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Pear Bir—I am a
busy man, #ml hove
no time to indulgo
in a gorrespondence
which is both useless
and  frritatiog.
would therciore point
put that an Editor is
pot the only one
whose decizion is
final, My decision ia
the same,

THIS WEEK BY

HORACEHACKER,B.A,

Master of the Shell Form, and
THE EDITOR.

May I hope Lhaé
you will endeavour to
assimilate this fact
apd eease B COTTES-
pondence which must
be irkzome to us
both

Youra faitbiull

HORACE HACEER.

T was with some misgivings that 1 ap-
roached Mr. Hacker, the master of t
bell, with & reguest to wrile us A

page of copy.

Mr. Hacker is a learned and capable
maater, but he is afficted with a liver
which makes blm . rather short-tempered.
My misgivings would seem to be justified
by the reply he sent to my letier.

Grayfriars School,
Eeut.
Dear Sir.—1 rEEimt E have peither tho
time nor the inel

request.
' Yours faithiully,
HORACE HACKER,

Which ought te bhave settled the matter.
But there was something about the tone
of hls letter which stirred my wrath. I%
wWal 8 moss sn:ipdpish and uocivil reply, and
I vowed I would get some copy from him
it it were tho last thing I did. 5o I wrote
a3 follows:

Dear Mr. Hacker,—When I first
for the feature called "My Own
found everyone at Greyiriars most helpfal.
To my great pleasure, even Dr. Locke, tha

arr:.nﬁm:}

ation to acceds to your

Some mmen would

~ have been choked oif

by Lhis, but L was merely mude stubborn. 1

could see mow why Haecker was nicknamed

the Acid Drop, and I vowed that his acid

ahonldn't finish ME. I meant to have that

Eﬁli"f'ﬂﬂ“ it I had to stand over him with
a lifepreserver apd force him to write.

%o I put on my hat, called for my car,
and In two hours was kicking up the dust
of Friardale Lane. I arrived at the schook
about teatime. Gosling was very polite,
hut I had no money to waste on menials,
s0 be soom grew oTusty again.

‘;"ﬂﬁch ig Mr. Hacker's study®” I in-
TITedr.

Gosling merely jerked bkis thumb and
went back to bia lodge.

I went in the direction of the jerk and
found Hacker at tea., He ralsed bis eye-
brows when I entered, but lowered them
into a frown when.he found whe I was,

“Really, sl—" he began stifliy.

»Mr, Hacker,” I interrupted heatedly,
“1 have come down here, at great incen-
venlence to myself, to osk whether your
ohjection to writing for me 13 due to a
dislike of me personglly, or of my Daper,
or of my readers, or of your oWl Powers
of composition? And I may mentiom,” 1
added, with a swift side glance at Hacker's
loaded table, “that I have mot yet had

headmaster, expressed himsel! willing to WF te

write & paga of reminiscences when called
upon. Borely, therefore, yon will thiok it
1o indignity to follow the headmaster'a
example and comply with what some people
bave thought an honoor,

May I look forward to the pleasure of
your aselstance?

Yours faithfully,
THE EDITOR.

You will agree that this waa a polite and
even umotuows letter., I had decided to drop
a Bttt of the sweet ol of Hattery on
Hacker's liver, just to fee the effect. 1
&lﬂihiar it. He was quite oil-proof. Here
is Teply. .

Pesr Sir,—~The views of Dr., Locke will
al compeand tha respect and attention
of Bis staff, but it does mot follow tbat
chose views are necessarily right. It has
sometimes been my misfortune to disagree
with them. I do so agalm,

I pepest that I have ne desire whatever
to bw “honeured ” by your ijournal, es-
peclaliy as the “homour ” is scoompanied
hy en Impodent <¢aricaturs drawn by a
Tower School boy.

Yours faithiully,
HOBACE HACEER.

Consumed with wrath, I grabbed a pen
;Em%!:mtﬁ again to this humas S08PPIDE-
HTLLE

Dear Mr. Hacker,—It {3 not my costom
to publish anything which d give
offence to  responsible persens, I have
alregdy. mads it clear to Bkinner that his
cartoons of Greyiriars masters mUﬁ Bk
he l-aatored or I or 1 d
;Eful;a to ih ih& The u;rt of & hﬁrl
i as he loses no prestige
be cartooned. The matter can safely
ba left to my own i Even an
Editor may bhave a little witdom.

I press you fo recomsider JFouT

deciston? .
YTouwrs Talthinlly,
. THE EDITOR.

This bronght me the following Ilove
Tetters:

“In that case,” said Hacker, "I recom-
mend you to have it at onee,  Pray don't
let me detain you."

“Thank Fou very much,” I sald, draw-
ipg @ chait to the table and pouring my-
getf out & cup of tea,

Hacker sprang to bis feect.

“1 must ask yom, sir—really, Bow, as

B personal matter—to leave my studp.”™

“1 must wait mmotil you promise to write
me an artiele for my paper. That's what
I'm hera for.”

“ohon yon have had a wasted journey.

gir!" rapped Hacker, making a gudden
grah at an oatcake I was trying to reach.
* Nothing will induce me fto commit any
such foolery, end the Eeooner reall=e
that, the better. Now, sir, will you goi"

3 owil,” 1 replied seerndy. 1 will go
elscwhere for my aticle.”

* Excellent 1™

“But,” 1 added sternly, il I can’t have
a Emga written BY you, I'l have one
written ABOUT you! I shall mow go aod
ask a few selected boys and masters Lo
wiite me some short articlea om the #ih-
ject of Horace Hacker, They should be
most enteminingﬁ I think."

“ Stop1” ecried Hacker, 53 1 opened tha

door, *X forbid you to Jdo any such thing."”
“ I'm sorry, but my decision 13 final. Can
yon direct me to the Shell stodiest™
Hacker.
Insish,

“This
" Wait,

. fumed
sloce  you

ia monstromil™
gir, wait!

= e =i

No great artist was lost when I hum_n]
an Editer; bat here's on of

rhig™ o B

toh W

will write the page of copy for you. I
will send it by post.”

“Splendidi®” 1 chuckled. "I shall need
about a thousand words, Write anything
vou like, and I am sure you will enjo
5v1-iti;;:g. it as much as we shall enjoy read-

1 [ |

ing 1it.
I think that probable,” agveed Hacker
sourly, as I pinched the last scone and went,
Alaz! My jubilation was short lived.
Two days later I had a bulky envelope
from Greyfriars, Inside I found:

A TREATISE ON THE ORATID OBLIQUA
OF THE LATIN TORGUE,

hy
HORACE HACEER.

“The transposition of the subjunctive
tor the infinitive mood in all eratio cbliqua
subondinata clauees haos been & fréguent
source of confusion to Latin scholalg———"
{And =o on, for 1,000 words.)

Well, I must admit that Hacker had
scored. He knew jolly well I shouldp't
print that dry rot. Bub I hed my little
“aame-back ' abt the Anizh, for I sent the
4. back to hilm with a printed slp:

“The Editor regrety he Is onable to
he epclosed, which iz not quite up to
standard demanded by this paper”

ILet him pick the hones oub of that, eh!
Youra cheerily,
THE EDITOR.

uze
the

The master of the Bhell bas the
well-earned réeputation of belng "a
bligter.,” Re I8 nicknsmed the Acid
Drep from his sonr and mereastio
remarks.
tronbled with a red-hot liver
mokes him Irequently sn:wiﬁ
tempered, and cuttiog. Moreover,
ha wears. iohber-soled shoes and
meares shoat so quletly that ke ia

which 4
b, -

gometimes smpected of exvesdrop- GO

ping, ‘This Is not troe, however;
Hacker Is net aly or stealthy. Hia
chled trouble Is & soup view of Hife
which makes him alwaye bellevs the
worst. Apark frem- his te?u. he
ia & very capsble and has o
wide Loowledge of the classics.

[rnr-] HORACE HACKER

Masten of che Shete

Mr. Hacker is, I fact, SV

{Carteon by HAROQLD SKINNER.)




TIT FOR TAT!
Third Form !

Made to "> bend over ”” and take ** six ** before all the fellows like a fag in the
To Horace Coker it is an ignominious jnsult that has to be avenged. And

avenge it, the great Horace determines fo do !
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* Understand me, Coker,”’ said

Mr. Prout,

“ you have been guilty of insubordination.

Do you

wish to be eaned or expelled ? Take your choice ™

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Blow Prout !
[ 1 ERE you arc ™ said Coker of
the Wifth
Coker's {ricwds, Potter and
CGreene, looked dubious.
¥arry Wharton & Co., of the Reruove,
lvoked warlike.

Lantham Junction, on the first day
of terin, was rather crowded. Grey-
friars fellows were poing up end down
the train, looking for seats. Nobody
wanted to wait for the second irain.

It was & case of firat come, first
eerved.  Later comers had to wait,
Coker of the Fifth was a late-comer.
DBut he had spotted three empty seats,
v Cokor halied at that carriage door.

Threo Bemove fellows & at that
carriago door—Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, and Bob Chlerry.

Inside the mrrinﬁg werg the two
othor mombers of the Famous Five—
Johnny Bull, and Hurrco Jamset Itam
wingl,  With them was Billy Bunter.
Also there were Veornon-S8mith Tom
Redwing, Petor Todd, and Tom Dutton
wgpme of t om sittmg, some of them
standing. Tho carriage was rather full.

But three sesta undoubtedly wore
Ellmncuplei On those three seats fell

o pagle eyo of Ilorace Coker of the

"OT .

T:lm. each of them had some article
placed on it, to show that it was
already taken, Theo seats, in fact, be-
longed to the three jumiors standing
outside the door.  But Coker of the
I'.':I.t‘Ith m::h hoed b;uﬁ; tﬁﬂm&lu thiﬁ

L e ika the idle win

which ho regarded not. ker wanted
tiree seats—for self and friends. He
was going to have theom.

80 Cokoer halted, and Pﬂtter anﬂ
Greens, rather dubiously, hal
All three Fifth Form men agreeé thal:
a mob of juniors should have made
way for Fifth Form seniors. But
Potter and CGreene doubted whether

they would.
“Borry: seats taken, Coker,” said
Harry Wharton itely. " Beiter go

farther up the train.”

Coker gave the captain of the Re-
move a stare.

“What do you mean, you cheek
'-mmg ass?” he inquired, not at a
politely, *'There's three empty seats.™

*Curs I"? expleined Frank Nugent,

Rousing Complete School
Story of Harry Wharion &
Co., of Greyfriars, with Horace
Coker, the chump of the
Fifih, taking the leading role.

“Youwra not in  them,”

pointed out Coker.
“Observant chap, Coker,” remarked
b Cherry. “He's sputted at a glance
that we're not sit n them. Coker
ought to be o detectwa
“I don't want any cheek!™ said
Horace Coker. “1 want those seatsl
Are you fags getting out of the way,
or are you waiting to be barged ont®”
“I say, you faﬁawai” came a fat
sucak from ly Bunter within,
“Don’t lot ﬂukar butt in hera! We're

sitting

too crowded already. There ain’t room
for Bob’s feet as it ia

“Coker’a not gattmg in,” remarked
Vernon-Smith. “If he d:}as, he will go
out again ;Qrela quic

vickfulness will bo terrific1™

agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and
Frank Nugent bunched st the doorway

ing their goal, as it were. Evi-
dently they were prepared to resist in-
vasion. Johony Buall arﬂ:l Hurrea Jam-
set Bam Singh stood just within the
carriage, prepared fo gl‘m them vigﬂr-
ous support. All the other fellows wero
ready to lend them a hahd. It reall
looked as if Coker of the Fifth woul
find some difficulty in bagging those
three seats, for self and friends.

But dificulties were only made to be
overcome. Coker was the man to over-
come them. He was, at least, the man
to do his bost, As for passing farther
a.]-:ng t.ha train, because these cheeky
faga cla the seats, that was hardly
%ood enc:ugh for Coker of the Fifth.

oker had a short way with fags.

“Come on, Pottor! Come on,
Greene!” said Coker beiskly. ““The
train will be starting in & minute or
two., If those fags don't shift, shift

them 1*

“Go it I grinned Bob Cherry. “Get
on with the stuft:mg'l Thers will be
quite a lot wanted.’

Potter of the Fifth grabbed Coker
by an clbow as he was advancing.

Coker shook him off, and stared
round at him irritably.

“Look here, como along the train!"
said Potter. *‘Those soats are taken—
FOUu Cal Bee t-hﬂj vo gob bags and thinga
on them——*
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“Don't be an ass, Potfer!”

“Can’t bag the seats when they'ra
taken, old chap 1™ urged Grecne. “ Do
come along, before every other bleszed
seat on the train is bagged.”

“Don’t be a dummy, Greene!”

“Look here ' hooted Potier and
Grecne together.

Potter and Greene wanted seats, but
they did not want a battle-royal with
a mob of Removites,

“Don't jaw " said Coker.

“Prout’s in this train,” said Potter.
“Don’t et Prout spot you in a shindy
the first day of term, Coker, old man.”

*“\Who cares for Prout i asked Coker

-:'i:ﬂm]!}rc . ]
As Mr. Prout, master of the TFifth,
was ker's Form-master, Horace
might have been expected to care a
little, Appavently he dide't. FPotter
and - Greene did.

“Wa're taking those thrce scats”™
raid Coker. “Come on! I suppose
wo haven’t come back thisz term to be
cheeked by a parcel of fagal We'll
shift thosa checky joung sweeps fast
cnough | Come on !’

And the big and buwly Ilorace ad-
vanced o the attack. ]

Potter and Greene, however, did not
advance. They stepped back and
locked on, doubtless waiting to pick
up: what was left of Coker after ho had
finished shifting the Remove fcllows.

Coker barged at the three at the door.
XAV,

’ E.'?:_':ker was big, he was burly, he was
muscular, and he was heavy. A charge
from Coker was rather like a charge
from a bull Wharton, Nugént, and
Bob stood up to it, and grasped Coker;
but all three of them went staggering,
holding on to Coker as they staggored,

“By gum " iga.ﬁped Coker. ;

Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh
jumped out. Two more pairs of bands
grasped Horace,

Big and burly and muscular as he
was, Horace had no chance in the grasp
of the whole Co. The Famous Five
whirled him over, and hurled him &v{ag
—angd Coker smoto the platform wit
s mighty smite.

HOEM gasped Cok

s " opas oler.

IIa spmﬁ'ielrji on his back. Iis hat
flew off, and Bob Cherry reatly caught
it with his toe, and sent it spinning up
the platform. It dropped in a group
of Fourth Form fellows, who procecded
to play Soccer with it.

ut Coker had no leisuro to worry
about his hat, On his back. in a
winded state, Coker geosped and
gurgled for breath, Ho sat up etill
gasping and gurgling.

The Famous Five, smiling, packed
their goal again  Tive fellows grinned
from the earrisge behind them. Tel-
lows on the platiorm gathered round to
look on. Nobody was surprised to see
Coker in & shindy on the first day of
term. Coker of the Fifth was born
to trauble as tho sparks fly upward.
Coker was often in o shindy. Ho was,
indtffed, geldom out of & shindy of somo
2y

From & distance & portly figure cama
iuifh}::g—t]mt of Prout, master of the
fifth.

Prout had spotted the shindy from
o distence, and was rolling up.

(Coker gasped; Coker ﬁt_nrglcd; he
staggered to his feet. is. hat was
zone, his tie streamed out, his collar
hung by onc stud, Ifis faco was erim-
300. flusl,y. dishevelled, and dilapi-
datod, Coker was still full of beans.
IEvidently he was ﬁ,ing to earry on.

*Baock me up !’ he gasped. * Polter
a=(ireene—""
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“¥or goodness' sake, cluck it
Coker 1" ex¢leimed Potter, who had
spotted the portly figure in the offing.
e Prout——"

‘“Blow Proot ! roared Coker.

“"Coker——" gasped CGrecne, in hor-
vor. " Prout—"

“Don't talk to me about FProut!
Iend me a hand to shift thoso fags!”™

roared Coker. * Prout can go and cat
coke! Blow Proutl Blow—"
"Coker 1"

“0h1” gasped Coker.
Sudden silence fell.

-yl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Carries On !

R. PROUT gazed at Coker of
his Form,

Coker gazed at AMr. Prout.

Prout's plump faeo was

almost purple. Not only did he behold

g member of his Form—a sonior Form

—looking like a hooligan safter & row

on o Saturday night. That was bad

enough. But, as Shakespesre has re-

marked, thus bad beging, but worse

remains behind., He had heard Coker
say “ Blow Prout!™

Probably it had never occurred to
Mr. Prout before that any member of
his Form could or would venture to
blow him. He was not, at all events,
to be blown with impunicy. ]

* Coker 1” said Mr. Prout, in a decp
voice, “Coker! I heard your words
Coker! I heard your disrespectiu
words|” .

“Oh!” gasped Coker apain.

A few minutes ago Coker had asked
who cared for Prout. Now it dawned
ou him that he, Horace James Coker,
did. Prout, after all, was his beak.
Coker did not think much of him ns a
boak,  Still, beaks were beaks, and
Coker had to realise it

“I find you,” said Prout, “cngaged
in a s¢ s disgraceful scuffle in a
public place—on the first day of term,
Coker! I find you endeavouring to
force a way into a ecarriage already
full—more than fulll And I hear you
allude to your Form-master in ferms
of ntter discespect.” _

“T mnever saw you, sir—" gasped
Coker, .

“That makes no difference—

“I—I racan, I never knew you were

LS

listenin 2

“ What 1"

“IT—I—I mean—" stultered the
unfortunate Coker, realising that he
was making matters worse, “I—I—I
mean—" ;

“ Bnough!™ said Prout. “I ehall

deal with youn, Ceker, when we reach
Gregfriars, 1 shall deal with you
severely. Now go to the waiting-roomn
antl make yourszelf tidil I will not
allow any gl?:,* of my Form to travel
in that disgracefully untidy state!
You are not to travel by this train,
Coker |

[#] I_._.'_FIJ

“¥ou are a disgrace to your Ioum,
Coker, and a disgrace to your school!l
5“2’ no more 1" T

Prout revolved on his axis and rolled
majestically away

Coker stood blinking affer lum.
Coker was dismayed. Coker was
alwayva ready for a row; bub even

Coker did not really want to begin the
new term with a row with hiz Form-
master. But he was morc exasperated
than dismaved. _

“Ien't that just like Prout?” he sail
hitterly. “You fellows can seo ihaf
le's going to muke oub ihat I'm 1o
blame, He always does,”

“And you're not?” pasped luiler,

“Don’s be a silly ass, Polter!™

“Oh dear! Come away, old mm,
and put yourself to r:ghtsi Ull Eive
yvou a brush down.™

Coker did zot stir, He stood whero
lia was, watching the porily figuve. ol
Prout fading out of tho picturc.

Prout stepped into & carrviage and
dizappeared. Prout, of ecourse, Tiad 1o
spot of doubt that his commands 1o
(oker would boe immediately obeyed.
1ic did pot quite know his Coker |

Prout sat in his carriage, suorled,
aud opened a newspaper, and disnsgsnd
(oker, at present, from his mind. Al
Uoker, having seen him safely out el
sight, dizmizszed Prout from mind !

“That old ass Ja safo now !¥ said
Coker, Prout having done the vanish-
ing act. “Now come on, vou fcllows™

Potter and Greene fairly goreled ot
him. Well as they knew old Horace,
they had noi expected him io carry on
~—not after that scene with Prout! But
Coker, it seemed, was golng 1o carly
an—ha had only waited for l'rout {o
E¢t| out of the ofing before he corried
an

“ Btop——" gasped Potler,

“Chuck it 1" gasped Grecne. ™ Froul
imay look out——"

“Wo're pgoing in  this carviage !?
said Coker, 1 tnink I've sail so
already. Come on.”

“But Prout—"

“Blow Prout!” . i

“Xi he looks out of the window—-"
shrieked Cirecne. ]

r did pot wait for Grecuo (o
finish ]| He had recovered his winld by
this time! Prout had said that be was
not to travel by that train! Coker, on
the other hand, had said that he was

ing to bag thoso seats—and what
‘oker had said, he had said.
“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
“Ia tﬂ'a{-. mad ass mad enougli——"
“Coker, wyou idiot=——" cxclaimed
Nugent. )
he Famous Five wero quite reoady
to handle Coker. They were ready io
Lhandle him as long and azs often as hoe
wanted to be handled. DBut they were
alarmed for Coker! A fellow could not
—he simply could not—directly disobey
an order given by his beak! Coker
scemed te fancy that he could—bud
really sod truly he couldn't!

But whether Coker could or not, he
was going to! He charged, sud the
next moment he wos mixed up wilh the
Tamous Five agamn,

Coker, no doubt, expected to go
through those jumors like & Lnifo
throigh cheese, and barge info the
carriage. ‘There he would bo unscen
by Prout, if Prout looked out of tho
window., Ewven Coker did nob wans
Prout to spot him earrying on with that
shindy. _

But Coker did not go through llavey
Wharton & Co. like a knife througlh
cheesn. Far from it! He rolled over
headlong in the grasp of their bands,
and bumped on tho platform: again.
L'otter and Grecne gazed on, in horror
—in momentary dread of secing Prout’s
portly foce projected fromn a window
up the train.

“Urrggh 1 gurgled Coker, 03 le
homped. He struggled wildly. “ Yon
cheely young sweeps, I'll smach youl
['N—gurrgh ™ ] g .

“Will you chuck it, wou gibbering
gont i? panted Harry Whartou, *“1E
Prout pecs you—"'

“71°1l gpiflicate you ™ :

“If Prouj—" howled Bob Cherry,

“I'N pulverise youl”

Coker was deaf to reason!l 1IIn
struggled, wrenched, and roaved. Dub
if Coker was blind to his danger, the
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Dusty, dishevelled and dilapidated, Coker was full of beans.

** Prout can go and eat coke I

“* Back me up ! '’ gasped Coker. ** Polier—Greeng—--7""
“ For gnodness’ sake, chick it, Coker ! ** exclaimed Potter, ** Here comes Prout !>
roared Coker, “"COKER !’ “Oh!"™ gasped the Fifth Former.

IFamous Iive were rather mors con-
cerned for him than he was {for
himself ! Coker was a gonf, an ass, an
obstreperous and high-handed fathead,
but they did not want him to land in
fearful trouble with his beak.

“Let him get in!” gasped Harry.
“The blithering idiot’s ashﬁg for the
sack ] Eet him get in!”

E“;fmuk here——-"  bawled Johony
el

“1f Prout looks out——"

“ODhl Al right1”

Tho Famous Five yiclded the point.
They relaxed their grasp on Coker, awd
Coker, barging throngh, landed in the
carriago.

He landed on all fours, sprawling and
spluttering.  But he was in  the
carriage. He a&wnwhﬂ among many
lews, and gurgled.

“Look hore, shove that bargee out [
shonted Vernon-Smith.

#T1t's all ri%‘ltt, Emithy=lot Tnm rip!
Gret 1n, yvou fellows, the train will be
¢ff in a minate 1"

Coker serambled up! He had gained
kis point! He was far from realizing
that the chums of the Remove had let
Lim gain it, to keep him clear of & row
with his Form-master. Coker was, he
faneied, victor.

“Kecp out of this, you cheeky fags!”
aspiiﬂ Coker. *“No rocom for jou
ere

“What?" svelled Dob Cherrr,

“Keep out! Here, Potter—hcre,
Greene—why the thump don't dycm ot
in and bag your seats?” hooted Coker.

That waa really foo muchl Tho
Famous Five let Coker into a
erowded carriage, fo keoep him out of
a row with Prout{ But that was the
limit 1 ThEy had no morve patience fo
waste on Coker, They grnalp_ad Beinn,
and the other fellows grasped him, even
Billv DBunter lending a fat paw, and

Coker went down on the foor of the
carriage, crashing.

Harry Wharton closed the door.

Coker made a frantio effort to risc.
Bob Cherry planted an extensive foot
on his waisteoat, and pinned him down.
Nugent and Hurree Singh stood on his
lega, And ‘the train rolled out of
Lantham, with Horace Coker in that
exiremely uncomiortable position.

e, o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Taking Care Of Coker!
H_ﬂt RRY WHARTON & CO. =at

down,
They
Coler.

Cokor, sprawling at full length, filled
most of the available space between tho
seats. Feet had to rest on something,
and old Eorace came in handy as a
foot-rest. Besides, he was so wildly
excited and =o fearfully keen on carvey-
ing on hostilities that he had to bo kept
pinned.

There were ten
carriage beside Coker, It woe rather a
squecze for so many. Billy Bunfer
complaired loudly that ho was being
gquashed, Bmithy suggested that Bob
Cherry should hang his feet out of the
window, and thus double the availablo
space. But Bob's feet remained at rost
on Coker's waisteoat. DEighteen other
feet rested somowhera or other on
Coker. Little more than his face was
to be seen—cerimson wifh fury.

“If you cheeky fagz don't lemme
gerrup—" came Coker’'s suffocated
vOloe,

“ BShut up, Coker!”

11l smash the lot of you I

Cloker heaved! He heaved hike ihe
siormy ocean ! 'I'wenty fect sgnashed
bim down again, and he purgled.

rested  their foet on

fellows 1n that

“"You howling ass!” said Harry
Vharton. *8hut up and keep quiet ¥

“I’ll spnﬂicata_ you ™ -

“That's how Coker says * thank you
for n good turn!'! remarked Bob
Chervy, “If Prout knew that he was
on this train, after what he said, he
would go off at the deep end.”

“Mind he doesn't spot you pettin
out at Courtfield I advised ran
MNugent.

“Lemme gerrup!” gurgled Coker.

“Oh, keep quiet, you fatheadI”
snapped the Bounder, * It wae rot to let
him inl If he wants troubls with
Frout, why shouldn't he have treuble
with Prout?"

¥wWell, he's such a fathead—" gaid
Ilarry.

“I'll smash you roared Coker.
fYou wait till we get out at Court-
field! I'll mop up the station with
you [*

‘;W’ith Prout lagking ont" grinned

3

“Blow Prout!”

