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THE TAX-COLLECTOR’S
SECRET!

Ancther St Sam’s " Shocker™

by DICKY NUGENT, telling of

the Amazing Adventures of JACK
JOLLY & CO.

“I'm kik-kik-cold **
“S-g-zame here !

“Breer! I'm f-I-freezing
“ Atishoo I .
It was a.cold -and frosty evEning—

| B
L

aud nowhere in Bf. Sam's was 1
colder and frostier than in the Junior
u-room, ;

The fellows in the Junior Common:
room werg simply shivering and
shaking. -Some wers guivering ard

uaking, but that was only becawse
gh&j’ wanted to be different.

As a rule, the Common-room was

warm and cosy in the evening, owing
to the big fire that was kept going
in the t. Bnt the axe of Dr.
Birchemall’s Auti-Waste League bad
fallen hevvily on the Common-room
coal; and on this particular
evening the great was as
cmpty as Old Mother Hub-
bard’'s cupboard ! _

Everybody was frightfully
fod-up about it. The fcllows
felt ?;hey simply couldn't
speak; at the same time,
their teeth never stopped
chattering !

In appearance they
sfrongly resembled a polar
c-gg:ap:iﬂmtian party. Jack
Jolly wore's woollen muffler
and leather gloves, Merry
and Bright were huddled up _
in armchairs with their overcoats on,
and the collars turmed up. Fearless
wag sitting on the huarthurgﬁ wrapped
up in a thick cullcred blanket, like.a
Rcdskin, G

“Look here, yon chaps, this is
veally the giddy limit,” eai? Fear-
less, peering out from his blanket
like a snail peering out of its shell.
“Something- ought to be done abomt
it. What about bolding a protest
mecating 7

“g egg

“On the bawl, Jolly!” —

Jack Jolly climbed up on a chair.
The kaptin of the Fourth was alwa

m:-?;lj' to rise fo an occasion 1
this. .

“ Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows!™
he cried, “The time has arrived for
us to raise the banner of revolt!”

“@&a it, Jolly!” s g

“When it comes to sitfing in th
Common-Toom in a temperature
wmpteen degroes below ‘zero, then I
say - the joak has gome too far!
Frankly, you fellows, it’s a bit thick

ing

t|The old fogey

1 corrected hastily. :
mewtinous meating closed,  amd I|PED
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—and the Head's eg es for ledv-
ing us like this are decidedly thin!”
Hear, hear!”

“The Head says it's necessary to
economise.
himselfs” _

“Not likely !”

“0f course he-duszent ” said .Jolly
indignantly. “I bet if. we saw him

{at the present moment he'd be toast-

ing his toes in front of a big, blaz-
fire, and—"

Jolly:!” thundered ® woice from
the doorway.

“Oh erums1" ;

It was Dr. Birchemall himself!
. stalked inte the
Common-room . with his beard farely
brigtling with rage.

“Jolly ¥ he cried, in 'his refined
 voice. “How dare you talk abount
our headmaster like . this here?

hat if I do have a big fire in my]
atudy? Don’t you think I deserve it

Sam's Anti-Waste League?”

“No, 1 don’t!” answered Jolly
boldly.

“YWha-a-at F*

“If you want to know what I think,

o
i g_m..u

sir,” said the Eaptin of ‘the Fourth,
“1 think it's a beeatly shame to leave
us shivering lere without a fire all
the eveniug just becawse your want to
make a bit on the school coal1”

Dr. Birchemall
leader of the Fourt

*“Yon—you checky yung welp! The
idea of suggesting that I am making
munpy when I haven’'t made a penny
mare than twentr'quid'—er. I menn,
I haven't made a smgllé ;enh;r 1* he

Emra the intrepid

grder you yung -rascals io go uwp to
bed at once!” i

“But it isn't time for bed yet, sir I¥
protested Fearless. =

The Head amiled feiutly.

“ % kwow it isu't, Fearless. . But it
ig time, anyway, that we stopped the
waste of light in the Junior mon-
room; and the Lest way to do that is
to get you al up to your t
Seram !

The juniors scrammed. It was no
good argewing the toss with Dr.

But does he economise |

after my tirveless cfforts for the 3t. -

tnewcomer’'s startlin

a black !nok.ﬁp

eclare thial

Birchemail. But as soon as the
Fourth were in bed and the Head had
gone, the dorm simply buzzed with
indignation,

“Thig Anti-Waste League must be
gtopped’” oried Fearlems: “Can't
ﬁr}} fl:?h"ii\lk of & way of stopping it,

“imave it to me!” was Jolly's kon-
fident - answer., “I @ghall have a
branewave seoper or later ! -

After dinner on the following day,
s tall, gawni figger, 1n an offighal
uniform and a peaked cap, was seen

stalking up to the House from the
tes, with a stiff, military gate,
The stranger ped at the foot of

the steps and spoke to Tubby Barrell

in & hard, grinding voice.

“Dr, Birchtmall at home, yung
man? he wrapped omt. “ 8
‘kindly show me up to him!”

“Ye-es, gir 17 gasped Tubby.  This
way, sir!” )
. Birchemell had quite & shock
when the tall, uniformed jentleman
stalked iuto-hia study.

“Who the merry dickens are youtr”
he cried.

“The tacks-collector!” was the
answer—and at

those words the Head's demeanour

| nnderwent a rémarkable change.

His hawty, majestick manncr slipt]ired
off him" like a cloak, and be started
nringingiland fawning and grovelling
like 2 whipped cur!

“I—I beg your pardon, sir, I'm
sure ! he mermeéred, in a wimpering,
wining voice. “ What can I do you
for—I mean do for yom, jyour
N i why qun &

ain why you have never
told uug,ﬁn ut the prophets you made
frem the &St. Sam's Anti-Waste
League 1? ;ma ﬂi'nf stern ngawf:r. &

A garstly pallor spread aver the
H&ad%?feetcherm

“I—TI've never heard of it, sir!”
he phaltered. “Besides, there have
never been any proplets from it
Apd—and, an ung; have aIwaia
handed over all the prophefs to the
| Distressed Headmasters' Fuund ™

“You hod better konfess!” cricd
the tacks-cellector steranly. ¥Twm
have pocketed the prophets and never
ﬁ em ol your form! Kon-

, before I hand you ever to the

lice t™ :

“Nonno ! Not the perlice!” gasped
Dr. Birchemall, trembling wiolently.
“I—I konfess! 1 purloined the
propheis, aud I never *mt them in
my. income-tacks figgers ! P-p-please,
8ir, what can I de now to put things
right?”

A prim smile appeared under the
visitor's mistosh. .

“Aha! Now we'rs ng down
from . imcome-tacks fo Drass tacks|
Forchuiitly, there is cne céurse siill
{Continwed on page 27.)




THEY CAN'T GET RID OF HORACE COKER AT GREYFRIARS!
PROYERBIAL BAD PENNY—HE KEEPS ON TURNING UP!

LIKE THE
AND THIS TIME

HIS AUNT JUDY TURNS UP AS WELL!

THE WHOLE LOT FOR BUNTER !

4 CNEVEN-AND-SIX ™ said Billy
Bunter.
And he snorted.
“Seven - and - six 1" repeated Bob
Cherry.
it Yﬂﬁ‘ Blow ! grunted Bunter,
15- Bunteér said “ Blow " was not
clear! Beven-and-sixpence was not,
perhaps, a large sum! But it was
seven ghillings “and sixpence! Seven
shillings and sixpence, in war-time,
was not to be despised !

In morning break at Greyfriars
some of the fellows were pgetting
letters from the rack. There was a
letter for Bunter—which the fat le
of the Remove grabbed with ea
ness. There was at least a spo 1!1"'
chance that it contained the pmtaﬁ
order that Billy Bunter had long
been expecting. It was, in fact, time
that postal order came, if it was
coming at all!

But Bunter did not seem pleased
when he opened that letter and
blinked into it through his big
spectacles! He snorted with dissatis-
faction, and nuttered the words
seven-and-six in tones of exaspera-
tion.

“Well, some fellows have the Iuck 1"
said. Harry Wharton. “Nothing for
us.'

“Not, a thing !” sighed Bob Cherry.
“I sometimes think, you chaps, that
the old folks at home are everdoing
this war-time economy stunt!”

{Copyright in the Troited Sfates of Ameariea. All vlghts Teservad.
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““What are you doing here,

“I've come back to Greylriars !’ answered Coker.
willing to let bygones be bygones, sir, if you are ! ”

Coker ?** boomed Mr. Prout.
FFI!m

“It's possible to have too much of
a good thing !" agreed Frank Nugent,
‘The fuu-much ulness may oceasion-
ally be .too terrific!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

had been the last hope—and it had
been drawn blank.

Harry Wharton & Co., among the
five of them, had exactly one half-
pcnny, which Bob had found in his

“I'll tell you what!” said Johmny pocket,
Bull, “Let Bunter whack out!” Bob ﬂm:.r;r was always ready to
“Good egg!” exclaimed PBob., whack out with his friends, - He was
“Whack out, Bunter !” willing—more than willing—to place
“0Oh, reully, Cherry——" all his wealth at the general disposal
“Why not?” agreed Nugent. of the whole Co. So far as that half-
“Bunter owes more or less to every penny went, they were all welcome.
_ﬂﬂlﬂnﬁe-'lrﬂl”fhﬁ Remove! “Whack out, Byt it was clear that that sum
un

“Oh, really, Nungent—"
It seemed quite & good idea to the
Famous Five of the Remove.

Like the seed in the parable, the
had fallen in stony places! Fun
were not only at a low ebb! They had
disappeared! That morning’'s post

35,000-word Story of Exeifing

Schoolboy Adventure—sStarring

HARRY WHARTON & CO., of
GREYFRIARS.

would not carry them very iar,

S0 if Billy Bunter had seven-and-
gix, really and truly, it was up te
Billy Bunter to square some of the
innumerable little loans he had ex-
tracted from the Famous Five during
the term,

It was true that Bunter never
squared. It was true that nobody
ever expected Bunfer o square.
Still, why shouldn’t he? If Bunter,
for once, was in possession of cash,
why shouldn't he?

“Quite & good idea!” said Harry
Wharton. “Go it, Bunter!”

“0h, really,
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. “8hell out, Bunter |* sald the whole
n.. . -
Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous

Fi‘r?. He mme;i led.
“1. say, you fe 3, wharrer you
talking Tabout? he asked paedl.gl;.

“1 was just going to ask you to lend
me romething to tide me over till my

postal order comeasl It's bound to
come soon, you know—I've
been ng it for some time !

“Hasn't that jolly old postal order
come, then 7 asked Bob,

“Ehf? Nol*

“Then how the dickens has ;nu:
pater sent you seven-and-six? I
suppose he haan’t sent you a chégque P”

“Eh? He hasn’t sent me seven-and-
six."

“ What ?*

“He says that he can't send me

anything, use income-tax lLas
g"ff} itll  to seven-and-six,”

“Heven-and-six {* eaid  Bunter.
“Seven-and-six in the pound, you

know 1
roared Bob

“You ailly
Cherry.

Harry Wharton launghed,

Eﬁdﬁntg; there had been a mis-
anderstan i

Buuter n't received scvem-and-
#1x in that letter from Mr. Bunter.
He had only received an explanation
that lLe couldn’t expect anything
from home, since income-tax had gone
up to scven-and-six. Which was quite
a different thing !

“Weil, Bunter can’t equaro out of
that scven-and-six, that’'s a cert!™
said the captain of the Remove.

ags I?

“Blow I” gaid Hunter. “I eall this
Lhiek! It's practically making me
pay income-tax, you know! BAY,
you fellows, when do you think
meome-tax will oo down P’

B“Hﬂt before Hitler doca!™ said
ob. :

“Blow Hitler I” said Bunter, “ Blow
the ailly ass! But look here, you
fellows, if there had been a remit-
tanee in this letter I shoold have
whacked out, of course, with old
pals. I should have said: ‘ Here you
are, you chaps! Take the lotl*"

“I ron hear gnn saying it!" re-
marked Johnny Ball,

“Ha, he, ha!l”

“ Blessed if I sec augthiug to cackle
at! Look herc, what I mean ia thia:
I should have whacked out, so I think
it's up to you fellows to whaeck out.
As the matter stands, I'm just stony
—and I simply must have a snack in
break, or how'ss & fellow to pget
through third school? Be what are
you going to lend me—till my postal
order comes?” asked Bunter.

He blinked inquiringly at the
chums of the Remove,

Bob Cherry hestowed a wink on his
fricndas.

“It's up to us!” he said. “If
Bunter was gaing to lend us all he
had, we can't do legs—"

“I was, really!” said DBuuter
cagerly. “If it had been & pound, I
should have said: ‘ Here you are,

ow chaps, here's a quid off those
ittle amonuts you've lemt me from
time to time!’ Thoss would kave
beem my very wordsi® .

Tee hlsower Lerary.—No. 1,658
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asped  Frank
Nugent, ¢

Really, he did not think he could
bhear Bunter uttering those very
words if in possession of ;‘ipounﬂ!

“But there’s nothing !” said Buniter
sadly. * aome rot about income-
tax being seven-and-six in the pound
—as if that helpa! If it had been a
fiver, I should have said : * Here, you
chaps, a quid each! "™

“Oh, my hat [

“Help |

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Those would have been my ve
words I said Bunter firmly, “An
s0—"

“And so,” said Bob, “we're not
gni:nf to do less! You fellows agree?

hall we let Bunter have all the cash
we've got?”

“Let's!” agreed Nugent, “We'ro
not going to be less penerous than
IB:IEI’EEII Let him have the whole
0

BI:I{ don't mind!” assented Johnny

“Go it!" said Wharton,

Billy Bunter's little round eycs
€ cotaticn. 1o bl out s fat. grobiy
8 €4, £ ouL &4 Iat,
hand—which looked as if a ehortage
of soap had already set in,

_“Bub Cherry placed a halfpenny in

it:!
Billy Bunter blinked at that un-

cxpected and inconsiderable coin,
“Eh? What's this?” he ejaculated,
“All the cash we've got!” answered

crikey |

Bob affably.

“ Wha-a-t ¥ R

= 1 were goin ¢t us have
the lnffii! an Eﬂa‘%& going to let
wou have the lot! Ono good turn

deserves another.”

Billy Bunter blinked at that half-

nny in his grubby palm. He
E;inkeﬂ at the Famous Five! Words
seemed to fail him, But the expres-
sion on his fat face was ex ve,
and it made the junioxe yell:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter found his voice.

“You silly idiot!” he howled.

“Ha, bha, ha!®

“You blithering chump !*

“Is that how you thank five fellows

:‘;r; Pﬁlﬁ;:f egﬂﬁa ‘;_“ the cash they've

“Ha, ha, hal”

“'!;uu—th E{Ei.;.*—- oun idiot! You—you—

nfa 0u—Yyou-~Fou-——"
Fﬂ"ﬂa, hﬂ‘; La 1*

':%ﬂuﬁ’ w Bunter.

The Famous Five walked away,
laughing — leaving Billy Bunter
glaring ot that halfpenny with a
lare that almost cracked his speec-
eg—evidently mot in the least
rateful or comforted by that
ransfer of all the cash possessed by
the chums of the Remove!

A——

COEER AGAIN !

i ALLO, Lallo, hallo!
“Coker |
“Hp, bs, ha!”
“Coker a

in 1"
Hu-rz rton & Co. were going
nufthaaﬂ en Coker Eama iI‘r:l'!]I.11 E
1h utop'pada once ! ‘Lhey were
:iritéregtéﬂ m Cokery

Coker |

All Greyfridrs were interested in
Horara Coker, who a weck or two
ago -huld been Coker of the Fifth,

When Coker of the Fifth had been
expelled and walked off to Courtficld
Btation between two Sixth Form
prefecta, Greyfriars fellows had
supposed that they had scen the lnst
of Coker of the Fifth.

That had proved to be quite am
CITOT,

Horace Coker had never been go
much in evidence as a Greyfriars man
as be had been pince he had ceased to
be a Greyfriars man|

Un the frare occasions when a

fellow was led, that fellow
usnally vonished! Coker had not
vanished! Far from it! Tho last

thing .of which Horace Coker was
thinking was the performaunce of the
vanishing trick |

And here he was again!

Coker had a packet under his arm.

He walked into the Homee with it,
as coolly and cheerfully aa if he had
never been sacked.

Outside, in the quad, a crowd of

fellows were grinning at  one
another. .

Coker’s extraordin antics since
he had been sacked undoubtedly

added to the gaiety of existence at
Greﬂfjiam School. .
“Hallo, you fags!" said Coker,

lancing at the Famous Five. “Old
ompous inp”
0ld Pompdns was the Fifth

Form'a t name for their Form-

master, Mr. Prout! It was Oid
Pom who had caused Coker to be
gacked by the Head. Binee then

Coker's chief object in life had heen
to meke Prout wild! He bad
succeeded !

“Prout’s in his study, I think!"
said Harry Wharton. “But—-"

“Has ho asked you to call, Coker?"
grinned Bob Cherry.

ker grinned.

“Not cxzactly! 1 smppose the old
ass hasn’t found out yet who ban
off those fireworks in his study that
Lo %ﬂt me bunked for?”

[ u_l 'but n

*Priceless old nss, ain't he?” said
oker, leedless of the fact that a
crowd of fellows had gathered round
and were hearing that description of
his former Form-master. “It's more
than & week since that big bang in
his study! I told him I never did
it! He’s had lota of time to find out
who did! Well, if I make him wild
enough, I dare say he'll set his wits
to work—such as they are, you
know.”

Mr. Quclch, the master of the
Remove, came hurrying up, pushing
throngh the crowd eof grinning
fellows surrounding Cokor.

He fixed his gimlet eyes severel
on Horace Coker, late of the Fift
Form.

“Coker! TYou here again!” e
cexclaimed.

“Yes!  Good-morning, sir!” said
Coker cheerfully. “I wish you'd
heen my Form-master, sir; instead
of Prout."

“What ?”

“I*ve no doubt you’d have found

puy who put up t bang in the



etudy ! explained Coker.
ro fool! Prout isl”
“Bless my soul I” said Mr. Quelch,
“Coker, you absurd boy, why arc
you here? You are perfectly well
aware that you should not rovisit
the school from which yon haye been
expelled. You have been ejected
scveral times, Coker! Have you no
sense  of prupriﬁt{g Go away at
cnce, or you must be ejected again ™

“You're

“I'm ing to eee Irout!™
explained %ouker.
‘You should mnot kave been

ndmitted ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
*“Gosling has striet orders not to
ndmit you to the school I*

“You needn’t blame the jolly old
porter, sir! I sat him down in the
gateway—he's still gitting there!”

“Fa, ha, ha!®

“Upon my word! Coker, if you do
not go instantly I shall call the
Sixth Form prefects to eject you, ns
before!” exclaimed the Temove
master.

“I'm going to sec Prout, sir!™ said
Coker. “I've got this packet for

him.”

“That packet!” repeated Mr,
Quelch, staring at it. “ What do
you mean, Coker? What is in that
packet #*

“Cigars, sir ["

“QCigors ! stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“From the tobacconist’s in Court-
field ! explained Coker. “I’'ve pot
a job mow as errand-boy there I

¥ Wha-a-t "

“Hn, ha, ha!” roarcd the Grey-
friars fellows.

They fairly yelled.

Coker's ventures, sinee he had
becn sacked from the echool, had
been really extraordinary! He wns
determined not to go home sacked—
and his parents, no doubt infinenced
by Coker's Aunt Judy, in whose
affectionate eyes Coker could do no
wrong, had given him his hcad, as
it were.

Horace was ataying on in the neigh-
bourhood till the d comeented to
let him come back to the school.

This was guite an astute scheme
ont Coker’s part.

Coker knew—if nobody else did—
that he hadn't cansed that terrific
explosion of fireworks in Mr. Prout's
study, for which he had been found
gnilty and lled.

Coker considered that it was up to
FProut to discover who had. en,
of course, Coker, clesred of that
charge, would be allowed to return.
The Head, it was certain, wonld be
gorry that he had sacked him for
nothing—the Head wonld reinstate
him in his old Form, in all honour!
That was safe to bank on—if it came
out that Coker was not the guilty
ohe,

Unfortunately, Mr. Prout remnined
convinced that he had dome it—and
Coker's antics only confirmed him in
that belief.

But Coker's view was that if he
kept up this extraordin game,
Prout would be driven, in 1
run, to getting at the facts, if omly
for the sake of a quiet life!

8o, ever since he had been turfed
ont, Coker had been going st :
First he had got a job at Unele
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Clegg's in the village, nnd delivered
roccrice at OGreyiriars! Having
ost that job, he had been taken on

by old Joyed, the local woodcutter,
and had wheeled a barrow of faggots
into the school! Again he han:F %gat

the job—but was he downhearted?

Evidently not—for here he was in
o new job—calling at Greyfriara to
deliver & packet of cigars to Prount
from the Courtfield tobacconist’s.

Mr. Quelch eyed him.

Coker, the expelled Fifth-Former,
was liable t0 be chucked out on his
neck if he wentured into his old
aschool ! But Coker, the tobacconist's
boy, had to be allowed to deliver the
Emﬂs with which he had bheen

ispatched by his employer!

“Yon—yo u are in employ-
ment at  Courtfield, CokerP”
cexelaimed Mr. Quelch at last.

“JInst that, sir.”

“Coker, this is m:llgla subterfupe—
s mere trick to enable you to enter
this school and annoy Myl:-nr formor
Form-master [ rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Not cxactly annoy him, sir !* said
Coker cheerfull “Making him
wild is the idea!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rilence ! Coker, this amounts to

ecution!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Yon will not be allowed to do this,

n butt in, sir!”® said
“I've got goods to deliver
to Mr. Prout! I've got to take the
money back—no tick in war-time!
I con’t cven let my old beak have
tick 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Coker, you foolish. obstre
hoy—" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“8orry to interrupt yon, sir,” eaid
Coker, “but being in cmployment
I've no time to waste! I'm not ome
of those crrand boys who slack about
when their governor's eye ism't on
them | Glad to have a chat with yon
after working hours, sir—"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“But mnot mnow!” said Coker,
“No time for it,

sl_m}ﬁng his head.
mr *F

“Uponr my word!” pasped Mr.
Q‘tlﬁll‘i. 4

The master of the Remove stood
blinking, while Coker coolly walked

t him with his packet for Mr.
nt.

He made his way through o yelling
crowd. Only one fellow there was
not langhing—Price of the Fifth,
who was scowling at Coker from the
i bably the only G

rice was pro e o =
frints man Pw:hn 333 not Ffeul_riqt@
hilarions at the eight of Horace

ons

Coker.
Wingate nand G ne and Loder,
all prefeets of the Bixth Forim, eame

up and looked to Mr. Quelch for
directions. They had handled Coker
before, on previous visits, and were
ready to handle him again if
required. But even the Sixth Form
prefects were grinning.

“Shall we take him awaw, sirf®
asked Wingate.

Mr., Quelch pansed. He was
annoyed and exasperated by Coker's
proccedings, which were not at all in
accordance with the fitness of things,

5

from the point of view of a school-
master, On the other hand, if Coker
had been sent to the school with
goode to doliver by his employer, it
was hardly feasible to intervenc. The
fact that Coker had been a Grey-
friare man little more than a weck
ago did not prevent him from tnkin
a job in Courtfield if he liked—an
if he had taken on o job, he had to
carry out the duties of that job!

