What about.
all thosas wacking grate fesa you've
charged our customers | "

Doctor Birchemall frowned.

* Well, Jolly, what about them ?
They have not repaid me a froction
of the vast sumns I have lavvished
on the Corpa ! ™

uh EI‘ ::I i3

“ Draw iL mild, ajir !

“ Anyway, even if I have maode
a alito profit, it duczent repay mo
for all the timoe I have apent on
ambulanee bizziness in the last
fow weoks,” anid tho Head, with
a ¢coff. " In actual fakt, boys,
that eggasplains why 1 have decided
to dishand the Corpa. | can no
lenger afford the time--lev alons
{the munny ' "

“Yo goda ! "

“ Chuck it, sirt ™

1o vou know any more funny
siovies Jike that 37

“*Why, you must have noude o
regulnr pile ont of the casea we've
had te deal with lately !t

The Heads complexion {onk on
tho hew of w ripe tomart o,

“iRlenwre 'Y o roarved, Y Haow
dany you aceuse e of prefitecring
out of peopla’s imislortunes ¥ 10 |
only luet my cash book 1 wonkd
show you that 1 bave made n
hevvy loza.  Untorchunitly, how-
;:‘w:r, L secin 1o hove lost it, niwld

13

“Jleah  vou
Bivehieinall 3

Doctor Birchemall broke off as
tho chairman of the S, Ban's
CGuvvernors stulked into 1ho Form-
roony, wearing a pekabar sinile on
huia howty fuee. He corried o well-

are,  mwmy  deah

hand,

* I fansy this is ihe missin’ cash
book, deph man !’ he chuckled,
“It fell out of your pocket when
you were bein' carried into the
smbulance. I took the libahty of
lookin® into it."

“ D.d-did you, Sir Frederick 1™
stuttered the Head.

“ Yaan, rathah! You seern to
have done very well out of the
Corps, from what I could meke out
of it. Up to thiz mornin' your
profits are fifty-five pounds, five
ghillin’s, an® fivepence { ™

“Few !” wisaled the members
of the Ambulance Corpa.

" Howeval,, aa the profits wore
all mada befoah I becama President
of the Corps, it's no bizzinesd of
mine,” went on  Sir Frederick,

thumbed notebeok in his gloved

grately 1o the MHead's releef.
** Heah's the hool."

"Thanks awlully, 8ir Frederick!”
grinned the Head, scezing the
grimy notebook eagerly and trans-
fearing it swiltly to hLis trowsis
pockot. “ By the way, your
houner, I supposs ¥ should menshun
now you're o that I have dervided
to disbhawd thoe Corps.™

The Head eyved Sir Frederick
rather dowhiously out of his suine.
what =hifty cves, wondering how
he would take that annowneenent.
But, again to his roleef, the
chairman of the Guvvernors raised
nn objection,

“ Bai Jove ! That's quile a good
ideah 'Y he suid, * Onee the Am.
bulance Coipa goes, there should
boe an cemd to this  frighibolly
anoyin’  epidemie of  accidents
yon've heen hovin® heal Jately 1

* Boganetly, Sir Frederiek 1
Then  the Hewd storted, **1—I
ey, whal do you mean——""

“Oh, nothin’, my deah Jellow

—-nothin® at all!™ beemed SHir
Prodenck., _ “ 1 owouldn't  aecuse
you of gom’ round the shool

strewin® banans skina ahout an'
openms’ conl-holea for worlds—any
more than ¥ would accuse mysell
of gettin' the boys to fix wp that
Boghy-lr ap 1 vour study |

“SIMPLICITY” IS
MAULY’S WATCHWORD!
Says TOM BROWN

Readers who bove never been to Greyfriars aro
always writing in, ssking for details of the fabulous
luxury in which they seom to think our old pal Lol
1 should kke to correct their

The general impression from what T can ko
out of it, is that Mauly goes ebout like a piliv

“You—you never did that!™
gaspod De, Birchemall,

“Tutt-futt ! As if ¥ should 1™
eried Sir Fredericlr. * I mite just
o8 well ask you il you fixed up
accident traps so as to encurridge
hizzinesa for the Ambulance an’
rake in the fees! Perish the
thought, my deah fullow—an'

roseed with the disbandin’ of the
‘orps ! There's only one thing
left hefore vou closoe thoe hooks! ™

“W.w-what's that, Bir
Frederick " stuillered the Head.