“You burbling idiot!” exclaimed
Horry Wharten., ““If Proot had seon
vou bharging on this train, after what
he told you, you'd bo for it] Wa lck
vou in to save %ﬂur bacon, you blither-

No

1ing fathead | w keep quiat [

‘I'll smash vou !™ velled Coker,

“You're repeating yourself, old
hean ! eaid ob Cherry. “We've
heard that one.”

“Will vou lemme gerruap "

“You've ot all the flogpr!™
answered Bob., “Don’t be greedy,
Clalzor 1

Coker heaved again., If Coker had
got up in his present state of fury. ie
was clear that Coker would have had to
bo got down again. So the juniors de-
cided to keep him where he was, and
save trouble, 5
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#“Owl1” roared Billy Bunter sud-
Joenly.

. ﬂa]lu,_ hallo, hallo! What's tho

matter with that porpoise?” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. A

“That beast is pinching my leg!”
yvelled Billy Bunter,

“Dooh 1" gasped Peter Todd, ¥ Let
go, Coker, you mad ass! If Jyou pinch
iy leg, I'll— Yoo-hooop |

Two feet were lifted from Coker—
Bunter's and Toddy's. Coker pinchéd
hard. The next moment the Bounder
gave a howl as he got a nip that secmed
to come from a pair of pinceral

“ Here, look out——"

“Chuck that, Coker—>"

“1 say, vou fellows—— Wow.wow "

Coker heaved again, and this time—
with fewer feet on him—he heaved up.

He was almost on his fect when a
forest of hands grasped him, and
bumped him down again. :

“Now arg you going to keep guiet?”
roared Bob Cherry.

“I'Il smash you!” Coker heaved

aln.

“8it on his head, Bunter 17

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ow! The beast has taken & lump

out of my leg!1” howled Bunter. “I've
ot a fearful painl I say, you fellows,
Jtlmg on him "
“8it on his head and keep him
quiet !’ said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Coker heaved, &and heaved, and
heaved again.
Billy Bunter gave him & vengeful

blink through his big spectacles, and sat
on _his head.

Cokor's arms and legs were pinned
down by many feet: and with the fat
Owl of the Hemove sitting on hiz head,
it really looked as if the hefty and irre-
proasible Horace would have to keep
quict at last,

THE MAGNET

“Y say, you fellows, I'll sit on ile
beast till we get to Courtfield,” said
Billy Bunter cheerfully. * More room
here, really, than sgueesed up between
Toddy and Dutton. Mind you don’t let
him pinch me, though.”

“We've got him [

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

“Urrrrrggh ¥ ceme 8  suffocated
ﬁurqle from under Bunter, “Gerroff!

ou'rea chick-chock-chooking=-choking
me—— Gurrgh "

“Will you ba a good little boy if we
let you get up, Horace1” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y say, vou fellows, don’t let the beast
i;-:l, “'i! e's taken & lump out of my
o, say—— Yaroooooh !'?

Billy Bunter made a sudden bound.
The Lellow that he gave as he boundéd
might have excited the envy of the ecle-
brated Bull of Bashan,

“What on earth’s the matter now 1"
cEclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Yow-wow-coogh! I'm bitten——
Yoo-hooo-hooop ! roared Bunter. “ Ow |
The beast's bitten me=——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! I'm not going to sit on lis
head any more ! yelled Bunter. * You
ean &t on his head if you like being
bitten! Ow!¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Billy Bunter scrambled back to his
soat, velling on his top note.

Coker heaved again, Again he was
squashed down, and the Bounder,
taking hold of his ears, banged his head
on the floor.

Coker roared. a

“Mow will you keep quiet?? de-
manded Smithy.

4 I—I—F 11 spiflicats you—"

Rang ! :

“Oh! Ow! Oooh? Stoppit!?

(aker kept quistk st last. His headd

- -
e

The boy who did his best to be sacked from
Qakshott .ﬁchml—-!]‘lalis young Tunstalll
But there’s an object in his madness—a
grim object, which taxes even the keen
wits of Len Lex, the schoolboy 'tec to
discover ! Here'sa gri]pping yarn that you
won't put down till vou have read
every word.
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was bawrd: but the carriage floor was
harder; and Coker got the woust of the
contack, Cokor lay %tenthmg fury and
dust while the train buzzed on to Court-
field. But he was only b:dmﬁ; Iis time !

When they got ta Courtfield, they had
to let him get up! Then Coker’s leg-of-
mautton fists were gomng to swipe !

Coker was Iacf when the train af
length  slowed down into Couortficld
Station.

Porters’ voices came along the plal-
form.

“Courtfield ! Change ‘ere for Friar-
dale and Groeyfriars School.™

The train came to a standstill.

Harry Wharton threw the carriage
tloor open. All along the train, Greys
friara fellows were pouring out,

“Wait tall 1 gerrup I” ﬁaspnﬂ Coker.
“Only you just wait till T goerup!
That's all ! Just wait 1"

“ Hoof him out !* said the Bounder,

*But Prout—"

“IWhat does it matter to us if Prout
spots him?” roared Smithy. “Don't
ha & soft ass! Roll him out under
I’rout’s nosge.”

“I say, you fellows, serve him right it
Prout whops lhim ! squesked DBilly
Bunter. *1've been bitten—"

“Keep him there!” said Ilarvy.
“He's not getting out till Prout's
E]ﬂﬁmd, "i‘li"mt till ﬂPmut's fmli::d off.
“oker might got a foggi or coming
on this tminga:t'ter higsghr;gak told him
not to.”

“Lot Imm!” sna.pﬁad Bmithy, *“A
flogging would do the silly ass good 1?

“Oh rats 1

“Well, T'in getting out!”™ grunted
Vernon-Bmith, *“¥You can mind thak
howling ass if you like. Come on,
Reddy." ) _

The Bounder jumped out, and Billy
Bunter rolled after him, Dut Red-
wing did not follow. Smithy stalked
away for the local train. But the other
follows remained behind to teke care of
Coker |

It was ﬂnlg too

H

clear that, in his
present mood, grace was utterly
regardless of Prout. But what the
master of the Fifth would think and
say and do if he diseovered that Coker
was on that train after gll, was quiie
alarming. Harry Wharton & Co. wera
fed-up with Horace—but they were
ot going to let him ask for thatl
They were all Scouts—and this was
their good turn for the day!

Coker, spluttering and heaving, re-
mained pinned on the floor; while
Iavry Wharton looked nlﬂ;}g tha
train, watching for Prout. ot t1ll
"rout was off the scene was it safe for
Coker to emerge.

“There he 1s—getting outl” =zaid
Harry. “Hold on! Keep that dangex-
ous mdniac oubt of sight!”

Proui's portly figure emerged, and
stood on tho platform. But he did not
immediately  go.  Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, hod alzo como
flown by that train; and Prout joined
him, and began fo converse.

“1s he gonei™ inquired Bob, from
mﬂ:f]' ,

“Noj; chin-wagping with Quelch I™

& I{v.eir.r ! %ol:er 1

g]uzet, Lo
“I=—=1—I'll spiflicate wou I
Pl ?  Coker gurgled breathlessle,
“Wait till I perrup ! Just wait 1
*Jevver hear such a burbling 1diet 7
asked Bab.
“Hardly ever!” grinned Redwing,
“If Prout spots him*=bas he cleared
vet, Harry 79 asked Nugent.
“ Just going 1™
Prout’s portly figure in the distance
oot inlo motion agein by the =ide of
the {all and angular form of the
Komove master. Both the beaks dis-
appeared at last, The local troan for




Friardale and the school was waitln
at the other platform, and Prout an
Quelch disappeared over the bridge.

TAH clear!” said Harry, " Come
The juniorz crowded out of the
carriage.

Released at once, Horace Coker
bounced up like an indiarubber ball
He hurtled from the carriage after the
Bemovites,

Had Prout been #till there he would
have been spotted. The consequences
would have beon awfplly seriouns;
though Coker was too wildly exciled to
think or care about consequences.
Fortungicly Prout was now safely off
the scenc.

N Oy ——
Limrtled.

“Collar him 1"

“Bomn him ™

“Lrive him all he wants—and some
more 17

Coker gob in two—sonding Deter
Todd spinning with his right, and
Johnny Bull with his left. Then Coker
went over, in the grasp of many hands
and smote the platiorm. Ie was swept
off it again, and bumped on it again,
hard,

Bump !

“Urrrggh 1" gurgled Coker,

Lump |

Ow |

“Ohl

Domp !

*“VWoooonoglh "

Harry Wharton & Co headed for the
bridge over the line. Coker of the
Irifth did not follow. Coker, sitting
on the platform in & dazed and dizzy
state stroggled spasmodically for his
eecond wind.

The local train was gone before
Coker was in a state for aection again.
Coker Jost that train! As Prout was
on it, it was rather fortunate for Coker
that he lost it! Really be ought to
have been glad! But Coker was not
feeling glad as he tramped in 2 dusty,
dishevelled, hatless staie out of Court-
ficld Btation, to take a taxi to tho
school. Coker was in the very worst
fempoer ever,

b

gazped Coker, as he

Btoppik ™

T ————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Back Up !

14 ow e
“ Hallo, halle, hallo 1™
“Yow "

“(h, iisten to the band ™

"Ow! Wow! Yow("

“Bing it over again to us!”

“0w! I say. vou feliows—— Wowr!
Qoogh! Owl  Wow!” wailed Billy
Bunter,

The Fomous Five were in Study
No. 1. Wharton and Nugent, to whom
that celebrated apartinent belonged,
Lad been unpacking Among othep
things they had unpacked a tin of
toffces.  For which resson the other
members of the Co.—Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull and the Nabob of RBhani-
pur—had foregathered in Study No, 1,
where they discussed toffecz and tho
prospects of the new termm ot the same
Lime.

There were lots of things to discuss,
cf course, at the beginning of the tenn
—changes in the time-tables, ericket
prospects, whether there were new
pre’s, wheither Loder of the Sixth
would be = Ireig:ct egain this term,
what men old Wingate would play in
the first eleven, and—still more import-
ant—what Remove men Wharton would
play in the Bemove eleven, whether
Angel of the Fourth or Price of the
Fifth would be sacked this term—as
they ounght to have been lasti—whether
there were any new kids and, if so,

EVERY SATURDAY

what sort of a erew they were, #nd =o
on and so farth.

The Famous Five came to the end of
the toffees hefore they came to the ond
of the discussion. ut the discussion

was interrupted by sounds of woe that
floated in from the Remove passage,
and the sounds of woe weire followed

by the picture of woe==in the person of
William George Bunter.

“ Anything happened i
Wharton,

“I've beon kicked 1 howled Bunter.

“Whose tuck wero you snooping ¥

“1a, ha, ha!"

“T wasn't snooping Coker’s tuck, yon
beast | He kicked me becanse 1 sat on
Ius head in the trainl Hard, too!™

“0Oh1” said Bob Cherry, with o war-
like look. *“If old Horace hasn't had
enough, we've got some more he can
have—and welcome 17

“The morefulness ia terrific ¥ agroed
Hurree Jamset Bam Eiu%h.

“1 dare say Coker fecls lilke booting
us all round,”” remarked Johuny Bull
“If he's beginning with Bunker we'll
give him something io cure him.”

asked Ilavry

“Yes, rather{” agreed I'rank
Nugent.

“Hold on, though!” said Ilarvy
Wharton, “We know Bunterl”

“Oh, really, Wharton, if you think
I'm not telling the truth—"" roared
Bunter indignantly. )

“Woll, if you've going fo break
records this tern, old fat man, more
power to vour elbew. But I know that
Coker brought 8 hamper back with
him, and I jolly well know what wonld
happen te it if vou got near it—-"
“1f you think T'd sncop a fellow's

“Well, I'd rather know first wlere
you were when Coker kicked you,” said
;-im émpmlu of ithe Remove, shaking his
1ead.

“Oh ! said Bob., “Where did Colier
Lick you, Bunter?™

“Opn the trousers.”

“You haninE nszs, I mean where
wora vou when he kicked vou " hooeted
Bob, while his comrades chiuckled,

“Oh! In the—the passapo—->"

“Anywhere near Coker's siudy
nsled Harry Wharton, laughing.

“MNowhere ncar it! The beast said
‘T'll give you sitting on a fellow's
head !’ and landed his boot on me—
Wow 1"

“Look here,” ezelaimed Bob, “that
won't do! We'll all jolly well go along
to Coker's study and boot him.”

“That's vight, old chap ! said Billy
Bunter encouragingly. “Stick to o
pal! Back me up! Tl help, of
course, I—T'11 watch in the passage
and see if any other Fifth Form beasts
come along ! I knew thiz was the study
to come io! That beast Toddy only
laughed when 1 told him—after all
I'va done for him, you kmow! Just
lnughed—thougli I told him Coker
kicked mie right acrosa his study——*

“Across his study !’ roarcd Dob
Cherry.

“The study you were nowhere near
bawled Johrmy Bull,

“0h, I—I—I mean——
Bunter.

“What were von doing in Coler's
study ¥ asked Harvry Wharion, langh-
ing. “Angthing remotely eonnceied
with a hamper}”

“No!” roared Bunter. “J wasn't in
his study ! I've =aid ze! Ii's prelty
foul to doubt a fellow’s word, T think!
When I said study I meanil passage.
He kicked me right acrosa the passage
~—just because I sat on his willy head,
when you fellows aslied me to.  As for
his inmper, I never knew he liad one;
I never saw him getting it from tho

c L]

slammoered

?

Houvse dame, and I never watchied him
a into tho games shide,  Why should
?  DBesides, liow was | to know that

the beast was just coming back to his

study '

“0h, my hati®

“Ha, ha, et

“ Blessed if I eco anvihing fo cackle
at!] You call vourself eaptain of the

Bemove, Wharton, and vou stick there

doing nothing while a Fifih Form cad

boots & Remove man! 1 came down
bump in the deorway——"

“The doorwny of ihe
asked Boly Cherry,

“Ha., ha, hat*

“I—=I mean, not in ihe doorway—I
QA =——

“Yes, wo knoww what vou mean, old
fat fraud,” said Fravk Nugent, " and
if you were after Coker’a tuck you
asked for it—and serve yom jolly well
right I

“Chap who =cofls n mar's fuck ought
te be booted " said Johnny Dull,

“1 wasn't scoffing 1t ! velled Dunter.
“U'd hardly touched the eake swhen
Coker came in—I mean, I wasn’t there
ot ell; npowhere near the room.
Coker’s in a fearful tempor because
FProut's going to comdb his hair for him,
prdd hie toolk it out of me, the Lheast—
malking out a chap was alter hia tuck !
e just jumped at the chance, that
wanz afl.”

“Yeory likely,” nzvecd Havey Whar-
ton. L dare esay Colier was feeling
like booting somebady. Thoughtful of
ou Lo ask for it really when the old

ealn was fecling like that”

“Ha, ha, ha'

Billy DBuntee, concentrated {he glare
of his spectacles on the Famous Five;
he concentrated wrath and scorn in
that glave.

Evidently Bunter did nol like thot
booting from Horvace Coker. Ile
wanted vengeance for {hat booling.

Had that bosting been  Gestowed
simply because the fat Owl Lind sat on
Colter’z head in the train, undoubtediy
the Famous Five would have been pre-

aredd to go on the warpaih at once.

ut as 1t obviously had been bostowed
because fho fat grub-eaider of the
Remove had been at btz old game, they
were not so prepared, The Owl of the
Remove had asked for it, gob it—and
that was thatt

“Arc you fellows going lo rag that
cadl Colier or not 7™ demanded Bunter.

“Wot ' answered the Fpmens Five,

“Well, of all the rotten funks—*

“The funkfulness i1z not ferrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” said Hureee Jamset
Ram Singh, mikdly,

“Yah! Afraid of Coker!™ jeered
Bunter. “1I suppose hie will be kicking
vou nexi. Serve you richt if he does!
I can jolly well tell you that if Coker
starizs booting vou, I jolly well shay't
stop him ™

“Ia, ha, ha!*

“0Oh, cackle! Tooicd
“TFunks! Sneaking [vni-:

Johnny Dull rose,

“I'm not goinz o Look Cuoker, for
one,”” ho sauid, “but T'm zoing {o boot

paseapc '

Dander.
Yan!”

you, you frabjous fal fveak! o
round 17

“ Beost 1™

Bunter backed oud of the siudy, Ile

seemed to have hnd esonegi e the way

of bootings, and dil poi want any
more.
“Yah! Tunks! he hooled. and

slammed the door and Aed.

The discussion in Slady No. 1 was
resumed, both Buntee and Colicr being
dismissed from miwd, like the irifling
things they were, Tl a minaie or two
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later ile Famous Five webe reminded
of Bunter, if not of Coker.

The study door opened about a foot,
and & fat {wud, a fat face, and a big
pair of spectacles sppeared round it

“I say, you -fellows——" squeaked
Hl:uster. ; ; . fod

; -::oa% o fat slop ' prowle
Johnny uli.: . s

“But there's something I want to tell
you fellows |” said Bunter,

“Well, wha® is it?” asked Harry
Wharton. .

“You'rg all funks in this study (¥

“Wha-a-at 7"

“ Funks '

Slam t

Bunter was @m}t

The Famons Five glared af tho door,
They did not like this! Bunter, of
course, waa nobiody—less than nobedy,
if possible! &2till, even from so incon-
siderable a micrabe as thg Owl of the
Removre it was not pleasant,

“If that fat freak Iooks in again—->"
breathed Johnny Bull

Tap! came o minute Inter,

“Oh, come inl” called out Harry

harton.

The door apencd about 8n  inch.
Through that narrow aperture come s
fat sgueak.

“Yah!l Fuuksi™

Slam |

“By gum " said Bob E‘Iut-rr.}. “T'm
efting fed up with DBunter's anties

_himy jolly well tap at that door
again, that's all |”

Bob Cherry stopped sofily  towardas
tha door. Ho took up his b just
insido. His friends watched him with
grinning fades. If Billy Bunter tapped
again, he would not have time to bolt
hefore he was grabbed. This time
Euntur wad going to hear something

rOp-

A long minute pazsed—then another.
Then—

Tap!

Hardly had that tap tapped when
Dob tore the door open and charged.
Hao charged right into the figure out-
side the doorway amd =ent it spinning.

There waz a yell and a orash on
the opposite zide of the passage—then
a bump! .

“Got you this time, vou fat freak !
roared Bob. “You—— Oh, my hat!
Is—is—iz—ia that yow, Smuthy "

*Smithy I* yelled the fcllows in the

study.

€8 L1

¥

b erikey]l Smithy—" gasped
The Bounder of Grevfriars, sitting at
the foot of the opposite wall, glored
at num, gasping,

‘;;fw hr]md asf!” heo atuttﬁrﬁﬁ h“'?fnu

ippopotanmus—ryon ithering,

E?in ing lillfofkhﬂad—ﬂ;gu piffling, pige-
faced perisher! What do you mean,
knocking a fellow over when he comes
to ask you to a study suppeori™

“0Oh erumbs!t I thought it was
_Buntug " gasped Bob., *“I—I thought

“You thought ¥ hooted the Bounder,

scrambling up.  “1'd like to know
what you djg it with, you footling
fathead! Go and cat coke |

“But I say—"

“Idiot 1

The Bounder cstalked on up the
Remore passage, apparently having

changed his mind sbout that invitation
to a study supper. He went into
Study No. 4, and slammed the door,

Bob shut the door of Study No. 1 and
turned back to Dis {riends, who were
yelling.

“*MNothing fo cackle at ! he grunted.
“1 thought—"

“Ha, ha, ha I?
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“Look here—"
““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co,

T%}!
“Yah! Funks!” came o fat squeak
through the keyhole, followed by a

rapid patter of retreating footstepa.
Gob Cherry tore open the door

ngain, But the possa was vacant,
Only a few seconds had elapsed since
that fat sgoeak, but in those fow

t
seconds Billy Bunter had elapsed, too.

g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Keeping The Peace ]

ABRY WHARTON & CO.
smiled in break next morning.
It was & sunn

) ing, and all Nature scoemed to
smile, so_there was no reason why the
Famous Tive of the Remove should not
smile also,

But that special smile was specially
evoked by the sight of Horace James
Coker of the Fift%n Form—who was not
cniling at all.

Gloom sat on the brow of Coker of
the Fifth,

He was frowning—a frown that
almost put in the shade the “frightful,
fearful, frantie frown” of the Lord
High FExeeutioner.

“Poor old Coker[” remarked Bob
Cherry. “I suppoze Prout’s been
zealping him |
H-'I'I'il Wharton lavghed. )
“Well, Quelech would sealp us if ke
heard ws hlowing him 1™ he remarked.
“Coker asks for these things1”

“Hallo, hallo, kallo, here he comes 1
murmured Bob,  “Don't demago him
if we can help it—he looks as if he's
roetting enough from Prout |

Tha Famous Five suppressed their
smmilcs, a3 Horace Coker, spotting
them, bore down on them.

1f Coker was going to rencw the little
trouble of the previens day, they had
no choiee, of course, about dealing
with him faithfully. In thnt case, they
were prepared to strew Horace sll over
tho quadrangle. But, really, they
hoped that they weren't going to be
driven inte giving old Horace any
more.  Really, he looked as if he was
gotting &m;nugi'l from hiz Form-master.

“Oh! I'vc been going to speak to
yvou kids,” said Coker, with unexpected
calm. And the Famous Five, desirous
of peace on Coker’s account, gﬁﬂgrnualg
allowed the word kids to pass, instea
i]f telling Coker what they thought of
1ET.

“Carry on!” said Bob cheerily,

“I was going to thrash the lot of
vou for your dashed check on the train
vestorday,” said Coker, “but T won't [

“(h, thanks ™ said the Famous Five
with one voiee, still on the peaceful
tack, And Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh
romarked that the thankfulness was
torrihe.

Coker pave them rather g suspicious
look. But he nodded.

“Well, you asked for it," he =sald,
“gchecking a seitior man and kicking up
o shindy in public I*

Coker seemed to take tho vicw that
tha Removites had kicked up that
shindy, DBut they let 1t pass. T]tE’F
could see signs of worry in old Horace's
face., It looked as if Coker had been
thinking. If so, it showed that Cokor

was not his usual selfl

“Ivoe got a book!” said Coler
gloomily. ;

“Rough Iuck!” said the Famous
Five with unanimous sympathy. Th
could have sympathised even wit
Loder of the Bixth, if Loder had got
a book. A book was awiyl,

A fellow might bave a bundred lines,

Spriffg morn-

or cven two hundred lines, and it was
g1l in the dey’s work. Hoe might even
have five hindred lines, and live to
tell the tale, a5 it were. But a wholo
book was a terrific imposition. There
wero more than five hundred lines in
a book. In the first book of Wirgil
there were seven hundred and fifty-six,

A hapless vietim landed with seven
hundred and fifty-six lines of Latin to
write might well look as if most of tho
iroubles of thoe universe had descended
ot _his shoulders and bowed them down,

Aftor heariui;- that Coker had a boak,
C'olcer might have colled the Fomous
Five kids, or cven fags, and they
waould not have arisen a.n& smitten hin,
A fellow whe had e book had enough,
without anything more being added

therounto,

“You know Prout!” said Coker
bitterly “T knew at the iime thaot
he would make out that I was to
blame. Well, he did 1"

IIarry Wharton & Co, were tactfully
stlent.

Really, they could not (Euiiu see what
olsa Mr, I'rout was to make out, in ihe
circumstances. But it would have been
1o comfort to Coker to tell him so.

“And I've got & book ! said Coker.
fNice way to begin the term ™

“Horrid I said Boh. Beb, in his
mind’s ¢ye, could sce the hopless Horaca
crinding away at Latin lines for days,
and days, and days, to come!

“But,” went on Coker unexpectedly
again, *if Prout knew I'd comre on that
train, it would be worse, I've been
thinking that over, and that's what [
was going to speak to yvou about., I
don’t want it to come out that I was
on that train. You Enow Proutl He
ordered me not to come on that train.
1. took no notice, But you knew him,
Ho would call it discbedjence—in-
subordination—mmtiny—any old thiogl
You know him "

Arain the juniors wondered what
elze Prout could eall it. ﬁg;in they
tactfully refrained from remarks,

“The man’s not bad,” sad Coker

“T'll do him that justice! Ho's not
bad=-not an acid drop like Hacker,
for instance, He's & fool! Ie thinka

I'm a fooll Thot shows the =ort of
old ass he ist”

Plenty of  Greyfriars men thought
Prout an old aszs. But hs belief that
Horace Coker was o fool would nob
havoe begn considered cvidence that Lo
was !

“Tn fact, when he gova me that
hook, bhe said he was lenient hecaunso
e hnew that I was stupid [ said
Coker. “That's the sort of thing I have
to stand from Prout. He hasn't the
faintest ides of mg standing in the
TForm, ar in the sc . Just doesn't
unclerstand. I might be a fellow like
Pottor, or Greene, or DBlundell—a
nobody—{from the way Prout talks]
The man simply hasn't senso [V

“0Oh " gasped Harry Wharton.

“You kids were s sot of 5011:15
hooligans yeﬁterdaﬁ.” went on Cokor,
“lt since I've thought it over, I'm
jolly glad you kept moe oubt of Prout’s
sight on that trainl If he'd seen mo
one i, he would have gone off at the
deap end—might even think of whop-
ping me! Ie's fool enough! And it
would be pretty sevious if I was driven
to lutting Prout!™

“I'o—to—to whatting hmm 1" gasped
Bob Cherry.

“(h erikey 1 gasped Frank Nupgent,
“I—I—1 shouldn't think of hitting
Prout, if I were you, Coker!”

Tho Famous Five gazed at Coker,

That any fellow outside a homo {or
idiots could think of hitting his Forin-
master was really rather unnerving.
Coker seemed to be toying with thab
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The Famous Five had no more time {o waste on Coker. The Fifth Former went down on
Feet were planted on his waisteoat, pinning him down,

romarkable idea. Coker had his own

mental  processes, unlike  those of
cominon mortals,
"Well, he doesn’t Lnow, and you

kids ean see that Le'd better not lknow, ™
gaid Coker. 1 den’t want troublo
with him—more than I can helpl
Prout's not likely to speak to you, of
course—or to take any notice of scrubby
fags at all, if you como to that, But
don't jaw about it, sce (¥

Coker had his own inimitable way of
asking favours,

“Don’t chatter and gabble up and
down the school and all that! Yen
ece whot I mean,” explained Coker,
“You silly fags can’t belp chattering
and babbling, I dare say—but don't
chatter and babble about thatt”

-

“You put it so nicely 1” gasped Bob
Cherry,
terrific,

“The nicefulness
cstoemed Coker.”