Quelch breathed hard,

“It—it appears that—that Coker
has certain goods to deliver bere,” he
eaid. “Perhaps he had better be
allowed to deliver them! But yon
will see that he then leaves the school
at once,”

“Certninly, eir !I* said Wingate.

And it had to be left at that!

Heedless of Mr. Quelch, heedless of
Sixth Form prefeets, Horace Coker
swang on cheerily to Mr. Prout's
study, nud banged at the door.

COEER DELIVERS THE GOODS :

£6 XTRAODNDINARY !™ gaid the
Head.,
“Unprecedented !I” snid
Mr, Prout.
And ho added, after a moment’s

UEC :

“Unparalleled 1"

Dr. Locke, headmaster of Grey-
frinrs School, was in Mr. DIrout’s

study.
He had stepped into that study to
ak to the Fifth Form master, on

the subject of Horace Coker, late of
the Fifth Form.

It wns a thorny and troublesome
subjcet to the headmaster, as well as
to the Form-master.

Such a situnation could not com-
tinne. A fellow who had been ex-
pelled from Greyfriare could not be

rmitted to hang on in the neigh-

urhood of the school, barging in
from time to time on one execuse or
another, causing perpetual disturh-
ance and excitement,

It was impossible! DBut how was
it ht;: be stopped?  There was the
m

The Head was discussing this with
Prout as he sat by the Form-master’s
window, when eyes fell on the
subject of the discussion—coming
across from the gates to the House.

At his oxelamation, Mr, Prout rose
to his feot, looked from the window,
and saw Coker also!

Prout’s plump face purpled! He
had dreaded that Coker might come
azain—and here he was again, turn-
ing up like a very bad penny |

Amaging ' snid the Head.

“ Astounding !* agrced Mr. Prout.
"Une:amﬂﬁ& =

Words, indeed, could hardly express
Prout's fcelings—even the longest
words he knew.

*This boy's conduet,” eaid Dr.
Locko, *is extremely amazing—I may
say, cxasperating !

‘Extremely so!”
“He is here apgain! ¢ has been
strictly - forbidden to enter this
school, from which he has been ex-
pelled! Yct he has entered it—time
and again! Under pretence of being
a grocer's boy, he came here with a
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basket! Under pretence of being a
woodentter’s boy, ho camo here with
a—t—a barrow | Now be 'is, here
again—on some new pretext: I have
10 doubt! Drastic measnres must be
taken, sir !* ;

“Undoubtedly !” aaid the Head.
“This cannot continue !”

“It cannot!” said the Fifth Form
maater, with emphasis. "'A severe
t-uuingw—grhaps a flogging—"

“ As Coker is no longer a riars
boy, Mr. Prout, there are difficultica
in the Wﬂ? *

“Trua ! Bual—"

Prout broke off. Really, he did not
know how to deal with Horace Coker,
Coker had almost turned his hair
grey as a member of his Form! In
hia sacked state, he acemed likely
to make Prout’s remaining scanty
locks fall out cntirely!

Bang !

It was o hefty knock at the door!

Tho study door opencd, and Coker
tramped inl .

Prout looked at him !

The Head, from the window, looked
at him. _

But Coker did not, for the moment,
notice the figure hy the window, His
cyea were Hixed on Prout, and the
headmaster passed mnmoticed, _

“Here you are, sir!” Coker
alammed his packet on tha table,
“From Carlyle's, tho tobacconist's,
sir, Eighteen-and-six to pay.”™

“You are hers =again, you im-

pertinent boy!” boomed Irount.

“Yes, sir—got a job in Courtilcld
now [ gaid Coker chieerfully. “Your
cigars, sir—can’t leave them without
the money [” _

“If my tobaceonist has given you
cmployment, Coker——"

“Wo “if ’ about it—he has!™ snid
Coker:

“I shall immediately ecase to deal
with that tobaccomist, and shall so
inform him by telephone!” aaid Mr.

Prout, “Go! Take that packet
with you, and go |”

“That’s hardly playing tlre game,
yvou know !" sai ker.

“What #*

“You got me the sack from Uncle
Clegg’s, in Friardale, getting tho
Head to put his shop out of hounda!”
said Coker warmly. “And I jolly
well know that old Joyeo gave me the

ush because he'd heard from you!
Now you're at the same game again !
I won't work, Prout|”

“Go " breathed Prout.

“If I get the sack again,” said
Coker, " thia isn't the last timo you'll
gee me, old bean! Don’t yon worry!
You'll sce me tty oftem—till I
come back! Why don’t you find out
who banged off those fireworks?”

“Tave this study, Coker }”

“It's up to you!l” went on Coker,

unheeding. “You call yourself a
Form-master! Yon %ct a fellow
gacked for nothing! I'm =& ed

that the Head €3 any notice of
vyonu! I can jolly well tell you that
Dr. Locke will be pretty shirty when
he finds out that you made a silly
mistake and gol him to sack the
wrong chap 1™

“Boy | gasped Prout.

“You've put the Head in a &mt—j‘

Tre Maicwer Liprary.—No. 1,

THE MAGNET

roften position ! said Coker. “He
had to back you up—headmasters
Lave tol He had to take your word
for it., What else could he do? I
con tell you he will jolly well comb
your hair for you when he finds ount
that you've made him sack tho wrong

chgp %
rout gurgled.

““The Head's all right!" gaid
Coker, still happiﬁ' unconscions of
the eyes fixed on him from the sent

the window. “I don't think much
of schoolmasters, as a rule—a dense
lot, in my opinion—but eur Head's &
bit of an exception! A very sensible
old chap, I think! I've known him
do a lot of really sersible things! If
you had as much gense in your head
as he has in his little finger, you
wouldn’'t have made thia &illy
blunder, Prout.”

Prout gasped for breath.

“It’s jolly well time,” weut on
Coker, “that you found .out who
really did it! Ten to one it was some
chee fagl Some 3m§ “m&i"
;Z{uc]r s Form, most likely! nd
1im [

“Go 1Y gurgled Prout.

“Think the Head wouldn’t find him
out, if he was handling tho moattens”
demanded Coker. “Of course he
would! He's got sense! I;enving it
in your hands 1s his mi !

“COEER!'” came a voice from the
window,

Coker jumped and spun round.
“0Oh 1 he t
He blin at the Haad.

“Oh! I didn't see you, sir[” he

stammered. “I didn’t know you were:

liere, gir! I—I—I—"

Coker was abashed.

It was not casy to abash Horace
James Coker, once of the Fifth! But
the calm dignity of his headmaster
~—his former master-—abashed old
Horace !

This was his first personal en-
counter with the Head since he had
been sacked! Coker was prepared to
cheek Prout to any extent, and make
Old Pompous as wild as he pos-
gibly could! But even Coker, it
scemed, was uot ﬁresamd for auch
methods with the Head !

u;-‘ﬂaker I;'aaid Dr. Locke, in 1 iﬂ
voice. “Yon are impertinen
think, Coker,
ntupi&itj is gome excuse for you—but
this must ceasel Go—and do not
Teturn here wunder any circum-
stances.”

Coker recovered himself.

“Borry, air!” he answered respect.
fully, but firmly. “I've got to carry
onl If I'd done .anything to be
sacked for, I'd cut like a shot! But
I haven’t! I'm going to stick ou till
you send for me to come back, sir.”

“That is impossible, Coker!"

_ "0Oh, no, sir!” said Coker cheer-
fully. “YI know yom, sir! We all
know you! You'll be as sorry as

anything when you find out that I
was sacked for nothing, all through
a mistake of Mr. Prout!”

The Head gazed at him. -

“Coker ! ﬁ[n Prout haa no doubt
op that eubject. He heard yom
threaten to explode those fireworks in
hiz study! ¢y were exploded in
his study! If, by remote chance, an

that your impenetrablo

€ITYT was made, you have only your
own unthinking impertivence and un-
renf':m'a.hla folly to thank for it ! Now
Em:']?:"ll go, sir!" said Coker, “I
ain't going to cheek you, sir! But
T'm coming back before inng! I'm
not letting Prout ¢ff.”

“What

“Prout’s got to find out who did
it1" said Coker atmubbornly. “I'm
g&intg to kecp on till he does! [ ﬂrlﬂ;
want justice, sir! A headmaster’s
bennd to be just, if you don’t mind
my pointing it out, sir[®

. Locke gave him o look.
“Go 1" he said.

“Very well, sir, I'll leave the

cigars, Prout. Eightcen-and-six,
lmall Cash in wartime, you
ow "

“Go!” gurgled Prout,

“Well, lock here, as u're my
beak, I'll trust u,” said Cokex
gclie;musly. “I'll leave them om
tick 1"

“Take that packet, and go!"
“That’s all right, Prout. I'll trust
ﬁutﬂ pay! Any orders I cdn take
itk to the shop? I can call any day
with the goods. I shall call, anyway,
Yon're going to sep. me every dav,
till I come back to the Fifth! :
Dr. Locke rose to his feet.
“Mr, Prout,” he eaid, “will you
kindly hand me your came?”
Coker -excouted a strategic retreat
to the door. He did not wait for
Prout to hand Dr, Locke the cane.
Al right—F'm. going I he said.
He opened the door. “But look
hore, sip—-"

“Go " thundered the Hecad.

“All right! But look here, you
make Pront find out who banged ofi
those dashed fireworks!” urged

Coker. “It's up to you, as head-
master! I don’t expect much sence
from Prout, but from you, sir, I
expect—— TYaroooooh !

'Tha cane was in Dr. Locke’s hand.
It interrupted Coker! It ¢ame down
with a swipe,

Coker roared.

The Head!s arm went up again.

Coker did not wait for it te
descend. He d suddcnly, and
the door han after him.

CHUCK IT |
i RICE! What the thump do
you wantp”

Harry Wharton ‘stared st
Price of the Fifth.

After class that day, he came up
to his study, No, 1 in the Remove,
It was tea-time, but for once the
chums of the Remove were mot tea-
ing in the study. The dearth of cash
made it necessary to tea in Hall—the

resource of the. stonyl
But in the stn eupboard in
No. 1 there was a small of jam—
and fellows were allowed to take
guch things in to tea. S0 Wharton
had come np for that little pot of
{Ea:l—whan he found Stephen Price of
FifttEdIFnlm in his study—very

y

ifth Form men did not often eall
on the: Remove, Coker, when in the
Fifth, was liable to butt in some-
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‘* The Head will jolly well comb your hair for you, Prout, when he finds out that you've made him

sack the wrong man ! ** said Goker.

times, hunting for trouble. BEut
Price was not a man to hunt for
tronble. He was less likely still to
pay o friendly call in that particular
study—so it was a surprise to sco
him there.

“I've been  waiting for wyoul"
suapped Price. *“You're generally to
be found here at tea-time, I believe.™

“Oh! We're tea-ing in Hall to-
l."iﬂi. if you want to know!” said
Wharton snappily. “What the
dickens do you wantf You're not
wanted in this study, Price!”

“8hut that door! TI've somethin
to say to yon, Wharton !” muttere
Price.

“8ay it quick, then—and the door
can stay as it is,” answered the
captain of the Remove coolly. *Cut
it short—you're not the sort of fellow
I want to talk to!”

Price. of the Fifth gave him a
black and venomous look.

Such words to any other senior in
the Fifth Form would probably have
been followed by drastic action on the

art of the Fifth Form man., But

rice, it was plain, had reasons for
keeping his temper—though the
bittgrness of it showed plainly in his
rather pasty face.

He did not speak for a moment,
and Wharton went on impatiently :

“Get it off your chest, if youm’ve
anything to say! I suppose you
haven't come here to ask me fo a
smoking-party, or to tip me a winner
for the races at Wa t? You can
keep all that for your pal Hilton—
we've no use for it in this study!”

“Don"t be a fool ! Price breathed

“COKER!”
had not noticed him there.

rather hard. * Look hore, that howl-

ing idiot, Coker, butted in here
again “to-day—" :
“And you don’t like him hanging

about !” said Wharton sarcastically.
“I can understand that!™

“That fool was sacked for threaten-
ing to blow off his silly fireworks in
Prout’s study—and then doing it!"”
said Price. “'Everybody knows ho
did it. You know it ss well as any-
body tlse, Wharton !”

“I thought so, like evorybody
else, at first,” answercd Harry., " The
silly ass shouted out all over Grey-
frinrs that he was going to do it,
and when it happemed, of course,
everybody suppescd that he had done
it! What was a fecllow to think?
But——"

“Well, hoe did it!”

Hirry Wharton
zhouldere,

Ho ' undorstood now why Price was
there. But if Price fancied that he
ecould browbeat the captain of the
Remove, he was mistaken—Fifth
Form scnior as he was!

“I don’t believe Coker did it, now,"”
answered Harry. “When his Aunt
Judy eame here the other day, she
talked to us about it. Coker says he
never did it, and old Miss Coker takes
his word; and she started us think-
ing about it. Coker’s all sorts of a
Eiﬁj’ ase—but he never was a liar—
and the long and the short of it is
that we believe Coker.”

“No bizney of yours, anyway !”
snarled Price.

“Oh, yes 1t is!” snid Wharton
coolly, “If it enme out that Coker

shrugged  his

It was the volece of the Head himself. Coker

never did it, the Head would let him
come back. 0Old Miss Coker asked us
to find out who did it, if we could,
go as to set old Horace right again.
We said we would—and I think we
have, too 1™

Price set his thin lips.

“You've started o tale all over
thoe school that I did it!” he said,
between his teeth., “I’'ve heard that
from a dozem fellows 1™

“L believe you did it!” answered
Harry. "If Coker didn’t, it’s plain
enough thot some fellow did know-
ing. that it would be landed on
E:ﬁmt! Precious few fellows at
Greyfriars are mean. enongh to do n
thing like that—but yoiu're onoe of
the few, Price!”

Price’s cyes glittered at him,

“Wo talked it oyer, and thought it
out,” went on Harry. “Coker’s a
high-handed, overbearing sort of ass
who never can mind his own' busi-
ness—I know that! He shipped your
atudy, and chucked. vour smokes into
the fire, and jaommed your head into
a wastepaper-basket for raising objec-
tions. It served you jolly well right,
if you come to that! But it was no

business of Coker’z, and if you'd got
back at him in any decent way, that
would have been all right. But—"

“You've got to stop it!™
“That’s what you came here to say,

is it#” asked the captain of the
Remove. “Well, you can save your
breath! We set ont to spot the

fellow who set off those fireworks in

Prout’s study, knowing that Prout

would think it was Coker and get
Tne MagXer Lrany,—No. 1,



him bunked for it. And as soon o
wiz thought of wou, we joHy well
knew we'd. ed’ him I ;

“And wha f have yon got?”
hisged Price, cyeing the captain of
thl_‘ifﬂﬂmﬁvﬁ rather like a big., bad
wall.

“None at all,” admitted Wharton.
“8o far as 1 know, nobody spotied
you going to Prout’s study winle he
was ont, and while Coker was up in
hiz study doing lines. We're jolly
sure you did, all the same !”

“And you think that’s cmough to
accuse & fellow onf” _

“Nol We never meant to say
anything, but that fat toad, Bunter,
hieard mus talking about it, and
spread it over the Remove, We
weren’t going to say anything till
wo were sure.”

“And how were vou pgoing to be
sure 7* sucered Price.

“Well, the truth docs coma omty
you know,” said Harry. “Liars
always pet found omt in the lﬂ_n,g
run. If you never did it, you needn’t
have auy objections to aunswerin
guestions  on the subject, so far as
can see.  But when we came to your
s]ﬁ_:d !nhuut it, you kicked up a
shindy I

“You checky young fool, do you
tliink a Fifth Form man iz going to
he eross-examined by cheeky fags in
the Lower Fourth F” snarled Price,

“Yon ¢an take vour choice!” said
Wharton eoolly. “We only wanted
to get at the facts, as we'd promised

old Miga Coker that we would do. ¥

If yon choose to amswer
tiong—"

“1 don't!"”

“1 faney not,” agreed the captain
of the Remove. *“¥You'd rather not
explain  just where you were, and
what you were doing, while Prout
was out that afternoon. You can get
on the high horse, if you like, a8 a
Fifth Form man who won't be ques-
tioned by juniors—but wa jolly well
know what to think!”

Stephen Price eyed him evilly.

“You've got to stop this !" he said.
“I don't care muéh what fage in the
Remove gabbla to one another—but
it’s getting about the school, You've
rot to stop ik! If it gets as for as
the Head, you'll get into a row for
starting au%h o yarno |

Harry Wharton laughed,

“And you're anxions to ]i:cc}'.- me
out of a row with the Head?™ he
said = sarcastically. “Chuck it,
Yricey! Youw'd go straight to the
Iead, if you dared, and ask him to
L'au?jl:ll.'.'l on the carpet! Why don't
yon

Price did not answer that, but hia
scowling. brow grew Dlacker and
blacker,

“Let’s po to the Head together,”
said Harry Wharton., *“If I've mado
s mistake about youw, Price, I'd be
only too glad to own up to it—if it
turned out to be a mistake., I don’t
like you, and I think yow're o smdk
swab, and a disgrace ta the school,
with your rotten geegees, and racing
rot—everybody knows the sort of ead
you are, and hardly a man in your
;mn Fﬂl']'.ﬁl. would ii:.inuch ﬂié.lwi a
wrpe-pole, excopt that slacking ass,
Hilgnquwhﬂ’ﬂ ﬂEt much' betteig than
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you are. All the same, if I've made
a mistake about this, I'd be glad to
be set vight, and I'd say I was

su%}y‘" _ _
harton paunsed a- moment, lis
eyes mockingly on ‘Priece's dark,
malicions face.

“If you want it oubt before the
Head, I'll come mnow!™ he said.
"Dd -IG“?!: i

“Don’t be a ch fool 1" snarled
Price. “I’'m not going to the Head
about this!”

“I thought not ! Ho might ask yon
too many questions—and yow haven'
the nerve to stapd up and lie to
him!” sai@ Wharton econtemptu-
ously. “Your merves wounld go to
rags, nunder the Big Beak’s ecyel
I gnw w!i{myuu- don’t want to go to
the Head about it all right.”

Price clenched his hon

“You've got to atop it!” he said
again. “You've got to stop this sort
of about a Fifth Form man.
That's what I've come here to tell
you. Yow've started this story—and
you've got to stop it ¥

“Rats ¥ said Harry Wharton. “If
any fcllow osks me who I think
bhanged off ecrackers in Prout’s study,
I shall say what I think. And if you
don’t like it, go to the Head—as
cevery fellow has a right to de.”

“1 shan't go to the Head,” said
Price, betwoen his teeth. “I shall
grive you tha ]ﬁdi‘ng
you don’t chuck it! See? That's
what you've got coming, you cheeky
oung scoundrel |”

“Is that the game?” Harrg Whar-
ton did not look alarmed. “Get ox
with it, then I”

Price looked at him,

Apparently he had cxpected that
threat from a Fifth Form senior to
ﬁudum-aum;s cffect on a junior of the

wer Fourth. Price was no fight-
ing mon, and he was weedy and seed
and slack: but hie was in the Fifth;
lie was a head taller than Wharton,
and, weedy slacker ag he was, it cer-
tainly had never occurred to him that
any junior in the Remove had a
chance of stonding up against lim in

combat. :
Heé was quite takenm aback hy

Harry ‘Wharton's answer. But he
atﬁ]ﬂd quickly Detween Wharton
aud the door.

“I mean it, you young cub!” he
said “savagely. “Either you'll s
spreading this yarn about me, or I'

: h yon within an inch of your
lifc—and yom can. take your choice !”

Harry Wharton eyed him coolly.

A aserap with a Fifth Form man—
any Fifth Form man—was a hig
r for a junior. But he was as fit
ag Price was unfit—he had heaps of
sluck, of which it waa pretty well
nown that Stepliin Price had Tittle,
and he was mot, in point of fact,
alarmed by Prico getting between
him and the door. He was ready at
all events to give a good account of
himself.

“Now then,” snarled I’rim,' “are D&

you going to chuck it, and keep your
chécky fongue quiet abont me—or
d6 you want the biggest' thrashin
n ever had in your life?” !
foked the door shut.
“I'm not paing to chuck it !" shid
Harry Wharton deliberately. “I'm

of your life if pl

going to make sure, if I can, that it
was you landed that fool Caker in
the soup, and then I'm going to
shout it out all over the schdal, s
that you’ll be shamed into owning
up and gattilng that silly champ
clear, an !

He did not finish.

Price rushed.

The next moment a-terrifio conibat
was raging in Study No. 1 in the Re-
Move.

L ]

~ SOMETHING LIKE A SCRAP!
" ATTAQ, hallo, hallo!” xoared
Bob Cherry in surprise.
The door of Study No. 1
was thrown open, and four fellows
stared in.

‘Having waited in vain for Whar-
ton’ to come down with that - of
jom, the Co. had come up for him,

They found Study No. 1 in a state
of wild and whirling execitement.

“Harry! exclaimed Frank
Nugent. _

“That cad Price!” hooted Johnny
Bull. “Bag him and chuck him out

on his meck !
“The texrific toad!" cxclaimed
*“Collay

Eun!:m Jamsct Ram Singh.
m 15

A’ Fifth Form seuior agaiust a
Lower Fourth junior was not fair
ay—and the Co, were ready fo wade

in and levol matters up.
But Harry Wharton called out:

“0.K., you men! K clear !
The captain of the Itemﬁgge was, in
fact, holding his own. - He was etand-
ing up to Price’s attack with cool

and steady determination.

Price Lhad the advantage in age,
hejght, weight, and reach—which
were big advantages. But Whorton
had the advantage in being stron;

¥ and sturdy, fit as a fiddle, uu%. full n%_

heana !

Price had not rushed him off his
foet, and hammered him right and
left, as he had intended and ex :
Price found hie attack sto m
a3 mueh coming back as handed
over—which was a2 very uunpleasant
surprise for him.

The junior was ting some pun-
ishment. But f-haq::ﬁings nmtip:na
spurting red, and his chin had a
lump on it. And le was already get-
ting short of breath. Too many
cigarettes fold their tale on Pricc's
wind, now that he needed it all.

He gasped for breath as e laghed

and hit and thumped.
. The junior’s wind was sound as a
bell, and his boxing was a good deal
better than that of the Fiith Form
man. .

As the captain of the Remove told
them to keep clear, the Co. kept clear
—theugh rather uneasily.

They watched from the doorway—
and din of trampling feet soon
drew a crowd along the Remove
REBALO.

“What’s the row?” asked Vernou-
Smith. “Who's serapping ?”

“Wharton—with Price,” answered
Bob breathlessly.

“Price of the Fifth! Oh gad!™
The Bounder pushed for a fignt
place,



“Go it, Wharton !* chirruped Peter

Todd.
“Q@ive him bepns, old man!”
chuckled Squiff. “By gum! He's

holding him! Not much stuffing in
Iu

k-
o rton’s knocking it out—what
there is " remarked Tom Brown.