*Why, there's one outstandin®
dett owin, to the Corps which you
forgot to colleet!™ prinned Sir
Frederick, * As Vresident of the
Corpa, T have made out tho bill
myeelf ! Heah it is!"

He hamled over s slip of paper
to Doctor Birchemall.

The Head looked st it and then
hia jaw Jdropped.

“ Doctor A. Bivchemall to the
8t. Sam’s Ambulanve Corps,” he
read. ' Charge for proiesaional
servipgis, meluding serubbing and
clepng : FIFTY-IPIVE POUNDS,
FIVE SHILLINGE, AND FIVE.
PENCE."

Tho hill fuiiered to the ground
froms the Head's nerveless hngers.
A proan huest from his lips. And
from the lipa of the St. Sam's
ambulance workers came & roar of
larfter,

“3la, ha, g ! ¥

“ s Frederick--he, ha, o —
has chasped Dun up, the opgsact
arvount of his prefita ! Ho, ho, ho

Slowly sl sadly the Head pro.
jouewl g wad of notos and a bandiul
of wilver swd coppers lrom his
pockets.  Slowly  wuel  sadly  he
counted out the wnount dew. And
awiltly ond gladly Sic Fredeick
axxuptod i,

* Thankes, wy doaly [ellow '™ he
ariel. 16T wll Tor & good eause. 1
ahall refuinl the smoums yon have
falen [om all the euslviners ol the
Corps from tha beginmin'. An' now,
bove, 1 declare the B, Sam's
Ambulanes Corpa dishanded t

* Ha, ha, ha ! "™

* Hovin' dono that., I have
pleasimh iw invitin® you all ovah to
thn shool tuckshop for a little
selvhbration ' " added Sie Frederick.
“OPhig way T

Ho lud tho way outb ol the Form-
.

Tho rheoving erowd Foliowed him.

Fhoy et the 1Fead belind thom
— . pray to bitter coud yowuilstang
tlhomgghits,

ot nobady waos sevpriced 1o find
Dactar Birchomall speaking cheer-
fily jnto the tuckshep tive minnits
Liler.

Hitter amnld yowmnilinting thonghts
nover lasted long with the Head—
and & jolly good Terl was quite
eanlt 1o mako him forpet his dis-
appointinent at being foread to dis
gurgs the Hlpotten paing he head
madn out of the S Swun's Ame-
bulewmee !

Eastarn potentates un:I
that his study jea kind of
Aladdin’s Cave,

Such, I assure you,
dear readers, is not the
0asa,

Dear old Mauly is o
moat unassuming chap.
Heo simply detests luxury
m any shape ov forn.
His watchword is always
* Simplicity."”

He never dromms of
wearing his scarlet amd
erming robes and coronet
at school. Mo is quite
satisfied with a neat and
unchtrusive lounge avit
costing & mere vightcen
guineas,

Ho could, af he wisliedl.
woar diamond rings ou
all his fingers, costly
jewaolled tiﬁpinn in his

1

tie, gmd a diamond and
E!M“mm woteh  rowunl
in  wrist. . Hea does

nothing of tho kind.
Just one finger-ring ami
& siogle diamond in hix
tie are all he allows Itim-
self in the way of
jewellary, while his
watch ia an old-fashioned
half-hunter that could
not have cost more than
fifty quid.

The note of simplicity
which this modest vouny
nobleman strikes in lis
?ﬁrﬂ:}nﬂ.l adoimment s
ound again in the fu.
sushing of his study.
Thoss who visit him ex-
pecting to find their font
ainking into the thick,
luxurious pile of a price-
leas car their oyes
dazzled by costly objeeix
of art will he dis
appointed. Btark wim-
plicity will confront them
on all hands,

They will see a siinpla
little Persian carpr1
worth & mere hundrnsl
pounds and just o few
plain, modern pieces in
the way of chairs, talilo
and so on, not worth
more than four hundied
the lot.

Yes, there's no doubt
about it, dear readers,
“eimplicity "' 18 the
watchword where Mauly
ia concerned,

(Ureat pip '—Ed.)

Just Fancy !

Wibloy is an ophimist,
He oxpects to make » los
of money lending ow,
fancy dressea for the
Christmas ssason — aoul
vet he has a notice on
the board saying that his
costumos  Ar  pFoarnn-
tecd to give anyuno n
fit }