“What I like about Coker,” remarked
Nugent, “is that pleasant, polished,
polite way he has of putting things—
aobody like him 1™

“Don’t be checky!” said Coker
rln.rI:Iﬁt - “T'm letting you off for what
you did yesterday, but that doesn't
mean that I'm going o stand any more
cheek from youl I've a short way with
fags when they're cheeky.”

8 "]ifﬂu silly chump——" began Johnny
uil,
“Chuck it, Johnny 1" said Harry
Wharton haestily. “Let Coker rip.
What does it matter if ho talks out of
Lis hat 1"

“What 1" roared Coker.

“Oh! I—I mean——"

“Yes, I know what you mean!”
enorted Coker. * ¥You menn that vou're
going to be as cheeky this term as you
wera last,.  And .I'll tell you what I
mean. I mean to pull your ear when
rou're ¢heekv—Ilike that!™
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Coker reached out with a large hand
to demonstrate.

The Famous Five wete aceful.
They compassionated poor old Coker,
sod did not want to damage him ! But
there was a limit—and that was the
limit,

Coker did not grip Harry Wharton's
ear, Before he could grip that car five
pairs of hands gripped Coker |

Earth and sky floated wildly before
Coker's dizzy eyes as he was suddenly
swept off his feet, his arms and legs
frantically thrashing the air.

Bump !

Coker landed on the gquad.

He roared as he landed.

“Hook it!1” said Bob. “Wo shall
have to wallop him, and we don’t want
to wallop the old ass| Hook it !”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

‘Yaroop 1" roared Coker., “Oh, my
bat! TI'lI—Il—=I'll——"

_ The Famous Five, laughing, hooked
it. hey were gone before Horace

er was on his fect again.  And
Coker, hav:ing lared round for them in
vamn, resmmed his moody pacing in tho
quad, his frowning brow locking still

moro like the * frightful, fearful, frantic
frown * of the Lord High Executioner.

—— ey —

THF. SIXTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious !

ILLY BUNTER grinned,

Mr, Quelch glanced at that
member of his Form, and did
not grin.

It was only the sccond day of term,
and Greyiriars fellows had not guite
settled down to tho collar vet. Still,
Mr. Quelch was the man to mike the
Remove realise that the helidays were
over and that school was schocl and
that lessons were lessons.
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the floor of the earriage, crashing.

while Nugent and Vernon-Smith stood on his legs !

In the Remove Form Reom Quelch
had no use for anything but work.
Billy Bunter, in Form or out of Iorm,
had mo wuse for work whon lie could
dodgo tho same, At tho present
moment Queleh had n strong suspicion
that Bunter was not thinking of the
subject in hand, as, of conrse, Tluntor
ought fo have been doing.

Queleh was giving his Form a spot
of English literature, They H’E?ﬂ
acquiring knowledgo of tho beautics of
tha * Elegy in & Country Churchyard.”
There was nothing in that to make
Billy Bunter grin.

It was o sad poem. It was sadder
still to have tn work at it The com-
bincd effect of the poem, and of having
to give 1k attention, ought to havoe made
Dunter very scrious fnstt-nd of which,
he was grinning.

While Quelch expounded, the juniors
were making notes. Quelch wondered
whether Bunter really was making
notes or whether he was seribblin
something elss. Fellows sometimes did.
Skinner had been ecaught making a
comic cericatura of lis Form-master
instend of making notes of his Form-
master’s sage utlorances oneo or twice.
Fellows had heen spotied passing
missives along the desks many times
%m:lch was a downy bird and wise to all
tho ways of o junior Form.

“Bunter 1" come Queleh's deep voice,

“Oh! ¥Yes sirl” Bunter consed to
grin instently. e blinked uneasily at
Queleh through his big spectacles. If
Billy Bunter was enjoying somo }J;'I:rkﬂ,
he did not want to share it with his
Form-mastor. -

“"Ara you giving mo your attention,
Dunter

“Oh! ¥Yes, sir! I heard evoryiling
you wern saying 1™

Tue dMaeNer LIBRARY.~No. 1.630.
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“T am elad [a hear that, DBunter.
What was I saying 7™

(1] ﬂh IJ)

“ Answer me, Buntey 1" ;

“Oht Ahl Yes, sir] Oh crifeyl
I—1 mean to say—— Oh lor’ " gasped
Bunter. His fat mind was & periect
blank, and he wondered wildly what
Queleh might have been sag'::g. Some
rot, of course, but what rot

“You have not been listening,
Dunter,” _

"Ohl Yes, sir] I—T was listening
very carcfully, sir. I° starnmered the
fat Owl—="I—I waen't thinking of any-
thing elso, eir.”

“1 warn you, Bunier, not to think of

anything else while you aro in class1”
zaid Mr. Queleh in o very deep voieo.
And with that, to Bunter’s great reliek,

he let the matter drop.

For a good five minntes after that
Bunter ohsorbed knowledgo of Gray's

Mtl]g as expounded by Henry Samuel

ineler.

It was, of course, annoying to Bunter,
Ho had no personal taste for English
literature,  IIn would willingly have
swopped the wholo range of Lnglish
literature, from Chaucer down, for a
hag of bullseyes—oven for one single,
solitary bullseye ! :

As for Gray's Elegy, it bored Bunter
gtiff. And ho had anocther matier in
mind—n rag on those beasts, Harry
Wharton & Co., who had refused to
hack him up ageinst that other beast,
Coker of the Fifth,

Bunter's hack was still up. I thosa
ends were funky of Coker, Bunter was
going to rub 1% . ‘

So after tho lapse of five or mix
minutes, the fat Owls attention
wandored from Gray ain, ond the
eurfow tolled the knell of parting doy,
the lowine herd wonnd slowly o'er the
lea, unhecded by Billy Dunter.

Bunter folded up s section of paper,
Dnd:!-jehh mmu:hliu] was written, ond
AT the next fcllow,

“pges that along to Wharton,” he
whispered,

The folded imt}er was passed along
from fellow to fellow under the desks.

“Todd 1" cama 8 rap like a bullet
from Mr. Quelch. .

Toter Todd had that missive in hand.

“Oh! Yes =ir]” gasped Peter.

“Stand op 1™

Peter stood wp.

“What ia that in your hand, Todd 1"

“Oh crikey 1 pmrmured Buntor.

Quelch had spotted the missive. The
beast slways seemed to spot a'mrgthmg
thnt went on i1n the Remove, nnter
was thankful that the misive had not
been spotted in his own fat hand. Hoe
was sorry that T::rdﬂy' had been tﬂppﬁt_},
of course. DBuf it was not so bad as if
Bunter him:eli had been copped.

“A—a—a poper, Bir,”  ptemmercd
Peter.

“Iand it to me.” !

There was no help for it Poter Todd
handed ovor the folded paper, .

“Take fifty lines, Todd, for passing
notes along in class,” rumbled Mr.
3:“:15@ “ You may sit down, What is

15

Mr. Queleh nnfolded the paper. He
locked at it. He stoved ob it. It was
really a swiprising note. Some of the
juniors could sce it, and they were as
surprised as Queleh. Whatever Quelch
maight havo expected to soe, he certainly
had not expected to sce what he saw.

“Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull, Inky.
ALpP.»

That was what the missive contained
wn the unmistakable =crawl of Billy
Puntor, aceommpanicd by the Ilois,
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THE MAGNET
smuddges, snd amears  that  always
secompanied Bunters calligraphy.

1t dlddnnt c-m:]tf.in, as i:{mihapsdgqn!ch
suspected, isrespectinl or gerisivo
allusion tna?'z‘?nrmse]f* It contained the
names of five members of his Form and
the well-known miuals, A RP. What
it .could possibly mean wes a mystery
known only to tho fat brain thot bad
devised it.

Y Bunter 1" rapped Mr. Queleh.

“Dh erikey! 1 mean, yeos sirl”
gasped Bunter in dismay. He wondered
whether Quelch was going to pick on
him, It would be like tho beast.

“What do 3ou mean by this
Bunter 1
“Ohl Neothing, sirl I—=I've nover

seen it before.
stuttered Bunter.

“This waz written by you, DBunfer.
It iz in your hand.”

Wha-a-at 13 it, =iri"

“Oh! Nol Handwritings are—are
very much alike, =ir,” stammered
Bunter. “I—I—1 never wrole it, sin

and—and I never asked the fellows to

pass it along to Wharton, sir”
Harry arton looked round. 1o
gpparently was te have been Lhe

recipient of the intevcepied note.

“ Silence, Dunter, you foolish and vun-
truthful boy | Wharton, what does this
nonsense mean i

The captain of the Remove stared at
the paper. Its maaninig, if any, was
quite beyond his comprehension.

“1 don't know, sirl” he answercd

blankly, J
All-the Removites, of couvse, wore
familiar with A.R.P. There were

regular AB.P. drills at the school.
Air Raid Precautions had come to
stav. But what Bunter could possibly
have meant by scribbling five names,
followed by A.R.P., was a vory decp
mysatery. : e

“1 will not permit surreplitions coms-
munications to pass along the Fourmn,”
said Mr, Queleh severcly. " Cherry,
vour name is here? What docs it
mean "

“1 don’t know, sir,” nnswercd Bob
as blankly as Wharton.

“Bull, what—-"=""

“Can’t make ik
Johnny Bull.

* Nugent——""

“Beats me, sir " said Frank.
mean, I can't muko it out.”

“Hurree Singh—" :

“The understandfulness is  not
torrifie, esteemed sahib!” answered the
nobob of Bhanipur, with & shake of his
dusky head.

My, Quelch compressed his lips. He
scented a rag, though he could nob
maoke oub what it was, or mdeed maks
heed or tail of it. He frowned at the
Famous IMive, and ho frowned at
Bunter. Obviously it was a jest of
some sort, though if so, it was a very

out, =irf” said

“ Y1

deep one. )

}iz}wsver, after a searching stare at
the Famous Five, Queclch passed them
over and cancentrated on Billy Bunter,

That fat aod fatuous youth guaked
as the gimlet eyes were fixed on him.

* Bunter | 5

“ It—ik wasw't me, sir—"

“¥ou have wasted the time of the
class by this absurdity!™ said Mr.
Quelch sternly. “You will rempin in
when the Forma i3 dizsmissed, Bunter,
and write out the whole of Gray's
Elegy, from beginning to end, before
you leave the Formeroom,”

“(th erikey IV

“Wa shaﬁ now resume ¥ snapped
AMr. Quelch,

And they resumed, the Remove once
more revelling in the beaulies of the
celebrated Elogy.

Billy Bunter {mfl L. i

:llj‘?

rinning now !  Whatever o
fat Orwl ﬁa,d meant by that mysterious
miissive, he had regorded 1t as &
tremendous joke! Dut the joke no
louger amused him! The prospect of
gitting in the Form-room and writin
out (iray's Elegy from end to en«
woutld have spoiled the best joke everl

Bunter sat [ugubrious! Bo far from
smiling, the Owl of the Remove locked
ns if he would never smile againl
When the Remove went ouf, Bunter
ot ﬁn—dl¥Fed his pen in the ink, and
started “The kerfew toles the nell of
parting desy, the lowing herd wynds
sloely ore the les "—and groancd over
evory line.

Hitherto, Billy Bunter had merely
disliked Thomas Gray. Dut by tho
iime he had written out {hat beautiful
Elegy to the end, he bated himm wiil
a doeadly hatred.

waa nob
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinper Is Too Funny!

id ALL{Y, halle, hallo ™ .
“What the thump—""
“What the dickens——"
The Fameus Five, afler &
spot of cricket practice following class,
had come up to the Renmove passage wo
tea in a cheery bunch, They found 2
number of fellows gathered round tne
door of Study Ne. 1, staring ot it, oud
ETHININE.
On that study door, in large chalked
capital letters, appesred the initialss:

I“ﬁl‘RlPl”

Fellows were grinning as they leoked
at it. MNobody understood what i
meant, or why it was chalked there.
But after what had happened mm the
Remove Form Room that afternaon,
they could gucss that it was the handi-
work of William George Bunter.

Bunter, plainly, meant something by
this! It was some sort of a scorching
jest on the Famous Fivel But whers
the jest came in, wonted a lot of
FUCSSINE. :

“That's Bunter, I suppose!” eaid
Harry Whartor, staring at tho inscrip-
t10ML. “ Apybody know what it
means 7

“The meanfulness s not terrifically
conspicuous | remarked Hurreo Jamset
Ram Singh. :

“¥e, he, he ! Bill
out of Btwdy No 7,
unmusical cachinnation.

“ Bunter, you howling asg—e'*

“He, he, hel” .

“What have you done tlus for, you
hurbling bloater 1 demsnded Nugent,
“What docs it mean, you fatheadi”

“(Inesa?™ chuckled Buoter, * What
dm:si_ it :-‘il.'.u,nd fg:i?” _ -

“Is that podgy porpoiso potiy
asked Bob Cherry. * A,g?P, stands for
Air Raid Precautions, you footling
frump ™ i

“Nothing clee?” grinned Bunter.

“yWoll, what else, you blitherar}*

“ iuess | chortled Bunter. " He, Do,
he 1™

Harry Wharton & Co. and the other
Remove fellows stared at Bunter, nnd
stared at the study door.

Evervbody knew what AR.P. stood
for—but it seemed that Bunter's power.
ful brain had worked out another
phrase for which thoso familiar letters
conld stand! Some hidden message,
sume masterly gibe, some sardonio
taunt, was hidden under the initinls
ARDP. .

“What the dooce clse can 7t staml]
for, oxeepl Yi- e ] .01

Bunter, looking
contributed an

Ty peren it greeng 2



ashied Lovd Maulevercr, quite puzzled.
““"Ha, he, hel"
" Might be a description of the nice,

high-minded fellows who use that

study,” enggested  Skinnev. “All
Heally Perfect.”

“I1a, ha, ha1”

“Is that 1t, Bunter?” asked 1l
Bounder with a chuckle.

“He, he, he!l No, that ain't itl

If you fellows don't like
it, you ean lump it! You refused to
back me up against Coker, like the
measly funky erowd you are! Bo that's
what you get.”

*“What on carth has that got to do
vith this?" hooted Bob.

“He, he, he!™ )

Harry Wharion [frowned. Lilly
Bunter was a howling ass, and his
asinine absurdities did not matter very
much. At the same time, Study No. 1
was Shudy No. 1, and was not to be
guyed by a fatunous fab Owl, whatever
raveterions meaning might be attached
it the initials chalked on the door.

Apparently it had something to de
with the faet that the Famous Five
had declined to avenge the fut Owls
wrongs on Coker of the Fifth—though
tho connecction was known only to
Bunter's mighty brain. . ]

“Well, don't pluiy the goat like this
again, Bunter, or hall use your face
1o rub it oot with," said the captain
of the Bemove, ‘
. "¥ah! You rub that out and I'll
jolly well paint it on next time, TI'm
olly well gomng to show f)*m: up! Yah!
I!ln"i"lu:n’ttt funky of Coker of the FFifth#"
“What has this got to do with Coker

of the Fifth, you potty porpoiset™
“Tie, he, I

He, he, hel

L]
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“Well, if that were my swudy door,
I'd jolly well boot him, whatever it
wmeans 1" grunted Johnny Bull,

“Tvo got it 1" exclaimed Skinner,

“You've guessed 1t1" asked Frank
Nugent. i i

1 think so!"™ ssid Bkinner blandly,
“Not a bad description of the fellows
in the study really 1

“Well, what is 7" asked Hnrrﬂ
Wharton, with & rathor suspicious loo
at Skinner. Ho did not want to boot
o fathead like Bunter, but he was quite
propared to boot Skinmer, if mired.

“Go it, Bkinner!” grinned the

under, He could sce that one of
Skinner's malicious jests was coming,

“Cough it up!” said Beob. All the
fellow: were a little curious to know
what the fat Owl could possibly mean
to inply by that mysterious inseription,
and if Skinner had guessed, they
wanted to hear.

“T think I'vo got it right, said
fkinner, in the same bland tone. “I'll
l'l:lmfi it gﬁi ou i-allmv? tge say whether
the descripfion’s good ams good to
mo! ‘ Awfully Respectable Prigsl’
YWhat about that?"

“Ha, ha, ha {¥ yolled the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hal™ echoed along the
Remove passage.

Skinnor’s guess, whother acourate or
not, seemed to enkertain the Removites,
But there were five members of the
Remove whem it did not cntertain.
Harry Wharton & Co. werp not enter-
tained ot all. :

If Harold Skinner liked to consider
thein prigs because they did not
gemoke cigparettes 1n tho study, or sneak

in at the back gate of the Threo
Fishers, or hkeep a sporting paper
hidden wunder 8 cushion, Harold

Skinner was welcome to his opinion,
But he was not weleome to state it in
their hearing, Bkinner equld not do
that without Ei% called to account.

Bob Cherry made a grab at 8kinnee's
gollar. He hooked him towavds the
study door.
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“Lot go, you fool 1 roared Skinner.
“What do wvou think you are wp to,
you ruffian ¥

“I'm going to rub ont Bunter'a rot,”
ﬁxp]mn{-ﬁ Boli, “Alind if T do it with
your mop, Skinneri"

“Leggo! TI'll punch you!™ yellnd
skinner, wriggling in wain in Bob's
Enwerfu! grip. “Let go, you roticr, or
Il punch you !™

“ro ahead [ =aid Bob cheerfully.
" A sporting bloke like yvou ought o be
able to handle an awfully respeernble
prig! Pile m [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. Skinoer doubled hiz fist as he was
jerked to the door. But he undoubled
1t again. .

Skinner was not =0 good at punching
as at pufling the wild an:F wooll
woodbine, He wriggled and struggled.
C "¥ou silly ass, can't you take a
joke?" he howled. .

“ ¥z, rather! I can fake the joker,
too I

“Ha, hsa, ha!l” .

“You fathead, I was only joking ™
roared Skinner.

“So am L," answercd Bob. * Think
you'ro tho only iiut:rll:t::r in the Remove ¥

“Hsa, ha, ha "

“Mind if I hold your ears, Skinner?
I shall have io hni’r'l to eomething, io
use wour mop as a duster

"'gamuuh " roared Skinner.

Apparently he did mind. He roared
and wriggled and wrenched and raved,

But it booled not. With a ﬁ? on
Skinner’s ears, Bob Cherry rubbed the
chalk off the study door with Skinneor's
hair—amid yélla of laughter from the
follows in the Remove passage, and
yvells, not of lavghter from Bkinner.

Skinner’s face was crimson, his mop
chalky, when Bob had finished.

He wrenchod himsclf loose at last,
end itottored, gasping.

" ¥ou—you—yon " ho ﬁ:aped.

“ Me—me—moa I'* agreed Bob. * Roll
up again if Bunter does any more of
his stunts, old bean! Your mop makes
a pretty pood duster.”

nd the Famous Five, laughing,
went into Study No. 1 to tea, leaving
Skinner gurgling with rage ond breath-
logenass.

Skinner was often funny, and some-
times ho was too funny, and, like moat
people, he did not like getting that for
which he had asked, With a erimson
and furious face, ho stamped away up
the ]ga o towards his own study.

“Ha, a, hel”  chuckled illv
Bunter, as he passed Etud{ No. 7. “I
say, Skinner, your head looks like a
bu.tii_brﬂﬂm. e, ho, he!l”

Bkinner stopped; DBunter

ECOTAl

emused. But the amusement was
brief. Skinner did not speak. Mo
BMOte.

Thump i

*¥ooo-hoop I"* roared Bunter, ns he
went over backwards into his study.
He sat down in that study and mnreﬁ,
and roarcd ngain.

S8kinnor marched on to Study Ne. 11,
feeling bettor. ;

Billy Bunter waa left in Study Na. 7,
feeling, to judge by his roaring, con-
siderably worso.

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Cat Out Of The Bag !

(1 AH ™
i Lilly Bunter made 1hat re-
mark, addrvessed {o lHorace

Coker of the Fifih Form, in
& Lone of reckloss defiance, and accom-
panied by & blink expressive of the
utter disdain  that DBunter {felt for
Horace Coker of the Fifth Form.

Which naturally surprised Coker
_ Aftor class that day Colicr was walk-
ing in the quad, thinking of that book
which he had to write—that intormin.
able task which was to keep lam busy
through all his leisure houors for daye
and days to come.

He had not yet startad on that book.
He had had time, really, to get a
chunk of it bitten off, so to speak. Dut
he had spent that time in cxplaining
o Iotter and Greene that it was up to
them, as loval Euls, to toke on somo
of that hefty job of worl,

Potter and Greene did not scem to
goe it, somohow,

Perhaps they thought that if Coker
ssked for a book, it was up io Coker
to handle tho book when 1t aecrued.
If Coker did not want a book, he
should not have blowed Prout, ot all
ovents, when Prout could hear him.
Finally they had joined DLlundell and
other .Fif!:h Form men nt games prae-
tice, leaving Coker meditating bitterly
on_tho uncertainty of friendship, ns
well a3 on that awiul boolk,

In that framo of mind, Colkor was
not o safe man to cheek, Checking
Coker just ﬂmq WS AN amasement
rather like twisting the tail of a tiger
in the jungle.

And that was what Duntor Jid,

He walked calmly up to Coker of
the Fifth, gave him & blink of inclfablo
disdain, and said “Yel 1™ right in
Cokoer's astonished facce.

But Buntor had his wits—~such as thoey
were—abont him.  DBunter would no
more have yahed Coker, bad Coker
been freo to deal with him, than he
would have wyahed the Head, Bat
I'rout was in ithe ofling

The porily and msjesiic Pront was
walking in tho quad afior class, snd
ho was quite closs at hand, With his
Form-mastor in the offing, obviously a
Fifth -Form man could not wallop a
junior—especially as Cokor had storted
the torm with o row with his boak,
and could hardly want to have Pront's
wrathy attention concentrated on him
afrosh.

Thus did Dunter calculate,

Bafe under the lee of Prout, as it
were, he yahed Coker, at the same time
turning up his little fat nosn at him.
“But  Bunter's caleulations were a
little out. As ihe portly Drout was
hardly a dozen feet distant, Bunter
took it for granted that Coker saw
him. As a matter of fact, Coker did

not.

Coker had been pacing with his eyer
on the pground, in deep snd gloomy
thought, and had not scen I'rout, o1
anybody else, Lill he saw DBunter. And
aa Coker was unaware of Prouts
proximity, Coker waa naturally not re.
strained by that proximity.

He poave Dunter a surprised siaro,
He followed it ufn with a smack that
reng like a pistol-shot on Punter's fat
head. Louder still ra the roar of
Dilly Bunter ns he got the smack.

“%?h crikey! Yaroopl Whooop!®
roarcd Dunter.

Prout looked rouwmd. ITe frownml ns

Lie locked., Coker, however, still un-
aware of Prout, grasped Dunier by tho
collar.  1lo swun unfer round by

that eollar, with the obvious intention
of plantine s boot on ithe tightest
trausere at Groviriars Schonl.  Uoker
of the Fifth was noi to ke vahed wiih
impunity.

“You sat on my head resterdar,™
enid Coker grimly, “I was poing 10 lot
vou off, like the other voung sweopsl
.ﬁut if you come along aml ask for

“Yarooh! Loggo! Ow! Legeo!™
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roarcd Dunter. Iliz onl
Prout. “Beast! Leggo
Thud |
* Yarocop 1™
Bunter few:.

nope WAS in
Ob crikey I

“Now if yom want another—"
gr‘t!nned E;‘?_ker.

r
“ObI™ gasped the anfortunate
Horaca.

He spun round, and stared at Prout,
sdvancing majestically to the spot.

It was tough luck. could see that
Prout was going to blame him for this
He could read that in Prout's face. It
was not much use being an absolutely
blameless character, with Prout for a

“Coker, how dore you?”™ boomed

Prout. “ Yesterday I found you on-
gaged in o dispracefil disturbance

with Removo boys, now I find you cn-
paged in another rufBanly disturbance
with & Remove hoy. Have you no sense
of propriety, Coker? Have vou no
senze pt all?”

“Woll, look here, sir, if m cheeky
fap comes up sl cheels a Fifth Form
man——"" axclaimed Coker indignantly.

“Dwl] Beast! Wharton i:ulﬁ'mu to
gsit on your head im the train, you
beast!” roared Billy Bunter, “Why
don't wou pitch into Wharton, you
ewal 1’

“What?* exclaimed Mr Prout.
“Dunter, what do I hear?”

H0h gum!” murmured Coker, in
dismay.

“What do I hear?™ repested Mr.
Prout. “'I shall report this to your
Form-master, Bunter. Upon my word |
You had tho impudence, the audacity
to—to—to =it on the head of a senior
boy in the train| Upon my word 1"’

“It—it—it's all right, sirl" gas
Ccker, in deadly dread of what “ﬁﬁ %
come out next. “ I=—I don’t mind what
ho did, sir——'*

“Bilence, Cokerl Bunter, stand up
at onoo | Answer mel You sat—upon
my word--I moan, yon sat npory Coker's
hogd——= Bless my so0 M

“Tho heast—"

“What 1"

“I-—1 mean, Coker barged. into our
carriage [* howled Bunter. “The fel-
lows. shotved him on_the floor, and I
sat on hLis head, and serve him joll
well .ri%‘ht-,_ ton ! Besides, Wharton sai
tit on his head. I he wants to boot
somebody, let Bhim and boot Whar-
ton. Wharton =zaid =it on his head,
and Cakor jnlly well knows— e

heard: him——"" .