“I say, yow fcllows, let a fellow had

see!” squeaked Billy Bunter. 1
say sqt'?ﬂwl Btop shoving, Bols.
over, you beast!”

Fellows shoved and crowded and
ecrammed round the doorway to get o
Y10,

A Removo man scrapping with a
Fifth Form man was o gight not to
be missed.

“Pile in, Wharton I

“@Give him beans!”

“Bellows to mend !” chuckled the
Bounder.  “ Pricey will be fallin
down soon. Hear tho bellows blow I

“Ha, lha, ha I

“Tip for you, Bmithy!” said Peter
Todd. “That's the smokes I”

“Fothead 1 snid Smithy.

Trice had ﬁcl]ﬁws to mend, with a
vengeance. His gasping was w-
ing quite ngnniseg He gas and

pasped and gasped.
. d?‘ gusps ﬁumnly changed into a
owl!

A jolt to the jaw sent Price stag-
gering, nnd he landed on his back on
the study carpet.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

“Man down!” grinned Skinner.

“0Oh awhnt a fall was there, my
countrymen !* chuckled Wibley.

“Pick him up, somebody !™

“Take him up tenderly, treat him
with care!” chortled Bob.

*“Ha, ha, ha " .

Harry Wharton stood panting.
Price lay on the earpet, gurglin
for 'I:M':a‘:ﬂ\i:l'::?.r His -hnnﬂrpfrengu to h::él;
jaw as he sprawled. He looked

dizzy.

Bgd the bad hat of the Fifth an-
ticipated anything like this, it was
mrglin that he wonld never have
adopted such drastic measures in
ﬂmﬂing with the captnin of the Re-

move.

Thrashing Wharton had seemed to
him a8 g method. He had never
thnuﬁ_ht of doubting that he could do

eoling doubtful—

it. ow lie was

and it was elear, at | , that it was

woing to be o painful process.
He stoggcered up at last.

There was & roar from the crammed

doorway.
“Buck up, Pricey! You're not
dead yet 1"

L Sh:ﬁ: to it, Pricey ™
“Have 0 fow more, old bean I

“Pricey’s not greedy!” eaid the
Bounder. “He knows when he's had
enongh.”

“Hn, ha, ha "

“0Qh, my hat!” snid Rgﬂwiug;
“What will they say in the Fifth t
n Fifth Form man being licked in
the Remove?”

“They'll boot him!* said Peter
Todd.

Price of the Fifth rushed to the
atthck  agdin. Those remarks
spurred him on.

" At that point Price would have
been  glad to -drop the matter and
£,
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But it really was impossible. No
Fifth Form man could admit a lick-
ing at the hands of a Remove

unior. He could bhardly have shown
is face in the Fifth afterwards.
Price had started it—and now he had
to stand to it.

He put all -his beef into it—all he

The Co. looked rather anxious as
their chum backed and backed be-
fore a crashing attack by the Fifth
Form man.

Wharton went back as far as the
box-seat under the window. . His
knees banged on it, and a jolt sent
%im sprawling backwards over the

OX.

Price hammered at him with fury,
in that awkward position, heedless
of the howls of remomstrance from
the Remove crowd.

“Hold on!®

*#ive him a chance !”

“Prics, you cad—"

“Price, you rot "

But Harry Wharton, twisting like
an eel, got off the box-seat under a
rain of punches and jumped clear.

Price rushed him down again.

With a set face, set tecth, and
glinting .eyes, Wharton faced that
rush-—and met it with left and right,
nnéi all his strength in the punches.

mah ]

Price fairly flew,

He spun across the stndy, crashed
over, and sprawled!

Wharton reeled against the wall,
panting for breath. Price lay ex-
tended, and did not rise!

Wharton panted and panted, and
got his breath—and waited.

But Price only sat np—he did not
get on his feet. :

With one hand to a bruised chin,
and the other to a streaming nose,
Price sat and mumbled. @ Was
knocked out. Fifth Form man as he
wag, he was knocked out and had to
take the count! :

“0h gﬂﬂ I*  gaid the Bonnder,
“Licked ™

“Licked " *said Peter Todd., “A
Fifth Form man—licked !"

“Whopped to the wide!” said Bob,
“Ye g 5 and little fishes! What
will they say in the Fifth to this?"

Price grabbed at a chair for support
and dra himself to his feet at
last. ith o burning face, he
stumbled towards the door. :

The crowd there opened to let him
pass. With a handkerchief to his
nose, Price stumbled away down the
passage, gurgling for breath, and dis-

;] ¥
i FP.CE-EHIDTB

“Hurrah 1"

=Come and bathe yonr face, old
chap!” said Frank Nugent; and he
tml?Whnrton’s arm and led him from
the stndy.

Harry Wharton’s face needed bath-
ing, had had a good deal of
punishment. He bathed 1t at the sink
ot the end of the Remove ge,
amid a cheering and jubilant. crowd.

A Fifth Form man had
whu%md in a scrap in the ;Bemove,
and though that Fifth Form man was
not & very creditable sample of his
Form, ere it was—and ‘the
Removites rejoiced accordingly.

wins!* ‘grinned Bob

been

9

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh declared
that it was a day worthy to be marked
with & white stone—and his chums
agreed that it was !

JUST LIKE COKER!

i NOW that chap?” asked Bob
Cherry, with a grin.
His chums chuckled.

After dinper the following day
Harry Wharton & Co. were strolling
in Friardale Lane.

Every now and then, WWharton
rubbed a nose that was unusunally red
and an eye that persisted in winiiug'.
There were visible aigns of that scrap
in the study to be seen om the
countenante of the captain of the
Remove.

A burly figure came in sight from
the direction of the village.

It was that of ]Iuraca'gnkar, once
of the Fifth Form—Ilately in the em-
%lnymant of a tradesman at Court-

e

1d, but now, zapkaerﬂntl » ona of the
uuamp]utyem r's jobs never
scemed to lnst long.

From the direction he was taking,
it looked as if Coker was héading for
the school—donbtless to pursume his
remarkable policy of making Prout
wild ns a method of getting back to
Groyiriars.

e paused as he saw the Removites.

Harry Wharton & Co. gave him
cheery smiles. If Coker was visiting
the school nﬁnin, they were prepared
to give up their walk, follow on, and
see the - entertainment.

“0Oh!” said Coker. “You lot! Any
news yet?"

“News [ repeated Harry.

“1 mean, bave they found ont who
did that hanﬁ’?” .

“Oh! No!
“Hae Prout been making inguirics,
or anything? Looking into-itp”

“Not that I've heard of,” said

Harry Wharton, and the Co.
chuckled.
Coker, apparently, expected his

peculiar methods to set Prout going.

Nobody bnt Coker was likely to
e:‘pmt it.
~ “The old ass!” said Coker, frown-
ing. “Well, I shall keep at him! I
won't give him much rest till he finds
out who it was. It's up to him
—unless the young rotter owns up.
It's as plain as anything that it woa
some cheeky*fag—a Remove kid, most
likely. 1've wondered a good deal
whether it was one of you!”

Coker gave the Famous Five a stern

look.
said Bob Cherry

“Fathead !"
politely.

“Don’t be cheeky, Cherry,” said
Coker “If you ask me to smack your
head I'll smack it fast enough! Now,
look here, if it was one of you young
sweeps who did it, you onght to own
up! You'd get of with a whopping
i? you up—they wouldn't sack
u—see? It's rather dishonomrable

keep mum while it's landed on

me !*

“You blithering chump!” said
Johnny Bull '

“T gaid cheek I" warned Coker.

*Now, I know it must have been some
silly fag banged off those fireworks—
Tae Maoxer Lisnany,—No. 1,658,
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only & silly fag would do such a
thing. Prout ought to have seuse
cupugh to guess that-—but he’s a fool !
If it wasn’t one of you, you can easily
find out which gerubby little swab it
was—anmd kick him till he does the
right thing—see 7

videwtly, i¥ was fixed in Coker’s
mind that the unknown. perpetrator
of that explosion in Prout’s study
was a-fa.gr-.-mld his suspicions of the
Famous Five were strong. ]

They were, in Coker's view, a
chéeky lot-—they had often cheeked
Coker ! Fags who checked Coker were
capable of anything. _

Look here, Coker!” gaid Harry
Wharton, “We told your Aunt Judy,
when shie was al the school, that we'd
find out if we could who had dene it.
Woell, we think we've found out.”

-I'!'-A

“0b!™ Coker was interested.
Hoemove kid, of course?”

“No, ass!"

“Ope of the Fourthr*

TFNEI“

“Might have been a Shell chap,”
said gal:er thoughtfully. “Hobson
of the 8hell is pretty cheekyl Do
you.-mean Hobson?"

- “No® answered Harry. “Not-a
junigr at all.”

."Don't be an asal!"™ sald Coker,
* Seniors dan't Plﬂj‘ potty tricks like
that on beaks!

“You were shouting out all over
the schoel that inu ‘were going to do
it,"” %mwlcd Johnny Bull, “That’s
why Pgout jumped on yom |*

“Wever mind what I was shouting
out,” said Coker. “Don't you be
cheeky, if you don't want to be tipped
into that ditch !

“Wea think it was Price of the
Fifth,” said Harry.

“Price! Dou't talk rot!™

“You sce, you gat his back up by
meddlimg in his study and jamming
his he into a wastcpaper-basket,
like the high-handed, fatheaded ass
yvou are!*. explained the captain of
the Remove. “We think he did it
‘to even. Sa if you're keen to spot
the man, keep your eye on Price of
vour Form.”

“You cheeky little sweep!” said
Coker. “It wae some fag, as I think
you know jolly well. And if Fuu sa
1t waa a Fifth Form man, I'll emac
your head!"” ]

Coker did not agree with the view
of the Famous Five. He disliked
Price,  and despised Mm; but Price
was in the Fifth, Coker's Form, and
was not, therefore, to be criticized by
juniors, Harry Wharton's belief that
Price had dope it was, in Coker's
view, sheer cheek !

“Look here, Coker——" exclaimed
Wharton.

“ That's enough 1" paid Coker, " Cut
that out! You’re asking for a whop-
ping! You look as if you've had one
already ! he added.

“Well, T haver’t!” said Wharton
tartly. “Price has!”

“'ighnppud to the wide!” grinmed
Bob Cherry.

“The whopfuluess was terrific I de-
clarcd Hurree Jameet Ram Singh.

Coker blinked at them.

“You've heen scrapping with a
Fifth Form man !" he exelaimed.

“Yea! Price doesn’t like me think-
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wg thak he was ghe man whe blew %
Prout|” explai Harry. “H

started fo whop me—but 1% wosked
out the other way."

_“You're not telling me that you
licked & Fifth Form man—even tha

cad Price!” exclaimed Coker. ;

“Yes, I'm telling you exactly
that,” answered the captain of the
Bemove coolly. “Price had all ke
wanted—and .he hasn’t asked for any
more so far.”

“Well, my hat!” said Coker, in
angry uastonishmehs. umﬁ gre
coming to semething when cheeky
little scrubs in the Yower School scra
with Fifth Ferm men and male out
tﬁgj’?u_ Licked them. This kind of
thing w.nuldnft_ha;-peﬁlif I was at the
school—I shouldn’t allow it! Have
you gok the wmerve to tell me that
va? been punching a man in my

rm ¥

Coker, clesxly, was aa Fifth-
Fnr%y as over! :

“Well, this beats it1" said Coker.
“I.shoukdn’t have thuug‘ht that even
a rotter like Price wonld let a cheeky
fag get away with that! Didn’t he
wallop you for punching lLim?*

“No; I walloped himi1”

“Inid you?” roared Coker. “'Well, ¥

if you walloped him ¥'ll jolly well
wallop you for your cheek—sen?”
Coker ‘'made 4 jump at the captain
of the Remove and grabbed him with
the intention of giving him a record
walloping for his ¢ in punchin
a Fifth Form man! If Price cuulg
not wallop that cheeky junior, Coker
certainly could—and he wae poing to!
At least, he thought that he was
going to! %
Ha grabbed Wharton to begin.
But he did not get farther than the

he%innin%_h

a arton, going all out, had
licked Price of the Fﬂ% h! But tho
burly, beefy Coker was altogether too
big a handful for any jumior. Coker
would- have got away with that
walloping—a well-deserved one, in
hia opinton—had not the Co, been
at hand !

But the Co. were at hand—and, as
Coker grabbed Harry Wharton, they
gra Coker,

Coker whirled in the grasp of many
lhands.

“Bit him in the diteh!™ roared
Johnny Bull,

“L'll smash you!” roared Coker,
“I'll spiflicate you! I'll thrash the
lot of you! I'll—yooo—whoooaoop I”

Splash !
(.‘Eaker sat suddenly in the ditch.

There was a foot of water, over
scveral inches of mud, in that ditch.
Coker sat in it with a tremendous

splash,
Muddy water and mud flew wp all
round Horace Coker as he sat,

* Oooooooooooh I spluttered Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The ong Five locked at him,
sitting in mud, and roared.
T'hen  they walked om their way,
leaving Coker to his own devices.

. Coker, spluttering with fury,
floundered in mud, He spluttered
and floundered, aud Fluuged and
aplashed. He got out of the ditch.at
last, He waa clad in mud, as in a

farment, up to his armpits. He stood

streaming mud—and sursling wrath,

i I “m!u 'JﬂEE-'E- "I-"'I'l'-
I‘ll-—ﬁ Wm:;lﬁ: Ptﬂ!ﬂ] him,
~_Coker did not carry out his inten-
tion. of calling at Greyfriars! He
did not ‘want to walk info the achool
a walking pillar of mud. Coker
trailed away to get a change wof
clothes, He left a trail of mwi
behind him as he equelehed away,

Mr. Prout remained in py
ignorance of hie narrow escape from
receiving another visit from that cx-
pelled member of his Form !

LODER BUTTS IN!

SAY, vou fellowg—"
*Blow am, Bunter "
“€I gay, or's coming i®
“Blow Loder !
H Wharton & Co. were
Study No. 1.

It was tea-time; but they were not
there to tea, Funds were still at a
low cbb—the very lowest—and the
Famounz Five were discussing a
E{r:hlﬂm—whether to stick

uleverer for a tea in No. 12, .0r fo
go down to Hall again.
“1 say, yon fellows, Loder's sfter
oul!l” gaid Billy Bunter, blinking
i ot the door through his big
B eg. “I heard him ask Toddy

in

if you were in yonr study! I x
what have you hq':en up tuj';"" %
Harry, Wharton & Co. were,

happily, unaware of having been up
to suything, eo they were not undul
alarmed by the news that a 8i
Form prcfect was coming up to the

study,

only wondercd what the
dickens Loder of the Sixth wanted.
So did Bunter—so he rolled into the
study.
A minuto later, Leoder came
etriding up the passage, and looked

In.

Loder had his official ashplant under
his arm. He had a = r- grim
expression on hkisz face. Tt looked
aa if trouble was coming—though
the Famons Five conld not yet guess

‘what it waos.

The bully of the Sixth had rather
a down om that stu ill, even
Loder had to have some sort of an
cxcuse before ho exercised his whop-

pin ivg, -

t:p%ﬂ‘ _'I'ﬂu'ri& hﬂ?;é“ Eni';]&ﬂ:rde?
8 mg in. “K've somethi 0
Eag Eu vou, Wharton—what’a all this
1 hear about you and Price?”

“ Prico [* repcated Harry.

Then he caught on !

Price of the Fifth was rather pally
with Gerald Loder of the xth.

Plenty of fellows knew—or, at least,
g ted—that they were birds of a
feather. And Loder was a mﬂt!
This official visit was due to Prica!

Having failed to get anywhere by
the process of whopping the captain
of the Remove, Price had invoked the

aid of his ’Pal in the Sjixth,

“Price?” said Harry apain. ~I
don't know what may have
heard, Loder—but i n've heard
that Price came fo study to

bully me,.and that I licked him, and
he was glad to crawl off, you've got
it right I

er knitted his brows.

"That will do.” he =maid. "I've
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Wharton went sprawling hackwards over the box.

notlinr to do with your scrapping.
You've beeu telling lics oboub
Price!”

“Rats I

Loder juwmped.

“What did you say ?” Le ejaculated,

1 sayd rats!” answered Harry
Wharton coolly. “Do you want me
to say it again. Loder? Rats!”

Loder slipped his ashplant down
into his hand! That, really, was not
the way a jumior was nulppuai:tﬂ to
speak to a Bixth Form prefect

“You're asking for six, Wharton !”
snid Loder grimly,

“Rata !” gaid Wharton, “And more
ratz! Yom say I've been tfelling lies
ahout Price. Well, that's a lie.”

“What ! roared Loder,

“A lic!™ eaid Harry. “L.I-E—lic!
Got it now?”

“Bend over that table!” roared
Loder, |

“1 shall do nothing of the kind!®
retorted the captain of the Remove.
“If you handle that ash here, Loder,
I'll take the poker to you! Do you
think yon can come to a fellow’s
study and call him n liar, because
vouwre a prefect! TI'Il ask Quelch
whether yon con !

The Co. stood silent,

Harry Wharton stood facing the
bully of the Bixth, his face cool and
determined.

Loder paused.

“You've been telling the whole
school that Price did what Coker was
sacked for?” he enid, at length.

“] haven't been telling the whole
gchool ! If auy follow asked me, I've
gaid that thaf was what I believed.
1 tuink it’s true I”

“That comes to the same thing.
Now I've heard of it—"

“0Oh, I know how you've heard of
it!” interrupted the coptain of the
Remove mnt&mpﬂ:ummljn “Price
thought he could bully me into chuck-
ing it, and he’s found omt his
mistake, Now he's dragged you into
it! You've heard about it from
Price.”

“Well, I've Leard about it!” said
Loder, “Ag a prefect, I shall inquire
into it! You, a junior of the Lower
Fourth, are taking it on yourseli to
make out that Coker's Form-master
made an idiotic blunder [

“Nothing of the kind! TIrout
couldo’t help thinking what he did,
after hearing Coker yell out that he

was going to do the very thing that
happened the next day., FProut's not
to blame—Coker 15, paid Harry.

“It's a mistake—but the fault's
Coker’s, not Prout's, I've not said a
word about Prout.”

“You make out that the Head has
sacked a man for nothing #*

“The Head backed np Prout, which
he was bound to do. I believe that
Coker was sacked for nothing—
nothing except talking like a fool
and making Prout believe that he did
a thing that he never did! It won't
w ou can't make out, and Price
can’t, that I've been elanging Prout
or the Head !” said the captain of the
Remove. “If that's the game, you
may as well cliuck it at the start.”

“Oh  crikey!” murmured Bill
Bunter, his ¢yes popping behind his
spectacles. :

He expecdted to sec the ashplant
come inte prompt play at that.

W

¥ Wednesda

Price hammered at him with fury, in that awkward
position, heedless of the howls of remonstrance from the Remove crowd !

But Loder held
check.

“You've snid that Price did it!” he
rapped.

*1've said that I believe so! If
Price isn’t satisfied, I've offered to

with him to the Head and let
%2'. Locke inguire into it! If I'm
wrong, I'm ready to ndmit it! But if
the Head inguired inte it, I believe
it would come out that Price was the
man, and I believe that that's what
he's afraid of.”

Loder looked at him very sharply.

He had comc there, on Price’s
account, to wield his authority as
prefect and put a stop to that story
about Price, Probably he had re.
garded it merely as a yarn by a
unior who disliked Price. But the

o. could see that other thoughts
were in Loder’s mind now.

“Well, yon've got to stop it!” he
said at last, rather lamely.

“1 shall on Dbelieving what I
believe, if that's what you mean!”
answered Harry, “Price has bhis
remedy, if he doesn’t like it! Hc
makes ount that he wou't be
questioned by a junior. Well, you're
a Sixth Form prefect—you ask him
where he was, and what he was doing.
at the time those fireworks were
stacked in Prout’s study grate.”

“I don’t euppose he remembers,
after all this time!”

“Let him try!” said Harry, "It
wasn't so very lemg ngo—ouly last
week! Price will remem.
ber that day—it was the day Coker
shilzaped his study and jammed his
head into a wastepaper-basket.”

Tae Mic¥er LisBAny.—No. 1,658,
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“Oh!" ejaculated Loder. “Did he?”
hasn*t mentioned that?”
asked rton earcastically: *-Well,
he did, and I beliave that was 1.-!!.13
Price played that foul trick on Ium,
knowi that eoverybody would
believe it was Coker, after what the
gilly ass had hecn shountimg out all
over the shop. I wasn’t going ‘l:ﬁ
speak about it to a prefect—but as
Price has done s0, get on with it! It's
n prefmt-a duty to find out the facts.”
“ Hear, hear |* a.-a:ui Bob Cherry.

“You're mot makedg out that yom
snw Price—" as Loder slnwlg

“Wot at alll! I know e was
indoors, because he came in when
Coker was shipping his study, and
Coker. handled when he butted
in. But we were playing passage
foothall here, as it was ramming, and
not bothering about what was going
on in the Fifth. Somebody elee may
have seen him, for all I know.”

“A ect can inguire into thatl”
said Johnny Bull,

“Coker was in his ﬂtuﬂ]' {lﬂing
lines for Prout!"” went Har
“Prout was out on a hlke wi
Quelch. Most of the Fifth were in

the gomes stud aving a sing-song
—we heard fre was
Price?™

“The wherefulness is terrificl” H
nmr:;lmmd Hurree Jamsct HRam
=i

f there's nothing in it, Loder,
it's for Price to knock it om the
head,” said Frank Nugent.

Loder stood rather nmomplussed.

'The matter having mnow come
Lefore him through FPrice, it really
was up to him, as & prefect, to make
an ial imquiry. Probably Prica
had been sure that there was mo
danger of his pol in the Sixth taking
that step.

“Well, look here,” said Loder,
“this won't do! 'The matter’s settled

and done with—Coker's sacked, and

vou can't hehind a sentence of
the headmaster. I don't want you
to tcach me a prefect’'s duty—and

it'a not for Lower Fourth fags to
make out that they know hebter than
the Head ! You've got to this !
Not another word about FPrice!
Underatand that?*

“¥Yes, I understand!™ assented
Wharton. “And if yom want an

answer, you can po and cat coke—
and Price can do the same [*

Loder’s ¢yes gleamed.

“¥ou fancy you can talk to a
Sixth Form prefect like that?” he
asked.

“'i'-::u haven't comes hera as a

on've come here as Price’s

i.;ﬁl to bully the fellow who' licked
ice!” answered Wharton, "“Yon
won't get Ly with it! Go and est

coke 1

Loder gripped his aahElu.nt, Lard.

:g‘iz;;liﬂvcr that table M he bawled.

“By gum!” breathed Loder. He
made o stride across the study at the
captain of the Hemove.

warton eaught up the poker from

the fender. The peker cireled in the
air, and Leder backed just in time
to save his wnose.

“He, he, ho ! cackled Billy Bunter
involuntarily.
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fat Owl as In:-der‘u

1led the
a& :mﬁ Tanded.
“Ow! Oh crikeyl

Bunter bolted ont ﬁ!.ﬂtuﬁy No. 1.

Oné swipe from the angry prefect™s
zm enough far Ew e

& eyeing captain
the Remove, crimson w1t'-h Eage.

“Put down that ker 17 he
breathed. “ Wharton, if. you don’t
bend over that table this minute and
take six, I'll go straight to the Head
and report you!”