“"Wha-a-t " Proul's plump brain
graeped it naw. "I remember now, I
saw you in that carviage with Wharton
and other Remove hoys, Is it possible
—is it Dbarely ible=—that you
travellad in that teain, after all, Coker,
nfter I had f::-:prﬁssl'y farbidden JOu
to do soi"

Cloker siood dumb.

Tho cat was out of the bag now.

Prout lnoked gt hina, His face grew
purpie. Mo had let Coker off with a
book for having blowed him. It was a
heavy impot, but o light punishment
in comparison with the offence. Now
he learned that that offence, great as
it was, was as moonlight unto sunlight,
ns water unto wine, compared with
LCoker’s subsequent procecdings.

ITe had ordered Coker not to travel
by that train. It wae, therefore, un-
thinkablo ihat Coke- had travelled by
that train, Vet Coker had travelled
by that train. Obviously he had, if
Billy Bunicr had sat on his head in
that train, :

Prout purpled, TTis twrath grow and
grow a9 he rehlised it
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The wrath of Achillea to Greere the
direful spring of woes ocutnumbered,
was & mere passing broeze, compared
with the wrath of Mr Prout at this
moment, Ho stood almost speechlesa,

:‘i_;:ﬁkcr 1" he gasped at last pod

‘You—you see  sir—"  gas
Coker; but he broke off. ‘

How could he explain to hiz Formne
master that he was an old donkey,
whom a fellow like Coker was entitled
to disregard? Coker was not bright,
but he was bright enough to know that
such an explanation as that would not
improve mattera. ]

“You travelled by that train!”
thundered Prout.

“Oh, yes|”

"¥You forded your way into the
juniors’ carriage, after I had expressly
orbidden yon to do so?"

“I—=I—I—" mumbled Coker. Put
lika that it secmed rather sorious, even
to Coker.

“Yes or no?” thundered Prout.

“Ohl Yes I[—I—*"

“Enough | said Prout.
trembled with indignation. %I have
been a schoolihaster for thi vears |
I have never been s0 flouted or insulted |
I must consider this. I must consider
this matter carcfully ! Whether to take
you to Dr. Locke and request him to
ﬂxgel vou from Greyiriars—"

Oh 1" gasped Coker.
“Or to sdminister a
whether to administer
n_gsclf-—-l must consider |
a1 ‘;Elr, ?ﬂl.;eﬂ 7

“Not another word! I deeline to
hear one mora word from you, Colier!
< O W

u ping wi nant wrath,
turnod nﬁp He rolled off to tho
House, purple. R

Coker gazed after him in dlﬁma&

A dozen fellows were staring at Coker,
some of them grinning. Coker did not
heed them. o did net see themnl
His gaze was fixod on Prout’s porily,

dis ring hack.

Eﬂiﬁ;mﬁﬂﬁtﬂr cxacuted a strategic
retreat. Really, the fat Owl had not
meant to give Coker away to his bealk.
Had Dunter thought about the matter
he would have realised that it would
ba preity serious for Coker if it came
out that he had travolled on that train.
But Bunter, of course, had not thought
about it. Thinking was not much in
kis line, anyho.

But he realised that now Pront was
gone the sooner he was gone, too, the
better. And he faded out of the picture.

Unfortunstely, he did oot fade fast
encugh., Coker, having watched Prout's
portly backk to a distance, in a
mesmerised sort of way, remembered
LBunter, and looked round for him.

Buntoer was cutting off—but he was
still in sight ]| Coker, now, was booked
for an awful yvow with Prout! He had
one consolation—and he availed himself
of it at anee. He rushed after Dunter !

Buntcr had been gain& fairly fast.
Ha went faster when ker reached
Lim, and landed with a boot!l Hbo
roared, and accelorated.

“Yarocoh! Owl Wowl Et&iﬂr i
wailed the fat Removite, as Coker's
hoot landed on the tightest trouscrs at
Greyfriara. ! o

Coker, evidently finding solace in it
followed him up, still booting.

How many times Coker’s boot landed
on him before he esca Bunter did not
know. It scemed at least a million.

He escaped at last, yelling, and Coker
stalked away td the House, wondering
what on earth Prout was going to do,
and whether even an old ass like Prout
reglly fancied that he ecould whop a
Fifth Form man |

His voicoa

flogging, or
chastizement
I shall con-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A.R.P.

2 HUCK it !" advised Peter L'odd,
“ Shan’t 1"
“What the thump do ron
meant by it, anyhow 7 asked
Bolsover major.
“You'll sce
Bunter. :
Prep was over in the hemove studics,
Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh had gone elong to
Btudy Neo. 1, and were thersa with
Wharton and Nugent, probably indulg-
ing in & cricket jaw. Thers was a
murmuring of voices from the study.
The Famous Five, probably, had for-
otten Bunter. unter not
orgotten them. Since that booting in
the guad DBunter's fat back was up
more than ever, If they did not choosa
to give that beast Coker what ho so
richly deserved for hooting Bunter, they
could take what was coming to thoin—
and take it from Bunter!

The fat Owl had borrowed a zmall
can of paint and a brush from the study
of some fellow who had ¢ down to

goon ™ grinned Dilly

the Ha.ig. Now ho was a&:pmm:hi::ﬁ the
door of Study No. 1, evidently with tho

intention of mpeatmi&hia former por-
formance, and, the chalk baving been
rubbed off, he was going to replaco that
mscription with paiot—not s0 ecésily
rubbed off |
@ A dozen fellows gathered to watch
im.
~ Bunter’s stunt was cxciting great
interest in the Remove, and consider-
nble hilarnty. E?erg't{ad’f, by this time,
had heard of A.R.P, in connection with
the Famous Five—though nobedy knew
the new and mysterious meaning that
Bunwer attached to these initials
Bunter’s powerful brain had evelved
somg phrase of three words, begioning
with A, and R, and P. What that
phrase was, only DBunter knew, so far.
No doubt it was something fearfully in-
sulting ! Fellows were gotting quite
curious to learn what the fat Owl was

driving ot ;
Peter Todd sagely advised Bunter to
chuck i1t. But Bunter gave Toddy no

heed. Ho was going to rub thisinl

He dipped tha brush in the paint, and
painted a large “A ™ on the left sido
of the deor. In the middlo of the dooy
he painted a large “*R.” Then, on tha
right-hand gide, he painted a large “ P."
Considerable space was left between tho
letters—which, it scemed, Banter was
going to £l in with the remsinder of
tho words, and the deadly secret would
be out at last. '

Within_the study the Famous TFive
talked ericket, unconscious of what was
going on without. But more and mors
of the Remove gathered to watch tho
fut Owl, hardly a fellow going down.

1t was getting fearfully intorestin
indeed, aﬁciting—nﬂ Buntar pnmgu—d
to trace the small letters between tho
big capitals. :

“tL,7 ¥ gaid Vernon-Smith, as tho
fivst lotter slid off the brush, following
the capital “A."” “What the dickena
word_beging with ' Al "™ .

“‘Lr sgain!” remarked Ogilvy, a9
anaother letter was completed.

“Oh!* Al ¥ said Smithy. “That
iho lot, Buater " ;

“That's the first weord!” grinned
Bunter. :

And he carried on with the brngh,
following up the capital letter R ™
with five small letters—" o-t-t-e-n."

“ Rotton 1 said Russell. “'All rotien?

—my hat! *All rotten ™ what¥"
“You'll eco!” grinned Bunter.
“i 1" pjaculated the Dounder

blankly, as “0L » was painted aftcr the



Bob Cherry tore the door open and charged into the figure outside, sending it spinni

roared Beb.

capita g ny pucss that
p'? .] “P.®  “*Anybody h
one T’
“Can’t be philosophers, I suppose”
romarked Lord Mauleverer. ‘
“Or philanthropista ! eaid E{Hulh
“(Or philatelists | said Newland.

“Or phrenologists ™ remarked Tom
Brown., ] ‘

“This 13 petting curiouser and
curiouser a3 Alica satd in Wonderland,™
remarked Peler Todd., “That's s * U7
noxt.

i Pha * 1 read the Bounder. *In
the name of wonder, what blessed word
begins with * Pha '™

Bunter carried on. Ho had all tho
erowd of juniors puessing. Not one of
r¥hﬂ]m f;uul:l think of o word beginning

Iil.

N " said Peter, as the noxt lotter
appearad, “If there’s a word in the
language beginnin with  * Phun/’
Queleh had never told us aboutb it."”

*Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Well, what 13 the ‘tl.'m'r.l, then I de-
manded Bolsover major.

“You'll gec in & minute [*

Dunter painted on,. Tho pext letier
that camo off his brush was “k.* The
juniors stared at it

“ Deeper and dea%e.r 1" said Smithy.
“If there’s a word beginning © phunk’
I've never heard of it. O, my hat!”
Tho Bounder caught on suddenly, and
gave a howl. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 saw, you follows, don't make & row
and fetch them out before I'vo
tinished ! equoaked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat*

w Th}:;rn’ﬁ only one more letler io

4
Ol eriliow 1M
“J1ia, ha, ha

Bunter painted in the Iast letter,
an “s.* The wholo inscription was clear
now. The Removites were enlightened
s fo what Bunter meant by A.R.P.

“ You—oh—my hat ! Is that you, Smithy? 1--1

EVERY SATURDAY

Billy Bagter's spelling was hiz vory
own—and that elucidated the mystery.

All Rotton Phunks|

That was it!
The Remove fellows gozed at it and

Billy Bunter stepped back wilh a
satisfied grin on his fat face.

“I say, you fellows, that will make
them sit up—what *** ho romarked com-
placently.  “Ii tlpar jolly well funk
Colter, they can jolly well expect to
hear about it! I'm jolly well going to
rub 1t m—sce?  Make them wild -
what

“* Ha, ha, ha | came in & roar.

That deadly taunt scemed to throw
the Remove fellows almost into
hyaterica.

Bunter, evidently, did not know that
there was anything emiss with the
gpelling!  Mis powerful brain  had
avolved & new phrase to fit the lettera
A.R.I'. This was it!

“ Hao, ha, ha ! roared the Removites.

Tha door of Study No. 1 opened. ive
follows looked out. 'T'hat roar in tho
passago had drawn tho attention of the
Famons I'ive at last,

“What—" bogon Harry Wharfon,
“Ha, ha, hal®

“Why—what=lock {* howled Dob
Chorry.
He pointed to the door. The Famons

Iive looked. Then they joined in tho
roar. “All Rotten Phunks® did noi
seom to make them wild., It scemed to
malke them hysterical !

r_‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”® wyelled the Famous
FIVD,

Billy Bunter blinked at them in sur-

rise. He had expected the Famous

ive to bo made fearfully wmld bi{ ihis !
Instead of which, they howled with
laughter. The word phunks really
scamed to bo too much for them. Thoey
almost wept |

1L AT E

e

ol

¢t Got you {his {ime, you fat frenk [ **

llt%ﬂught it was Bunter | ™

“YWell, Bunter's the funnt man, and
no mistake | gas Dob Chezry,

“The funnifulness is terrificl”

“Eh? Nothing funny about that, is
thore 7 domanded PBunter. ™ What is
there funny ahout it?"”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You fellows jolly woll funk Colker I
hooted Bunter, “And I'm jolly well
going to b it in—see 1

“Well, now you've rubbed it in, old
fat man, rub it ont{” suggested Herry
Wharton.

“Shan’t!”

“Not if wo ask you nieely i" gasped
lie eaptain of the Remove.

“Nol” rgid Bunter firmly. “I'm
leaving it there. I'm jolly well show-
ing you up for funking Coker IV

MY¥ou won't rub it ent if I ask you
mieely 1"

“No, I won't!”

“Then I won't ask you wiccly=I'l
rub it out with your no:=el”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hero, 1 sar. leggo! I say, Todds,
make him legpol I say2varoohl!
Urrgfh | Oh, my beko! Ow! OQooghl!”

Billy Bunier wriggled in a grip of
iron on the baek of his fat neck, o
blinked in heorrer at the wet peint as
his fat little nose approached it. That
fat little nose squashed into the paiut.
Lunter gurgled horribiy.

“Urrgh! Gurrggh! Lereol
—aonoooogri 1”

“Ha, ha, hat"

* Groocoogh I

Dunter’s nose waa pushied 1o and fro
on the deor. His AR.Y, inscription
was simndged seross and oeross, trans-
forring most of the red paint to
Bunter's nose. He gasped and purgled
and guggled.

“Urrrrreght Wureggh! Yurrreeh I

“Jia, ha, ha!”
“PThere,” said Harry. “We'll finish
1.620.
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(Continued from poaoe 13}

it with & duster, Sost_out a_duster,
I'ranky. Had enough, Bunber?”

"' Oooooonooogh I :

“ A litile moro, if you like—"

“Yooooooph

Billy Bunter did not wrant any more.
ilis fat little nose was Baming with red
paint ns he tottered awag.

Bunter did not seem to have expreted
ihi=. Really, he might have—buat he
hadw't. He tottered along to the sink
ot the end of the passage to rub and
scralb paint off his nose—and Ly the
time ho had finished, his noso was g3
red with rubbing and scrubbing ns ik
Iad been with paint.

Banter’'s back was still up—more so
than over; but that was probably the
last AR.P. inscription he would ever
inseribe on the door of Study No. 1.

e S—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Suspended Sword !

i IEE the sword of Themistoeles,”
said Coler of the Fifth,
“Tho
Potter.

“Tho which?"” inquired Creene. |
i ]{l the morning, Coker wore a worried
look.

Ha wore, of ecourse, other things,
but his worried loek was the most
noticeablo.

Prout had said tho previous ~{icrnoon
that he would consider how 1o denl with
Coker! Apparently Prout wns  still
considering. He had not, at any rate,
dealt with Coker yek

That state of suspense wo: very
worrying. Whatever Prout wis poing
to do, Coleer would have preferred him
to get on with it, and get it over, It
was oo thick to have it hanging over
a fellow's head like thia

“Tha sword of Themistocles,” s=aid
Colker, and he explained in condescen-
sion to the ignorance of his clums
“Themistocles was & bloke who had a
sword suspended over his head by a
ginglo haie” ;

“0Oht Thoe sword of Damocles,” said
Totter. y

“I said Themistecles 1™ said Coker.

“PBut it was Damocles, old chap!™
urged Greene,

“If vou think you know more sbount
clnsaicnl history than 1 do, Greene, it
only shows what an ignoramms you
are 1™ eaid Coker. "It was Themistocles
who had the sword suspended over his
bair by & single kead—! mean over his
head by a eingle hair!l Don't argue
abont it 1" .

“Oh, all right!” said Greene. “Any
old thing! Make it Pericles if you like
=or Pontins Pilate—1 don't mind I

“No sense in getting shivty when a
fellow puts you right, Greene. Yon
ouzht te be plad of 181 You'rs at
school to learn. I eupposal”

“Oh crikey "

“But noever mind fhal,”  reswned
Coker.  *I've no time to Leach ton
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classical history now, Creene. As 1
said, ii's like the sword of Thenistocles
—Pront keeping this hanging over a
fellow's headt! e hasict said a word
{o e singe be blew up in the guad
vesterday, I wonder if Le's decided to
ek ik dvop¥” .

Coker  looked iuouiringly et his
chms:,  They scemed dounntiul.

“he trouble with Prout is that he
can’t see sense 1 sighod Coker. *Ho
was talking some mcaningless pifile
about going te the Head to be expelled.
That's the sort of goat he izt

“Let's hope it won't come to that!”
sanl Potter,

“It could hardly come to that,
Fotier, Prout may be a fool—but Dr.
Locka's no fooll Locke knows, if
Prout docsn't, that there are some
fellpwa who ecan't be sparcd from a
school—fallows who wmive o school a
certain tone !l It would hurt the school
more than it would hurt me i I was
bunked! The Head’s not likely to do

& silly thing like that !”
“Oh 17 said Potter and Greene.
“That’s not worrying me,” zaid
Coler. “That's rot! I'mm quite salis-

ficd about that. But Prout might get
me o flogeing if he put it to the Head !
I bardly think szo—the Head knows
that Iifth Form men can't be whopped.
mean, it isn't aes if 16 was any
commonplace sort of chap like rou,
Potter, f'rinstance—-" 3

*h"

“Or like you, Greeney—=>"

“.'E'Il I:I-J

“In my ease, tho Head conld han’l!_[g
think of anything of the kipd!” sai
Coker thoughtfully. “As for Prout
whopping me hinwself, I should not
allow that 1™

“Oh1” said Potter and Grecne to-
gother.

“" S0 I really can™ make ont what the
old azs is hinizini; of 1" said Coker.
*He ean't very well give me more lines
when I've a book alicady and haven't
touched it yet! Detentions, perhapst
If ho gives mo oxtra Trench, I will
put up with it, for the sako of penco!”

“JeaT-~1 sghould1” purgled Potter.
“I—-1 think I—1 should, Coler!*

“Well, I mean to say, a fellow has
o toa the line at school I said Coker.
“Trout’s an aza, and o jolly exasporat-
inr one, but he's o beak—if he puts mo
in Exira, I shall say nothing. ¥ shall
let him reb by with thet without s
word., Quict dignity and thot sort of
thing, you know! fellow  docsn’s
want to be always howling out sbout
injustice. TFellow ought to toke what
cotnes 1 he puts me in Extra School,
I shall simply say *¥Yes, sirl'—in a
quict and dignified way. It may have
itg effect. I mean, ha may be oshamed
of it latec ™

“Oh P moaned Potter aml Greone.

“But a fellow would like to know !”
grunted Coker.  “ I'rout’s got no right
to keep the sword of Themistocles over
a fellow’s head like this ¥

“Phoere’s tha Dbell1” sald Potler.
“You'll know soon, Coker, old manl
And, for goodness’ eake, don’t check
Pront iV

Color gave him a cold look.

“1 hope I'm not the fellow to cheek
a beak!” he answored freezingly.
“That sort of thing iz bad form,
Potter ] 1 shall never tell Pront what
I think of him=-—it isn't done! Pretty
stato of alfaira, by pum, if fellows
started telling their beaks what they
thought of thom '™

“1 mean, 1f Prout whops you——-"

“Don't be a silly ass, Potter [

“Reiter than a flogzing from {he
Big Beal 1" urged Greene.

“Don’t be o dummy, Greenel! If

Y-rout should =0 far forget himsell as ts
thitk of whopping me, T hardly know
what I should de. He's net likely to
make such a fool of himself, I hope!”
Cloker stalked awar with dignified
ait to the Fifth Form Room, followed
w his anxtous friends.

Mien and often, Polter and Greene
folt that the only way of dealing wilh
Coker waz 1o ram his fat head into the
eoal-locker in the study. That was the
effcct Coker had on his friends. Duw
thoy woere deeply eoncorned obout him
oy,

Coker had—though he did not srom
to  understand ti—done an  awfully
serions thing, ITo was fearfully lucky
if ho pot of with six. Indeed no
Form-mazter would have let him off =o
lightly ans that, except from a cnn-
zidoration of what a hopeless ass Colier
was! 1lotter and Greene hoped that it
;.'m:m be nothing woerse than six on tho

ags.

Buat if Color, instead of thanking his
lucky stars, kicked up 2 shindy—
Ha was capable of it1 Ie waa, indoed,
eapable of anything! Potter pudd
Greene had causo to be anxiouns,

Fellows of other Forma going fo the
Form - rooms glanced curiously at

Coker. liverybody knew that lLie was
up for a row.
Livenr Coker had realised that it

would be a sorious matter if it came
out that he had directly disregarded
a dircet command from his 1orm-
moster, Now it had come outl Prout
had taken time to consider the matter
—plenty of time, Only Coker thought
it possible that he had decided to lot
the matter drop.

“Sorry, aold bean ! said Dob Cherry,
Fnssm%{:ﬂkﬂr on his way to the Romove
If'orm Room.

Coker stared at him,

“Did you c¢ell me old bean?” he
asked.

“Th? Yeat®

'H".T'_TEI'L dﬂll!trln

Bob refrained from banging n school
hook on {loker's featnres, Iﬁ'r thought
that old Horace probably had enough

waiting for him in the Fifth Fonn
Koo, o
Mr. Prout, portly, majestie, and

Hainly in a stern mood, let his Form
into tho Fifth Form Room. )

All the TFifth knew that something
was going to happen before class—
except Coker! Coker was etill consider-
ing the ]mlppy possibility that Lrout
Lad decided to lot it drop.

The Iifth Yorm hoving token their
nlaces, Mr. Pront stood regarding lLis
form with a sovere frown on his
plump features, IHis stern  eyos
singled out Horace Coker.

The Fifth wailed for the thunder-
ELOTIN.
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T'ront'a frnity voice was very deep.

“Ohl Yos sgirl?

Coker  realised  then  that Trout
wasn't going to let it drop! &o now
ha coul ﬂuﬁr wonder what sort of fool
ront was going to mako of himsclf.

havoe considered your cmsa very
carefully, Coker. I shall not take you
to your headmaster.”

That was n relief to Potter and
Greene, and other fellows in the TFifth
who wished Coker well.

“1 shall deal with vou personally in
this TForm-room,” resumed Prout.
“Jeldom, I may eay almost never,
have I been called upon to administer
corporal punishment in this Loro-
TOON. y Form is & scntor Form.
My boys are beyomd the stage when
boys are junior boys, and act like
junior boys, and reguire correction like



jurior boyvs,
to me!”

Prout panséd. i

“But I have nn choice,” he econ-
finned. “If o seniow Doy persists in
acting like an unihinking, unrestrain
Loower boy, ho must ha doalt with like
n Lower boy. There iz no choics in
the matter. Cokey, stand out before
ithe Form! I shall pgivo you six
strokes with a8 cane, Coker, and shall
hope and trust that it will lead to
reflection and  amendment on your
poart. Stand out !

Ilorace Ceoker remained whero he
wasl

"Uhis is » painful moment

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Six Oz The Bags!

£ TAND out, Cokert”
My, Prout
Heo supposed that Coker had
not lmm‘E him, a3 Coker did
not stand out.

But Coker heard all right! The
trouble was that he did not heed!
Coker remained where he was, his ears
bureing, his eyes gl&ammﬁ. .

It had come to this! Prout fancied
that he was going to cana him—like
Quelels caned a kid in the Remove
voom, or Twigg a small f in the
Becondl The cano existed in the
Fifth Form Room, but it was never
weed there. Difth Form men were not
caned.

Fellows woukl have laughed at the

repeated

idea of Blundell, cantain of the Fifth,
getting caned. Such an  idea was
absurd., But that—from Coker's point

of view—would have been less idiotic
than the idea of camng Coker.

Coker was vory faor from realisi
that he was nobody in particular. Hais
vigw was ihat he was somebody—and
ilio most important somebody going |

“Do you hear me, Coker?” asked
Prout, staring at llorace, and slowly
rcalising that this was not dealness
but dischedience. ;

“I hear yow, sir!” admitted Coker.

“Get going, you crass ass!” whis
pered Potter, almost in n:n%uiﬁ[h

“Don't bether me now, Potter ¥

“Coker, old chap—"" Greene
nlmost groancd.

“Shut wp, Greeno!”

Potter and Greeno cxchapged =
lopeless look. Arguments nnd,urgmﬁg
were wasted on Coker. Ile had to
left to rugh on to desiruction.

“Btand out lwfora the
Coker 1" boomed I'rout.

“May I point out, sir—" began
Cloker, with 23 much respect sz ho
could possibly zhow towards a Form-
master whe was_nss cuough to think of
camng Horaco Jawmes Coker,

“¥You maey stand out before the
Formn, Coker, withoub ﬁﬂ.},‘in?i another
word, ar you will be czpelled from
Cireviviars hour 1*
11{121“' dont]

‘rout, evidently, was gettin

Coker refleet

Form,

within  tho said

fiorco.

ed a moment. Ho could
not be whopped on the hai;'u like a
fag !l That was ridiculons! But Prout
had a right to order a fellow to stand
out 1 or admitted that much. 8o
ho decided to step out. Iven in
Coker’s solid brain there was, per-
haps, some lingering spot of common
BENS0,

He stepped out hefore the Form,

Prout took a cane from his desk.

With that canc he pointed to o
chair.

“HBend over that chaie, Coker ™ he
boomed. p .

Cokor stood upright. It was difficult
for him to belicvo that Irout was
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serious. But Prout evidently was.
The man was such an ass—such a crass
ass—that he malg thought that he was
going 1o cane Coker of the Filthe—
whaek him on his trousersl

“1 think, sir——* began Coker.

Prout breathed hard, He breathed
deep.  Prout was fed-up to the vory
chin with that troublesome moember of
his Form !

He often made allowances for Coker.
There was & certain rugged honesty in
Coker, along with his impenetrable
stupidity. Troublesoma and exaspera-
ting as De was, Prout never had any
disagreeablo doubts and suspicions
about him. a3 he sometimes had about
fellows like Price and Hilton. Coker's
heart was all right, whatever might be
said of his head. Really and truly,
Prout wanted to go as easy as he
could with the fathead of his Form,

Byt this was the limit! Prout was
ot the end of his patience.

“Bay no more, Coker!” boomed
Prout. “I have decided to cane you
myself, regret the necessify—and
my Form, I am sure, will understand
bhow deep iz my regret that such a
scene should be enacted in this Form-
room.”

The Fifth Forn looked as sympa-
thetically understanding as they could.

“But,” said Prout, “yon have left
me no choice. Understand me, Coker!
You have been gp:lty of insubordina-
tion; of direct dischedience and con-
tumely | I I report this tg{i{our head-
master, vou will be expelled from the
school! One word of rebellion now,
Coker, one hint of further definnce on
vour part, and 1 shall lay down this
cane and place the matter in Dr,
Locke's hands! Yoo will then leave
Greyfriars within the houri Take
yonr choice "

Dead silence followed those bodcful
words.

Coker looked at Prout.

He drew o deep, deep breath.

Prout meant 1t Even into Coker's
eolid, too solid, brain trickled the
comprehension that he stood on the
very brink! Ie waa going to be
whopped, ot he was going to bo turfed
out of Greyfriars School §

Undoubtedly there was a saving spot
of common sensa under the mass of
Coker's fatheadedness. In these eir-
cumstances, if it came to this, he had
thought that he might be driven to hig
Prout! Now—fortunately—he did not
think of hitting Prout! Wisdom came
late to Coker—but it camel Ie bent
over the chair.

The Fifth Forin breathed more
freely., Potter and Grecne gasped
with relief. DProut was relieved, tool
fle did not want sn expulsion in his
Form, if he could help it—if only
Coker would let him help it

He raised the cane.

Whop !

“Qoogh 1 gasped Coker.

Baight up to that point Coker had
thought only of the indignity of a
whopping. He had given no thought
whatever to the whopping itsclf.

Now that it was taking place, how-
ever, he thought rather less of the
indignity than of tho sctual whopping,
Prout had said that it was painful lo
him. No doubt it was! It was cer-
!.'ﬂ.inl}f painful to Cgoker |

Whop |

There was no doubt about it. It
was fearfully painfull

Whop |

“Qooooh [Y spluttered Colker.

Whop | ;

Prout laid it on hard! The more

painful it was to Prout tho more he
{vlt it hiz duty to make it painful to
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Coker! IIe succceded. The cane camg
down in awful swipes! Prou$ seemed
to fancy that ke was beating carpet.
He put all the musclo of his plamp
arm into it, The canc fairly rang.

op

“Yarooh |” roared Coker.

Rather lato it ocenrred to Coker. that
if ho was going through this, if ho
had te go ihrough this, dignified
silenco was his cue! Bhutting hia
teeth, enduring the infliction without u
sound, was the only way of saving hi:
dignity—such dignity 83 could Do
saved |

But that reflection camo too late—
Coker had already wvelled and roarved.
Hae shiut his {ecth, however, to take the
last whop in grim, Speartan silenco.

Whop o :

It came down rather like a fiaill

Involuntarily, Coker’s shut tecth
opencd and his Spartan silence changed
into a fearful howl thet woke all tho
echors of tho Form-rocom and echoed
in other Form-rooms, and made fellows
start.

“Whoooooooooooh ¥ howled Coker,

It was a full six! .

Prout, breathing hard alter his exer-
tions, laid down the cane. .

Coker rose from the place of punish-
ment, wriggling. Ho wriggled and
wriggled. gﬁ, wans undignified! It was
just like & fag in a junior Form-room !

ut it conld not be helped! Coker
wriggled, and wriggled, and wriggled |

“You may go to your place, Coker I"
boomed I'rout. ; .

Coker’s cuo was fo stride to his place,
“pride in lis port, defiance in_ lis
eve,” as ibe poct cxpresses it; head
erect and chin up! But_ again he
thought of this top late! He wriggled
to is place, gasping. He sat down—
and imuuediately bounded up ogain

with a squeak that might bave been
uttered E‘}‘)j" Billy Bunter in ihe
Remove Roowm,

“Bo  silent, Cokerl”  boomed
Prout.

Coker gasped.

“8it down at oncel™

Coker sat down again, much move
cautiously: in a very gingerly manner.
Ha pave a squealing gasp. !

“Shut it, for goo .nesn' sakn "
g:f]:mtu-_d E‘E”ﬁfl} “Can't you stand a
whopping, Coker?" -

Ti‘?ﬁ!‘; was the last straw.

Not ouly had Coker been whapped,
but he had given hiz Form the impres-
sion that he was a fellow whe could
not stand a whopping |

Coker's feclinga were too deep for
words! Thev could not have been
expressed in any words in any known

language.

I'.'Euriﬁ that school in the Fifth
Form om, Horaco Coker sat—
wriggling every now and then—wilh
inexpressible,  unutterable  fcelings

locked up within him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Asking For The Sack!

] SAY, vou fellows—"
I “Hook it 1" i
“Y haven't come to teal” said
Billy Bunter disdainfully. ™1'm
oing to tea with Mauly ! If you think
llzwnnt any of that beastly sprea "
:::%hut- !,I:E;Eim;: after you ™
an¥,. er's coming up——
I__"E'akcrl“ repeated all tho Famous
Tivi,
“Ves! T expect he's coming up for
a row,” said Bunter, blinking cagerly
into Study No. 1. * You know, was
whopped ta-day in the Fifth=—he's beon
Tre Mac¥ET Li1BRARY.—No. 1,630
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scowling ever since—awfully shirty!
Look hero, you fellows, you cop him in
the asmitgﬁ. and wallop him—"

t- IF

“Soc what m chance it 151" urged
Dunter.  “Right away from all the
olher Fifth Form beasts—wallop him
right and left, you knowl He’s comin
up  this Fassagﬂ-—hand look hero, i
vou'll wallop him for booting me, I'l]
let you off] I won't rub 1t in any
more aboat you funking Coler!"

“¥ou burbling, blithering, bloated

Lloater——

“Look here, I tell you thiz is a
chance to mop up that beast Colier—
and I can jolly well say— Wow ¥

Coker had arrived!

Probably he was not in a good
temper. He kicked Bunter as e
arrived, and Bunter roared. He kicked
Lim again, and Bunter bolted.

fHarry Wharton & Co. were sitting
down to tea in Study No, 1. They
rose og one man, and faced round as
the burly figure of Horace Coker was
framed 1w the study doorway

Reolly they hoped that ho had not
come for trouble. They thought that
old Horace had enough on hand ! Still,
if ho had ecome to ask for more, they
worn ready to oblige.

Coker certainly  looked
His brow was dark and ploomy. His
leok was bitter. His brow had becn
dark and gloomy and his look hitter
since that six in the Fifth Ionn
loom.

The cffects of the whopping were
wearing off. Mo no longer wriggled,
But tho wound to his dignity, the jolt
to his sclf-estcern, wore as painful as
c¥er—indeed, more so. To put it
}Jpetlcuﬂy, the iron had ontercd into
is soull Cokor had been whopped—
like & fag! He had been humbled to
the duost! This did not matter to any-

shirty.

bhody but Coker—but to Coker 1t
mattered fearfully! Many fellows,
indeed, grinned over it!  Far, far

indeed wae Coker from grinning |

For the present, at least, the spring
sunshine was blotted out for Coker!
No doubt thers was a patch of blue
sky round the corner! For the prescut
it was invisible to Iy

“Trickle in, eld chap!” said Havry
Wharton politely,

Eindly and tactfully, the junors sup-
pressed a desire to smile.

Coker trickled in. He had not, it
.&EFEHIE[]. come on the warpath,
Bhindics with fags were not 1n Coker's
ﬂ}ﬂll%i!tﬂ now. Weightior maticrs occu-
pied his powerful brain,

“SBaquat down to tea, Coker!" said
Trank Nugent.

kor was not really wanted to tea!
But it was a polite study.

“Don't be cheeky 1" szaid Coker,

ﬂuhi'"‘

It was check, of course, for Remove
fags to ask o Firth Form man to lea!

Coker was detn on his luelk, but he
was not to be cheeked!

"Well, do you want anvihing?”
asked Harry Wharton restively, Ilo
wantedl to be civil to poor old Morace
in the painful circumstances, Dut a
littlo of Coker went a long way.

“¥es! I wanted to ask you kids
something 1 dara say you were the
i‘f&" of young sweeps who headed up

Tacker in a sack last term.”

" Naot Ft!l[tvi" said Bob, langhing.
O said Coker. *“You remember
it, I suppose—the Acid Drop was
Lageged, in his room, and headed up in
n sack. It was pretty well known that
it wns & rag. You kids being such
cheeky little swabs, I thought very
likely you'd done it."™

' Bettor inguive in the Shell if you
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want to know 1” said Harry Wharton.
"Wo were rather ragging Haocker last
term, but we nevor bagged him."

“Oh!” said Coker, "He seomed dis
appoinfed. *“'What I wanted to know
wag, whoro you got the sacki™

The Famous Five gave Coker their
particnlar attention at that,

It was a fact that last termn Hacker,
tho master of the Shell, had been
bﬁggied in & sack. Harry Wharton &
Co. had a suspicion that ﬁnbsc-u of the
Shell could have named the haggers—
if so disposed; s suspicion that they
very carefully kept to thomselves,

Now, it appeared, Coker suspected
the Famous Iive of having been thoso
baggevs. That did not matter in the
least !  What mattered was that
Coker's inguiry on the subject indi-
cated that some similar scheme was
working in Coker's mund. That was
alarming.

“You see, I want a snck like that!”
explained Coker %I needn’t mention
what I want it for—that doesn't matter,
I just want it[”

“Ob, holy smoke!”™ murmured Bob
Cherry.

“1 think we can guess " sald Harry.
Really, 1t Jid not require a lot of
guessing, “Coker, old man, wash it
out, for goodness’ sake! If you played
any mad trick like that on Prout—"

“1 didn’t come here to ask advico
from faga!”™ Coker pointed out. “1I
just wanted to know where you got tho
sack, that's all I

“I1i you want to know where you'll
get the sack, it will be in the Mead’s
study if you lark with Proutt!” said
Johnny Ball

“The sackfulness will be terrific, my
esteomed Coker 1” murmured Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Don't jaw |” said Cokor. *I'm not
going to tell you what I'm going to do.
I'm not likely to toke a mob of
gabbling fags into my confidence. It's
a thing I've got to be rathor careful
about | If it wasn't you lot that bagged
the Acid Drop that time——*

“!L Wm:t III

HWell, I dare say you know who
did—so tell me where they got the sack
from, if you know.”

The Famous Five could puess that
thoe sack that had bageged the Acid
Drop had been borrowed from Gos-
ling’s shed. They had scen a pile of
eimilar sacks thers, But they were
not likely to tell Coker! If Coker was

thi_nltinf of bagging Prout, 83 only too
cvident {‘ ha was, ¥ were nobt going
to give

- lrim ani- assistance on the way
to %gtmg expelled.

. “Do you knowi"™
impatiently.

“"We oan gucssg——'"

“Woll, wheref"

“For goodness' sake, Coker—"

“1I said, don’t jaw!” said Coker
testily, ™1 want a sack like that, if
there's one te be found in the school,
that will do! Whore did they get that
sack "

Two or thres Remove fellows pass-
ing in the passage stopped to turn
grinning glanees into the study,

Vornon-Smith chuckled, and Skinner
laoughed; Tom Brown and Squiff
stared. If Coker of the TFifth, recently
whopped by TProut, was inguiring
where he could get a =zack, it did not
need a Bherlock Holmes or 8 Ferrers
ngﬁt ﬁudd&ctllum the rest. R

obody bhere is poing to help you
got the sack, Coker!” su;i;d the m?pmiu
of tho Remove, shaking hLis head.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cokor gave the Famous Five a grim
lopk. Then he turned to the grinning
bunch at the doorway. ]

“Here, you Lkide,” he said, “you

snapped Coker

rempember about the Acid Drop bLieing
bagped last term. Any of yvou know
whore they got tho sacl?”

“Might have been in Cosling's
shed 17 zaid Bkinner.
“8Bhut wp, Skinner! roared the

Famous Five, from the study.

Eht Can’t a fellow answer a eivil
question 7 asked Skinner, in innocent
sirprise.  “Why shouldn’t I toll
Cc;k%r‘ if ho wants to !:l;mv?”

"You worm!” roarcd DBob Cherry,
o | sumﬂnm Jyou would think it funny
if that howling ass Igﬂt bunked 1”

My dear chap, 1 should weep briny

tears 1" assared Skinner.
“Ha, ha, hat”
“Mr., Uosling's Cshed I tepeated
er,  “Oh, all right! Thanks!"

“Not at alld” said Skinner Llandly,

Coker walked down the passage and
disappearcid down the Reomove stair-
cose.  He had got the information he
wanted ! Evidenily he was going to
Gosling’s shed to look for a sack—the
sack in the Head's study to follow,
as might followed day, if he hagged
Prout with it,

“Well, my solitary chapcan!” said
the Bouader. * Coker’s the man tn ask
for it! He's tho man to sit up and beg
for it1 IF I wers poing to Laz my
beak, I don't thrn!—-:'? should tell half
the sehiool about it frst ™

“¥ia, ha, hal?

“The awful ass ™ said Squiff, “Ilis
friends ought to stop him[ Why did
you want to tell kim wheore to get the
sack Eif:nﬂﬁz'j :rnubwcarm?” b

an p_  being an  obliging
c¢hap,” answered Bkinner, “It's my
nice nature., If o fellow asks for the
boot, why shouldn’t a fellow have what

he nsks for ?*
pﬂh Cherry.

“Why not?” agreed
“Ileore you ave, Skinner!’

“¥Yarooh I” roared Skinner, as the
largest foot in the Remove shot ont of
the doorway of Study No. 1. “Ow!
Keop your hoofs to yourself, vyou
hooligan ¥

“Can’t help bein

. [ 13 tll‘

an obliging chep,”
answered Bo el L

& my niecoe nature.”

Skinner went hastily up the passago.

There was a sound of chuckling up
and down that passage, whero the nows
of Horace Coker’as enterprise was not
long in spreading,

Coker wos asking for the sack—in a
double sense of that word—and if ho
got the eack from Gosling, there was
no doubt that he would get tho sack
from the Head,

Such an enterprise, if it was not to
bo followed by the most direful conse-
quences, required to be kept most
wwiully dark, This was the way Coker
was keeping it dork !

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Let Him Wait |

' HAT the dickens—" asked
Totter,

“What tho thuomp—"
asked Greene.

They were puzzled.

They had como into the etudy to tca.

That was all right. Thero wero
ample supplies in_the study for tea.
Coker’s hamper, which he had bronght
back after the holidays, waa far from
exhausted,

Coker's Aunt Judy did Horace well
in hampors. So exceedingly well had
Annt Jl?ul:.r donc her beloved Horace
thiz time that that hamper had only
with very great difficulty passed the
House deme. The fellows were allowed
to bring back hampers, but there was
a limit; they were not expected {o lay
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Billy Bunier’s eyes alﬁmst popped through his spectacles at the sight of Mr. Prout carrying an enormous cake along Masters®

Passage. ** Oh crikey I'* breathed the fat Removite.

in supplies suflictent for the next war.

Lowevor, Mra. Kebblo was a kindly
soul, and that hamper had got through.

Coker's study table at the moment
resembled & land Howing with milk
and honey. There were cokes, pies,
ham, jellics, jam tarts, and crecam puffa
—all “sorts of excellent things that
would have made I3illy Bunter's mouth
water merely to think of them. Above
all, thera wss an unmense cake—a
mountain of & cake—vrich with plums,
thick with marzipan,

Polter and Greene looked ab that
cake with approval, There were times
when they felt that Coker was bound,
gooner or later, to drive them into
vamming his head into the coal-locker.
Tiut this was not one of those times.
At times like this they loved Coker
like a brother.

But they were puzzled—and a little
uncasy. Coker’s occupation a&s they
cntered the study was unusual—singu-
lar—alavming.

He was stufling a sack out of sight
into the study cupboard.

It was a lsrge sack. DProbably it
had contained potatecs atb one time.
It was large, it was rough, and it we3
?L'ubbj'. ound its neck was a cord
or tying it up when packed.

Potter and Greenc—and about fifty
other fellows—had scen Coker carrying
s large bundle wrapped iy newspapers
mmto the House,

Fellows did not as a vule earry large
bundles wra En:-rl in newspaperas about
Groviriars. l‘iimm was no law againet
it exactly; still, if a fellow did it he
could not fail to get a lot of attention
centred an hinn

They had wonderved what Coker had
in that big bundle. Now ihey knew;
it was this big sock. (Oun the Aoor lay
the newspapers in which Coker hed
wrapped ib—cunningly concealed from
sighs the fact thar it was o sack, The

sack itself he was shoving into the
lower part of the study cupboard.

“Oh1” cjoculated Coker, with a
start, as they camne in. It scemed that
he gid not want to be spotted with that
ERCH,

IIe gave it a final kick, and it dis-
appenred into the cupbeard, and Coker
shut the door on it.

Then he faced his puzzled and per-
iurbed friends,

“What the dickens have you got that
sack here for, Cokeri™ asked Greene.

“ Better mot ask questions,™ seid
Coker briefly.

“ But what——" asked Potter.

“I'm leaving you fellows out of this,”
said Coker. “I'm not going to tell you
what I'm going to do; I'm going to do
it entirely on my own. It's a bit risky,
and you fellows wouldn’t have the
nerve,”

“You're not thinking of Prouti™
azked Potter in dismay.

“Never mind what I'm thinking of”
answered Coker, “ A beak was ged
last term and left in 8 sack, Perhaps
somcthing of the same kind is geing to
happen over again this term. Perhaps
an old ass who thinks he can whop a
I'ifth Form man is Elgamg te be made
jolly sorry for himself. Perhapa "

“Coker, old man—" groaned
Greene.

“I'm saying absolutely nothing about
it even to you fellows,” said Coker
stubbornly. “A thing like this can’t
be kept too dark. It's bunking if it
comes out. Even a fellow like me—a
fellow that the school can hardly do
without—would be bunked if it camo
out that he had bagged his beak in a
sack and left him to squirm.’

“Oh dear ™ moaned Potter,

“Safer for roun fellows {o know
nothing,” said Coler “You don’t
want to haxe a hand i it™

“Oh crikey ! Mo fear1”

ut the portly Form-master did not heed Bunter,

“I've been whopped,” said Colioe
“Made to bend aver before all {iw
fellows, like & fag in the Third Formt
Six on the bagps—my baga! Fa, haot™
Coker laughed—ono of those bitier,
sardonic laughs. "“Well, perhaps an uld
asa will like being bagged as much as
I lltlwd being  whopped | Wo shall
seo [

“You can't do it, Coler!” almost

wailed Greene,

“Can’t 1% enid Coker grimly.
“Weait and scel Not that I lLiko the
ides,’ he explained further. “I'd
rather walk up to Prout and pull his
clieeky nose before all the Form.
That's what I should, prefer. That's
what he's asked for really. But can I
do it 7"

Potter and Greene gazed at him,

Even Coker, it gsecmed, roalised thak
he could not do that,

“WNo,” said Coker bitterly, I can't
do that. 1 should be bunked on the
spot if I did, Prout's got me there,
A Deak has always got a fellow there.
What would have happened if I'd
tapped him in the bread-basket this
morning, ag I was jolly well inclined

to do? Marched off te the Head and
bunked. Well, I'm not going to bo
bunked.”

Totter and Greene, glancing at tho
cupboerd that hid the seck, scemed Lo
donbt that,

“Not* said Coker. “T've got to
think of my people, and F've got lo
think of the schiaol. As I said, Prout's

IBut 1z he getting by

got e ihere,
I fancy not i

with this?

“Colker, old man—" moancd
Potter.

“Tit for tat!" zaid Ceoker grimly.
“A Bowman e a2 Gulliver.,” Oaker
probably nieed a Roland for an

liver. “Pwuat whops me—I bag
Prour ! Where the shoe pinches 1a fhat
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I've got to keep it fearfully dark.
Prout wonld get me bunked for it like
a shot if he lknew!l He's capable of

it l:E:’Dh l?j
“1'd like to let him know all right,”
sald Coker. *“But e¢an I7 Nol

Prout’s not going to have the sotisfac-
tion of getting me bunked. Haozdlyl
Prout won't know who bagged him.
But I shall know. I shall laugh I

“Coker, old fellow—" moan
Potter. :

“MNow let's have tes,” said Colker
briskly. “Lots of time ycbt; it will
have to be done after dark, of course.
I've %ﬂt it all cut and dried. But tho
less I say about it the better, You
fcllows had better steer cloar. In fact,
it will bo safer for you to know abso-
lutely nothing about it, so don't ask
questions.”™

Coker sat down ko tea.

“01d cha * murmured Potter.

“0ld fellow—" moancd Greene,

It was much to their credit that
Potter and Greene almost forgot teg,
cren that mountain of a cake, 1 they
decp anxiety for Coker.

“Don't jaw!"” said Coker.  “That
old ass Prout has got to have 1tl
That’s as sottled as the laws of the
dwedes and Nasturtiumsl! That old

gont—"

“Bhush 1  breathed Polter and
Greene, almost in agony, as & heavy,
clephantino froad was heard in the
Fiflt)h Form passage.

Prout was coming 1

Coker shrugged his shoulders. Dut
he shushed. o had had enough of
Prout overhearing what he thought of
hi"ﬁ* One book was enough to go on
with.

'1;%13 portly form stepped at Coker’a
studw.

Coker, Potter, and Greene stood at
attention. Coker only wondered what
the old ass wanted, and whether ho was

after that book already. Fotter and
Grecne wondered, in deep anxiety,
whother he had got wind of that sack.
¢ Goker ! boomed Prout.
“Yen, siv?”

“Bomo fow minutes ago,” boomed
Prout, “I saw you, from a distance, in
the quadrangle; you were carrying a
parecel-—a huf:a parcel—wrapped in
newspapers, I have long given up ox-
pecting you, Coker, to have any senso
—any sense whatever—of the fitness of
things. But even you, Coker, might
understand  that Greyfriara boys—
senior boys—are not expected to caryy
large bundles wrapped in_ newspapers
about the school. There 1a a certain
propriety of conduct, Coker, expected
of boys 1n a senior Form ¥

Prout had seen that bundle! Fortn-
nately, ho did not know what was m
it. He was going to find fault with
Colser, as per usual, for carrying that
biz bundle about. :

It was true that it had been a big
bundle—a very big bundle—and that it
had been wrapped in newspapers—the
only wrappings evailable at the time.
It was true that two or three fellows,
secing Coker with it, had msked him
whether he was taking home the family
washing.

8till, a fellow could carry & bundle
if he liked. This was Prout all over.

A  certain propriety —a certain
regard for appearances——" Prout
went on booming. He paused as his

g3 fell on the mountainous cake on

the study table. He gazed at that
cTOImous e, and snorted. *I need
not sk you, Coker, what was in that

bundle; {:oae& it before my eyes.”

It was o natural mistake, the sack
Tie Maarer Liszany.—No, 1.630.
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Coker wns only too thankful that
Prout had no suspicion of the sack in
the cupboard. He was welcome to sup-
pose that Coker had bad that big cake
in the bundle if he liked.

Frout snorted again.

“This,” he said, +“ia disgusting,
Coker! I sce upon this table an enor-
mous guantity of foodstuffs—more, much

more, than any boy should have in his
study. Not content with that, wyou
must add that enormous cake to an
already over-ample supply of comes-
tibles, Buch greediness—such voracity
Coker, this is disgusting I”

Coker breathed hard.

_He had to stand this—being talked to
like some greeig:'ly fag. He had only the
comfort of thinking of Prout—later—
squirming in the sack!

I shall not permit this ” said Prout.
“I told you in the Ferm-room this
morning, Coker, that if you act like an
unthmk;:g junior you moust expect to
be treat ike an unthinking juniorl
I shall confiscate this cake, Coker!”

“Will you?" breathed Coker.

Potter and Greene looked on in
dizmay. Their thoughts had dwels
happily on that cake. They could hava

aned as Prout stretched out o plump
and to it.

“I will leave you -the rest,” said
Prout—“more, much more, than [ can
approve of! Gluttony, Coker, is bad
enough in & junior boy; in a senior bay
it is very roprehensible! However, T will
leave the rest. I shall confiscate thia
cake, Coker, as & warning to you not
to indulge in gluttony 1%

Prout lifted the cake from the table.

Three pairs of eves watched him as
he walked out of the study with jt—
Coker’'s in suppressed fury; DPotter's
and Gireenc's in sorrow.

The clephantine tread died away
down the passage.

Frout was gone. The cake was gone,

“0Oh erumbs {* zaid Potter

“0Oh erikey 1 said Greene.

“He didn't spot the sack,” breathed
Coker. “Never mind the cake. Blow
the cake! Prout will pay for this
along with the rest  Let him wait 1®

And several times during tea in the
study Coker repeated darkly:

* Lot him wait!”?

The eup of Prout's iniguity was full.
Pr\\?u‘i: was vor it! He had only to
walt

———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
30 Near, Yet So Far !

ILLY BUNTER jumped.
_His eyes for a moment locked
like popping through
tacles.

Buynter was astonished.

Any fellow would Thave been
astonished at the sight of a portly
Form-master carrying an eonormous
cake along Mastors' Passage

his spee-

Really, it was an unusual sort of o

thing.

Bunter had just como out of Me
gualch’s study. He almost barged into

rout as he came oul.

Prout passed him, bearing the cake.
Bunter gazed at it in wonder. His eyes
devoured it; he spiffed a luscious
scent from it as it passed hardly a
yard from his fat little nose.

Prout did not heed DBunter. He
walked on, majestic, with the cake.
thntar’s eyes and spectacles fallowet

i,

“0Oh orikey |™ breathed Bunter,

He gozed after that cake as if
fascinated.

His first thought, on =eeing the
master of the Fifth carrying that cake
to his study, was that Prout was going
to have it for tes. PBut even Bunter
realised that a pentleman of Prout’s
i _Iyoara was nob likely to revel
ca or tea.

Prout had bagged that cake from
somewhere—confiscated 1f, of course;
and, as Prout was master of the Fifth,
1t could only be from a Fifth Formor
that he had annexed it.

That enlightenced Bunter. He romem-
bered now that he had seen a big caka
like that before. He had seen it on
the first day of the term, when ho had
been investigating the contents of
Coker's hamper, and Coker’s boot had
guddenly and painfully interrupted his
1nvestigations.,

Prout had got that cake off Coker.
He had confiscated Coker's cake. It
was surprising, for such things never
happened, or hardly ever, in & senior

Form. But that wase it. For it was

certainly Coker's cake, and Prout hed
b ik

8% Ob  erikey ! murmured Bunter

aguin,

_ Juuniors werc not allowed to linger
in that gussuge. But Bunter lingered.
He could not help it. That cake fasci-
nated him,

Mr. Hacker, locking out of his door-
way, looked expressively at Bunter

Bunter did not heed the Acid Drop.

Ho was thinking, If Prout went out
again, after landing tho cake in his
study— ) ]

Dunter’s cyes gleamed belind hia
BpEct-ﬂd.}lea.

If Billy Bunter had a chanee at that

cake, any fellow whoe knew Billy
Bunter could foretell what wounld
happen.

But it did not look hopeful. Drout
was not likely to keep that cake in his
siudy long.