“TII come with you !” gaid Harry.
"Thaﬂeudmn be mtemteﬂt-nhum
that you're trgm the truth
from coming ou I-Ia may think
that’s what ho made you a prefect
for—perhaps! Let's go together—
and let’s call for Price and take him
with oa!™

"Ei%l you bend over that table?”

(L] u ¥

“Then you go to the Head!I”

With that threat Loder of the
Sixth tramped out of the stmdy—the
ashplant in his hand.

b Cherry whistled.

“Think he's geing to the Big

Beak?” Lo asked.

"Ea can if Le hkm 1™ answerced

arry. “I'm rcady to go! But he
well won’t—he doesn’t want to

ng his pal in the soup!™
.ﬂﬂ;ﬂi it proved that Wharton was
right!
ving decided at len to stick
Mauly for a tea, the Fﬁm I""Ha
repaired to his hmpttﬂblﬂ lordabkip’s
Btnﬁ —where ten was not inte d
by I’ summeons to the Head's study.
er of- tha Sixth evidently wes
not taking the matter any er.

L R

ONLY SUPPOSE !
UPPOSE—" said Billy
Bunter.
He spoke slowly and
thoughtfully.

Bunter was in his study, Study No.
7 in the Bemove.

Poter Todd, at the study table, wab
slicing .2 loaf. Tom ton, at the
study fire, was making toast of the
slices. There wos marganna on the

table, to be spread on the toast.
There was a sho of butter—not
dua to the war, but to a lack of ready

cash in Study No. 7.

“ Supposc——" repented Bumtler,

"Gn it1” said Peter Todd. “Eﬂ;

ou're suU ing, su you
guur?wha in the ;ﬂdy just for
once 3]

“8o I would, old chap, if my postal
order had come ¥ said unterx “But
—it hasn't | 1{:’5 the “ﬂl xpe
delay overywhere, you know -
lw"l',.! my postal order hasn’t aumay

“Blow that swecep Hitler|” said
Poter Todd. “Bto ng us from
having a spread in the study! Still,

ha our postal order mightn t
ﬁ:’ﬂ P:ﬂgEj l.f Hlt]ﬂr ﬂlt

atarted tlﬁt;ng It's just barely
poasible,
“Well, ge.r expecting it from one

of my title& relations, le know!
Still, it basn’t come! I'm hard-up th
for once, Peter”

“Only for once?” asked Peter,
“Not twicef™
“But look licte, Bu

“Suppm you spread that t if
you're s0 keen

on mz;goamg E*

Billy Bpnter. gave the margarine a
cunt-t:mptunm blink.

“I want something deccnt for tea I
hﬂ gaid. “Thiz is no better than
we could get in HaIH Look here,
Peter, an

" Ea*m you beem ofling your
stpposer?” paked Peter Todd, staving
at fat Removite. “You're. d’ﬂing

a lot of supposing! Do j’ﬂ'l.l
to mean anything, or are ust

burbling out a back -::! our fat
hmd?“g o 7 2

“Well, c.ha hiwg 1"
zntd Bantar BUppose a P BATW 1M :

-ﬂ'Eh whu ?J.I'
;ruu know.?
"‘Prim 1" sald Peter blankly,

“Who's tnlhug about Price?”
“Iam! You }.:nﬂw what ha

that Wednesdoy,” said m:eter
blinking at hia ised study -mate.
“Ceoker shi ice’s ntud:_nr while
Price and Hilton were ogt. Price
came in and co him at it, and
Coker atuck his in a wastepaper-

basket, and carried on. Bet you it
made Price wild

“8afe bet!” said Peter. “Wharton
thinks that's why he diddled Coker
over those fireworks. I think
i

“Well, 8u o0 saw Lim i
said I.’.1:|.1:r.t~\?:1'_‘l?|imE P

“Nobody saw him, or it wonld have
come out before this, fathead !” said
Peter, “Pricey would take jolly
good cara that no did I

“Oh 1" said Bunter, apparently a
little taken aback. “I—I empposc if
n chap had seen him at it he would
have said so before this.”

Frpem"m 1l Whartoms gia.iod 1t
¢ inlly since gta_ied it
round the school that Pﬁcﬁ'}d the
trick."

“0h!” said Bunter,

This seemed fto give the fat Owl
food for thought.

Poter Todd stared at him, quite

cxed. Bunter’s fat brain was
evidently at work, thongh with what
object waz far from clear,
Dﬁlw‘:;ulua{tmk here,” said the fat

wl & . “8u M

“ Btill supposin P;""

“ Bup: a chap was pgoing to
Quelch’s study,” said By argu-
mentatively. “A chap might have
been—a Remove chap, of course,”

“Quelek was out with Prout!”

“0h, I'd that !* Bunter
scomed taken aback again, But he
rallied- at once. *“Well, suppose a
chap went to ch's .Btud;g tu BeQ
w er ho come in !

t have wanted fo ask ]:hn ah-u
ver or somothing. ¥ might bave,
Peter.”

“You might have,” agreed Peter,
“but you dida’t! ¥Tou were-on the
iB.emnm Ianding when Queleh cama
1

“Price didn't know thot!” said
H“ﬁ?? No, I don't Pri

i Q, BUPpOSE ce
huﬂ anything nbout mltj—whnt the

docs it matter whether he 8oes
or nn ?” asked the astonis Peter,



“Well, it might!” enid Bunter,
“8 ¢ 1 was going to Queleh’s
study. to see whether le had come
in—-"

o glhwcren'b——"l o

“Well, su o was,” ar
Bnnter. “I %ﬁntn Cueleh's study,
and find that he isn’t there! I'm
inst coming out, whem I sec

I'H.'E'_”

“Yon—you—yon sce Price!”
etutterad Ieter. " How could you see
Price when yon weren't there?”

“I mean, su ing I was there,
as I've enid! I'm just coming out,
when I see Price spenking alomg to
I'rout’s study in n syrupstitious
way!l Bo—so—s0 1 know it wns
I'rice with thosc fireworks, see?”

“But you mever d4id!” shrieked
Feter.

“Price doesn’t know that ¥ esaid

Brnuter. “I might have been watching

Lhim from Queleh’'s study all the time
for gll he knows, That is, of course,
if Price did it! Do yom really think
he did?*

“I'm pretty sure he did!” said
Peter. “But if T hear gﬂ-‘[l sayin
that you saw him at it, youm fat,
foozling frog, I'll give you such a
wliopping t it will stop you
telling whoppers for the rest of the
term.” .

*“Oh, really, Peter——"

“Now shut up, and shove that
marge on the toast, if you want any.”

Bunter sniffed. \

“Yon can keep it !" he said. " But
look here, Peter, suppose I saw Price
at his gnmes that day——"

“You dide’t!” howled Peter.

“I know I didn®t, fathead—but
&1 ing I did?” hooted Bunter
“1hen it might scem n bit queer that
I hadn't mentioned i, rhaps!
Still, suppose I forgot about it, and
remembered it afterwards #”

Peter Todd blinked at his fat study-
mate. Why Bunter was indulging in
these mysterious and remarkable sup-
posings was o mystery to him.

“You think that Price did it, don’t
youf"” added Bunter anxiously.

“{h, blow Price and what he did [”
grunted Peter.

“¥Well, if he didn't, of course he
wonldn’t believe that a fellow saw
him at it," argued Bumter. *'That
stands to reason] But if he did—"

“You fat foozler, are you poing to
make out to Price that you saw him
at it#” exclaimed Peter blankly.

“Oh! No! Nothing of the kind!”
snid 'Bunter hastily, “I-—-I ain’t
coing to say o word to Price of the
Fifth—and I ain’t feiug to his study
now,; Peter! I—1'm going for a
walk [

And the fat Owl rolled omt of
Stndy No. 7, leaving Peter staring.

el i

BUNTER COMES TO TEA !

EDRIC HILTON of the Fifth
Form smiled faintly.
face of Lis

rice, seemed to

The scowlin
study-mate, Stephen
amuse him,

I'rice was leaning on the mantel-
piece in the study, his hands driven
1ate his pockets, a black scowl on his
face—which had a1 good many marks
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of his strennous serap in a Remove
study the day before.

Hilton, lounging in the window-
seat, watched -him curionsly. He
could read Price’s thonghts almost
like an book, and he was well
aware of the state of mingled fury
and funk that filled the bad hat of
the Fifth.

Price glanced at him several times
without l:in;ﬁ‘ He was in a mood
to quarrel; and Hilton’s smile had an
intensely exasperating effect on him.
But Hilton was the only fellow in the
Fifth with whom ce was on
friendly terms—and that friendshi
was a little precarious, anyhow. I
was chiefly easy-going laziness that
made Hilton stand Price.

“Look here, old man!” Hilton
broke the. silence. “Like a word of
advice now you're in a corner?”

“Who's 1m a corner?” egnarled

Prico.
}.uu ?I?

“Aren’t

“Hﬂ !J.I

“0Oh, all right!” yawned Hilton,

“If you're not, I won't bother you

with advice! What about tea?”
Price gave him a dark look.

“You can spout it out all the
same,” he said. “What do you mean,
and what are yon driving at, any-
how P

“Well, old man, if T were in your
shoes, I'd sce that those shoes took
the shortest ent to Prout’s study!”
gaid Hilton. “I'd tcll Old Pompous
thi Jtruth, before it was dragged
ont.

“Tell him—what ¢ breathed Price.

“Tell him whoe banged that bang
in his stndy.”

“Coker’s sacked for that ¥

“1 know! Lots of fellows are ask-
ing now whether the right man was
sacked. Those kids in the Remove
have nosed it ont somechow.”

“They've spread & rotten lying
yarn about me !” said Price bitterly.

“Eeep that for Loder !”” said Hilton.
"Thﬁylve said what they believe—
what I sus , more or less, before
they mentioned it! If they've got it
wrong, you can prove it—you've a
right to take them to their beak, or
the Head, for saying what they
have.”

“Not a shadow of proof |”

“No—cxcept. what you're puttin’
up, you ass. Look here, Pricey, don’t
be a fool! That blundering, bung-
ling, overbearing ass, Coker, got your
back up—and no wonder ! But it was
an awfully foml trick to get him
bunked by pulling Prout’s leg—that's
outside the limit!”

“8o you think I did it?” breathed
Price,

“TIf you dide’t, ail zight! But if
Coker had done it, he wonld never be

laying his present pame—and fel-
ows are beginning to see that, He’s
hanging on. round the echool, to be
i back—he’s driving Prout
nearly insape, to make him find out
who did it. All that means that he
newl r did it—and can’t mean anythin’
else.”

“0Oh, rot!” mutiercd Price.

“0ld Pompous is too wild with
him to look at it like that, but I
shouldn't wonder if the Head begins
to think so!” said Hilton. *I know
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a lot of the fellows are thinking so,
especially eince those Remove' kids
started rooting it out, and put it on
u. Take my tip, Pricey, and go
o Old Pompons—"
“*You fool 1"

“It's you who's the fool, old bean!

II it all comes out, yon get it right

in the neck—Coker comes back, and
you get the boot! But if you hike
off to Prout in time, you save your

bacon. Put it that your comscience
won’t let you Lkeep mum. Don't
laugh. No 1reason why Prout

shoulda’t believe that you've got a
conscience.”

“ You cheeky fool I” :

Price did not langh—he glared.

“You own up like a good little .
Eric, becanse it’s put on another
man. Prout's just the romantic old
gnat to fall for that!” said Hilton.
‘Believe me, Pricey, it's your best
guess, if you could only sec it.”

*'Oh, shut up I*

Hilton shengged his shoulders.

“0.K. Have your own wn{—let'a
have tea ! He yawned. “Hallo, didl
you ask that barrel to roll in#”

Hilton stared at the door as it
opened to admit the rotnnd figure of

illiam George Bunter, of the
Remove,

Price glared at the fat Owl.

“What do you want?” he snapped.

Billy Bunter eyed him warily
through his big spectacles.

The signs of evil temper were only
too plainly to be ‘séen in Price’s
bitter face. Bunter did not want to
be booted the length of the "Fifth
Form passage—and Price looked as if
EE_ would enjoy doing that wery

ing.

”lgwnnted to speak to you, Price!”
squeaked Bunter.

“Do you mean Pynu’vr: got n moes-
sage, you fat ass?”

Oh, no! Just a chat!” said
Bunter.

FPrice breathed hard., ~ Apparontly

he did not want a chat wit ¢ Owl

of the Hemove:

He made a step towards Bunter,
and the fat Owl promptly buacked
throngh the doorway.

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter
defiantly. “I'Il go alomp and sec
Potter and Greene! they're
Coker’s Ifalﬂ, I dare say they’d like to
hear. Inow whether they'ro in their
study, Hilton?”

He blinked at Hilton.

“After all, they onght to know, as
Coker's pals,” he said, “'I fancy
they’d like Coker to come back.
They’ll miss his Annt Judy’s hampers
now he’a gone. If they knew a fnﬁ:v
saw Price that d:{a—”

Hilton gave a start,

Prico  almost jumped clear of the
fioor. -

“What?* he panted.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Hilton.
"This is gettin’ thicker and thicker !
Pricey, old man, better take my
advice—"

“Shut up!™ hissed Price. " Comec
in, Bunter! You can come into the
study if -yom want to ak to me.”

Billy Bunter grinned. He had, as
it were, shot an arrow at o venture—
but it had obviously hit the mark,

Toe Mag¥er Lisriny.—No. 1,658
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Price's amgry, bullying look had
changed into one of dismayed appre-
heusion.

“No larks, you know !"” aaid the faf
Owl, aa he rolléd inte the study.
“You stdirt booting a chap, and—"

“Shut the door |” said

Bunter gave him a wary blink, and
shut the door. But he remained very
near to it. He was prepared to
dodge, if necessary.

BEH: he could sea that Price’s hands
were shaking, and he did not think
that it was likely to be necessary.
His worda had, in fact, fillod the
wretched black shecep of the Fifth
with terror.

Price could hardly keep his voice
steady as he went on ;

*Now, what did you mcan by that,
Bunter? What are inu driving at?"

“Well, & fellow knowe what he
knows!® said Bunter airily. “A
lellgw may have gome to his bheak’s
study, that day, to aek him about a
Latin verb. He may have seen »
chap pass the study door while he was
there. Sear”

Price shivered,

He had been very cautiouns and very
careful on that occasion when he had
crept to hir Form-master's study to
slant those confiscated fireworks in

rout’s grate, all ready to bang when
Prout cama in and put a match to the
fire. He was sura that he had not
been seecn—so very cantions had he
been. Certainly he had never dreamed
that an eye could have been on him
from My, Quelch’s study—Quelch
heing out of gates with Prout at the
time.

Yet it might easily have happened.

A Remove fellow might have gone
to the Remove master'a study, not
knowing that he waa out. He might
have been there when Price
stealthily on his way to ut's
study. It had not, az a matter of
fact, happened—but it easily might
have !

Hiltow sat up in the window-scat
and whistled,

Price’s eyes were fixed on Bunter,
almost wolfishly, He would have
eiven & good deal to sling the fat
junior out of the study and boot him
vut of the passage.

Buuter waa well aware of that.
S0 he could not fail to be aware of
IPrice’s reasom for mnot doing it.
Prico wos the man—and he believed
that Bunter had seen him at it. He
dared not.

“A fellow may have looked oub
and seen a fellow passing aslong in a
syrupstitious way!” remarked
Bunter. “He may have wondéred
what that fellow was up to. Ha
may, or he may not 1

“And why have yom been keeping
it dork all this time if you saw any-
thing of the sort. Bunter?” asked
Hilton.

“A fellow mhght- have fu:gnt['.en nll
about it,” said Bunter., "Nothing
to do withkma if a Fifth Form man
#oes  suenking syrupstitiously into
his beak's stud w]lju.gu his beak’s
out. 8till, a fellow might remembor
it afterwards, after all this talk
about Price. SBeaf”

Bunter blinked at Price,

“I thonght I'd mention it,” he
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said breezily., “I'm mnot pgoing to
say anything, of course Egl‘.'m nok
the man fo give a man away. If a
fellow treats me in a friendly way,
I don't mind being friendly, I
think a fellow might ask o fellow to
tea—"

“What?" breathed Price,

Bunter was coming
now, * This &mttlie {futmma : tﬁ
B in at had so ex
Perer Todd. e

It did not occur to Billy Bunter
that he was: acting like a young
rascal. Bunter was thinking of tea
in a Fifth Form study—and he knew
that there was always something
good in Hilton's study. (
sponged to a comsiderable extent on
hizs wealthy study-mate. Bunter was
ready to do the same,

A fellow could not think
of ev d tea, at
tea-time, was enough for
Bunter to think of. It was,
after all, the most im-
portant matter.

This extraordinary strata-
gem had germinated in Billy
Bunter’s fat brain wholly
and eolely Tbecauwse he
wanted to feed om the fai
of the land im Hilton's
study |

“Y1 don't mind staying to
tea, if yon ask me!” went
on Bunter, mHnF it plain.
*“'What about it?’

Price realised ¢hat a

study & WaS 1

to eecure Bunt-er'nm&lsnnu
about what he had secn—
or, rather, hadn't seen,

“Stay to tea if you like I
T o glad it yon stayed £

x ; on 0
tea harg, Bu.ntzr =

Hilton rose from the win-
dow-geat.

“¥You can have your fa
friends all to yourself,
Pricey I'" he remarked dryly,
o3 he crossed to the door:
“If vou'ra not a born idiat,
you'tl take the adviec I
rave you a little while
8 IF

Ha paused, with his hand
on the door, and looked at

Price.
Price only va him o
black look, and Hilton, shrugging his

shouldera, left the study.

He left Bunter at tea with Price.

It was a good tea.

Price of the Fifth did not, per-
hapa, look the part of a genial and
hq;l‘)gitahla host. But Le acted the
part, if he did not look it—he dared
not do otherwise, He lavished good
things on Bunter.

Tt was a shiny, jammy, and sticky
Owl that rolled away from the at.nd{,
after tea, in a mood of complete
satisfaction.

The mood in which lia left the
wretched Price was far from being
one of satisfaction.

COEER COMES BACK !

i OEKER "
Potter and Greens of the
Fifth Form gave a simul-

taneous jump.

to the point had

Prico.

THE MAGNET-}

They had been thinking about
Coker as they came up to tho study.

It was tea-time; and at tea-time
they often thought about their
absent pal.

There had, in fact, been rather a
thin time in that st since Horace
Coker bad been sa . No hamper
arrived from Aunt Judy. No
open-handed Horace had been splash-
ing money about, Cakes and jellies,
jam ond pickles; were things of the
E:Sﬁ in that etudy—cold chickens

d, eo to speak, taken unnto them-
selves winps and flown away!

Generally speaking, life was more

ul in the stndy without Coker,

t prep, for instance, a fellow could
get through Lhis work without an
uncnding accompaniment of chin-

musie, And it was undoubtedly a
relief that, for a couple of wecks,
Coker had not becn telling them heaw
to play football and explsining to
them what duda they were at the
game.

But at tea-time thers was 1o
doubt that Coker's a3 missed
Coker and realised that old Horace
had hiz good points, and that he
had heen a pretty good pal, accord-
inE to his lights,

ut though Potter and Greene had
been thinking of Coker as they came
up to the study, they certainly had
not been expecting to eco him.

Now they saw lum.

They blinked ot him.

There was old Horace, aittin% in
the study armchair, his long le
stretched ont, looking for all the
world as if he had never been sacked
from QGreyfriare at all.

Coker got out of the diteh at last. He was clad in
shaking a threatening fiat at the Famous Fit
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1 mud, as in a garment.
“ I——I'H—1' 11—

“Rik-kik-Coker !" stuttered Potter.
“Trickla in, old heans!” said
Coker penially. *Surprised you—

what‘fh“*
“Oh, ! Just a few ™ pas
Greene, F‘:F'i‘i'hat the thump agg ;ﬁ

doing here, Coker?”

“I'vo come bhack "

“Youn—you—you—ryou've ¢ome hib-
bik-back 7" Potter was afficted with
a stutter, “D-d-d-did you say you'd
kik-kik-come bib-bib-back #

“That's it !" said Coker. *Ready
for tea, too! Like old times, tea-
ing in this study—what ?”

Coker seemed plcased to he back.
The old familidr study was pleasant
to him, He ceemed in t apirita,

“Does Prout know #2 asked Greens
blaukly,

Words falled him,

“Wot yet, I think. He will know
at calling-over§”

“At kik-kik-calling-over!” Potter
was afflicted with that stutter again.
“¥Yea; I eghall turn up for roll.”
*Oh erikey!” breathed Greene.
“Didn't anybody sde you comin
in?" asked I’itter. “Gosling's ga%’

ordera to keep you out.”

“I nip in over the Cloister
wall,"” explained Coker., "3Some
Remove fags saw me coming in.
They started laughing when the
saw me—I don't know why! I'
have thrashed them—but I wanted to
gat- in quietly! My idea iz this.

'm here, secP”

“I—T gee!™ gasped Potter.
what__ﬂ

“When the bell rings, I go in to
roll in the uswal way,” =aid Coker.
“X simply take my place as a Grey-

“But

w8 PR Y TN
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" et Ll “‘"
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“By gum ! " he gasd,

friars man, as if nothing had hap- g

FE“.E&,#

“Oh 'immﬁ”

a1t ug has sense enough to let
it g at that, all right |* said Coker.

“IE 1" purgled Greene,

“Thizs rotten gtate of affaire,” said
Coker, “has gone on long cnough, in
my opinion, -I'm aimxgtl'g not stand-
ing it any longer. ¢ given 0ld
Pompous ty of rope. He's had
time to enafflo that young blighter,
whoever he wes, who banped that
bang in his stndy. If he doesn’
chiooso to, that's hLis look-eut. I'm
here I

Potter and CGreene gazed at the

'retormed wanderer.

They knew, of cowrse, that Horace
Coker was the higgest ass geing.
They had kpown him Iong
enou to have ne doubk
about that. TMF did not
o t any gense from Coker
-—tge admitted that that
wasg much &o expect,
But old Horace was gtill
able to surprise them.
ble t prise th

Coker had been esacked.
Coker seemed to think that
that was a mere incident—
a trifla light as air—which
he could mrcglsmL Having
spent a couple of weeks
making Prout wild to the
uwmpteenth degree of wild-
uess, Coker had, it scemed,
given that up as a method
—and just come back, And
here he was!

“But, old chap—"
gasped Fotter.

“ But——"" moaned Greene.

“That's that!” said
Coker. *“I've come back.
Here I ami If Irout
docsn’t like it, e con Jum
it! I shan't po again.
utterly decline to go. Az a
Greyfriars man, I stand on
my rights!”

“But o3 soon as FProut
sces you—" stittered
Potter.

“He'll tell the ]'mefects
to chuek you out!” said
Grecne.

“I'm not easy to chuck
out ! eaid Coker calmly.
“I've got my own ideas
about that, too. They
chucked me out before—I know that!
They may not find it so casy moxb
time, Wo'll aee. Here, on the apot,
I may be able to put my finger on the

ung rotter who banged that bang!

t needa intelligence. Proub can't
do it, Perhaps I canl”

“Are you still ke&pmg{i it up that
yonu mever did it?” asked Pobter.