Heo could not cat if. Ile couldn’t
keop it till the end of tho term, to bo
handed back to the owner, as was dono
with articles of a lezs perishable nature.
What ha.[:{mned in such cases was that
confiscated tuck was handed over to tho
houze dome, to be used uwp in one way
or another.,

Billy Bunter longed to get at that
cako. He yearned to get at that eake.
Hea was prepared to run risks to got
at that cake. But he had to realise
that prospests were not healthy.

Prout hod gone into his study, but ho
hod not clesed the door. In a minuto
or two he reappeared, minus the cake.

Majestically Prout came rolling down
the passage. This time he took heed of
EBunter, Bunter being still there.

“Ah, Bunter!” said Prout. “You
should not be loitering about here,
Bunter | However, 83 you are here, you
may teke a messepe to the house o
and save me the tronble.”

Bunter blinked at him. He had not
the slightest desire to save Prout
trouble. Perhaps Prout did not know;
perhaps he did not care. He rumbled

n:
“Go to Mrs. Kebble, Bunter, and
request her to send to my study to
remove & ¢pke which has been confis-
cated I
“Oh1* gasped Bunter, “Yes, sirl”
“Go at once 1” boomed Prout.
“Certainly, sir "
Bunter cut off.
Having seen him started, Prout rolled
majestically on, and went out into the
uad, to resume the saunter which had
en interrupted by the sight of that
extraordinary pareel carried info the
House b ﬂoicr of hiz Form.
Billy Bunter—from & safe distonce—
watched him go.



Trout having rolled of ke an old
Bpanish galleon under 7ull zail, Billy
Buntor retraeed his steps

Bunter was not going in convey that
mezsage to Mrea Keuble., He was
going to forget to dao =0. 1f questioned
nfterwards, Bunter, wio had an abso-
lute disregard for tho {ruth—indeed,
gcomed to diglike it—eould say that he
had gone io the houzo danwe's room,
but Mrs. Kebblo wasn't there,

Tho longer Mrs. Kebhla was in hear-
ing about that confiscated cake, the
mors chanee there was of Bunter snoop-
mf it.

‘rout, satizfed thot the housze dams
would take charga of iha cake, wonld
dizmiss it from nund, Finding 1§ goneo
wiien lhe came in, he could only con-
clude that his instructions had been
carricd out. It was all riglt at'Prout’s
end. At Bunter's end, all that was
needed was o gei Lis cluiches on the
coke. .

Up the passage rolied Bunler. ITis
capacious mouih was qh'vndy watering
at tho prozpees of getting busy on that
calio.

Ale. ITacker logked out of his study
with puother expressive look.

“What are you doing lere, Bunter?”
nsked the Acid Drop, in his unpleasant

Wy,

“Oh,  wolling, siri?  ctammered
Dunter,

“You are perfeetly well aware,

Bunter, that juniors are not allowed in
{his corridor unless sent for”

“T—I mean, I—=I've gob io sco my
Form-master, sip.”

“Indeed 1 eaid Ar. IIacker sourly.
“In that case, Bunier, why lhave you
passed Mr. Quelel's door and eoma up
the passage ¥

Bunter «id not know the answer to
{hat one. ITe was silont, _

“You will zo away immediately,
Tunter; and if 1 fized you loitering in
this passage again I thall mention the
matter to your Form-naster i said the
Acid Drop, ; :

There was no lelp for it. That cake
was worth some risk; bat, obviously,
Punter could not roll inte Prout’s study
and scoff it under Hacker's eyes,

With deep feelings, the Owl of the
Remove rotled away.

Hacker, with @& =nilf, stepped back
inte his study.

At the corner Billy Bunter ventured
to blink back over a fab shoulder.

Hacker had disapprared into his
study, bui he had left the deor open.

“ Beast I' breathed DBunter.

He rolled disconselately om.  He
conld not pass Ilacker’s .open door,
Dut Dunter was not beaten yet, A fel-
low could double vound, by way of the
IHead's corridor, and get into Alasters’
Passage again, beyand fhe Acid Drop's
door. DBunter had to get at that cake,
if it was, =0 to speak, getatablo.

Five minutes later, Buanter wos tip-
tuu-i:;ig past the Iead’s study. From
Head’s. eovriczor he  moerged into
Mastors’ Passage again—past Iacker's
door. Then it wos bardly more than a
step to Prout’s study.

* Bunter I*

“0Oh crikey ™ .

Bunter bounded at that sharp voice.
Hoe spun round. “Lhern was lacker,
looking out of his doowway again.

Bunter blinked at him in dismay.

Iacker was suspicious, Ilo did not
know anything about the cake. He did
not know that Prout's study was tho
far Owl’s objective Dut he was sus-
picious, :

“What aro you deing lere, Bunter,
again I inquired the Acid Drop, in his
most acid tones, and with Lis most acid
lock.

EVERY SATURDAY

“ N-n-nothing, sir,” stammered Billy
Dunter,

“I ghall report this to your Form-
master, Bunter. Removo borys will not
bo allowed to disregard the rules of
the House in this menper,” said Ay
Hacker.  “I shall certainly mention
this to Mr. Quelch.”

Billy Bunter faded dismally out of
the picture again

That splendiferous cake, so near, yet
go far, reposod on Prout's table in
Prout’s study—going begging, as it
were.  Bunter's only consolation was
that Mra. Kobble was not likely to send
for it, as she did aot know anything
ahont it, If that unspeakable beast,
Hacker, shut hizs door, or went out,
there was & chance yot.

ey r—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Ambush !

uD ON'T 1 urged Potter, almost

with tears in his cyes.
Coleer of the Fifth did not
take the trouble to reply.

“Don’t, old chap !” moaned Greene.

In stern silonce, Coker sorted the
sack out of the study eupboard.

Hao had no uso for arguments. No
use for remonstrances. Coker's mind,
ench as it was, was made up. His
plata were as fixed ond immutablo as
the laws of the Medes and Persians
The time had come for action. Coker
was ready for action. Eager for it,
in fact.

Ho folded up that bip saclk, to mako
it as small as possible

Ie conld not make it very small—it
was such a big saock. A follow could
only do his best Then ho proceeded
to wrap it in o large sheet of brown
paper, procured spoeially for the pur-
pose, as lesa noticeable than the news.
papers in which it had been formerly
wrapped. e

Potter and CGreena watched Lhim in
m]guish.

They did not want old Hoerace to bhe
bunked. Even apart from the con-
sideration of Aunt Judy's hampers—
an important consideration—they did
not want him bunked, They would
have saved him from himself, if they
could have.

But it was said of old, though you
bray & fool in a mortar, yot will not
his folly depart from him. Coker was
impervious to argument. Remon-
strances rolled off himn like water from
a duck. Really, there was no way of
stopping Coker, unless by up-ending
him on the stuci% floor, and sitting on
his head, as Billy Bunter had sat on
it in the train.

Even had Potter and Greene adopted
that desperato respurce, they could not
have sct on Coker's head for ever.

“ Do chuck it 1" implored Greene, Ila
knew it was fufils to talk sensa io
Horaco Cokor, but he tried it. “It's
ihe =ack; it’s the long jump; it’s bunk-
ing, old fellow. Next tramn for lhome,
n]g scouk 1™

“Don't bo a fool, Greeng!™

Ha put the bundle under hia arm.

“It’s the long jump, old chap!?
pleaded Potter.

“Ion’t be & dummy, Polleri”

“Bagging a beak, you kaow——"

“Think I'm iqd::ing to menlion (o
Prout that [ did it?" inquired Ceker,
with sarcasm. *I'm not going to let
him know I've been within a mile of
Lis study. I'm not a fool, oun L%

“Not¥" paspad Pottor

“{M erikey ! said (Greeno.,

Coker, favouring his [riends with a
contemptuous sniff, walked out of tho
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study, the bundle under his brawny
arm.

Potter and Greene exchanged hope-
less lnoks, They gave it up at that,

Cloker walked down the Fifth Iovm
passage.

At the door of the games stedy,
geveral Fifth Form men locked at Lim
as he passed. )

“YWhat have vou pot there, Coker®™™
aslcela:lhﬂluhdﬁi_l. -

“0h, nothing spesiall”

Coker carelessly.

“Taking home the washing again?™
asked Price.

“Han, hao, ha'l” :

Colker wallted on repardless, Ic&*.-:}n{g
the I'ifth Form men laughing. £
came across the landing, and several
juniors on the Remove staircase
glanced at him.

Somo of them grinned, some looked
rather alarmed. Tha Famous Five
wera among them and they had not
forgotten Coker's inguirice after a
BiC

“Hallo, Hallo, hallot WWhat havo
vou got there, Coker?” bawled Bob

answored

Cherry. =

Coker disdained to answer.

“Coker, old man—" eallod out
Harry Wherton.

“ Bhut uﬁ’ you cheeky fagl”
answered Coker, 1in passing.

Ho tramped on down the staira. Al
the foot of the staircaza he camo on
Wingate of the Sixth, who glanced
rather curiously at that bundle.

“What are you up to now, Cokori"
asked the captain of Greyfriars. “ You
scem to have a fancy to-day for carry-
ing bundlea about  What have fFou
eot there T

“Oh, only eomething, you knowi"™
answered Coker vagucly. And bhe
walked on, leaving Wingate staring.

All this was very irritating to Coker,

I+ was not Coker’s way to be cautious
or stealthy ; but he undorstood the need
of caution, indeed stealth, in euch an
enterprise as this. He did not want all
ﬂ-mymum to notizo that bundle.

Btill, a fellow could not carry o big
hundle about a cvowded House, with-
out othor fellows noticing it, It could
not be helped. Anyhow, nobody knew
thers waa & sack in that bundle.

Coker progressed towards hlasters’
Passage. o

He had chosen his time well.

It waa getting dusk. Prout had gono
out. Coker, with a watehful eye, had
scen Prout roll out with Hacker. INo
doubt they would come in by dark.
The interval was Coker’s.

Prout was out, and Hacker was ouf,
but he had to run the gauntlet of any
pther heaks that might bo browsin
about Masters’ Passage. As it happened,
he nearly ran into Mr, Quelelh comin
ount of his study. He stopped so sud-
denly that the bundle dropped frow
hia arm end bumped on the Hoor.

Coker, with suppressed exasperation,
picked it up agamn. SEE

CQueleh glanced at him inguiringly.

“What 13 that, Coker?” ho asked.

It was unusual, to say tho least, fore
any fellow to walk up Mastors' Massage
with a big bundle under his arm.

Ok 1" gasped Coker. “Onlyv—only
samething I—I have te take io my
Foarm-master’s study, eir.”

C'oker thought that was rather neat.
(Certainly it waz only something Ehat
lin had to take te lus Form-master's
sudy. Any fellow might have had tn
take somcthing to Lis Form-master's
study. Nothing suspicious in that.

Anylhow, Quelch was satisfied, and
Ie noddded and walked on,
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Colicr, breathing hard, progressed up
ilie pazzage to Prout's study

Fnrt'u_na.ta&r,_hé met no more beaks,
Ils whipped into Prout's study, and
shut the door after him He gave the
cake on the table one scowl

It was growing dusky o tho gquad
It was almost dark in tho study. But
1k was not dark en-:mgh for Coker.
What he was going to do waz o desd
of darkness. It could not be koo dark
for that deed

Yirst of all he took the electric lamp
out of its socket  [hat prevented o
light {rom being switched on when
Prout cntered, He laid it on the table
Leside the cake.

Then he drew the blinds, shutting out
the glimmer of sunset. It was now
quite dark in Prout’- study,

Colker unwrapped the eack in the
dark, and crammed the brown paper
inte the wastepaper-basket out of the
way, Then he opened the wide neck
of tho =zack, and tested the cord
threaded round it, te make sure that it
would tighten at a single pull

All was in order. It needed to be in
order. Coker could not afford to waste
iime once Prow' was in that sack.
When he had bagged Prout, prompt
retreat was Coker's cue, Retreat could
nok too prompt when once he had
bngogﬂd Prout.

‘oker, in the dark, proped to the
dyor, .'.[Iq drew out the Ler, and
slipped it into his pocket, That would
b wanted later, when ho shut the door
on Prout, squirming in the sack.

Prout, once baggred, was not going to
got out of the bag in a hurry. Prob-
pbly le would bellow. He could bel
low as much as he liked, with the
study door locked, and the key dropped
ot of the nearest window. Coker had
boeen deing quite a lot of thinking over
this enterprise. Ie had it all cut and
dried.

All was ready now—all but Prout.
Trout, cssential in the last act, had oot
vet come in.

Coker planted himself behind the
floor. The open sack was in his hands.
The moment that door opened, Coker
was prepared to act. In the twinkling
of an oye, if not in a still shorter space
of timo, that sack would be whipped
down over Prout's head. It would
reach to Lis feet. Prout was not tell,
The cord would be cjlerke:rl tight, and
knotted. There would be no escape for
Pyout. He would be ruthlessly bagged,
and le would remain bagged tll he
was rescued. And resene would not
reach him in a hurry—through a
Iocked door, with the koy gone.

The bhest ot it was that Colker would
be perfectly safe |

Potter and Greenn knew morp than
- he had really intended to let them
know, but they, of course, would nog
give 4 man away! Nobody el:e knew
anvthing! At least, Coker did not
realiso that anybody else knew any-
liunel It was safe as houses |
Waiting there in the dark, sack in
iz grip, Cokoy wondered grimly how
Prout would hke 15t As much a3
Coker had liked bending over in the
orm-rooe: that morning, no doubt!
He would bellow, and wriggle, and

squirm ! Coker had bellowed, and
wriggled, and squirmed, in the Formn-
room ihat morning! Now it was
Lrout’s turn !

Coker waited ! And a6 the sound of
a footsiep, and the door-handle turn-
ing, he lifted the sack to whip down

over the entering head in the dark!
Prout had begged for this—and now he
whd going fo get bt
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Big Surprise For Bunter !

13 SAY, vou fellows——"
*That ass |
“That chump!”
“You frabjous fathead I*
. Harry Wharton & Co. were disouss”
ing Coker when Billy Bunter relled up
to them on the Remove landing,

It was not exactly the business of tho
Famous Five what happened to Coleer,
but they could not help feeling con-
cerned about him.

Halt the Bemove knew that he had
some scheme on for bageing Frout, as
the Agid Drop had been bagged in a
sack last term., The bagger of Hacker
had got away with it; but nobody sup-
pesed for a moment that Horace Coker
would get away with the bagging of
Prout.

Lven if he got Prout in the sack,
which was doubtful, considering what
& clumsy, cack-handed ass Coker was,
lie could pever escape detection. Really
thera was not a spot of a chanee of
that.

Only the deepest, darkest seercey
could have saved the perpetrator of
such a deed from discovery, in view of
the fearfully striet investigation that
was bound to follow. And o crowd of
Remove fellows knew, and plenty of
other fellows had heard.
fcllows who had seen Coker with his
bundle had guessed what was in that
bundle, Instead of deep, dark secrecy,
Coker was almost shouting his inten-
tions from the house-topa.

It was rumoured that Prout himself
had scen him bringing that huge bundle
into the House ab ten-time, and had
jawed hin. for it! Was not Prout—
after the bagging—certain to remember
that big bundle, and put two and tweo
together? He was!

Fifth Form men, Fourth Formers,
Shell fellows, Removites, had seen
Coker going down with his brown-
papeir parcel—zome had noticed that he
had run right into a prefeet at the foot
of the stairs, and that Wingate had
sf-nkin to him! It really was shouting
it out,

“The aszz!” zaid Harry Wharton.
“He ought to be stopped! It's rotten,
anvhow=—a rotlen trick! Prout's not a
bad old bean! He has cnough to
stand from that howling aszs Coker 1™

“1 say you fellows

“The rottaufulness is tervificl” zaid
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “It is not
likoe the ease of the esteemed and
execrable Aeid Drop——"

1 gay——"" squeaked Bunter,

" Hacleer asks for it—Prout dpesn't |”
said Bob Cherry. “0ld Don Pomposo
isn't & bad sort! He let Coker off
light with six, if the fathead only knew
it. Mot that Coker will got by with 1t
—he's too fatheaded. Goodnes knows
what will bappen if he tries it on—lut
Lhe will never get Prout.”

"MNol” Harry Wharton nodded. “ 1t
wanks sorce doing—bagging a beal!
Coker couldn't bag & bunny rabbit "

“The fathead—-"

“I say, vou fellows, will you listen
io & chap? howled Bunter. “I say,
do you know where Hacker is”

“Blow Hacker |

“Well, I want to know["” snorted
Bunter. *His study door’s shut now !l
I can’t go to his study to see whether
he's there! Has anyvbody aeen him

“What tho thump do you want with
Hacker, you fat ass?” asked DBob.
“You'd better give the Acid Drop a
wide berth. He bites”

“I only want to know whether the
beast 1s in his study,” yapped Buntor,

Plenity of h

“I don't want him_ opening his door
suddenly and pouncing on me lLike he
did before. IHave vou secon Hacker 2

“1f }'ﬂu’rﬁ thinking of larking in
Hacker’s study, you frumptious chump,
you'd better think szaint grunted
Johnny Bull.

“1 ain'gé!” hooted Buonter,

“Then why do voun went to know
whether Hacker’s there or not?”

“Well, the beast was watching me
like n cat!” snapped Bunter. "“He
said he would epealt fo Quelch about
it! I don't want him jumping on mao
again! His door's shut now—1 looked |
Anvbody know where ho isi"

“ Loock hers, foathead—"

“Ob, don’t jaw!” enmapped Bunter.
“What I want to know is, where's that
beast IHacker? Prout’s gone out—I
saw him with his hat and overcoat on
=but if Hacker’s spying on a chap

“Hacker went out with Prout 1™ said
Vernon-8mith. “I heard that thev're
gone to  lecture or something, but if
you're thinking of larking in IHacker's
studv, chuck it, vou fat chump!”

“Sure he went out with Prout?”
asked Bunter cagorly.

“*¥ea; I zaw thom togother™

. “That's all right then!” said Dunter
in great relief, and he rolled away
down the staircase,

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced afier
im as he wont.

“What is that blithering idiot up
to?” asked Bob,

“Something in IHaecker's study, 1
suppose ! padd Harry. Y1 wonder
where that ass Coker 15! He ean't ba
bagzing Prout, if Trout’s gone out;
that's one comiort.”

“Wheiting for him to come in, por-
haps—with that sock!™ priomed tho
Bounder.

“The assi®

“The fathead !

“The chump !

Billy DBunter, quite uninterested n
the dizcussion going on, on the Remove
landing, disappeared down the stair-
case.

This was Bunter's chance, at last,

Half a dozen times at least, during
the past hour, Billy Bunter hod re-
visited the corner of Masters’ Passago,
like a fat ghost revisiting tho glimpsca
of the moon. Every iime—till the last
—Hacker's deor had still been open.

But when, at [ast, Bunter saw that it
was shut, he dreaded that it might
open again if he passed!

Il waz elear now |

Prout had gone out, he knew that
already: and now he had learncd that
Hacker had gone out with Prout!

The cake, it was certamn, was still in
Prout's siudy; DMrs. Kebble had not
even heard of its existence, so far.

No longer in danger of being pounced
upon by the euspicions  Acid Drop,
Billy Bunter rolled inle Masters' Pas-
sage,  Queleh, he knew, was in the
Common-room—Ne lad secen him go
thera  He bad {o iake tho chunce of
other beaks

All the doorz in that passage woro
closed—cxcopt onp, which was  Just
opening. TFrom ihat one, cmerged tho
depper figure of Mousieur Charpentier,
the French master.

Billy Buntor breathed bard through
his fat little nose.

But Moszoo was not & suspicious and
watchful beass hilke Hacker!

Bunter slowed down and stopped at
his own Form-master's study.

Mansieur Charpentier passed him, no
doubt conelnding that tho Remove boy
was polng to sco the Remove master,
Anyhow, he passed on without bothegs
ing Bunter,
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It eame open at last, and a foot thrashed out,  * Qoooh ! *?

Mr. Quelch sawed through the knotied cord at the end of the sack,

There was a fearful yell from the master of the Remove as that foot Ianded on his nose I

Bunter woz glad to see him furn the
COrner,

The coast was quite clear now! How

it would remain clear, Bunter
could not tell, and he wasted no timoe.

Heo cut up the passage breathlessly,
passing Hacker's door. He resched
Prout’s door, gasping for breath.

But he did not pagsa thera! Swiftly,
he turned the door-handle, pushed the
<door open, ond stepped into the study !

What happened next made Bunter's
fat brein spinl

He

His programme was mapped.
was going to scoff that cake on the

spot, to mike sure of it: and all that.

he wea unable te scoff on the spot he
was going to park in his pockets and
carry off to scoff later! at waa the
1:rrn€$ramm¢-—nw¢r, alas, to be caryied
out !

Bunter knew that Prout was not in
that study! Naturally it never oe-
curred to him that anybody else was—
in tha dark, tool

But somebody evidently was

I'or, even as Bunter stepped in, an
np-ended sack deseended over his head
and shoulders and enveloped him from
head to foot!

In less than tho twinkling of an eye
Billy Bunter was right inside that sack.

Beanused and  bewildered, Bunter
could only gasp.

Ha hardly felt a groping hand that
clulched a covd and drew the neck of
the sack tight round his fat ankles,
But he folt something knotted round
(hose podgy aokles, tripped over, and
Lymped on the floor.

It was no good trying to understand
it! Bunter was too utterly bewildered
and confounded, evén to try to undor-
stand it

With his fat brain spinning, Bunter
rotled on the floor of Pgmtt*s study, in-
siclo the sack, and gurgled and gurgled
and gurgled !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Done It

OKER gave & breathless chuckle.
_ Ha had done it!
There were fellows—plenty of
them — who thought Coker
clumsey, cacle-handed, warranted to
bungle and make mistakes |

But he bkad dene it all right !

Swift as the eagle in its swoop, or the
tiger in its spring, Coker had whipped
that sack over the entering head, bag-
ging the newcomer from top to toe.

Before that astounded newcomer had
timo to emit a single Eurgla. Colér had
him—right in the sack I

Tha cord round the neck of that sack
was twisted tight round 11.1:::1]% ankles,
and instantly knotted, t  was
masterly work,

Hafe as houses, too. The bagged vie-
tiin, most certainly, had not scen Coker.
Coker had not seen him, and he had not
seen Coker,  Considering that it was
done in the dark, Coker felt, justly, that
it was masterly work—that he ha
mado a neat, offective, cfficient job of

1t
Ha chuckled, as the podgy figure in

the sack rolled, and gurgled feebly at
hia feek,
But he stayed only for one chuckle.
Timo pressed.

Yrout certainly did not know whe had
bagged him—couldn’t lmnow. But if
Ga%:ﬂr was caught there—— His victim
was gurgling bresthlessly—soon he
would be rooring for release. Coker
had to nuﬁ—gmmpﬂm

And he did.

Ha whipped the key inte the outside
of the IEII':E, and put his head out of tho
study, to survey the surroundinges.

The hight not yet being on in the pass-
are, it was dusky—mot dark like the
study, but quite dusky. That was all
the botter for Coker, It really seamed as
if the stars in their courses wero folit-

d I

ing for Coker, as for Sisera of old.
lh"mr!ﬂinng was going Coker's way,

Cokeor stepped swiitly ont, drow the
door shut, lecked it, and slipped the
key into his pocket again. aintly,
{rpm the dark interior & gurgle followed
o,

Clokor walked away.

At the cornor of the

passage ha

passed My, %tmlch coming to his study.
Quelech did not heed him. Quelch
could not possibly have noticed that

Coker had been at Prout's door, in the
1ml=gkhted passage. That was all right.
Uoker walked on—safe as houscs.
Dusk was falling, but the sunset still
‘ie}%mﬂd on the quad, and it was not vot
EE "I.IF‘.
Cokor strolled out of the House.
There was o faint splash as he passed
ihe fountain in the quadrangle, %t was
canused by the key nfqP'ruut’s siudy drop-
pin;ﬁ into the water in the granite basin.
That was done with. Prout could
baom and bawl and bellow in that sack,
but he would not get released in o

{r!ﬁwr laughed. Rovenge is sweef,
Coker was far from being o rvevengeful
fellow by nature. But he was a Kifth
Form man—he had had to bewd over
like a fag, and take six on tha bags,
and that ineradicable insult had to bu
avenged. It was avenged now,

Even Coker understood that he would
sa expalled, like a shot, if it was dis-
covered that he had bag his beak.
But that was all right. Owing teo hLis
exireme cantion and astuteness. nothing
was going to be discovered. Who had
bagged the beak was going to Le one
of thosa insoluble mysteries.

Smiling, Coker strolled back into the
Fouze. In guite a gay mood, Lo went
up o lia EtLtd!j’.

“Hallo, halle, halle, here’s Culer”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he appoinal
on fna landing,

Tne Magsrr Lisrawt.—No. 1,630
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A dozen fellows stared at Coker. All
of them noticed, of course, that hie came
back without the bundle he had taken
dowrstairs., So they wondered what ho
had done with it.

They knew that Prout had gone out,
anid, so far as they knew, had not come
in vet. Coker clearly had intended fo
do something with that sack. But he
could not—so far as the Romovites conkl
sce—have done it yet, .

“What have you done with that sack,
Coker 7" called out the Bounder.

Coker gave a start, and stared ab him,

“That what?"” he ejaculated. It was
naws to Coker that anyone knew that he
had had a sack outside his own study.

“The sack you Lhad in that
bundle—*"
“ ¥ou cheeky young ass, what de vou

mean {* snsa Clhhkor, annoyed and a
little alarmed. * What the dickens has
rut it into your head that 1 had a sack
in that parcel "

“Hadn't you?” chortled Smithy.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Choker knitted his brows.

“Mever you mind what I had in that
bundle,” he snapped. * You mind your
own business, you cheeky fag, and don't

jaw! You may do a lot of harmn if you
get gabbling about a sack.”

“Oh crumbs I gasped Bob, *“Has he
dome 1t *¥”

“He can't have!” oxclaimed Harr
Wharton. " Prout's out——"" ¥

“If he's come in—" murmured

g, g Cok
82 Prout comoe ir oker Y ex-
claimed Baob.