“Haven't I said T never did ib2"
asked Coker, looking at him.

“Well, yes, bu e

“Do you want one in the eye,
Geor tter §

“No, thanks! Bat—"

“Yon're asking for it!" anid Coker
dazkly. “I don't allow fellows to
doubt my word. I’'ve punched fellows
for lesa than that, Potter. If you
want to po out of this gtudy with my
hoot behind you, you've only to say
the word |

Pottcr and Greene cexchanged a

:.f:l;
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lanee and moved back to the door,
What would hap when Coker
was discovered in the school, they,
Lad mo donbt. Coker would be
chucked out on his meck. And any-
body who aided and abetted Coker in
this invasion would get into o fearful
row. Coker, in present circumatances,
was a rather dangerous acquaintance.
Ll 5 you fellows think I 2id it
when I'vo snid I never did, I'm ready
to hang iycmr silly heads togcther
and see if I con bang a little scuse
into them,” aaid Coker. “I cait't say
fairﬁr :han téh?'” '
ut you did, you know—" 3
tered Gr:i:mua. i o
“What?" roared Coker,
“I1 mean, everybody Enows--—"

“Yes; on gee evershod
knows “Iani-:! Totter. ey

That did it}

Coker had come back quitc movry
and bright, in the mos nial of

tempers. He was ready for tea in the
study, with Potter and Greens, jusé
ns if mothing had m ned, 'ansi] he
had mever been sacked. But lLe was
not, of course, standing that.

He jumped at Potter and Greens.
tfg'nmptl]r they dodged out of the
study.

They dodged quickly. Potter ot
out first—Greene rapiiﬁy after him.

But Greeno was not quite quick
enough. The largest foot in the
Greyirinrs Fifth landed on Greene's
trousers as he went, and Grecne
voared as ho shot into the passage,
crashing into Potter and sending lnm
spinning.

“Wow !” roared Greene.

“0h{” pasped Potter,

“Now, you swabsz!” roared Coker,
from the doorway. “If you want a
few more—-="

Patter and Greene did not linger
for a few more! They departed down
the Fifth Form passage ss if that
passape had been the cinder-path.
thl‘-}u::ﬁ:-.u' hurled a snort of seorn alter

Ml

They vanished—and Hornce Coler,
in sola poasession of his old study,
was left alone in his plory.

ON HIS NECK !

_“ BEUM lll‘
Coker'as name, of courae,
was uwot called at roell.

Mr. Prout was taking roll in Hall,
and natnrally he did not call the
pome of a fellow who hed beem ex-
pelled and no longer belonged to the
sohool.

But at the point where Coker's
namg should have been ealled, if i%
liad been called at all, & poworful
voice from the ranks of the Fifth an-
ewered * Adsum 1 just as if the name
hod been called.

Prout fairly jumped.

Prout did not ow fthat Coker
wia there. Accustomed as he was
retting to the cxtraordinary antica
of the sacked Fifth-Former, Mr.
Pront never dreamod that he wonld
turn up for call-over in Hall.

He had.

Prout bad noticed that there was a
lot of half-suppressed merrirpent in
Hall. He had wondered what woa
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the cause of it, without thinking of
Horace Coker. _

Coker had come in with the Fifth,
ge was there with his old Form. The

ifth Form men stared at him,
blinked at him, grinned at him, But
there he was, as large as life,

Fellows in other Forms, hearin
that Coker had come back, cranci
their necks to look at him from all
guarters.

There was & continnal ripple of-

merriment in the Shell, the
the Remove, the Third,
Second.

ourth,
and the

Even inp the high and mighty

Sixth there were anning faces,

. Bixth Form prefects weroc ready to
deal with the obstreperous Horace as
they had dealt with him before, ot an
order g0 to do. But the{- left him
alone till he should be spotted by the
eve of authority. .

Other masters, present at callin
over, had noticed him, though Prou
had not.

Mr. Quelch gave him a stare—Mr.
Hacker gave him o glare—Mr.
Capper aond . Monsieur C tier
h]:ufed at him amazed. But it was
Prout's business, not theirs—indeed,
they were rather thankful that it was
not, Horace Coker was rather a diffi-
cult problem to solve.

A fellow who was sacked bhut de-
clined to ncecpt that sentence and
go, was rather like the man in ‘the
old storv who was dead, but would
not lic down. It really was not casy
to dispose of a fellow who Eo[;p:ﬂ up
continnally like a jaeck-in-the-box.

Ag Coker's powerfnl voice boomed
“Adsum !’ there was a chortle all
throngh ITall.

Prout jumped, and fixed his aycs on
tlic ranks of his own Form—discern-
ing nt last the hefty fignure of Horace
Coker there.

Pront pogpled at him. )

The Fifth were all grinning—ex-
cept one.  Price was giving Coker
looks that were positively homiecidal.

The black sheep of the Fifth was
in a misernble state of trepidation,
Already half the school were debat-
ing whether he, Price, had done what
Coker was supposed to have dome.
Worst of all, that nfternoon an eyc-
witness had turncd up—in the fat
ahape of Billy Bunter.

Pricc was o keen, wary, and sus-
picious fellow—but he did not sus-
pect ‘that Billy Bunter had been

ulling his leg wholly and solely to

ag o free feed in his study. Hoe had
no doubt that Bunter geen him
on  that occasion when ke had

sneaked surreptitionsly into Irout’s
stndy nfter those fireworks.

Bunter, in point of fact, liad not
even said so0. Bunter bad said, in an
airy way, that a fellow might have
pone to Quelcli’a study about that
time, that he might have looked ont,
and might have seen Price on the
warpath. So, certainly o fellow
might have.

But the guilbg flee whon no man
pursucth. Priee's guilty conseience
was enonigh. He had no.doubt that
the prying fat junior had seen him—
and was in o position to be a wit-
ness against him,

In that state of uncasy np&hen-
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gion the sight of Horace Coker, back
at friars, was horribly dismay-
m% to ce of the Fifth.

f only thot fathead bad cleared
off at tho sentence of the sack, liko
any other fellow, Price would have
‘been safe_enough. Now he realised
Dﬂf:!.j' too clearly he was very far from
gafe. .

According to the old proverb,
eat is truth, and it must ail.
rice “was _foarfully ap& nsive
that it wonld vail. ith that
nss, Coker, on the spot, there was no
telling what might happen.

So it was a, relief to Steph

when Prout's

en Price
gﬁgling eyes fell on
O WBE ¥ anxious

for Coker to be chucked out, and he
hoped, though it was rather s faint
hope, that when Coker went he-wonld
go for good.

Roll came to o sndden stop.

Prout seemed stricken dumb.

He gazed at Coker with almost un-
belicving cyes.

“Is—is—1s ,that Coker? breathed
Pront at last.

“That is Coker, Mr. Prout,” said
Queleh.

“Coker ! bhoomed Prout.

“Yos, sir!” oanswered —Coker
cheerily. :

“What are youn doing  lere,
Coker?™

“We have to turn up for rell, eir,”
answered Coker. “I’ve come in with
my Form, of conrse.”

“Han, la, ha!" rippled through
Iall.

“8ilence !” boomed Prout. “Coker !
You have not come in with your
Form., Youw do not belong to any
Torm in this school. You do not
belong to Greyfriars. You are an
intruder here.”

“Not at all, sir!* answered Coker.
"I'iu mma”hank. I was sacked for
nothing——

“Bilence! Go!”

“I waos sncked for nothing, nnd I've
comg back. You can’t say that yon
hiaven’t had plenty of time to find out
who banged that bang in your study,
gir. A couple of weeks is enongh,
and some over. If yon haven't done
it, it’s not my fault!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I've beon troated with injustice,”
went on Coker. “I'm prepared to
overlook it, and go on as before. I'm
willing to let bygones be bygones,

gir, if yow are.”
“Is that boy in his senscs?”
purgled Prout. “Coker! Capnot

you mnderstand that yon have been
expelled by your headmaster and
must not enter this school P

“0Oh, no, sir!” answered Cokor.
“I'm here ns a Greyfriars man. I'm
sticking hera. If I'd dome anythin
to bes bunked for it woumld be
different. I haven’t. - I'm standing
up for my- rights.”

“Leavo this Hall at once 1"

Coker made no movement.

Potter nudged his arm.

“Clear off, old chap! he whis-

Imt‘-d‘
“Pon't be a fool, Potter.”
“For goodness' sake—" whispered

TCOLe. :
“Don’t be nn idiot, Greene ™
“Yon cheeky foal, get out ¥ hissed

'rice.

g annoyin

E;r}igcér locked roymd at him.

‘Did you speak to me, Pricoy?

e asked. 4
“Xes, I did!” snnrled Price. “Get

out of it, yon cheeky dummy! Get

?ut“bﬁfm you're Eicked out, you
ool I”
“I can’t punch yom imn Hall,

Pricey !” snid Coker. “I'll look for
you presently. Now shut up, or 1
shall smack youwr head I

Price gave him o venomous look;
but he shut up.

Mr. Prout, on the dais, was still
poggling at Coker, rather like.n man

in & wl?.im;n. B&lt he 'm:-kti n u.tl‘- InI.?t.
“Wingate, Gwynne oT c.
movo that boy I he boomed.

“Yes, gir!

The prefects went into action,

Coker gave them a warlike look.

“Hands off I" he said, “You start
handling me, and I can jolly well tell
you that I'll— TYaroooooop!”

Coker roared os he came bundling
out of the ranks of tho Fifth in the
graaLP of three pairs of sturdy hands.

“Lijeet him !I" boomed Prout,

“Back mup, Coker!” yeolled the
Bunilﬂer, from the Ilemove. *T'unch
Jﬁm IF

“Hun, ha, ha!” '

Coker had come back and $aken his
old place. Whether he fancied that
ho conld keep that place by main
force wos not clear. If he fanecicd
g0, he now discovered that it was a
mistake. He couldn’t!

Price ran to open the door.

Coker, in the powerful grasp of

Wingate, Gw?mn, and Loder, went
through, whir in&r.

He crashed and roared.

The door was shut on him.

Prout, in » state of considerable
apitation. went on with the roll.

Coker had gonc—on his neck!

Had he departed from the precinets
of Greyfriars Bchool? Prout hoped
that he had. Price of the Fifth hoped
that he had. Quite a number of
fellows hilarionsly hoped that he
hadn't!

Later, it transpired that ho hadn't!

s

NO ADMITTANCE!

HAT silly ass—"
“What thumping
chinm -
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
wade those remarks together,

Harry Wharton was turning the
door handle of Study No. 1 in the
Remove. Frank Nugent was pushing
at the door,

The door did nob open.

It wns Ii;ep, and the Remove liad
come up their studies, It waa
to find that somebody had
locked tho door of 5t No. 1, and
that the key was not wisible.

“What blithering idiot—" cx.
claimed the captain of the Remove.

“What howling ass—" asked
Frank Nugent.

é‘Whﬂt’ﬂ np?”inuguke& Bnht fﬂl_;?;rg.
“Can’t you get FOUr & ™

“The 'ﬂﬂﬂl‘gﬂ- locked [”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Who's got the
called out Harry
burbling ass has locked
taken tﬁn key away?”

of this study *"
. “What
my study and



“8illy trick!” said Peter Todd.
“Who's got the key?"

“You been pla]'mg tricks,
Skinner 7"

“Not guilty, my lord,” answercd
Skinner.

"Well who's pot the key?” ex-
claimed Wharton angrily, “We've
E:t to-get 1n for prep. here's that

erowd of icllows pathered outside
Study No. 1. Two ar three of them
tried the door. But it was, evidently,
locked. There was no access to that
study for the owners thereof.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” cxclaimed
Bob {}Iim;gosuddenl; “There’s some-

£
o caught the sound of a movemoent

w1t m
'W{ in the etudy!” ex-
clmmed srton blankly, “Wlm the
-:]mhnum-u
juniore stared at the locked
inding it locked, Wharton
11'u:l Nu ugent had au ‘that some-
dy had locked it and taken out the
way of an idiotic practical
e at - rr. seemed that thero was
Hﬂﬂlﬂ bedy inside. Why any fellow
shoutd lock himself in that study was
4 m :

HamITWhartﬂn thumped on the
door. He realised now that the key
was inside.

E;‘Whuzahmu::l there 7 hizl ﬂguted
“Open agor, you eilly chump,
whoever Jou are ! 3530 you hecar me,

“Pon’t be chee

fathcad? :
‘Wharton 1

came back an answer Eum the locked
study—in a well-known voice.
There was a yell in the Remove

P Gokeer 1=

“Coker 1" g Harry Wharton.

“Coker 1" :Eﬁ'lif';gl'-ﬂﬂ I?T ugent.

“That ase, Coker 1 ﬂ:cla.imﬁﬂ Bob &
Cherry. “What the thump iz that
horn idiot doing in a Remove study ?*

“Sn he hasn’t pgone!™ chueckled
Skinner.

Wharton thumped on the door
again,

“Coker, he
shouted.

“X said don't be cheeky!”

“Let me pet into my study, you

oat |* roared the captain of the

Q. “It’u prep. you ass! What-
are you %}ng thia silly game for,
you fathead

“That will do I came Coker's voice
through the oak. “Don't make a row
at that door—I don’t like it!”

“Will yom let us in?” shouted
El'u t.

ot

“You won't let uz into aur own
study 1 Harry Wharton.
“Have you gone potty, or whatp"
Really, it looked as if the at
f[um had!  Almost an ng

t have been ¢ of
ﬂﬂ er—but locking limself in a.
Nemove study was really the limit.

“You can’t use this study,” came
Coker’s voice.

“Can't use our own study?” yelled
N’u ent,

u_jll

".!.:ml why not?®

“I wanHt-!_”

“You want our study?Z
Harry YWharton.

you gilly assg—=""

gasped

EVERY SATURDAY

~Xeal I’m staying here!”
kere—in our study?”

"‘IHI on can go and tell Prout!
I ra%t him t-n know I'm still here.*

“Ha, ha, al“ lled tho Bounder.
“That's Coker’'s latest! Coker's a
stickér{ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tha stickfuluess is terrifie !

gaa'ﬁ urrec Jamset RBam Singh.
e—the—the potty ass!® ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. “Coker, you
coat, if Yyou. want to stick in a stud
till you're chucked out, go and sti
in your own study | You can’t stick
in a stndy I”
"Enn*t I?” answered Coker, "I
qj Ican! I've selected tlua study
t’'s not so « to get a Thﬂg
Emtlﬂ get at the window in t]m Fift.
—they can’t get at this window! This
st-u& suits me.*
you think you can turn us out
of our study?”
“Eh? Yes!®
“You blithering t—"
“That will do, Wharton! Don't
kick up a row at that door while I'm
g yﬂur # Huhﬂa.jr Annual.* *
ae've t in that study
for pmpI" runra:l @ captain of the
Remove, fthmeﬁﬂi‘m we to do our
oun fa il
"pﬁngfwhm you like! You can't
come in hero! ¥ can’t risk unlocking
the door. DBesides, I can't be
bothered with fags in the study.”

"A.nd what about us?” howled

L1

gn? It doesn't matter about you,,

ﬂﬂﬂﬁ it?” asked Coker. “I suppose
you're not e:rmchng me to worry
about fugs

"Hﬂr, a, ha [

“You—you—you fﬂuthng fathead !"
rﬂnm& harton. *“Yow've got tﬂ

&1 ?}mt door and clear out of our

q”nmt out there!”
"Whaf-?

“Eeep quict—I'm reudmlil“
Harry arton and Frank Nupent
gazed at that door. There was no
means of uFeu{ng it until it was un-
ILI:I’.II.‘h g;.lh fell the - passa
L 4 or B.Wﬂ ll! o -
howled with laughter. e
This, evidently, was Coker’s latest !
He hn& come back—and he was

stayin
Elgmut declined to leb hiﬁt
bygones and let it
, on the other had him
chucked ount of Hall, this was the
next move in Coker's remarkable

stratoegy.
He was not going ! Perhapas it had
dawned on his powerful intellect that

he could not hiﬂldla the whola bod
of prefects. Bo he had locked hlmli

in n st tly prepared to
hold thﬂart Eml

He lad scleeted the stuql;
suited his strategy best. or t.ha
nwnera of the study, they were onl
gﬂ and did not matter. Coker h
to think about without bother-
about fags!
£Y, in  Horace Cq:u]mr a8 hfnt!g
npnuun, wm:u trifles light as air.
gurprised that
muﬁi’t sce that for themsclves, Any-
how, if they did mnot like it, they
conld Maump it!
Coker, sitting in. the study arm-

111

they into Btody No. 13,” said Bob.
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rusing an interesting voinme
he h flmnd in the study, did not
want to _be bothered by a row at the
door. That was all t concerned
Coker.

“ E_:ﬂlh cu]:na out of *i'hn]ﬁ vou
roa the in of the Re~
move through the mula

“Be quiet, will you?*

“We want our study |”

“X said be quiet!™

Wharton and Nugent looked at one
auother. Everybody else was how
with langhter. But, reslly, it was
no langhing matter for feilows wlho

wanted to get to
gtick thete,

" Do you think
CokerP” exclaimed Harry Wharton at
“How long do yow think you

last,
%si“ nna'_lrerﬂﬂ Coker

gﬂu GEII

com stick there

“Fhat d
ehiecriully. "Thny won'$ geb me out
in a hun I know that!

“Oh crumbs!” gas Bob Cherry.
“Think you c:.uEl get:j' thera r{l
night ?*

‘Ehﬂ Yea, of cugsn II" 5

“Are yom goin 8 on the
hEﬂﬂhrﬂFF" ; pgd B-uh.mp

“I've ntﬂlm:i some blankets and
pillows from the dorm! That's all
right !” answered Coker.

“0Oh crikey!”

Coker, it scnmnﬂ had made his

ations for a EJEE'E]

ow be quiet!” added Coker.
"Thcrnn s jolly good story in this
Annnal about a chap called the Rio

Kid, and I'm reading it.”

“You'll be hun by morning,
Coker " chuckled the Bounder.
“What are you pgoing to do for
brekker #*

“Think I nmrm.' thought of that,

{'ﬂung ass? I've got o bag of

"t}h gad! Ha, ha, ha!”
*Yon—you—you burbling hnmler-
snatch, do yon fancy jrtm‘*m gf

stand o siege in our study?
the captain of the Remove,
“Yes—unless Prout comes round 2
“Ha, ha, hal*
wiet out there!”

“Now keep
added Coker. “I'm reading—and I
don’t like these interruptioms! X

shan’t answer agdin! Go away and

Im niet
ou mad aszs!™ roared Whartoun.
“Como out of it!"”
No
"ﬂumn out of it, you potty
chum
8 nu reply!

“Will you come out of it, Coker,
you insame hippopotamus?®

Silence frnm the study.

Coker, deep in the thrilling advens
tures of the Ric Kid, declined to

Answer mnm. :

" 'Well, hat!” said Harry
W'!mrtml w1 a decp breath. “ What
are we going to do? Wa can’t bust
in at the door!”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“You'll have to do your prep in

othor fellows® studies |* he gaid,
“ A1l our books are in there—"
“You'll havo to borrow some
hooks! Come on—we’ll cram '%-.u
“Wa

shall have a prefect up at this rate!
Comeo on!”
There was nothing clse to be done!
Tue Migrer Lisrany.—No. 1.658.
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Coker, clearly, was nn{;dgning to
open that door; he declined cven to
Iy to objurgations from without!
I?'\E:%i'lmrl:n:-n and Nugent had to %ﬁm
it up; and they went along to Bob
ion of

Cherry's study for prep.
How long he would

Coker remamned in
Study No. 1.

remain in possession of it, and what
measures wonld be taken to hook him
oit, were deeply interesting questions
to the Remove.

e —

COKER MEANS BUSINESS !

' MPOSSIBLE!” boomed Mr.
Pront.
“He'a there, sir!"” said
Price of Mr. Prout’s Form.
“oker—impossible [

junior
ctier

“He's locked himself in a
study, sir! I thonght you'd
kitow,” muttered - Price.

“ Amazing !” gasped Mr. Prout.
“Is there no limit to the folly—the
inséngate folly—of-that boy? Thank
vor, FPrice—I am plad you have
apprised me of this! Upon my
word [

Mr. Pront rolled out of his stndy.

He lLeaded for the stairs—to go up
to tlie Remove and get Toker out of
it.

. Price, from the bottom of lis
heart, hoped that he would be
sneeessful. Priee of the Fifth was in

a state of uneasy funk that was fnr

from cnviable.

The Fifth Form master monnted
the atairs.

Trep was over; lnt fow fellows had
come ddown from the studies. The
news that Horace Coker was locked in
a Iemove study, that he was goin
to liold the fort there, drow o crowd.
The Remove landing, and the Remove
mssago, swarmed with fellows of all

oTINS.

Sounds of merriment greeted FProut
aa he oascended. Coker's latest
scemed to be evoking tremendous
hilarity.

“I say, you fellows, here comes Old
Pompous !” squeaked” Billy Bunter,
on the Remove landing.

“Hallo, hallo, ballo! TPront's
lieard !” cxclaimed Bob - Cherry.

“Here comes his nibs!” chuckled
the Bounder. “He's after Coker's
ecalp! How's he Fuiug to get at old
Horace? He can’t squecze through
the keylole !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,
at the ides of the portly TProut
:Ia-rﬂﬂmzing through the keyhole! A
wlole doorway was not too wide for
Trout!

Griuning foces surrounded the
master of the Fifth as he progresaed
majestically to Study Ne. 1.

Whartoh | boomod Irout.

“Yes;, gir!”

“I think this is vonr study ! Where
is the key?”

“Inside, sir ! answered Harry.

“You should not have permittod
Coker to lock himself in your
study, Wharton! How dare yom
allow a boy, expeltled from the school,
a lawless intrader here, fo lock him-
golf in your study?” boomed Pront.

“I @dido't ask him to, sirl” cx-
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plained Harry. “He was locked in

when we came up to prep! I'd be
ily glad if yon conld get him ont!
e want onr study.”

Prout snorted and halted at the

door of the locked study. He turned
the - door-handle in wnin: and then

thumped on.a panel,

“Coker " he boomed. “Are you
there, Coker#”
“Hallo! Yes, I'm here, Prout!”

camo the answer from within, -

“Come out of that study at eonce,
Coker 1"

-i-_“;ﬂum I to come back to the Fifth,
gir ¥ :

“What! Certninly not!”

“Then you're not speaking as my
Form-master ?” asked Coker. .

“What! No! I am not your Form-
master, you stupid boy, ns yon- do
not belong to my Form, or to the
schiool at alk”

“Then you can shut up 1*

ﬁ'.w:hu_-h-t IH

“8hut up ! snid Coker. “If you're
my Form-master, I'll do exactly what

ou tell me, as o Greyfriars chap is

und to do. If you’re not, you ean
pock it np, and don't jaw [

“Hun, ha, ha!” yelled about a hnu-
dred fellows.

“Upon my word!” gasped Pront,
“Coker, yon—you—yon young rascal
—yout young ruffian—I order you to
cmerge ot onco!” :

“Bow-wow ! retorted Coker.

“Bless my sonl ™ gasped Trout.
# 1 —J—I "

Words scemed to fail Prout.
stood blinking at the dooz.

Lound him surged o gbrl'_inning
crowd. Tiven Wharton and Nugent,
who had been turned out of that
stndy by the high-handed Horaer,
wore grinning like the rest. Their
sympathics, after all, were with
(,;:ﬂmr— beliecved that he had
been sncked for what Price had done,
and they wished him lnck., And there
was no doubt that Coker’s campaign
was cntertnining and exhilarating.

“1f you refuse to open this door,
I—" boomed Prout, finding his
voice ngain.

“Bank on thot!” assured Coker.
“I'm here, and I'm ati:tiug here !
You sce; I'm camping herc!

“Camping there!” gurgled Prout.

“I've got some blankots and a good
bit of grub! I've decided not to leave

He

Greyfriars again 1™
s nn—“{.o:;—gnn have decided !™
breathed. nt. “Do I dream that

I hear this? Bless my soul [”

“Get on with finding
banged that bﬂn%;" snid Coker.
“You've had lots of time already; yon
enn't deny that! I'm poing to stay
here till the Head tells mo I'm to

ﬁtﬂp o
This door will be forced, Coker, if
you do not open it!” -
gnifl Coker

“Get on with it!”
cheerily. “I’'ve got a hammer and
nails here, and I shall nail the table
down ingide the door, if it becomes
necessary. . I've got a hammer! I
t_lﬂq‘ﬂt‘_}ﬁﬂlvf'tllﬁ man who gets his head
inside’!™

“IIa, ha, hn 17 :

“Y ghall call the headmaster here,
Caker I

“I domn’t mind !

out who

Always glad of a.

chat with Dr. Locke!” answered
Coker. “In fact, I'd like to explain
to him what an old donkey youn arc!”

“What I

“0ld donkey! TYou ought to have
spotted the right man long ago! I
may be able to make the Head seeo
that! Bring him up, by all meana !

Mr. Prout stood blinking at the
{;;:udy door. Ho almost gibbered at
it.

It was not am easy task to force
that door. It was of good strong onk.
Greyfriors School had been built in
the days when builders were builders.
And cven if the lock went, it would
not be much nse, if Coker nailed

"down the table to the floor - inside.

Coker, in fact, had taken up a very
strong position. It was not easy to
see how he was to be dislodged.
Yet to leave him there in
of his citadel was really unthinkable.
“What is all this?” Mr. Quelelh
arrived on the scene, far from pleased
by the hilarious. cxcitement reigning
in the quarters of his Form. “Mr.
Prout—what—"
“It is—is—is Coker!™  gurglmd
Pront. “Locked—in this studv—"
“Coker! Tocked in n ove
study !” Mr. Quelch rapped sharply
on the door. *“Cokor! e ont of
that study immediately, Coker !”
“Guess again!™ answered Coker,

“Do you dare to remain in o studs
belonging te boys of my Forw,
Coker——" thyndered Mr. Quelch.

“Just a few, girl”

“You impudent boy, the sterncst
measnures will bo taken——*

“Go it!” said Coker. “Bnt I'll tcll
ou what, sir! You've got more sense
han Prout! Why don’t you take a

hand and find out who anged off
those fireworks in his study? I'm
pretty cortain that it wos some
cheeky fag in your Form.”

_ “Bilence! Come out of that study
instantly !

“I'll wateh it 1"

Quelch st his Hﬁﬁz

Frout steod gibbering helplessly;
but Quelch was mnot the man te
gibber, Quclch was a man of action.

He planced round, There were
Sixth Form prefects on the scene now.
He called to Loder.

“Loder, please find some tools and
bring them here! The lock of this
door must be forced at once!”

“Cortainly, sir ! eaid Loder,

“Now we shan"t be long!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder of the Sixth hurried away,
and eame back with tools,

A moment later the Remove
paas;téa rang and cchoed to the un-
woh sound of the banging of
hammer -nnd chisel, while an eager
crowd looked on, in execitement that
was now growing to fever heat,

ion

FIRST ROUND TO COKER!

T ) ANG! Bang!
B giut-}.! i
_Loder of the Sixth pnt his beef into
it., He banged and banged, filling
the Remove passage with echoing din.
The lock eracked, It was a'fairly



strong loek, but it wag not designed
‘o stand that kind of atbwek, It
¢racked and cracked, and g‘ra-émﬂiy
digintegrated. :

Frout and Quelch stood looking on,
They were edger to see that door open
and Coker hooked out. There was

lenty of force at hand to deal with

ker once the door was open.

But as Loder of the Sixth banged
on the outside, anether sound of
han%;lng was heard from within,
Another hammer was being wielded,
inside tlre study.

Coker was ering in mnails!
Coker was well provided! He had
had time to get ready for a eiege
before the Remove came up fo prs'%;
Bob Cherry’s tool-cheat—thougk Bo
was not aware of it at the moment—
was in Study No. 1.

Bang, barg, bang! rang Loder's
hammer outaide,

Bang, bang, bang! anawered
Coker's hammer, fram within.

“Therc goeg our study table I’ mur-
murcd Harry Nugent.

Nugent nodded and grinned.

“Going west!” he agreed. “They
won't that deor open in a hurry
if he's nailing it down inside!”

That was exactl
Coker was deing, e study table
waa upended inside the door, Coker
wag hammering nails through the
legs into the floor! It wos rather a
formidable obstacle in the way of the

FTEREOTA

The lock went at last.

Loder gave the door a shove, Ti
opered ahont five or gix inches, Then
it brought up apainst an immovable
abstaclo.

what Horace

“Push it open, Toder!” said
AMr., Queleh,

“Puch it n at once, Loder!”
boomed Prout., “ Wingate, Sykes,

Walker, Carne, enter that study as
apen as the door is open, and remave
that young ruffian !*

lgognr ghoved at the door, Ha
shoved hard, but the deor did not
shift farther. As it had come up
againat the table nailed to the floor,
it couldn’t.

“It won't qpen farther, gir!” gaid 8

Loder, gasping with his eforts.

“Nongense !” boomed DIrout. “If
there iz something placed against it,
Loder, reach juside and remove it 1”

Loder pushed his arm through the
aperture and groped for the obstruc-
fion., His finpers mot the leg of a
table.

They met somecthing clse the next
moment {

Rap !

"ﬂrmnﬂth " roared Loder.

Be withdrew his ing hand as
suddenly as if the interior of Eﬂuﬁ_y
No. 1 had hecome red-hot! e
jammed his fingers to his mouth and
sucked them frantically, almost
doneing in the passage.

“ What——" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yowww 1" roared Loder,

“Loder! doea this nonsense
mean P exelaimed My, Prout. “Youn
are wasting time, Loder! You—m"

“Yooo - ! Wow!” howled
Loder. “My fimgera! Wow! That
idiot's banged them with the
hammer! Wow! Yow!” ;

“Ha, ha, ha 1 shrieked the mob in
the Remore passave.

Sirat
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“Ow! Oh crikey! Ow!® yelled
Lioder, "‘Uli'cmml:g!_ Wow |
“Hﬂ; hﬂ, ]lB I.H'

“Silence ! boomed Prout. *“Loder,
try again! Yon must not mind a
little pain, Loder—you, a Sixth Form
'} Puf your hand in again and
remove whatever it is that stupid boy
has ‘glacnd- against the door?

* Wow I

“Do you hear me, Loder 7

“Ow! Wow! Ycs, and I jolly well
won't | roared Loder. *“You can put

ur paw in to ‘be rapped Dby a
Kgm_ mer if you like, I don't! Wow!”

“Loder!” boomed Prout. “Where
are you going, Loder? Come back at
onoe !

“"Wow! Yow!” :

Loder of the Sixth did ot come
back? Still spluttering with mﬁh.
in a tﬁrerfwﬂ& frantic manner, er
of the Sixth tramped away and
tramped down the stairs.

Gerald Loder, it appeared, had had
encugh! One rap on the knuckles
from a hammer was cnough for
Loder, He was not greedy !

Prout snorted angrily.

“Wingate! Kindly reach into that
study and remove the obstacle at the
door !” boomed Prout.

_The Greyfriars captain blinked at
him. Inserting a hand in that narrow
space, to be mpga;ii by a hammer as
Boon as it waa de, did not seem
to him an attractive prospect.

“Come on!” came Coker’s voice,
from within. “I've got the hammer
ready ! Bhove your paw in, Wingate,
old man I*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Do you hear Wingate ?”
roarcd Prout.
es, I hear yom, sir,”
answered Wingate. “But I'd rather
not have my knugkles rapped with a
hammer, if you don’t mind, sir.”

“Pah! Poo! Walker, kindly insert
your hand |” :

“Not if youn don't mind, sir,” said
Walker of the SBixth prompily. “I'll
stand ‘re to shove -the door open,
sir, if you'll put in your hand ond
et it clear.”
“Oh!” gnid Mr. Prout, “Ahl®
He did not seem fearfully keen.
- “Oh do!” called ont Coker. “The
hammei’'s ready! Just shove in your
paw, Old Pompous I*

“Mr. Queleh, perhaps yon—*

swg%}autaﬂ Prout.

ot at all, sir!” said the Remave

master. “ Coker is a boy of your Form

—it is for you to deal with him.”
“Probably one of these juniors—

Wharton !

mde,

“Please excuse me, sir!” gaid
Harﬁy Wharton ;;olitely*

: urree Singh ! i

‘The cxeusefulness iz terrific,
esteemed sir "

Prout breathed hard. He made up
hig mind to it and rolled to the door,
To seize the obstacle within, to
wrench it out of the way, to leave
the door free to open, was feasible—
‘but for Coker and the hammer, But,
really, it wanted some nerve to put a
hand round the door, inviting a smite
from the hammer !

Prout paunsed,

“Coker, you young rascall” he
boomed.

did he quite réalise
bhan :

9
‘;:I’mut, you old ass!" answered

o, ..
“Hua; ha; ha P
That was cnouph for Prout !
Hammter or no, Coker had to be got
out of that study |
Prout shoved & plump arm through

the aperture-and with a
ha-nd.'l?w th a plump
He got a grip on a table-log! Ha
WIED !
Bang |
It was a terrific smite within!
Prout snatched hiz plamp

liard as rapidly as Loder had done,
For a moment, Prout. really thought
that his g!:mp fingers wére smashed!

Not till he got his Ehl:mgt 1:;“:3 oub
at terrifio
had missed -the mark. It had

landed on the door, mot om Prout’s
paw | : !

Huh!:u Pr'ﬂ :h
“Ha, hag., Ea!_‘.’

1

h A e o
¢ passage. i 2

did E\nt. Eat ol >y : oy

S T e ot
¥ulump paw in nally. That fear-
bang on the door had becd enough
fﬂ}: ’I;P:;%t‘. :
again ! called out Coker.

Mr. Prout did not try again. The
thought of what his fat fingers would
have felt like had that bang landed
on them made him feel quitc a shiver
down his plump back, ut was not
temg;;ug ate twice.

“ What—what—what is to bo done,
Mr, Quelch?” asked the Fifth Form
master. “ What—what—what do you
advise p*

But even Quelch, the man of aetion,
was at a loss now! Actnally, there
was npothing to be done, unless the
oak door was hewn down with an axe!
And that was a.very big order!

“I think, sir,” said the Remove
master, “that the Head had hetter bo
consulted as to the measures to be
taken 'in dealing with that extra-
ordinary boy!”

“Perhaps so I said Mr. Prout.

Grinning. faces watched the two
masters as they turned away from the
door of Study No. 1. It was defeat
—congulting the Head was only
camouflage, as it were, to cover the

retreat |
The fact was that they did not
know how to deal with Coker, they

conld not deal with him, and they
liad to give it up!

Cokor, for the present, was vietori-
ous! Howsocver his amazing invasion
of QGreyfriars turned out, Horaee
Coker had won the first round.

Prout and Quelch disappearcd--
leaving the Remove fre 11 & TOAr.

It was mnear -time now; and
Coker, clearly, was there for the

night! He was there; he was mnot
to be dislodged; and he had to be
left there!

He was etill there when the Grey-
friars fellows went to their dormi.
tories. He was still there when the
dim " November morning dawued on
Greyiriars School |

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW !

SAY, you fellows, hLe's still
there 1™
“There he is !
“Good old Joker ¥
Tie Maiawer Lmkiny.—Nao. 1,658,
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“Ha, ha, Lha!”

Innumerable faces, after breakfast
in the morning, were upturned to
stare at the high window of Btud
No.'1 in the Remove from the thfi-
rongle.

That window was open. At the
open window could be scen the bullet
Lend and brawny shoulders of Horaco
Coker lenning on the window-gill and
looking out.

Coker looked quite cheerful. He
waved his hand to Potter and Greenc
of the Fifth when they looked up.

Potter and Greene gazed at him.

“Jevver hear of such a blithering
idiot, Greeney f” murmured Potter.

“Never ! gaid Greene.

“He thinks he's come back to
stay i hreathed Potter.

“Thinks?” repeated Greene. He
scemed to donbt whether Coker could
think, or whether he had anything to
do it with.

Me. I'rout came out of the House,
all eyes on him as he came.

Prout looked up at Coker’s face at
the window. He did not speak! Per-
liaps his feelings were too deep for

worde. He j azed at Coker.
Coker waved hand again in
greeting to his Form-master.

“Foad-morning, eir I"he called out.
“Thought it over yet? I'm ready to
cOIe d%wn and go into Form, if you
say the word !”

%mut did not say the word. He
did not say an]rthingz. He only gazed
at Cokor with o ify HF gaze.

“Here comes the Head ! breathed
Dob Cherry.

Thore was o hush as the stately
fisurc of the Head was seen advancing
to the spot. Whot the Head was
thinking was not “ﬁmd in his
calm, majestic face. He gazed up at
Coker like the rest,

“Good-morning, eir!” ecalled out
Coker, very respectfully. Even the
fathead of the Fifth realised that he
ought not to cheek the Head. * Sorry
there's been o row, sir—not my
fault 1™ v

“Coker !” said the Head, in a deep
voice. “You must leave that study!
You must leave the school !

“I'vc come back, sir!” e::]iluine{l
Coker. “I'm o reasonmable chap, I
hope! I've given Mr. Prout plenty
of time to find out who banged that
bang. I've kept him in mind of me
all the time, 1m case he forgot—he
can’t eay I haven’t! He hasn't done
it yet.”

Dr. Locke did not r-::plg to that.
His cyes were fixed w:ri eenly and
intently on Horace Coker's rugpged
fnce.

““Don't think I mnean any disrespect
to you, sir I went on Coker. “I don't
blame you for acting om FProut’s
report I’

“Bless my esoul!” murmured the
Head.

“Not in the least, sir ' said Coker.
“But, you see, there was a mistake!
I know you'd be jolly glad to set it
right, air! A man expeets justice
from hisz hendmaster—that's what
headmasters are for! Well, why not
moke Pront find ont who did it?
That’as all I want.”

. Dr. Locke did not answer.
Horace Cokor ancther thou
Tne Magner Lisrary,—No. 1,658,
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snrvey and walked off -the scene—Mr,
Prout nccompanying him. Nearly all
friars remained on the spot,
staring' up at Coker, laughing and
grinning.
Among the crowd were Hilton and
* Hiiton w plati 2 Price scowli
ilton was smilin rice scowling
blackly. B =
*Bticker, ain’t he?” grinned Hilton,
“The fool I” breathed Price:. “The
chéeky fool! Pront ought to have
ot ' him out of it last night. Fancy
etting' that checky fool stick in the

gchool all night—and leaving him
still there ! “ﬁ:]’ docsn’t the Head do
nnﬂm!l:hjngi*”

“Coker's a fool!” agreed Hilton.
“But this is his best guess, nll the
same. Think o fellow would be carry-
illﬁg on like that if he had really done
what he was sacked for? He's 1]goi-.
nothing to cxpeet, unless they find
ot that another man did it! And
if that's what he's after, what clearer
&T?t- ;3111{1 they want that he never

i

“Rubbish !” grunted Price.

But he was deeply uneasy! It was,
in fact, wing clear El all the
fellows that these extraordinary
antics on Coker’s part were a proof
f.hnii he was not the guilty {nanﬂ

* ave you pome good advice
ymtnnﬁl , Price o

“0Oh, shut up !

“0.K.! But you'd better chew it
over, all the same—there's atill time,”
said Hilton. “The Head’s no fool—
and I believe he can see what every-
body elsa is inning to see—that
Prout made s mistake. There ﬁimglj
ien’t. any other explanation of Coker

mr%:n' on like this.”
£ t?ﬂ

Price loungedd away, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, his thin
face clouded with worry.

He could eall it rubbish and rot,
but he knew that Hilten was right.

At a little distance, over by the
c¢lms, the Head and Mr. Prout were
pacing togother, deep in conversation.

Stephen I'rice wonld have given a
great deal to know what the Head
was saying, and to learn whether he
was taking the view that Hilton
suggested.

the two mnsters paced to and
fro, Price lounged in n casual way
under the elms and Et-upf-cd, leaning
on o tree and taking o letter from his
pocket, nffecting io read it. At that
spot, he wns within carshot of the
headmaster and Form-master when
they come pacing back,

It was rather a ri roceeding to
play the cavesdropper where the Head
was concerned, and Frice did not like
taking risks, but be was in too
allll:iﬂus & frame of mind to care for
that.

The two mmtﬂm,nggﬂiﬂsgi malfﬂﬂh'
cally, passed on the other side of tho
elm on which Price was leaning,
without noticing him there.

Dr, Locke's voice floated to his ears,

“If there iz any doubi, Mr.
Prout——"

“None, sir I boomed Prout. " With
my own ears, gir, I heard that
uhstrd?emnﬂ' boy Eoker threaten to
explode the flreworks in my study.
I have reason to believe that he re-
peated this threat among the boys—

it was common knowledge. Then, sir,
it occurred——"

“Certainly it would gcom o clear
case, Mr, Prout. But so foolish and
hot-headed a boy may have nttered a
threat he never iten to carry ont.
Foolish and impertinent as it was, it
was no maotter for expulsion, if
a-::tua]l? he did mot carty out the

threat.”

Price gritted his teeth as he heard
that. idently, Hilton 'had judgcd
COx ¥y what was passing in the

headmaster’s mind,

“True, sir!” said Prout. * Very
frune! But I have no reason—no
reason whatever—to suspect any other
boy of such a harebrained act. Only

Coker was capable of it, of all the

boys in m rm, And his subse-
quent conduct—his unparalleled im-
pertinence and persistence——"

“This persistence, Mr. Prout, secms
to me to cast doubt on the mntter.
Coker is an uncommonly stupid boy
—yet he can surely have no other
object than to rm‘vfﬁn investigation
inte the matter. at would serve
no purpose, so far a8 ho is concerned,
ug!c'ﬁ AN eITOr hﬁn:_hmul m,“ i

ere is, perhaps, so ng in
that view, sir. fe&”

“If it should transpire, sir, that
Coker actiually did nof commit the
act for which he was expelled, 1
ghould have mo choice but to allow
him to returan to the school—*

“No donbt! But—"

“It would be extremely awkward.
after his headstro ings here
—yet justice must be done!” said the

Head. " Perhaps——"
Price heard no more, aa they paced
on out of his hearing. But he had

heard emough to make a cold chill
run down hizs baek.

The Head doubted—that was clear!
Hlfrnut- dmnn to doubt, to-::-f—ﬂ]

was a dismayi l'ﬂﬂf&’ct or the
fellow who mt-unﬂ;ghlslﬂ ope if.

A bell rang at last, and the grin-
ning ecrowd under the window of
Stndy No. 1 broke up and crowded
Mm{ to the -Form-rooms.
~ They left Horace Coker still cheer-
fully surveying the landseape from
the study window. -
In the Form-rooms that morning it
was not cosy for masters to keep the
attention of their closses fixed on the
business in Land., Evory fellow in
the school—from the Sixth down to
the Second—was thinking of Coker—
and wondering what was going to
happen. They listened for - sounds
from the direction of the Remove
studies—the general opinion being
that Coker would .be hooked out of
Lis stronghold while the fellows were
in class.

But there were no soumds of dis-
turbance—no hint that a study door
wos being knocked in. Tf Coker was
going, he was going quictly—which
nobody e Coker to_do.

Never had the Greyfriars fellows
been 6o eagér for break, When at
last the Forms were dismissed, there
was a rush to one spot—to stare np
at tho window of Study No. 1 in the
Remove, . _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there lie iz ¥
rosred Bob Cherry. )

“He's still there |2 chuckled the
Bounder,
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“I've got -the

run of a senior study—tons of grub—and I ask you fellows, to give youatreat ! Ain’t that enough ? **

“Good old Coker ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was Coker—as large as life.
e waved his band cheerily to a
laughing mob., "And all Greyfriars
chortled as they gazed up at the
fuce at the window.

GENERQUS OF BUNTER !

L SAY, you fellows! squeaked
Bill unter, “Btill stonyr”
“Yes, Buzz off I

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You've got all our ecash!” said
Bob. “I handed it all over to you the
other day, old fat man! Have you
spent it all¢”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look hére, den't be an ass!” said
Billy Bunter. “If wyou fellows are
up against it, I'm poing to sece you
through !*

1:1E ?JI.I'

“What "

It was after class when the fat
Owl of the Remove thus surprised
the Famous Five,

As tea-time was approaching,
Hunter, naturally, was thinking - of
tea.

Harry Wharton & Co., being still
in the unhappy, stony state, had- to
make up their minds to tea in Hall,

It was true that Lord Maulevercr’'s
hospitality was unbounded, so far as
his  {riends were copeerned, but
having touched Mauly for oune tea,
the Famous Five were not going to
touch him for another. 8o it was

tea 1n Hall for the chums of the
Remove—though, at the moment,
their minds were not dwelling on it
—meals not being such important
funetions with them as with William
George Bunter,

They were, in fact, thinking about
the extraordinary garrison in Stud
No. 1. Wharton and Nugent wan
their study—but it was still in pos-
scssion of Horace Coker.

Coker was still a fixture there.

Some of the fellows kuew that he
had emerged several times during
the day, while the masters were in
the Form-rooms and the fellows in
class, to walk about and get a little
cxercise, But at tho first sign of
danger, Coker poppéed back into that
study, like a rabbit into a burrow
—and hammered nails again,

After class, he was strongly on-
trenched onece more—now that the
Eah were at leisure to deal with

mi .

He had not been dealt with yeb.

Nobody kuew what the Head was
gﬁilng to do about it. Seo far, he

done nething.

Perhaps he wag waiting for Coker
to get tired of his new stunt and go.
Some fellows suspected that he was
hEgiJmintg to take the view that very
many fellows were taking—that
Coker was, after all, an inuocent
party, and that the guilty man had
to be looked for elsewhere. Price of
the . Fifth had liitle doubt on that
point, aud he was not enjoyimg lifc
that dai'}. ;

But Hoiry Wharton & Co. forgot

all about Coker as Billy Bunter
made his surprising statement that
he was going to sce them through.

They pazed in astonished inquiry
at Bunter.

If by some miracle Bunter was in
funds, they had mno objection to
collecting some of the various small
sumsg that the fat Owl had owed for
whole terms.

But it did not seem probable.