S How should I know " asked Colkor
sictly. “¥You needn’t ask me questions
about Prout. If he's come in, I dare
say Em‘a gone to his study. Ha, la,

ba I’
“Oh jiminy 1" gurgled Bob, “He's
Y okor ful
oker, you awiul ass—" gaaped
Harry Wharton, RR

“Have you bagged Prout?” shrieked
the Bounder, * gﬁ holy smukcfi rﬁaﬁis

you bagged old Pompous?”
Shut me I roared Coker. “Yuon
may get a

: ellow into a foarful row b
talking rot like that! Suppose 4 hunf:'
heard you, you young idiﬂt'ﬁ“

| L L
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“Then you've done 1t!"™ shittered

ATTY.
*Bhut up! What do you Remove

kkids know . about it, anyhow?" ex.
claimed Coker angrily,
“The  whatfuylness is  terrifie!”

chuckled Hurreo Jamscet Ram Singh,

“Cloker, you ass——"

“Coker, you mad fathead-—"

“1 said shut up ! hooted Colkor., And
e stalked away inte the Fifthh Form
passage, leaving the juniors in o buze
of excitement. ]

Coker had done 1it. Prout must have
come in, and Coker had done it. Cokor
had ba lgad his beak! Having lev
ncarly ell Greyiriars know what ho was
going to do, he had done it.

“Well,” gasped Bob Cherry, “ Coker
takes the cake. He takes all the bis.
cuits | Ho prances off with the whole
factory.”

“Ha, ha ha!” yelled the Bounder.
“He doesn't know that half the school
kniew what he had in that bundle.”

“Hs, ha, ha I” !

“Paor old Coker!” =aid Harry.
“Why, I've heard that Prout himself
spotted the mad ass petting the sack
into the House in a parcel—"

“Ha, ha, ha t* .

The jumors yelled. Tt wns a scerious
matter—for Coker, at least—but Coker
on the warpath, bagging his beak, was

really too much for them. They howled.
Coker, annoyed, stalked on to bhis
study.

In that apartment he found Potter
and Greene, in & state of considerable
jitters. .

They gazed at Coker, in eloguent
gilence, as he came in, .

“Have you fellows been gabbling?”
domanded Coker accusingly.

“Us?” sard Greens. * What——"

“Well, it seems to have got out abont
that sacl 1" said Coker crosslv., A lot
of fags seem to have got hold of it.”

“You mad chump!” said Potter.
“We've said tmthinfi 1 dare say haelf
Greyiriars saw yvou lugging that bundle
ahout—"

“A fellow can carry a bundle,”
snorted Coker. *“ Looks to me as if you
follows must have let out that I had s
sack——""

CO!

EM,

“Perhaps sbout ity fellows saw rou
sncaking it from Gosling’s shed,” sug-
gested Potter sarn&sticalﬁu

“Or o bundred ! said Greene.

“They seem to know, somchow,”
grunted Coker, “I've not said a word
my=elf, of course, excepting that I asked
some of those fags this afternoon if they
kni'_i-w where a fellow could get o
snck -

“Oh erikey I

“Of course, I never let anything out—
I'm pretty cautious—"

* (h scissors 1

“It's protty rotten if you fellows have
been gabbling—" .
“Wo haven't!” yelled Potter. “You
havo "

“ Look hern, Potter—"

“Thank goodness Prout's
satd Grecne. “Thank ness  that
mad nss hasn't had o chaneo to play
the goat! What have you done with
the sack, Coker? ‘The sooner it gocs
back to ﬁnsiing's shed the better,™

“ Don't be an ase, Greeno |7

Coker, old man, get shut of it before
Prout comes in " pleaded Potter. “He
may come m any ningte—"*

5 Don't be a fool, Potter I

It was sheer luck Prout thinking
that it was that cake you had in the
E:.:rn:;aﬁilt I;B“Itw if unﬁthmgblhuppmml—r

2 sack—ho would tumble at e

“Rot 1" said Coker. onee !

Somothing in Coker’s speaking coun-
lenance made his friends look at him
harder.

Putﬂtﬁr tﬂrmleg quite pale.

Ty, O maen | He Thardl
breathed. *“Don't say you've »:lmﬁ.h

it I"
gged his shoulders,

one out !

Coker shru
- “He's done it 1" articulated Greene,

“Oh, holy smoke! Ho—he—he's donc
it] Ilas—has Prout come in, thenit”
Ten minutes agol” answored

Coker calmly.

“Prout eams in ten minutes ago,”
maane&j Paotier, “and you—yon—
voip——m"

He gazed at Coker in horror.

“Ile came siraight to his study,”
said Coker, *“He's there now. Fa,
ha ! Coker laughed. “Ha, ha, hat*

They gazed at him.

Coker could laugh! Evidently ha
had dona this awiul thing, and heo
could laugh! e did not li:‘.:m::wm.r that

he was going to be bunked—that Lo
would be sitting in an eovening train
for home, instead of sitting in the
study at prep an hour hence ! Plainly,
no such apprehension was in Coker's
mind | Coker was merry snd bright !

“He went to his study?” asked
Potter, in a hollow voice.

“That's it!"” nssented Coker.

“ Were—were—were you there?'

“What do you think 1" smiled Coker,

“Then—then he saw you—"

“Prout isn't a cat, to see in the
dark! He saw me no more than 1
zaw him. He hasn’t the faintest iden
who bagged him—not the foggicst !

“Bagred him 1" pgrooned Greenc.
“Then you reslly, truly, actually have

| bagged Prout?”

“What do iiiuu think 1" repcated
Coker cheerfully,. *I don't know
what Hacker fva{t like that fime last
term. But Prout knows by this timo
—he's going through the same thing|
May think twice before he tells s
Fifth Form man to bend over liko a
fag again—what{"

“Bagged him—in  his  study 1*
breathed Potter. "Oh gum! You—
you—you've left him ere—1in that
sack

“Tied up in 1t 1" smiled Coker. * He

ean't get Joose! I¥a, ha. hal He's all
right i that aaek ¢ e slitz 1n



the end so that he wouldu't sulfocate—
don’t want to sulfocato the old gootl]
Uuly to teach him a lesson—a  lesson
;m.‘::sql'-'anicc'! for a long time!l Ha, ha,
1.l

Potter nnd Greene made o con-
verging movement towards the door,

“Whero are you going?’ asked
Cuoker.

“*¥You mag ass 1 hiszed Potter. “The
=onncr Prout is oub of that——"

“"Ha, ha, bha " {villed Coker, *Can
L 5:‘:1‘. thrvongh & keyhole, Pollee?”

“Wha-a-t 1"

S You see, I've Tocked the door on
Wi ge——

“Qive me thoe key, then, you poity
chump " hizzed Potter.

“1've clmeked it away ™

“0h, jiminy 1

Pottar and, Greene gave it up. If
T'rout wos bagged, Prout had to stay
bagged. The minuie that Prouwt, like
wocab, was let out of the bag, Coker
would be bunked! Bhat was a matter
uwf egurze ! Coker, happily nmoaware of
vhat dead cerlaiuty, laughtsed b

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFTER.
Poor Old Coker!

id UNTERI” squeaked  Mr.
Capper.
There

No repls.
apswering “ Adswun '™

Mre. Capper, master of the Fourth,
was taking the roll in IHall. Owne
member of the Remove did not answer
10 his namoe aid was wmarked ab=ent.

But tho ubscneo of that extremely
unimportant member of Quelch’s Forn
cxeited. little attention and no intervst.

It was the absence of dnother mem.
Dber of the Greyifriars community that
vicited deep attention  and  deep
intergst—the abseneo of Me. Prout!
All the masters, if they were within
vates, turned up for roll. Trout had
not furned up for roll.

Neither ha.tf Hacker, for that matter.
Ilut nobody was interested in MHocker,
The Aecid Dm? mattered to nobody.
llardly a fellow noticed whether
lacker wos there or not. But very
many fellows wnoticed that Prout was
not |

All the Remove wero kmtﬂg intor-
asted, Generally  they took  little
interest in the beak of ancther Form,
Now Prout was in every mind, They
all knew about r's inguiries after
n sack thet afternoon, snd hardly
needed  telling what bo wanted that
saclt for. Coker, indeed, bad as good
is_told some of them.

But it was not merely surmise on
their part. Skinner had tiptoed down
Masters' Passage just before voll, and
listened at Prout's door.

‘That door was locked, tho sludy
within dark, But dork as it was, it
wos  undoubledly  occupied;  for
Skinneyr bad heard sounds of wriggling,
senflling, and mumbling from within.

1o hod retived—with news!

All the Remove knew that locked in
I'rgut’s study was & hapless prisoncr
ued up I & sac

Romove [ellows who glauwced across
at the Fifih—at Coker--could hardly
heliove  their  eyes. Uoker was
=pubing |
Ile had bagged his beak, left him
lied up in o bag=—and was smiling,
fiko a fellow satisfed with a good job
of work |

Everybody know that Horace Colker
was overy mmaginable kind of an ass!
In that line he had no e¢qual, no
sceond, no third! It was Cokev fixst
—and the zest powhere, Dul evew

Wis o
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Coker lad been suppased to
somo sart of a limit.

LThat supposition was an error!
Coker had no limit! Coker had dono
this, and was smiling with satisfoc-
tion |

All the Remove knew! Fellows in
alber Torms had heard rumours!
P'otter and Greene, only too elearly,
kuew—it was only necessary to leok at
their faces,

How long would 14 bo before the
prefects and ihe beaks knew?

DIrout himself was famrly sure to
guesz, even if he had not seen Cokeyr at
his deadly work! Ilow could Prout,
agged in a sack, fail to remember the
big bundio ho had secen Coker carting
inte the ouse—almeost under his nosc!
Uoker, whom he lhad whopped m the
Mifth Ferm Room that morning?

No such appreliension was in Coket's
mind, Coker was satisfied that he had
covermd up all lus tracks.

Coker smiled !

Tho beaks, obvieunsly, would know all
abont it before long. That that was
the case was made only too fatally
{-u::iu', after colling-over came Lo an
1.

Alr. Capper, having finished the roll,
ealled Lo Coker of the Fifth:

“Coker 17

Coker stared at Cappor. Ho did not
spe what the master of the Yourth
Farm wanted him for. Abont s hun-
dred other fellows, however, wondeved
whether Capper had got wind of avy-
Lhing.

*"Yes sir,” saad Coker.

“AMr. Prout wsked me to spenk io
vou, Coker, about the sack—" said
Me. Capper, in his squeaky voice,

Coker almost jumped cleosr of the
floor 1in Hall ¢

0

“ The—tho
e red,

¥ The sack ! said M. _Enppvn “The
sack you took {rom Gosling's shoed thes
afternoon, Coker.™

Coker stood transfized. ; :

A whole swarm of fellows lizstencd-in

have

what, sir?” slam-

breathlessly.

!Mr. Capper gazed at Coker over his
glasses,

“Gosling spoke o your Form:
mazier about it, Coker,” ho esaid
mildly., * Aa Mr, Prout was going out,

he asked me to mention 1% 10 you at
colling-over.” :

“ hd--did lLe, sir?” gasped Coker.

“¥Yea, Coker! Tho sack must be re-
turned to CGosling’s shed. I canmot
imagine, Coker. for what purposs you
have borrowed an old potato-sack from
{he porter's shed; but you must bo
aware that you should not have done so
without_asking poymission from Gos-
ling. Mo harn is dene, however, if
vou return the sack to its place.”

“0Ohi” gosped Coker. Even Coker
realised that this was, awkward., “I—
I say—what—what mekes Gosling
think I—I borrowed a sack from his
shed, sivi™ ’

“Wrour what he said to ¥r. Proul,
Coker, he saw you making off with it
when he was going to hia shod.”

ﬂﬂh l-” .

“Wo harm is done, my hoy, if you
return the eack,” said Mr  Capper
kindly.

Coler’s face was erimson,

“ Crosling 11&1:111*3‘])15 manlioned 1t {o
Ale, Prout; but probably no more will
bo heard of tho matter 1f the article is
returned at onece. That is all, Coker.”

Mr, Capper whisked away, leaving
Cokar rooted.

“Was that what you had n thai
Lundle, Coker?” asked Dlundell of the
il " I6 wasn'b thoe [amily wazhing,
after allt¥
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“[Ia, Lo, ha ™

Alr, Q-,m.'lc:}n in passing, gave Coker
a curigus lopk. WNeo doubb he vemon-
hered tho brown-paper parcel wunder
Coler's prm,

Coker stood speechless

Harry Wharton & Co. exchugoed
glanees. They knew what Coker had
douc with that seck—all the lowove
iuu:w: They had no doubt that rout
w b Y

I'rout wownld not lLave to mucss:
Geoing out, Prout had heard a cow-
aint from Goshng that Colicy hail
snaflled o sack from his shed., Coming
in, Jii had been bagged in o sack!
Ilaving as good as told half the school
whot o was poing to do, Coker had
let Gosling see hin snafling the zack!
1t wns Coker all over!

C“0Oh, my only hat1” murmured Dol
Cherky,  “Goshing saw hilm—"

“And rout knows—" Dreatlhed
Wharton.

“And Prout’s inside the sack (hiz
Lleszed mimite 1 gurgled the Doutider.

“Ia, ha, hLal”

The Removites yelled, It was awful
for Coker, but they could not hLelp it
I'lhisg was =0 cxactly like old Ioraco !

At every step, at every stage, of Lia
remarkable prodecdings, Cokor scemicd
to have done Lis very best to give him-
self away, all the time, Not in o singlo
point hn(.f Coker failed to make it gquile
clear that it was he—Horace James
(loker—who lLad done {he beggiug
I'rout’s study. .

Several Fifth Form men were askivg
Coker what the dickens he had snooped
Gosling’s sack for. Potter and Greene
did not need fo ask.

Coker did net answer.  Ile alinest
tottered awoy—uno longer smiling !

Coker had not seen, so far, whab a
hundred other fellows had sven guife
clearly,  But ho saw it pow. It was nos
necessary for the bagger of Prout to bo
discoverad. Prout could not have failed:
w know who ihoe bagger was thoe
moment the sack dmmn%]nﬂ- over Lis
hiead |

Coker limped eut of Hall. Tle lcefe
2 crowd of fellows yelling belind hin.
Menty of thewm were sorry for oll
Horace, knowing what was conung 1o
hinw. But Coker was too much for thene.
and they roured, ond roaved, ol
almozt wept.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTIER.
Coker Is Wanted !
M R. QUELCH knitted Lis brows.

He waoa puzzled. ’
“Vory odd ! ho said.
“Very odd indeed 17 smeecd
Mr, Capper.
“Some animal, perhaps— _
“1t does wobt sound like an aniual,
Qualel i

»

“True! It does not.” i .
Undoubtedly it was puzaling,  The
iwo masters were standing  outside

Prout's study door. YFrom witlun that
study came strango sounds. .

There was o sound of rolling,
senffling, awd wriggling, as il -one
alinost helpless person was rolling about.
the roowr. Accowwpanying it came foint,'
feeble, Dbreathless goasps, gurgles, amd
squeaks, , ) y

" Someone is there 17 said Mr. Capper,
“Can it be Proutt” ]

* 1 undersicod that Prout was going
{o tho leclure at thoe Courtlichd Jnsli-
wile this eveniug with Hacker™ _

“Hoe may have retwened. llacker i<
certainly out, but Prout wmmy have
como 1ge—"

“I fail to sce why he shonld lave
locked limself in las study.”™

Tug Macser Lappany,—No. 1,630,



26

“f ogreo. But—listen ™

“Urrreggh 17 came from within the
study.  “Oococoogh!l Weocoogh [¥

“That is & human voice,” said Mr.
Queleh  decidedly. “It sounds like
romeons being suffocated—or porhaps
in a fit! Can Prout—"

“He is not subject to fits, that I have
heard of. Apoplexy, perhaps, He ia
stout—extremely stout——>"

™ Dooooogh

“This must be investigated, at all
2vents,” said Mr, Queleh. and he tapped
on the door. "“Mr, Prout! Are you
I.'11c~.11:~af IM:}’ Prout "

13 E !

Tha vgim was feint—ovidently muffled
Ly something. It had a suffocated
sound, and was quite unrecognisable.
But it was a human voice—thers was
no doubt of that! It was not somo
animal that had wandered into Prout's
study. It was & human being, who hod
heard the tap on the door.

“Blesa my soull” exclaimed Mr.
[}'aPlpon “¥You heard that, Quelch?”

1 heard it. It's amazing ¥

¥ Astounding ! It can only be Prout,
1 supposo ! 3

It could hardly be enyone else, in
Prout's study. An apoplectic fit, perhaps
—Frout ig, as you say, somowhat stout.
Prout! Pleasa unlock the door, MMy
I'rout, if you are able to do so.”

“(zrogopogh 1"

ear Prou

“My dear Prout—>

* Gurrgeh "

¥"PDear mo, it spunds ns if thn poor
fellow i3 choking, vr suffocating,™ mur-
mured the a;rmpaﬂlﬁtig Capper.

Quelch kunocked agnin. )

“Cannot you open tho door, Prout?™
Lo called.

“Urrrgghl Help! I'm chook-chooli-
ﬂhjck-chﬂl%ing in thiz aack ¥ camo o
faint, suffocated squesl.

ueleh jum’p&ﬂi .

“In what " he stuttered. “What did
you say, Prout? Did you say »
z-g-sack ¥"

“Urrgh! Help !*

“My dear fellow—" .

“Get mo out of this sack! Urrgh!
Hu]ﬁ_l”

“Ho—he says & sack 1 breathed Mr
Capper.  “Ie says that ho i3 in a
sack, IHow can he be in o sack
Queleh #?

Quelel’s eyes gleamed. =

liia is not an apoplectic it
Capper! This 18 an outrago, such as
lm;t- ned to Hacker last torm——"

: galcss my soul ! DBut who—*

“I do not think we necd scarch very
far for the perpetrator, as & boy of
Pront’s Form is known to have obtained
a sack from the porter’s shed ¥ said
Mr. Quelch grimly. “But the first step
13 10 relemso Prout! He cannot havo
Jocked the door—if he is in & sack!
Coker—that incredibly stupid boy,
Coker—must have locked it on hiw
and taken away the key.”

“Loker! Bless my soul!
bo eent for—" ;

*Is anything the matter, siei®

Wingate of the Sixth camo down tho
assage. A good many fellows had

n glancing curiously along that
passage,

“Yes, Wingate,” said BMe. Quelch.
" Bomething 18 very much tho matter!
I greatly fear that Mr, Prout has been
the victim of an extrasordinary out-
r 1r .

ﬁﬂmumgh [* came mumbling from
the study. *Ooocoogh | Help me out of
this sack! COooogh!” .

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Wingate.
“ Is—is—ias that—is that somebody i &
sack? In Mr. Prout's study—>

" Coker, of Prout's Form, iz known
to havo taken a sack from Gosling's

Tas Magner Lyanany,—No. 1,630,
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shed,” said BMr. Quelch, “Indeced, 1
remember  secing Lim  pass in  this
passage with & large parcel, which he
cxplaimmed was something he had to take
te his Form-master's study.”

“Oht remember—I saw bim
gasped tho Greyiriars captain.

“Ploase find Coker at once, Wingate.
The boys have not yet gone to propara-
tion. Probably he is in Hall—*

Wingato huwrried away.

Quelch and Capper romained, joined
by several other mastérs, All qil them
listened in horror to the feeble moans,
and mumbles, and gasps that came from
Prout's study.

But it wes impossible to go to the
vickim's aid &l thoe key was obieined.
They had to wait ]

Wingate lost no time. Coker was not
in Hall, and he ran up the stairs.

“Heen Coker?” he culled out Lo a
crowd on the landing,

“Coker wanted ™ tho
Bounder.

“*Yes, yes. Soen himIV

*Not since roll1” ;

Wingate hurried on to the Fifth Form
Easgﬁ e. He left a crowd in & buzz

ahind him. Coker was wanted ; every-
hm—l% could guess why |

“They've found Prout, and sent for
Coker 1" remarked Vernon-Smmth, *I
wonder what he &:fﬁ-ectﬂni them to do?”

“Poor old er!” said Harvry
Wharton. * Poor old silly ass*

“All TU.P. now !" said Bob Cherry.

“No doubt about that!” :

“Oh, here you are |’ Wingate's voice
was heard from the Fifth Formn games
gtudy. He had found Horace Coker
there, “Coker! You're wanted IV

“Am [7” came & grunt from Coler.

“¥ea; come down at once. on've
got the key of Prout’s study bring it
with you.”

“1 don't sce wh
that I’'ve got the
Wingate.”

“Have you, or have you not " hooted
Wingate.

“No, I haven't.”

"Well, come down, anyhow.”

“What's up, Wingate ?* asked a dozen
Fifth Form woices from the gamoes
Ell.ldgv.

* Bomcone’s bagged Prout in a sack,
in  his study!” answered Wingato.
“Thoy ean't get at him, as the door's
locked.™

“Oh crumbs
“Cokor, you assg—"

“Coker, you frightful fathead—"

“Oh, shut up 1" said Coker, " Yon're
helping them to put it on me! That
what you call pallyi®

of putting on you 1t wants, atter

“ Lot of putting g‘o 3, af
you paraded round the school with the
sack noder your orm 1 roared Bluodell.

*Look hore, you nss, shut up—"
“_‘f Come ‘?lni; ¥ Coker I” I exclaimed
‘ingate. “They're waiti
“‘gl?, I'll come!” said %ukcr.

And ho came!

A crowd of the Fifth followed Lim ont
of the games study.
mﬂutn . B ﬂmwc{ of juniors stared at

n.

Potter and Greene camo with Lhim,
sticking to their helpless chum, though
there was, of course, nothing that thoy
could do for him now. Coker's numbor
Was u fact that bad dawned cyen
on r's limited intelligence.

Coker's limited intell

Still, Coker was dogged; he wasn't
going to admit enything. If they could
prove it, let them prove it, and be
Ilowed. Cokor wasn't going fo holp
them, at any rate.

“ Follow on, m{ infants I* gringod
}']iqbtuﬁharry. “We'ro net  missing
1h15

*No fear!” chuckled the Dounder.

Quito au army followed Wingalc

grinned

you should supposo
sy of Prout's study,

and Coker down the staircaze, DBloro
and moie fcllows joined thewm on ihe
Way.

Coker, with a gritn brow, marched
on with Win.?atc: to BMasters’ Possage.
The army followed at his heels,

Every eye was on Cuker. Few
doubted that they were looking their
last on old ITorace.

Iror if Prout really was hug‘fuﬂ in R
sack in his study by the hand of thas
extraordinary membor of his TForm,
Coker was going to be sacked se quick
that it would make bhis head swion
And  evervbody—including Coker—
belicved that Prout wasl

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

b 0O00000GII i
That  sufforated  gurgle
come from Prout's study., It

was accompanicd by o sowid
of rolling and bumping |

Evidently the prisoner of the sack
was making frantio efforts to get loose
Equally evidently, he was waking
thosze efflorts in vain!

The passage was crowded. Fellows
were not supposed to  loller  there,
much less to gather there in crowds.
But in the present state of excitemcut,
they did, unregorded.

arry Wharton & Co. were near
enough to hear the suffccated gurgles
that came through the study door, aud
the jolting and bumping end scuflling
of a figure imprison in a sock
Skinner had heard it before roll; now
doeens of other fellows heard it

Thore was no doubt on the subjeet.
Colker had done it, and, quite contrary
to his happy cxpectations, was per-
feetly well known to have done it | Net
a ghost of a smile wos wisiblo on
Coker's rugged countenance now.

At long last, it Lad ponclrated
Coker’s solid brain that there was
nothing to smile about!l

Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet eycs on
Coker | _

“Give me the key of this study at
once |¥ Le rap;t:_'ed.

“The key of that study?” repeaicd
Coker, to gain time.

“¥oz: immediately 1

“I don't ece why you should =up-
posé that I have the key of my Form:
master’s study ! Coker m}amptcc! out.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Do you deny that tho key is in vour

ssion, Coker?” he demanded.

“Certainly, sir!"” answored Coker,
That key, certainly, was not in Coker’s
possession; not singe he had dropped it
into the fountain in the quad, .

“What have you done with it§"
snapped Mr. Quelch.

4 with it?” ropeated Coker,
again to gasin fime.

“Coker! Your vietim, Mr. DIrou,
must be immediately released!] It ix
abvious thet you locked thiz door after
what you did in the study ! You must
have faken away the key, as it is uo
longer here. Do you deny this?"

Coker was not tho man to deny it. Tt
nover even occurred to Coker to tfell
unirnths, Ile did not answor.

“Do you hear me, Coker?” asked
Mr. Quelch, breathing hard.
“I'm not deaf, sicl”
Coker. "I haven't got the Imzl
had it, I'd hand it over! That’

I've gpot to say.™

“Oovogh 1 came mumbhing from the
study. “I'm chick-<chock-choking
this sack! I cau't got outl Ooooght”

“By gum, is that Prout?” mul-
mured Bob Cherry. It was quito stari-
fing fo bear Prout's fruity boow

answerol
If I
s all



reduced to that
equealk,

“\Wurrrgggh |*

“¥You utterly faolish and obstinate
boy, Coker!" oxclaimed BMr, ch,
“Cannot you ses that it is perfectly
well known what you have done?
Gosling complained to Mr. Prout that
you had taken s sack from his shad, I
myself saw you piw}mg- to this study with
& largo pareel under your arml
Cannot jou see that it 13 perfectly
clear that you committed tgi: out-
rage T

“Hand over the Lkey, Coker, you
Rz 1 muttered Wingate.

“1 haven't got itl1”

“ Possibly this incredibly stupid boy
has thrown sway the key " said Mr.
Quelch. “Thera cannot the elight-
est doubt that he locked the door and
took the key away, after enveloping
Mr. Prout in the eack. A duplicate
key can be obtained frem the House
dame. Wingate, will you chliga me by
going to Mra, Kebble 1%

“Certainly, sir!” Wingate hurried
away.

There was a breathless silence while
he was gone for a key.