If Bunter was 'in
would not have ex
outside the tuckshop.

“I mean it!” said the fat Owl,
blinking at them through his big
spectacles, and with an cmphatie
nodd of his fat head. “You fellows
have stood by me at times when I'vo
been hard-up! Well, now I'm going
to stand by you!”

“You're going to square that huge
sum we lent you the other doyr”
inquired Bob.

“Come into a fortume?” asked
Johuny Bull,

“Don't tell us {crur postal grder’s
come ! said Frank Nugent.

C “Well, as o matter of fact, it
hasn't ! admitted Bunter. “I can't
mite understand it, as it's coming
rom ona of my titled relations, I
suppose it's the war, you kunow.
Anlinoﬁw, it hasn’t come. But.it's all
rigﬂt. I'm going to tea in a scnior
study.”

“While the scnior's out?” asked
Johnny Bull, _

“No!” roared Buunter. “Aud if
t’]iaﬁ‘% how you thank a fellow for
e MaeRer LIsRaRY.—No. 1,658
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offering to take you to a splendid tea
in a Fglfth Form study, -

ull—-

“Zomebody asked you to ten in the
Fifth?” asked Ar Wharton,
“Well, he must be & jolly hospitable
chap if he will let you bring in five

hungry fellows to fea!”

“"He, he, he! He hasn’t much
choice about it!" chuckled Bunter.

& Whit- ?n

*JI—I mean, e will be glad to sce
my friends,” amended Bunter hastily.

] conld take the whole Remove if I

liked! Price jolly well wouldn’t say
no, I know that!™”

“Price I ejaculated the Famous
Five, all together.

“Well, that chap Hilton stands the
tea, really,” said Bunter. “We
jolly well know who epends the
money in that study !

“We do!” aaid Bob. “Mean to
say that Price has asked you to come
and scoff Hilton's tock? Gammon !

“Come and see|” retorted Bunter.
“I can jolly well go to tea in Price’s
study whenever I like! 1 tea’d with
Pricey yesterday "

Tho Famous Five regarded Bunter
with astonishment, It was more or
less kmown that Price, who was hard-
np, sponged on Hilten, who was
wealthy., But that Price ever
thought of asking a Remove fellow
to tea to hel im Emk. up the
crumbs that fell from the rich man’s
table was news to them. They could
imagine no reason why Price should
do so. And certainly, if he wanted
a guest from the Lower School, they

RIVAL
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would not have cxzpected that he
would selcet Billy Bunter.

“You tes'd with Price yester-
dn;'F" repeated Bob.

‘Yes, it:]-il well did " answersd
Bunter. * I can tell you it was
a ripping tea! That chap Hilton

n't care how much money he

nds, and Price uses his stulf as
if it were his own. There were three
kinds of jam!™
“Why the thump did Price ask
on to tea?”

“Well, I dare say he likes pood
company *

e 'h’ mF-. MIJ:
“I'm gl;i:.~i‘.11§r again to-day,” went on
Bunter. **I don’t see why I shouldn't.

I mean to say, my postal order hasn't
come, and if Price doean't like it,
he can jolly well lump it! That's
how I look at it, you know !

Which astonished the Famous Five
more and more,

If Price willingly asked Bunter to
tea in his study, it was surprising
enough. But if he asked him un-
willingly, it was more surprising
gtill ! ;

“So I thought of you chaps!” said
Bunter geuemuﬂlht"'fﬂu’re stony,
same as I am! ‘s all go to tea
with Pricey,. seed” =,

“Thanks ' enid Ha Wharton.
“Pricey mightn't be fearfully pleased
to seco a fellow who was punching his
face the day before yesterday !”

“0Oh, that's all right!" assured
Hu;ttf_r* “Priﬂ;ﬂt Tani dnrgt tl:;- EQY
anything, you ! I've p ricey
fixed al% ri:;ht i

e g g P Tl o o g ot

“Guy, guy, guy,stick himup on high!"
The glorous Fifth goes with a big
bangat Rookwood School,and Jimmy
Silver & Co., the irrepressible chums
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“He won't dare!” howled Bob
Cherry.

“Oh!” Bunter realised that he
was saying too much. “I—I mean,
he—he'll glad to see any friends
of mine. Come on! Tou'll jolly

well gee that it will be all right!
You'll get a ripping spread, and
that’s what you want; ain’t it?”

But the Famous Five were in mo
hurry to come qn!

1t was I?:uite:. true that a ripping
spread had its attractions for them,
in contrast to dishwater and door-
steps in Halll But they were
rather more particular in such
matters than Bunter.

On no account would tlicy have
tea'd with Price of the Fifth, whom
t loathed, and who they believed
to vmlalyn? the trick for which
Coker n sacked. BStill less
would they have gone to tea with a
fellow who did nng‘)dam to say no to
a crowd of hungry guests from the
Lower School.

“I say, you fellows, come on !
urged Bunter. “I mean it, you
koow! DPrice has the run of the
study! Hilton paye, but he don’t
care! I expeet he will clear off
when we ‘fn in—he did yesterday!
Well, we don't want him! What we
want is the grub—and I can tell you
that’s prime!”

“Hold on a minite, you henighted
asg!” gaid Harry Wharton quietly.
“ What’s making Price of the Fifth
feed wou when he doesn’t want to?”

“Qh, really, Wharton! I can tell
you he’s jolly glad to see me in his
study ! can fake as many friends
as 1 like., Den't you worry about
Pricey cutting up rusty, or anything.
He mayn't look very pleasant—you
know his rottem temper—but I've
got him down all right[”

“ And how have you got him down "

“Oh! I—I mean——-"

""'Well, what do you mean 2"

“Oh, nothing ! k here, are you
coming to tea, or mot?” demanded
Bunter indignantly. “I've got the
run of a senior study—tons of grub—
and I ask you fellows, to give you a
treat! Ain't that emought”

Billy Bunter was pink with indig-
nation. This really was too thick!
Out of sheer generosity Bunter was
gﬂing‘ to share his plunder with these
ellows—and théy might have thanked
a fellow, at least! Buanter was
boundlessly hospitable when there

lenty to go round! There was

lenty in Ji[ilt-n:u.ﬂa study, and the fat
wl really intended to. be kjnd!
Bunter never conld understand that
b waa not the beginning and end

of all ﬂﬁ.}l?ﬂ to other fellows, as it

was to his fat and fatuoue gelf.
“If I asked Skinner and hizs pals,
they’'d come fnst edough!” said

Bunter warmly. “Well, I'm asking
you! Coming, or not?”

“Not, you fat chump—"

“Then you can go and eat coke!

I'm going!®

“Look here—"

“Yah! Il qu]lg' well ask some
other fellows! I shan't ask you now
—yon're left omt! ¥Yah!”

And Billy Bunter, with a enort of

jindignation, rolled inte the Housze,
He left the Famous Five staring.



THE LIMIT !

ILTON starced.
H Price gritted Lis teeth.

The two TFifth-Formers
were gitting down to tea im their
study, when there was a koock, and
the door opencd.

_ Something like an army marched

in.

Billy Bunter led—with a happy
orin of anticipation on his fat face,
After him came Skinner, Snoop, and
Bolsover major of the Remove—and
hringing up the Tear was Bunter
mine mmy of the Eecond.

The Famous Five had turned down
Bunter's generous invitation., But
other fellows were less particular.

Skinner and Sncop wemld have
snafled a spread wherever s spread
waa to be found. Bolsover major did
not see why he should not go, if a
Fifth Form man was willing to let
DBunter take o party. And Sammy
Bmmter's viewas on such suobjects
coincided cxactly with Billy Bunter's
—if thero was grub about, Sammy
wag after if,

So thero they were!

Cedric Hilton regarded them with

= .

%‘ﬂﬂ vo them slanghterous looks.
ITe could gucss why Bunter had come
again—Bunter to be fed to kee
him quiet. But he had not
Bunter to attempt to plunder him
to this extent.

He looked on Bunter as an wun-
rerupulous young scoundrel who had
found him out, and was bent on
maiin% a good thing ontof it! Buf
in that he did not do the fat Owl
justice.

Bunter, in the first place, hadn’t
found him omt! He Lhad only let
Price think that he had! In the
socond place, Bunter considered that
a fellow wha wonld play a mean
trick, getting another fellow eacked,
deserved all that came to him, and
serve him jolly well right! In the
third place, it was shoer benevolence

on Bunter's part to let other fellowa
into a whack in what was going.
Bunter was fecling wery hoamtable
and as he led his k to

tea in Price’s study.

""What tho dooce!™ said Hilton.
“Have you asked that crew here,
Steve P

Prica did not answer.
Billy Bunter o deadly look.

But Billy Bunter chirped cheerily.

“I told you I'd drop In to tea
ngninimil’rimﬂ \ i hupaI you've gob
something good gay, I'm going to
ask yon Eo tea in mjrrstudgg:hngzn I

et & postal order I've been cxpecting
or some time."

Price almost choked

“@et out, the lot of you!” snapped
Hilton.

“0h, reslly, Hilton—*

""And quick about it—and shut the
door after you!"

“If Price docan’'t want me, e
can say so!” retorted Bumter in-
dependently. “This is Price’s study
ag well as yours, Hilton! And don’t
you be cheeky, either|™

“_}’i"hat?" roared Eii“ﬂﬂ- : fad

“You're as seyrupstitions as Price
is 1” gsnid Bunter tE:seusingl A "Tng
jollv well Lnow all ahont 1f! Think

Ho gave
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I don’t know that? You'd both Le
up before Prout, if Old Pompous
knew "

Pﬁ“Shut up, you fat ass!* breathed

ﬁ'

“Well, let Hilton shut up, then !
retorted Bunter. “I’ve come here in
8 friendly way, to tea, and brought a
few pals with me. If we're not wel-
come, you can jolly well eay s0.”

“Get out!” roared Hilton, rising
from his seat.

“"Look here, what's this game?”
growled Bolsover major angrily,

Bunter said he was asked to tea
Lere, and could bring his friends.”

“That's what Bunter sald I agrecd
o T 1 right!

“It—it—it's all right!® pgas
Price. -“YT—I don't mindl Ilﬁcll
mean, you can tea here, if you like!
For pgoodness® sake, Hilton, don't
kick up a rowl*

Hia tone was besecching.

Hilton stood, looking angrily at the
juniors, and then gave his unhapp

g0

" you goin® to stand this, yom
fool 2" he snapped. “Can’t you sce
that this is as good as shontin’ the
whole thing from the roof P

“Wilt yom keop quiet?” breathed

Price.

“¥es, you keep quiet!® said
Bunter. “If you ﬂﬂ;'t ike the com-

» nobody won un to stop,

Hildon. Theve’s the door 1” — = 1

“By gad! I'll—

Hi made an angry stride at
the Owl of the Remove.

Price jumped np and grabbed him
by the arm.

“Stop, you dummy !* he panted.
L;kupk iere you iill;r asg‘;"
“Leave them alone!”
Hilton jerked his arm away.
“Well, you're a fool I"” he ssad. *If
you weren't such a frighténed funk,
you'd sece what a fool you are!™
And he stam :
and slammed the door after him.
“Good riddance to bad rubbish !”

remarked Billy Bunter cheerily.
“We don't want Hilton, do we,
Pricey? 1 say, you fellows, eit
down I*

The gucsts =at down round the
table.

Bolsover major was looking

puezled, Skinmer and Swoop grin-

out of the study,

Vi

ning at oue another. Exactly how
much Price wanted those gucsts 'in
his study, they could sce plainly
crnan%h_-, and they could only wondex
how Biinter was making him stand it.

As for Bammy Bunter, that fat
youth was conéentrating on the food-
B

Sammy’a firat proceeding, when he
sab down, was to bag a pot of jom—
his next, to bag a spoon.

Manners wera not ﬁiﬂmd in the
Second Form—ond Sammy did not
often get the run of 4 whole jampot.
Sammy’s one idea in the present
happy ciroumstances wae to. make
hoy while the aun shome. Sammy
gtarted on jam |

It was a wellspread tea-table. If
gome tlings werd short, othér things
wers abm nt'-i-mpmiaﬁ,f in the way
of delicacies which cost moncy. This
wag & treat for Bunter & Co. *

Prico was kept: buay,

He was not feeling mueh like tea

s glance of the most utter mnj:-hlmﬂ‘-‘lf: in such a worried, driven,

and 'almost desperate fraine of mind.
And he had plenty to do, waiting on
iz many guesta.

Well supplied as the study table

was, five nunﬁry juniors scon made a

clearance, and Price had to extract

grt_hder supplics from the etudy cup-
ard.

_ The fact that most of those cxpen-
sive things belonged to Cedrie Hilton
maticred no more to Price than it did
to Billy Bunter. But he gritted his
teeth as he handed them out, aond
watched them disappear—rapidly.

But if Price was not hospitable,
Billy Buuter was.

“Have some more cake, Skinner—
there's lote of cake! Try that jellr,
Sttoopey peathes are & i]ﬁng,
Bolaover! Bammy, old bean, tnek 1
—juet tuck in, ulfi c!t;l’pi”

“"Mommommmmmm ! was Sammy’s
tczt . His mouth was too full of
caka for casy utterance,

“Jolly ﬂg.*[oa_tl apread ! aaid Bolsover
major, 88y, you're mot cating
nugthmg, Pricey ¥ ; _

rice’a answer was inarticulate.

Skinner, in the most unscrupulons
w4y, WwWAS king biscuits in his
hﬂmgkotﬁ, to take away after the feed.

ly Bunter was jammy, sticky,
E::mg with satisfaction and hespi-
tY.
j;;ﬂmm‘ﬂued on next page.)
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His tea-party really did not know
what to make of it all; but they were
ready, at least, to make hay while the
enn shone—and they did !

Price was almost at his wits’ end.

Obviously, this kind of thing could
not go on. It was simply shoutin
out to all Greyfriars that the fat an
fatuous Owl of the Remove had some
sort of hold over him and was mak-

ing him toe the line.
ad Bunter really beem a young
rascal, he would have had a imit]
Being only a particularly dense fat-
head, be hadn't!
Plainly, he was going to ca on

like this, regardless of what fellows
thought about it, or, rather, not
realising that fellows would think
anything about it at all.

That was the sort of intellect
Bunter had! Really, it was more
difficult to deal with a fool than with
a rogue! Price stmply didn't knew
what on earth he was going to do.

When, at length, that tea-party was
over—which was not till the table
was bare, and the cupboard empty,
Bunter & Co. departed, leaving Price
in a state of perspiration.

Bunter blinked back at him from
the door, thmuglh his big spectacles,
with a cheery blink.

“Thanks for the feed, Pricey, old
man !" said Bunter. “Look here, I'll
drop in again to-morrow if you i

“Get out!” gasped Price. He
geemed to be breaking down under
the strain.

“What did you say?” demanded
Bunter sharply.

“I—1 mean—all right ! stammered
Price.

“If you mean all right—all right,”
said the fat Owl severely. *“I'm not
the fellow to butt in where I'm not
wanted, I hope. If you d like me to
drop in to tea to-morrow, I'll come!
I may bring a friend or two. If it's
inconvenient, you can say so, I syp-

THE MAGNET

ose! You've gpot a tongue in your
ead 1

“[—I—-" Price gurgled.

“Yes or no?” as Bunter.

“Yes!” gasped Price.

“Right-ho! Done, then!” said
Bunter, and with quite a friendly nod
to the miserable Price, he rolled off
with his party.

Price ehut the door after them. He
passed his hand over his brow. He
tried to think it out. Now that tho
tea- rtg was over, he had leisure
to tﬁn , and deeide what had best
be done.

What could he do?

This conldn’'t go on! This wonld
soon be the talk of the school. If
that fat tick could have been relied
on to keep within limits, and hold his
tongue, it would have been all right.
But this— How long would it be
bhefore fellows began putting two and
two together? How long before he
had to di&n];pnint that greedy young
villain—with the consequence that he
would tell what he knew?

Hilton's advice recurred to his
mind. He knew that it was good
advice, though he had not dared to
act on it.

Now, however, as he thought and
thought it over, he realised that he
had no other resource. His only
chance was to speak out—before
Bunter did! There was a chance for
him if he confessed before Bunter
told the world what he had seen on
that day of the big bang!

That Bunter had seen nothing that
day, and had no idea whatever of
gtatine that he had, Price was
happily unaware. He was frightened
by an unsubstantial shadow—and his
own guilty conscience!

For a long, miserable hour the
wretched black sheep of the Fifth
thought it over in his study—thought
it over and over.till his head ached,
Then, at long last, he left the study,
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and with his knees shaking went down
to Prout's study.

BUMPS FOR BUNTER !

ki SAY, you fellows! What's up?”
“Yon fat wvillain——"
“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You podgy pirate !

“ Oh, really, Cherry I

“You fellows leave Bunter alone!”
chuckled Skinner. “Bunter’s a broth
of a boy! 'Tain't every blackmailer
that whacks out the loot!™

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

“Why, you cheeky beast, Skinner [™
howled Billy Bunter indignantly.

This, really, was very ungrateful
from Skinner, who had scoffed a full
share of that spread in Price’s study,
and gone off with his pockets full of
biscuits !

“What the dooce does he know
about Pricey?” asked the Bounder.
“Must be something pretty strong
to make the fellow stand this”

“0Oh, really, Smithy——m=»

guite a erowd of Remove fellows
had pathered round Billy Bunter in
the Bag after tea.

Bunter could see, by their looks,
that there was something up. He did
not know what it was. Bunber was
quite unconscious of wrong-doing of
any kind; he was, in fact, in a ver
cheerful and satisfied state, and
thinking happily of another spread
with Price on the morrow.

“ Blessed if I can make it out,” said
Harry Wharton. * Unless it's some-
thing about Coker's affair. But
Bun Enows no more about that
than any other fellow! What are you
grinning at, you fat freak?”

“On, nothing!” grinned Bunter,
“1 say, you fellows, if you're shirt
because I didn’t take you to tea wit
Pricey, it’s your own fault. T asked
you, didn’t I? You can come to-
morrow if youm like” J

“MTo-morrow !" repeated the captain
of the Remove.

“Yos, old l.'!]lﬂ-EI ;
me to tea in his study again to-
morrow,” said Bunter breezily. “I
told him I might bring a friend or
two! Well, I'll take you fellows!”

“YWhat is Price doing this for,
Bunter£” asked Harry quietly.

“Elh? He—he rather likes me, you
know ! Good company, and all that,”
said Bunter. “I suppose I can take
up o Fifth Form man if I like, with-
ont nskin%l your”

“ Bump him !” said Bob.

“Look here!” exclaimed Bunter, in
alarm.

Skinner & Co., of course, had talked
abont that remarkable tea-party ip
the Fifth., Bkinoer regarded it as no
end of n joke, and described, with

reat humour, the expression on

'rice’s face while hg entertained his

ests.

Other fellows did mot take it so
humarously as Skinner. Price was a
bad hat, and most of the fellows be-
lieved that he had had a treacherous
hand in getting Coker sacked. But
that was no excuse for Bunter, and
the captain of the Remove had
promptly decided that Bunter was
going to stop it, and stop 1t at once.

“ Answer my question, you fat ass[®
rapped Wharton,

Pricey has asked



“Eh? TI've answercd it!™ yapped
Bunter, “I'm rather pally with
Pricey—-"

“Bump him !*

“I sag, you fellows—— Tegmo!”
roared Bunter.

The fat Owl roared with wrath and
a;:grehensi&n as he was looked out
of the armechair. _

He sat on the floor of the Rag with
a tremendous concussion. He sat and
oo fat oyster—" said

“Now, u ftat oyster—" sai
Johnny Hujl":l} ?

i Tﬂl"ﬂﬂﬂp !Jul

“Now cough it n i

“Ow! Beast! an't!

“@ive him another!”

Bump !

“0Oh crikey! Ow!" reared Bunter.
“Leggo! Btoppit! Oh scissors! 1
say, you fellows, chuck it! I'1l take
you to tea with Pricey next time—I
will, really—honest Injun !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bump |

“ Yoo-hoooooop "' roared Bunter,

“Now, you bloated burglar, cough
it up!” gaid the captain of ﬁﬂ:

Wow 1"

Eengm"&. “You've got to stop this,
gee
“QOooooh! Beast! Woook!”

“Now get it off your chest! Why
is Priece——" _

“Ow ! I—I don’t mind telling you I
gas Bunter. “Tho—tho fact is,
I—I've promised {o ask him home to
Bunter Court for Christmas, and—
and . introduce him to some nobby

lg—"
%, ha, hal”

Bump!

" {}w? Will you stoppit?” wailed
Bunter. “Look here, it's all right!
I don’t know anything about Pricey—
I don't, really. He may think I do—
but it nin’'t my fanlt what he thinks,
is it 7" .

“Now we're coming to the milk in
the cocoanut I remarked Bob ﬂ}mn‘_{.
“@ive him another bump and it will
bump the truth out of him!”

“Stoppit 1" yelled Bunter. “I say,
you fellows, I—I don't mind telling
you! T never told Pricey I saw him
sneaking to Prout’s study thet da
the fireworks went off | I never tol
him anything of the kind "

“So that's it!” cxclaimed Harry
Whartor. “You podgy villain, you've
told that cad you Enew-——=""

“7 haven't!” yelled Bunter. "“He
may fancy so—that's all] 'Tain’¢ m}
fault what he fancies, is it? All

said was that & fellow might have
been in Quelch's study, and might
have looked out, and might havo seon
him sncaking along o Prout’s study!
That's all I said! So & fellow might,
mightn't a fellow 7

“Oh crumbs !

“Aa if I'd say I saw him when I
never saw him ! %aaped Bunter. “Of
course I wouldn’t! All I said was
that a fellow might have seen him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

“If Prico chooses to fancy a fellow
saw him, that's his leok-out, ain’t it ?"
argued Bunter. “If he chooses to ask
3 fellow to tea because he's in a blue
funk, why shouldn’t he?”

“Well, my hat!" said Bob Cherry.

(Continued on next page.)
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written me this ‘week com-
plaining that they have been
nnable to obtain & copy eof the
MagNer from their newsagent. They
feel very peeved about it, too!
Well, chums, there’s & war on, and
war-time reatrictions ban newsagenta
from ordering more copies of the
Magxer than they can sell. It is for
this reason—and this reason alone—
that your newsagent wanis you fo
lacear ar order for the MaaxwET.
n’t leave it to chance—or you will
risk disappointment, Your news-
agent will be only too glad to reserve
a copy of the Maaxer for you every
week if you ask him to do so. See
him ¥ and place a standing
order. You’'ll find an Order Form for
this purpose on page 23 of this issue.

Q UITE a number of readers have

A very interceting letter this weck
comes from Charles Smart, of Cat-
ford, who informs me that he is
anxious to become a plumber. Appar-
ently, when Charles mentioned bis
decision to his friends, a good many
told him that plumbing was a very
unhealthy trade. My Catford chum
writes to kmow my opinion on the
subject,

Personally, I do not regard plumb-
ing as a particularly unhealthy
trade, In fact, any lad who takes up
this trade, and who follows the ordi-
nary rules of cleanliness, need not
fear that he will enffer in health, It

Lia curious what strange ideas on the

subject of oceupations some
hare, A particular chum of Charles
told him mot to go in a business at
which he had to start at six o'clock
in the morning, because ne moncy
waa to be made at it.