Coker stood with a grim, rgged
brow. Potter and Greene exchanged
hopeless Inoks.

From the locked study came sounds
of struggling, rumpling, rustling, gasp-
ing, and gurgling, as the wunseen
prisoner wrestled in the cloze embrace

pitiful mumbling

of the sack.

“Urrrrggh | Qooooogh ! Help |
Groogh 1"

Bump, bump! Rustle! Bumpl

Evidently the inhabitaht of the seck
was _tired of his close quarters, and
malting incessant ecfforts to get out—
in vaiw!

Coker knew how unavailing those
efforts would be. He had taken care
of that! The neck of that sack was
tied fast round Fudgﬁ'eun!-glea. and there
was no escape for the prisoner until it
was untiad.

Such sounds, from a master’s study,
had & horrifying effect on most of the
fellowa, It was scarcely eredible that
any fellow conld be such a benighted
ass as to head up his Formi-master in a
eatk and leave him to s-cﬁmrml Exen
Coker realised, now, hdw awfully
sotious 1t was!

Even {Uoker realised that that deed
of darkness would have been much
better left umdone |

True, he had not expected to he
found sut | He digd not see, even now,
why they should jump to the coneclu-
sion that he had a it, simply
hecause he had had a sack, and Prout
was headed up in a sack! Bub it was
clear that e ly ‘had jumped to
exactly that conclusion.

Caker was for it—as soon 33 the study
door was opened, and Prout released
from the sack | Prout’s first step would
be to walk him off to the Head—to bo
bunked ! Coker gob that into his brain,
The remainder of hia school career
could now be counted in minutes! He
was Coker of the IFifth still—until
Prout emaorged from that sack! After
that, he would be & ?assengar in &
train, homeward bound

'oker braced himself to face it !

Wingate came back with the key.

Innumerable e¢yes wers on  Mn
Quelch sa he inserted the key in the
fiﬁﬂkn turned it, and threw open the

Qor.

Atepping into the doorway, Quelch
fgmgieﬁ for the switch to turn on the
ight.

re was & click—but no light came,

The lamp was lying on the table where
Cloker had left it

The Removo muaster uttered an im-

EVERY SATURDAY

patient exclamation. The interior of

tho study was guite dark
JBut in the durk, something could be
dimly discerned, rolling and wriggling

on. the floor. It was a large sack—
evidently ocenpied |

“Qoooogh I come from the sack,
:i"?‘rmgh I:” ﬂwﬂl]':

“Prout1” exclaimed Mz Capper
« A Yighto—? kR

"Here’'s s torch, eir!” exclaimed
ernon-Smith. The Bounder had &
ashlamp in his pocket.

Mr, Quelch took it from him, fashed
gindtha light, and stepped into the
udy.

The light gleamed on the sack—strug-
‘Elfmim wriggling, es if endued with
ifa

behind
gazing.
Juniors

Round the study doorwa
Quelch, a crowd crammed, ﬁi
Maeters, prefects, seniors, and
crammed there, breathless.

Mr. Quelch gered at the zack for a
moment, Only a pair of feet exuded

NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.

Our recent geries of yarns featuring
Vernon-Smith proved so popular that
I have persuaded Mr, FrauERiﬂharda
to write another series etarring the
Bounder of Greyfriara. The open-
g story will appear in next Satur-
day’s Maaener, under the title of

“THE MYSTERY OF VERNOR-
: SMITH ! *

Smithy, the most troublesome
member of the Remove, ia accused by
hiz Form-master of breaking deten-
tion. © But the Bounder denies the
accusation, Who's telling the truth?
Tom Redwing, ever ready to stand by
bis cham, is convinced that Smithy
never left Form-room; while, on
the other hand, the Famous Five
claim to have seen him at Lantham.
It is a complex situation indeed. Get
ready to read all about it in mext
week’'s emashing Greyfriars yarn,
Other intermtiﬂg features in this {ip-
topissite are the “ Gireyfriars Herald,”
telling of the week’s ha ings at
the school, in addition to which is
another “ghocker,” featuﬁn% Dr.
Birchemall and the boys of 8t. Sam's,
written by the prince of storytellers,
Dicky Hugent* Laat, but by mo
means least, ia “ My Own Page,” coma
piled by—well, I'Il leave you to find
out for yourself next Saturday. If
you miss this issue, chums, you'll be
missing the treat of the week !

YOUR EDITOR

from the end of it. It wriggled and
wrig%led. :
“Hera i3 the lamp, sir!"” zaid Win.
ate. He spotted it on the table, lying
jezide an enormous cake, which, at an
other time, it would have surprise
him to see in Prout’s study. Now he
did not heed it. He picked up the
electrie bulb.  *It's been taken out,
=ir—E1} put it inee—"

The next moement the study was
brilliantly  illuminated. strug-
gling, wnggling sack was clear to the
; of the breathless crowd, packing
the doorway, :

Quelch laid
hent aver if
He. wrestled with knotted cords,

Bat Coker had tied those knots good
gnd hard.

down the Easlﬂﬁmp ‘and

4

“Qocooogh I came & bresthles

rgle iﬁrgm ﬂll:ti;dﬁ the l';.:g. which

£0 Tl to per-

mit his victim to hmghm " WurrpiI

Gurrgh! Helpl k i’m
suffocating 1 Yurrggh ¥*

“0One moment, my dear Prout1” ex-
olaimed Mr, Quelch, "“Haa anyone a
knife—please give me a knife—-"

A pocket-knife was quickly pro-
vided. :

Quelch opened it, and sawed through
the knotted cord at thae end eof the
g

It camo open at last, and thla'm:cu-
pant of the sack was able to stir his

hﬁl .
e stirred them! A foot thrashed
out, and there was a fearful yell from
Mr. Qualch.
* Qooooh 1"
The occupant of the sack had no
intention of landing that foot on
elch’s nose! It was quita an acci-

ent! Pubt it was a rather painful
gccident |
“Blesa my soul—take care, Mr.

Quelch I” oxclaimed Capper. * Prout
—my dear Prout—ba calm—he calm!
We are helping you—=""

“*Urrrrggh

“Wingate, take the head of the
sack,™ gﬂspc-il_ My, Quelch, rubbing his
nose, ' Pull it away |

Y Yes, girl"

Wingate grg;p‘e-d the sack over the
hidden head insmde, He tugged, He
tugged hard; and, now that the other
end of the sack was open, the occupant
wriggled out.

Innumerable eyes, fixed on him,
bulged in amazement as tho fat figure
appeared in view,

‘hat' it was Prout nohody had
doubted—not for a moment?  Coker
had schemed to bag Prout—he belisved
that he had bagged him—everybedy
else believed that he had bagged him;
and all eyes looked to see the partly
form of Prout roll out of the zack, now
that the unhappy prisoner was released
at last,

It was a portly form that rolled out!
But it wes not Prout's ﬁggﬂr form !
It was a fat figure well known to all
ayes; m{itedlt ml[&d& l:-fui'r., ggmwla&ﬁlmt
up, gurgled, groped for its spectacles,
and Ea]nmed E‘tem on a fat little nose,
and blinked round <izzily. And from
fifty fellows came an astonished howl:

“ Bunter I

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER,
Only Bunter !
1 UNTER |#
B (1] ﬂ?ﬂﬂﬂgh [u
“ Bib-Bub-Bunter [
“Groooogh [

"Fﬁ;t pip " -

“It—it—it's not Pip-Pip-Prout: it's
Bib-Bib-Bunter 1 stuttered Bob Cherry,

“ Bunter I” gasped Mr, Quelch,

.. Bunter!” repeated Hovsca Coker,
like & man in a dream.

Coker gazed ot the fat Owl of the
Removo with unbelieving eves,

It seemed like some kind of uncarthly
magic to Coker. He had bagged Prout
in that sack, and it was Billy Bunter
who rolled out of it}

Colter’s os  fairl opped. Hi
Qoubted theis vision. © © LT ¢
Quelch gazed at Bunter. He stared

at (Joker. He gazed at Bunier again.
Like eref;bnﬂjra;zlse. Quelch had tﬁ:en
it for granted that it was Prout, Who
hut Prout could have been bagged in
Prout's study? Nobody -:nu!gl LEave
irgpmdh& tlzaﬂt Ilemm-ar _:I.:EEIOWF hed

o 1744 silih Qrm
mastey s study,

TRE Micyer Lisrany.—No. 1,630,

&
in the






NOT CRICKET!

Amusing and Amazing School Story

of Jack Jolly & Co., the cheery
chums of St. Sam’s.

By DICKY NUGENT

“Not good enuffl’

Jack Jolly & Co. pricked up their
onrs,

It- was tho refined wvoieco of Sir
Fredaerick Irunguss that  sounded
hehind thos heroes of the TFourth,
ng thoy stood at the senior kricket
nets at St Sam's, wotching the

First Eleven fellows at practico. The
chairman of the 5t. Bam’s puvvernors
had just nrrived with the Head.

There waz o grim, stern look on his
clnssical face.

“T1 tell you, Bivchemall,” he said,
emphatically, * it's not good enuff 1

“ You're quite right there, Bir
Frodorick,” said Dr. Birchemall, in
harty agreement. “ It’s not good
enuff—net by a long chaile! I find
it hardly enables mo to make both
ends meot—in fact, I am olton lucky
evon to got any

GREYF

piAL's

MERAL

=
=

1] = . =
Yuuﬂcr::iehplﬁc; ——A == : —— conelusion
gesped, “Why, _ No. 344, EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. May 13th, 1939. * Doubtin
E’Fﬁt’?j DOt T — - : 20w him.
sticket [ e

“ Eggeactly., It's nothing like j kricket team, gir, to take the place | ball shot from his I nd bke a boolet T
kricket st present,” said Sir Fred- | of our present First Eleven,” be said, | from a gun HUBBIES UP TO DATE ! tuTlaiaﬂymgelg: t:;::i:-: -rEgbrEE
erick, with a kontemptuous plance | boldly, *“ If vou are, I've got just Wallop ! that's by the wa 3
at the seniors at the nefa. I am | what you nced!" “ Yow-ow-ow-ovv-0w ! ¥ shrecloed . Therey L ¥- "
hoapful, however, thot this drastik * The dickens you have ! "' ¢jacku. | Burleigh, as the ball hit him on the il gfz"a ﬁmﬁ._n}* ot 1::31'
step I am taking will result in real | lated the Head in amazement. | ear. F h. which T shoul datlliﬂg ; "l o
kricket being played by tho scniors | * Where is it, then 7" Again the Head bowled. This 18ning. The t;m* ’{{Bh 0 u:-
at 8t. Sam’s. Good-day, Birchemall." “The kaptin of it is spenking to | time his ball found a sl mos dﬁnﬁgﬂ%ﬂ? 5 i {;_“' ]

And the chairman of the 8t. Sam’s | you right new, sir,” replied Jolly, | uneggspected mark.  Instead of By HAROLD SKINNER he length of your
guvvernors, with a kert nod, turned | proudly. * Thateam I have inmind, | travelling townrda the wicket, it catches with your hapds
on his heel and strode off towards the | sir, i3 the Fourth Form kricket | flew off at & tangent and hit Tallboy. Fishing in its elementary bludgeon ¥ Wallop! It's without smacking passers-

gatea,

“ Ay hat ! ™ mermered Jack Jolly.
“The old buffer seems to be riding
tho high horse to-day.”

vogetableg t ™ =y TETE TR A pa

Bir Fraderinlk
startod  slitely.

“XMito I ask
whot youn  aro o
talking about ¥ ' v
he psked.

“The samo
thing nz you, of

yrp !
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contEa,'t  prrinned
the Head., **The
t-hing; YOI were
aaying isn’'t
good  euuil—my
snlary 172

“Your salary?”’
yolled the chair-
man of the Bt. Sam’s guvvernors.
* Why, my dear chap, you must be
dreeming | I was not taiking of your
salary, bmt of your loricket !

Jack Jolly & Co. ehuckled. The
Head pasperd.

" Your salary, Birchemall, ia qguite
sullishant—indeed, more than suifigh-
ant | " wont on Bir Frederick, with
an indignant snort. * In fact, now
vou raizo the question, Birchemall,
I may a8 well tell you that unless
thero iz & dickens of an improvement
in your first elaven kricket, you are
going to suffer a reduction in that
tar too generous salary at o vory
early dato | 77

* Oh, grate pip ! ' ejackulated the
Head, in demay.

“* First eleven kricket at St. Sam's
juat at present iz & sheer [aree,"
enid Sir ¥rederick skomfuily. * Your
gcniors, Birchomnll, bat like be-
ginners and field like fumbling,
footling fatheads ; and their bowling
Lorders on the beestly!™

" Look here——"" protested the
Heacl,

“1 ropeet, Dirchemall, it's not
good enudf ! ** stormed the chairmon
of the 8t. Sam's guvvernors. *'I
msist on o speedy improvement in
sonior kricket ot this school, and I
have elready deecided on one way of
petting it. "The firet match, I
helecve, talea place in o week's
time ¥ "

“"True eomff,” prowled the Head.
“The First Eleven open the season
with a home ma against St
Bill's."

“Vory well, then, TUnless,” said
Bir Frederick sollernly, ** the First
Fleven win their first match, I have
decided to out wour salary by ten
per cent! ™

The Head stared at him agarat.
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“He's saddled the Head with a
heavy responsibility, ond no mis-
take 1 ¥ chuckled Frank Fearless.
*The Tirst Eleven don’t stand an
earthly againet St. Bill's next weele™

And the Co. had to admit that
Fearless was right.

Senior kricket at 8t. Sam’s was in
a q&riﬂua state just at present.
Burleigch, the kaptin, was a pretty
foir player, and Tollboy was good ot
times ; but the rest were a hopeless
lot of duds, hardly capable of
beating an infants’ schiool, let alone
a teom of hefty grato kricketing

geniuses like the St. Bill's Firest
Elaven !
“I've got a branewave!™ eggs-

claimed Jolly, suddenly, as the
fmwniqg Head moved nearor to the
nets. Why not ask the Head to
make the Fourth team the First
Eleven instead of Burleigh'a lot 7 °°

Fearless -wissled.

“*Fow ! Xf only he would L™

* No harm in asking,’” grinned the
kn}f‘tin of the Fourth,

he meer thought of approaching
the Head with a su tion would
have chilled most iows {o the
marrow. Buat Jack Jolly was just
az cool as & cucumber.

" Eggscuso me, sir,’” lie gaid, calling
attention to himself by the simple
process of giving the Head’s beard a
smart pull. * Do you happen to be
looking for a first-class kricket
team ¥ "’

Dr. Birchemall 5‘“?9‘1

* Do you hnquu, Jolly,"” he fired
back, " to be locking for a {irst-class
thick car ! Becauss if you do, you
can't do botter thon pull my whiskers
like that egain!™

Jack Jolly hastily disentangled his
fingers from the Head's face-fungus.

* 1 believe you're needing a tip-top

team ! Y
D, Birchemall jumped.
** The—tho Fourth Form team * "

he gasped. "' Are you seriously sug-
%es.t-mg, Jolly, that a team of Fourt

form  {a gehould supplant the
geniors |’

“ Right on the wicket, sir ! ¥
The Head gasped again. Then he
grinned. The prin became & larf and
the larf & roar.
Ho, ho, ho 1™ he

“Ha, ha, ha!
yelled, " Well, of all the comical
1deas. Ha, ha, ha!?

His remarks tailed off into another
e

olly eyed him grimly.

“I'm n;f joking, m.r?’l: hg? aaid.
“ We'ro pll jﬂhf eood playerg—-"

“Ha, ba, ha! I eggipect you
are | ¥ roared the Head. * Only
unforchunately you eee, Jolly, the

me I shall want the team to play
i3 not hopscotech or marblea, but
krickot !  Kricket, with a capital
L] k L4 ! £t

* Eggsactly, gir. That’s the game
I'm talking about myself, If you'll
only give us a chanceg—— "

“1I will—when St. Bam’s goes in
for the hopseoteh or ludo champion-
ship," grinned Dr. Birchemall. " At
preaent, howevor, Jolly, I am con-
cerned with kricket. The First
Eleven are admittedly a pretty dud
lot at the game. But I would rather
take them in hand and try to knock
them into shape than do the same
with your team of fags. I propose to
start Imocking them into shape at
once, ng & matter of fact. indly
stand aside !

With thess worda, the Head strode
down on to the playing-field, leaving
Jack Jolly and Eia pals in & state of
grate disappointment.

The First Eleven players stopped
E]aying and stared inguiringly at the

ead as ho tramped towarda them.,

* Going 1o send us down a ball or
two, eir ' grinned Burleigh, who
was at the wicket in one of the nets.
He was serprized when Dr, Birchemall
responded with a vigoroua nod.

“ That, Burleigh, is ¢ tly what
I am going to do. %%ﬁg Eleven
kricket 18 to undergo a radical im-
provoment before the St. Bill’s match
—and I'm the one who is going te do
the improving ! Give me that ball,
Tallboy ! ¥

* Catch, givr|” said Tallboy.

The Head caught it—on the nosec—
and grunted.

“ Now to knock you inte shape,
Burleigh ! " he growled. " FPlay!"

He took a short run snd turned
himself into a catherine-wheel. The

Wallop ¢

“ Yargocoo ! " hoewled Tallboy.
ﬂlaapimx liis chest and Welline with

in, Tallboy turned tail fled.

e had come to the conelusion that

it was ungafe to remain at pet practice
while the Heosl was presedt !

Tallha%’a epasample  was  Roon

followed by the other plarers, They

stood not upon the order of their

g:ing—ﬂmy went | IEven Burleigh
opped hia bat and ran for ik

The Hend gave a yell.

“Come back, you rashals! I om

going to knock you ail into ghape !

“ They faney he means to knock

‘e OUT of shag~ 1™ chuckled
Fearless. *“ We'd betler yo, too, you
fellowg—while the @oings good ! ™

Bo the Fourth-Fuimers followed

the e nple of tkeir seniors—anid
followed them back to ’t}m School
House.

And the Head, left alpne on the
laying-field, deeiden that the way
t. Bam's had rcactod to his skeem for

reviving tho grate semmor game &0
for was decidedly nok kricket !

The yibaticlling io this yarn

in next week's nu g entitled :

have would be whether it was

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS!

“How ecan any fellow possibly stack away the
vast quantities of tuck that Billy Bunter ia aﬁagecl
to cet 7" is a
calls himself *
say that, on consideration, he has ecome to the

li;)u{rart:'qn put tome by a reader who
oubling Thomas.” He goes on to
that

Bunter’s capacity haa been

greetly exaggerated.
%lemmm " doesn’t know Bunter as T

he did, the only doubt he would
possible to exaggerate

stages is a wvery simple
pastime. All you need EE &
stick, somé string, a bent
pin, and a worm. Yom put
the string on the end of the
stick, ths pin on the end of
the string, and the worm on
the end of the pin-—and
then you cen eay you've
made a good bemnuing !
The mnext thing is to
settle down to o good long
wait. Open the old lunch
basket, uncork the merry
old ginger-pop, and spread
yourself out. Time iz going
to bo no object with vou.
A bite will come—in tine.
_Trobably as the shades of
might are falling wyou will
see a skirmish in tho water,
Then is the time to gri
your rod and batile wit
the finny specimen that has
allen for your bait. Plant
your feet firmly on the

ground and houl in slowly. |

Ah! Hera he ecomes!
Gosh' What o monster!?
Why, it's a tunny—and a

all over—and now wou're
waking up again and you
realise’ it's time to go home,
The jam-jor’s empty,

and thogo

but what's e
odds ¥ You've had
% good day !

If you survive the
bent pin stage, vou
will probably require
& more claborote
gear. Ialf the Re-
move San  give you
advice on this. They
invariably recom -
mend their own, and
they're always will-
ingtosell! ¥Youcan
pick up a serviceabls
model froan Brown
for half-a-crown, an
improved affair from
Mugent for five bob,
andd a wo posh
outfit frnmr)\?’emﬂn-
Smith for a pound.

Smithy's is worth

every penny of the monay. | problems muat be lelt for
the

I saw him once catch a|another oeccasion in

boot and two sardime-tins | future.

by on the face, for instance.
Alas! My space is filled,
engrossing

e ,,'3:';, .| shortest time,

tha fat Owl's capabilities in the tuck-
taking line !

I must admit it’s pretty hard to
believe that any fellow can sit down to
a good dinner, with three helpings of
everything, and then po etraight to
the tuckshop and start eati ugh-
nuts. Yet I have actually séen
Bunter do that—not onee, but many
tirmes !

The fact is that chapa like Bunter
can go on almost indefinitely. You
don’t meet them so often nowadays.
Moderation in eating is the modern
fashion, and most of us are brought up
to it from infancy and can't get out
of the habit. But in eaclior times,
Billy Buntors were a comron pheno-
Yarory,

I have actually sgeen in an old
euriosity shop in Courtfield a printed
progremme of an eating contest
between two champion gormandiscrs,
it which they were each sot to cat tha
following amazing mountain of tuck ;

144 riasules
2 4.pound loaven
80 sausages.

The prize went to the man who

finished this gargantuan supper in tho

Our prize porpoise, greedy as he
:irgn.y ha.feméﬂzi never, I feel sure,
ipose of such an appalli uantity
of food at one nittinlga Yﬁ ?n thosa
far-off days (the pregramme was 130
years old} it waa apparently looked on
23 quité an ordinary feat |
nz can take it from me, * Doubting
Thomas,” that the deseriptions you
read of Bunler's mppetite are not in
the loast exaggerated. If anything,

“ The Head's Arifed Dodgi 1" Den’t | 700-pounder at that! Got | with it, all in the space of The very distant fulure, old | in feot :

miss it /) | him at bast ! Where's that | five minutes. 2 E!eén- f——En{-.'l' PRmE e s ey ﬂﬁﬂ*ﬂrﬁm%ﬂﬂ.
E— —— — — — - -

LORD MAULEVERER"‘“ trip, and in ganm‘.t zort of day for slacking about and sun- | long pause and then: “Qad! It will

THE" IDEAL HOST!
Says SQUIFF
Lord Alauleverer i tie ideal host.

Having spent o week swith him during
the Eaater vac., T oam sy that from

personal ¢xperience.

At the same time I'H admit that he

does like taking thinéx eaiy !

1f it's o reat ¢ure w. .. went, Mauleverer

hectie
with

it |

he surpested a swim.

tryin’ & new
roadhouse a m

Towera geta the vod time. On | he gaid. “I s ]
the other hend, if ;M hustle aed | a swim yourself, 8q
bustle, the massive .axury of Mauly's ” Feaiv

ancestral home ety the aristocratio | idea I was waiting
languor of his lozy wrdship sre apt to | thusisstically. “ 1l
overwhelm you o Lt ——possibly to put | shot 1 "

8 elight damper w. ‘rour youbhful

enthusigzm |

As a native of g dheid New South
Wales, I like hustly. and bustle ; and
I'll grant that the Towers,. though a

ificent place, @& chwk my boyish

ez L0

Mauly, however, was a surprise. I
ha would have
brekker in bed every maoeaing and spend
t far from
moe, took
me riding, accompasied me on & fishing

had quite thought

most of the day snoosing.
it! He played tesnis’ #ith

Weo didn'
have
with towels snd things
but we did

gave me qoie o

elegant languor as
he displays ot
frinre—but he did

To crown it all, on the third morning,

s swimmin’-pocl in the grounds i
undergoin’® alteration, 8o I shan't be
able to go thera; but I had thought of
ool that's opened at o

or &0 down the road,”
u don't feel like
like it 7~ Why, it's just the
for!"™ I gaid, en-
come like a

We duI{ went swimming that tm:rrrﬁn,g
go in quite the manner 1
preferred to go—at & brisk walk,
i under our arms—

A Rolls-Roves, 0o

was chilly, though sunny, and not the

bathing.

“Just five minutes; and then we’ll
turn m and change agam," I said.

Five minutes was quite enough for
me. DBut Mauly looked as iff he would
have been agreeable to staying in for
halif an hour or more. Tl:;va mystery
ﬁbuut Mn;ﬂj', it secmed to me, was

e

"pﬁ-hal we sprint back instead of
using the Rolls ¥ ™ I asked the old beau,
when we had dressed. “TIt'll restors
the circulation. I feel I need it, myself.”

For a moment a peculiar spasm passed
acrozs Mauly's face. Buf it was only
momentary. Next moment be was
smiling amiably.

“Yass, Just what I'd like,

man."

We sprinted. Mauly had a hit of
- bad luck and tripped up on a stone,
d | The result was a spot of concussion ar
the rest of the week in bed. And out
of that came the solution {o the mystery
of Mauly.

Al
B0OTHG

time.
the

Gm;,r-

dear

leto

with chauffour and manservant, whirled When I went in to gsee him that even-
us to the swimnming- in streamlined | ing, you see, he was half asleep and
style. Mauly'a man the door for | half awake and had a temperaturs.
1us when we got out. a carried towels, { And muttering to himself, he let tho
costumen wraps for ns. cat out of the bag completely. He was

We dived in quickly when we had | saying : * Comin® fishin', old bean ?
changed into fm%nming costumes. It | What about aspot of tennia ! Swimmin’

thia mornin’! Yaas, of course |l A

be good to have a real good snooze when
old Squiff goes ! ™
_Yes, ho'd just beenm pretending to
like exercise—so that I should enjoy
my stay at the Towers. And he'd dene
;]t. 80 well that I hadn't even suspeoted
m !
Az T remarked before, dear reader—
Lord Mauleverer iz the ideal host !

STRANGE, BUT TRUE THAT—

You can't get Hurree Singh to sing in
a hurry,

Brown is always in the pink.

The one fellow you ean never cow
is DBull.

Cherry has rarely been known to bo
stony.

Capper never gets as mad as a hoiler,

The Shell’s best exponent of the at
of frying in Stew.art,

WISECRACK

Fisher T. Fiah is setting up a catering
buainess for ﬂuppli'linl% pocked tuck to
fellows spending ** halters ' out of doore,

Fishy usually gets a picking out of
hia money-making schemes; but it ia
generally thought that he will pick nix
out of pivnival