I do not know where this idea
comes from, but it certainly does not
meet with my approval. can ouly
ascribe this young man’s reluctance
to take up a trade that means
starting at eix in the morning to
gheer laziness, The young man who
wants to succeed in life has to work
early and late—and work cheerfully,
too, For the boy who is afraid of
starting work at six in the morning,
there 1s precions little chance of
BULCEES. ever be afraid of homeat
work, because work, early or late, ia
good for all, This is an idea which
every boy starting in life shounld bear
in' mind,

“What would you like for a birth-
day present?” mn.nfy dunts and uncles
will be asking of their mnicces and
nephews during the next few wecks.
To those of you to whom this
question. is put, make your choice-a

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.CA.

wise one by sclecting the “Holiday
Anpual™ clieve me, chums, this
year’s “Holiday Annual ¥ iz some-
thing well worth having, You'll
meet all your old: chums in this
Lumper Annnal, which is packed full
of wonderful school yarms and
articles concerning Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyfriars, Tom Merry &
Co., of 8t. Jim’s, and Jimmy Silver
& Co., of Bockwood, as wcll as many
other fine featurea,

Ask your newsagent to lct you
have a pecp at this tip-top book—
orce yow've glanced through ita
pages you won't rest content until
you havo a copy of your own. Mayhe
yort haven't got the full amount—hve
shillinge—to purchase o copy of the
“ Holi Annual ¥ right now., 1i
such be tho case, ask your uewsagent
to put a copy sside for you until
'on have the necessary five shillings,

¢'ll do it like a shot!

Now for n

RAPID REFPLY IN BRIEF
to a reader's inquiry:

0. MOSS-VERNON (Surrey).—
Ernest Levison was exspelled from
Greyfriars some while ago, Horace
Coker’a age ia seventeen ycors and
Sammy Bunter's thirteen, )

So much for anmswering queries.
Now I must draw your attention
lo

« BILLY BUNTER'S BARGAINI"
By Frank Richards,

the long, mmEIcte Greyfriars yarn
for mext week. By a scries of
coincidences the Owl of the Grey-
friars Remove finds himeclf stranded
miles from Greyfrinrs. How to got
back to the school, and at the same
time save his fat- legs from foot-

slogging, is o problem, until Billy
hriﬁgga glu:a

fat wita to bear. Un-

scrupulous as his methods are,
Bunter succeeds in jglztd:il.i.g over the
diffienlty, and, what’s more, makes a
“quid * into the bargain! He's aas
artinl o8 a wagonload of monkeys is
our Billy! You’ll enjoy this yarn fo
the very full, just as you will our next
“Herald,” in which you will find
another laughable “Sheerluck Jones ™
story, written by Peter Todd. Other
special articles by Dick Rake and
b Cherry, and a ]{nrudjr by Diek

e

Penfold, go to swell this special
i3sue,

Don’t get left! If you've not
atready done so, fill in the Order

Form on page 23 of thia issue amd
haud it fo your newsageant ab the
very first opportunity. _
THll next week, then, checrio!
YOUR EDITOR.
Tre Migser LisnaBT,—No. 1,058.
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*That cad has gnt frightened about
nothing, and he's feeding Bunter to
keep him from telling what he doesn’t
know.”

T A

ell, if that's it, one thing’s jolly
clear,” q.ald Harry Wharton. “I—J’-ri-i::e
couldn't be scared like that hj;)Bm}tﬂ
pulling his leg if-he hadn't ‘done it !*

“The ol Iness: ig terrific!”

“That settlea it-about Pricey !” snid
the Bounder, with a mnod. “You
felluf:a "were right—Pricey’s the
man !™

“And that howling ass in our study
pever did it!" said Frank Nugent.
“Aunt Judy was right about dear
Horace I

“We- jolly well knew!"” said Bob.
“But this is as good as proof! Now
let's boot Bunter all round the BRag
for trading on it!”

“I say, you fellows, st it
roared Eunger. “I say, I—I only
wanted to make Price sit up for
being such—such a rotter, you know !
It wasn’t the tuck in Hilton’s stnudy
I was after. I never gave that a
thonght 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Boot him !”

“Yarcoooooh !”

Peter Todd came intq the Rag.

“You fellows know what's up with
Price?” he asked. _

Attention was turned from the
yelling fat Owl—much to his relief,

“Pricer” paid Harry Wharton.
“What——"

“I've just seen him,” said Peter.
“He looked as white as chalk—never
seen 8 fellow look ao H‘H’flﬂl']f sick !
He’s gone inte Prout’s study !

H‘G]l !#

“May have gone to own up to
Prout ™ grinned the Bounder. “"May
like that better than ten-parties in

the Fifth!”

“Phew! If that's it, it will be
all right for Coker!” sanid Bob
Cherry, "If he thinks that Bunter
knows—"

“I say, you fellows, T never said
I knew! All I said was that a fellow
might—” .

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The fellowz crowded out of the
Rag, anxious for news. And news
was not long in becoming lmowa.
Half the achool already believed that
Price had done it—and mow all the
school knew, as the newa spread, that
Price.of the Fifth had gone to his
Form-master and owned up! And
the fact that Price had owmned up
beeause he was afraid that Billy
Bunter would tell what Billy Bunter
didn't know made the Removites
chortle,

ALL RIGHT FOR COKER!

T OEER I*
Mr. Prout’'s voice boomed
at & barricaded door in the

Bemove passage.

BehindF Prout there was a swarm
of fellows. Quite an army had
followed Promt up to the Remove.

Coker’s voice came checrily from
Study No. 1.

“Hallo, old bean!”

“Coker! You are speaking to your
Form-maater I hoomed FProut.
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“Am I?" asked Coker

“You are !

“Oh! If you're my Form-master
again, sir, I beg. your pardon, gir I*
came Coker's cheery woice. “I hope
I know how to treat my Form-master
with proper respect, sir!”

“I hope eo0!” boomed Frout.
“Coker! A discov has been
made! Certain facta have come to
light! It transpires, Coker, that it
was not you who caused the explosion
of fireworks in study.!”

“I told you that at the time,
sir " pointed out Coker.

“Your own headstrong and insen-
sate folly, Coker, was - cause of

ur  condemnation I said Mr.

rout. “The blame lies entiﬁl_{
i

upon yourself, Nevertheless, as

transpires that you were not guilty
of that aet for which yon were
expelled, a‘i@ntim: requires that your
sentence should be rescinded I
“Good egg!” said Coker, "I—I
mean, I'm glad fo hear it, sir!”
“In view of this, Cdker, I have

consulted with the headmaster, and

Dr. Locke has consented, and I have
consented, to overlook and excuse
our extraordinary conduct since you
eft Greyiriars "

_“Idon’t pee anything extraordinary
about it, sir. I only wanted to spot
that cad—" -

“Bilence I

*Look here—" Ceoker broke off,
remembering that he was in the
Fifth again, and that Prout was his
Form-master once more. "“Just as
fnu like, sir! You say what you
ike, and T'll say ° Yes, sir.” *

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the
crowd behind Prout.

“If you've found out now who did
it, sir——* went on Coker.

“It was Price of my Form, Coker,”
said Mr. Prout.

“Oh crumbs! Pricey!” exclaimed
Coker. . “Are you sure, sir? I know
those Remove fagas thought. it was
Price—and I jolly well smacked their

heads for saying it was a Fifth Form
n_l.g.:?l I don’'t think it waas Price,
gir 1"

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

“More likely some Remove fag, if Co

you ask me, sir 1 .
“Bleas my soul I* ed Prout.
“Has this

y's stupidity no bounds P
Coker, Price- mﬁ'[liiitﬂl the fact!™

“Oh 1” gasped Coker,

“Price came to my study and made
a full confession!” said Mr. Prout.
“He came to me of his own accord
and told me the whole story. He
has admitted having played that
foolish trick with the fireworks; and
he has explained that he could not
continue to keep -silent, in view of

the miacarringé_ of justice.”
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. =

“@Good old Pricey!” grinned the
Bounder.

“Bilence | boomed . Pronut, lf!ating
round at the army behind him.
“8ilence! In view of Price's frank
confession in the interesta of justice,
Coker, I have decided to deal with
him as leniently as possible. He
will be flo f the headmaster,
and the ma will end. There will
be no expulsion—your sentence being
rescinded ! - If you immediately cease

these lawless, headstrong, rebelliouns

proceedings, Coker, you may resume

our place in the Form, and all will
forgotten and forgiven 1*

“What-ho [ ' chortled Coker. *I1
mean, yes, sir! Certainly, sir!
I'm coming out the minute I get the
door unfastened, sir !*

“Very well, Coker. The matter
closes here!” said Mr. Prout: and he
turned and walked majestically away
through a buszing crowd

There was s sound of hammering
and clanging in_Etugy No. 1.

Coker was . demolishing his
barricade at the study door,

In a few minutes the door flew
open. Horace Coker emerged from
hie stronghold.

“Gratters, Coker!" gaid Harry
Wharton.
!:‘.Inl]j' glad, old chap!” said Bob

erry. .

Cuﬁn%r looked at F?ﬁa -

“Did you say * old chap,’ Cherry?*
O i

Il’!;h? Yﬁ!"

- “Then don't! I don’t want any

cheeky familiprity from fags!” said

Coker, - “I won't smack your head

this time, but don't do it again !”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Coker I*

“Gentlemen, .chaps, and ﬂ%gﬂa‘
-men ¥ gaid Bob ﬁerr. “Coker

doesn’t want our gratters! He
wants to be rolled out of our Pa&-
sage ! Give him what he wants1*

“Now, then,” said Coker sharply,
“if . you young ticks astart being
cheeky, you'll find that I've got a
short way with fags, as I've told you
before! If you want your heads
smacked all round, I can jolly well
say—— Yurrr I

Coker had ne time fo finish,

He rolled and roared, and roared
and rolled, many haunds and a con-
siderable number of fect helping him
out of the passage, across the Remove
landinpg, and down the stepa to the
study landing. There ker, no
longer rolling, still roared.

* Good-bye, Coker I¥

“Ha, bha, ha!”

Potter and Greene came and ficked
ker up, and walked him off to his
study in the Fifth,

- ¥ 1 i .

Coker of the Fifth was back
again. Price, glad to get off with a
ogging, rather e ' more
trouble with Coker, But Coker, to
his surprise, was quite genial. Coker
thought it was rather decent of
Price to own up-—and told him so!
Which was a relief to Price—and
he found another relief in kicking
Billy Bunter the next time he came
across that fat youth!

Horace Coker, once more, was
Coker of the Fifth. It waa, as he
told Potter and Greene, like the
kmf coming inte his own again.

Potter and Greene, without
batting an eyclid, agreed that it was.
THE END.

(Now look out for next Saturday’s
Magner and anot t:'p-tc:}o story of
Greyfriars, entitled: BILLY
BUNTER'S BARGAINY  You'll
roar with laughter when you read it
Meanwhile, make sure of your copy
by ORDERING IT NOW!)
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open to yow. You can return all the
munny you have made out of this
Anti-Waste League to the people con-
serned ; and 1n that way you will not
have to pay income-tacks on it affer
all. All sereen?”

The Head nodded eagerly.

“Yes, rather, .sir! . Anything is
better than being handed over to the
perlice.” -

“Then I will let you off with a
cawtion, Birchemall, and. I advise
you-te disgorge your ill-gotten gains
at the earliest possibul moment!”
wirapped out the tacks-collector.

“I—1I savvy, sir! I assure you I'll

ive back every stiver—honner

right !* wimpered the Head. :

After that, the income-tacks man
departed. He left the Head farely
gasping with releef.

But instead of leaving the school,
the income-tacks man went straight
to Jack Jolly’s study and joined
Merry and Bright and Fearless.

“Did the wheeze work?" -ashked
Fearless. y

“Yes, rather I" grinned the income-
tacks man.

‘Merry and Bright and Fearless
thereupon 'gave a wringing cheer.
And then an anmzing thing hap-
pened. Fearless heiilpe the "income-
thicks man to take off his trowsis, and
the ‘réeason for his peknliar. way of
walking was at once reveeled.” He
had been walking on stilts.

A moment later the mistery. was
solved, for, with lLis false mistosh
and eyebrows removed, the “income-
tacks man * was seen to be none other
than Jack Jolly himself !

It was a grate trinmf for the kap-
tin of thé Fourth when the Head
went round disgorging all the pro-

hets of the Anti-Waste League.

ut Jack Jolly & Co. kept mum over
the reason for Dr. Birchemall’s re-

ntance, and nobody else at St.
Sam’s ever found out the Tacks-
Collector’'s Secret !

"FROM MY SANCTUM!

BY THE EDITOR

“Which,"” asks .a reader who calls
himself  * Qreyfriars Fan,” “is the
happiest study in the Remove?*

Well, “Greyfriars Fan,” my first
instinctive reply is bound "to  be
Study No. 1. There can surely be no
study in which harmony reigns more
completely than it does between
Frank Nugent amd-myself! All the

same, it would be nnfair to the rest

of ‘the Remove to let it go at that
without casting an eye roufid the
other studies.

Dick Russell and Ogilvy hit it ver
well together in No, 3. 1 really can’t
remember an occasion when there
has been trouble between this well-
matched pair, There ia always an
atmosphere of calin, too, about
No. 12, where Lord Maunleverer dwells
lnxuriounsly with 8ir Jimmy Vivian
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and Delarey—Mauly being the sooth-
i:}g factor in this particular combina-
1om,

No. 4 enjoys equally peaceful times
now and again; but Smithy, always
uncertain in behaviour, is liable fo
break dut here fiow and a%ain, and in
spite of Redwing’s equable temper,
don’t think we can regard this study
as qualifying for the honotrs.

" Harmony of a kind exista also in
No. 11 between Skimmer, Snoop and
Stott—mainly, I suppose, because all
three are tarred with the same brush
—but I think I must rule this study
out on account of the dingy interests
that bring the inmates together.

In Study No. 18, I fancy we have
as ha gy a mixture as anywhere, It's
an og mixture, too—Bob Cherry,
Wun Lung, Hurree Singh and Mark
Linley—but there is mever a cross
word between the stranpgely assorted
quartet.

In fact, I would award the palm to
No. 13 without hesitation—if there
were no Study No. 1.

All clear now, “QGreyfriars Fan *?

Good !
More next week, chums!

HARRY WHARTON.

BOYS OF THE
“HOLD" BRIGADE!

Remove Wrestlers
Who Never Lose Their

Grip !
Dick Russell and
Johnny Bull have

taken up wrestling;
and, wrestling being
a novelty among
Greyfriars sportsmen,

uite a large crowd

urned up in the gym
the other évening
invitation to see an exhibition match
between the two.

Bob Cherry, who officiated as M.C.,
opened the proceedings with a little
speech, He said that wrestling was

e most exciting sport in the world,
and in‘this exhibition match between
Russell and Bull they would get
thrilla galore of a kind to make their
pulse beat at dounble speed and their
‘breath come in spasmodic gasps,

Bob explained that in the particu-
lar form of wrestling they were about
to witness, the aim of each wrestler
was to oet his opponent fiat on his

¥ | baek. There was no dividing the bout

up ipto rounds, and no time limit.
“Now, sit back, lads, and get ready
for. the thrill of your.lives!"” con-

cluded: Bob.

‘The: gong then sounded, and Bull
and Russell began to wrestle.

1}

-gitting in t
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Ur, __mtixm; they didn't exactly
begin right away. They filled in some
time at the beginning in ecirclin
round one another—Ilooking for weak
points in each other’s armour, it
seemed.

The audience became a little restive
after the first five minutes or.so of
thia, Some of them began to chant:
“Here we go round the mulberry
bush.” But suddeuly the wrestlers
broke the spell and set to work in
earnest.

The atruggle that cnsued
simply terrific. Baull grabbed Russell.
and ﬂmell grabbed Bull, and: they
heaved sat each other with vim and
vigour, to_an accompaniment of
grunts and heavy breathing.

' This was awfully interesting for
the first five minutes, but when they
kept on at the game stunt for half an

was

| hour or so withotit budging an inch,

crities in the ‘crowd were heard to
elgress the opinion- that the thing
had begun to pall.

More thrills, however, were on the
way. With a suddenuess that took
the spectators completely by surprise
—the whole movement did not take
longer than ter minutes or so—they
both began to sink to the ground.
After making themselves as comfy as
possible on the boards, they started
the heaving business all over again.

How the match ended, we cannot
sa¥. When the last of the audience
left, late in the evehing, the two
principals were still on the floor,
heaving away for all
they were worth.

Members of the
audience, by the
way, were removed by
friends one at a time.
all suffering from a
malady  resembling
slecp or unconscious-
LEess.

It is thought that
the tromble was the
result of the excite-
ment bronght on by
Russell and Bull—the

8 of the “ Hold”
Brigade, as Skinner
wag heard humor-
ously to describe
them,

Well, that will be all about wrest.
ling this week, thank you.

FUN. FOR WINTER
EVENINGS!

By HAROLD SK._NNER

et a kick out of
L g all the evening
gla.dymg chess. - Some are quite satis-
ed with gitting in fromt of a fre
chestnute. Some

Some ch aﬁa
@

roasting want

‘nothing better than to spread them-
‘selves out in am armchair reading a

book.

These are the-rank and file—the
smaller fry, so to speak. There ara
others, like me, who would as ‘soon
play noughts-and-crodsea as chess,
who weuldn’t give you tuppence for a
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hundredwelght of reast chestnuts,
and who confine their bookwonk
-trictly te the Form-room.

These clipige iﬁiril’ﬁ (" choice ™ is
vight[—Ed.} need something more
original in the way of cnterbainment
for the dark evenings, Here are a
few idens of my own for any of you
who feel like juining una:

1. Ask all the most credulous chaps
vou know if they bave heovd that o
wlost has been seen prowling round
the school lately, When the yarn has
spread about sufficiently, dress your-
solf wp in a sheet and use a spot of
phosphorus paint to the best advan-
page, then jump out on any stray fo
who eomes along. You will find his
renctions awiully amusing.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

It's the sccond that intrigued me, I
hoad mever noticed it before, but it's
really quite fascinating to see the
{Il:ifla'i:reut ways fellows have of doing
I L]

| weight champion, for instance, had a
pose like a Dhoxer squaring up to -his
opponcat in the ring, He threw his
dart with just the same movement as
he would have landed out at some-
body's chin!

Skimer was quite different, He
sneaked into position in a furtive
kind of way and released his javelins

Skinner’s style was as different as

2, Bore o hole through a eoin and
tie it to a length of thread. Leave
the coin in the possage and wait
heliind the door of your study, hold-
ing the other end of the thread so
you can jerk the coin away as soon as
any passer-by tries to pick it up. The
frick ean be varied by heating the
coin and lﬁttinE the unhappy chap
who picks it up burn his fingers, This |
little jape can provide you with hours
of fun and laughter,

t. Stroll round the House with a
handkerehief in which you have con-
cealed a small supply of soot. Sto
anybody smaller .than yourself an
tell him he has a smudge on his face
and offer to remove it for him with
vour handkevrchief. You can then
dlocorate liis face with soot and he’ll
thank youn for it!

4. Sprinkle itching powder on the
floor near the beds of fellows you
dow’t like in your dormitery, and
wait tiil thev have taken off their
shoes and sacks. The results are
guarantecd to be frightfully funny—
from vyeur own point of view, of
course !

These are just wheezes for
beeinners, As yvou get used to the
idea, you will find yourself improviu
on them and inventing new gags o
VOUr owi,

In time, with practice, you may
become almost as expert as I am
mysclf at devising fun for  winter
evenings ! ;

e

H. VERNON- SMITH on

CHARACTER FROM
DART-THROWING!

When I strolled infto the box-room
to wateh a game of darts the other
evening, two things struck wié, The-
first was a stray dart that grazed the
tip of my somewhat prominent nese
when I came through the doorway.
The second was' the fact that every
dart-player has a characteristic style
of his own when he throws his dart.

you cadl imagine from that of Wibley,
who went next,
walked to his stand slowly, sedately,
and deliberately, threw back his head,
ran his eye over the audience, then
gathered up his feathered flights with
a flourish and condescended fo EIE 5
No Sherlock Holmes is™ neede
detect the actor in Wibley when Wib.
descends to playing this plebeian
game !

Fisher T. Fish followed. Fishy

t skidded across the box-reom, fixed a

hawk-like glare on the board, and
aimed his three at machine-gnn
specd, grinding his teeth the while.

ou can always rely on Fish for con-
centration and business from the word
“Go!" Yos, sir!

soothing syrup after the human
whirlwind from Noo Yark., He saun-
tered to hig place, handled the darts
neatly. not to say EIE%’EHHF, and let
them fly with graceful and effortless
ease, On the strength of that ex-
hibition, lasting less than ten
scconds, any shrewd observer counld
have labélled Nugent as a fellow

orderly brain, and strong artistic
impulses !

Finally came Boh Cherry. Larging
his way through his fellow-players,
and digging Nugent in the ribs as he
passed, He¢ threw his darts like he
throws a -<cricket ball, made a wise-
erack with every throw, and beamed
all over his face at making
poorest score of the lot. From which
a complete stranger might casily have

| dednced the healthy animal epirits,

ood sportsmanship, and appetite for
i thl::i; oo with the name of Bob
Cherry! ' -
1 spent quite u profitable ten
minutes in that box-room and enjoyed
it .much better than I shounld hawve
erjoyed playing the game. Take my
tip,
your optics over the players instead
of the board and sce what sort of a
fist you make at telling .character

from dart-throwing !

Bolsover major, aa_piriﬂg . heavy-

ag though he were trying to conceal |
£ | what be was doing.

Our tame actor
ADg,

Frank Nugent was like a doke of |

with a serene outloock on life, an

the Swed

ids, and try it yourselves. Cast [}

“MAGNET"and“GEM”
PEN PALS

A free foeature which brings fogelhir
readers all over the world for the pur-
pose of exchanging diews on matiers of
mufual interest. If you wish to reply
to. @ notice published here you must
write to the Pen Pal direct. Notices for
publication should be accompanied by
the poupon on this page, and posted to
the Maoner and " Gem ™ Fen FPals,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireel,
London, E.C4.

Miss M. Stockman, Mill Cottage, New
Banes Mill, Sopwall, St.- Albans, Herts;
girl correspondents, ago 13-15; sporis,
pets; all letters answered; anywhere.

G. Ching, 21, Band Street; 3t. Helier
Jersey, Channal Islands ; any age; sail
code writing, stamps, magazines

anywhare. :
, 23, Godstone Road,

P, Routled
Whyteleafo, Surrey; ape 13-16; sports
Road

and films; anywhere.

Miss P. Pocock, 22, Ferndale .
Maitland, Capetown, Seuth Africa: girl
correspondents, a 17-19; film . stars,
sports, dancing; California, U.8.A.

J. %zﬂ.nm_, g-.'reet Yabumksah Lovers,
Newtownship, Dogoso, via Bekondi,
Gold Coast, British West Africa; pen
pals; un{;.?}lem_ in world.

Miss V. Grant, 11, Burford Street,
Merrylands, Bydney, Australia ; girl
correspondents; stamps, posteards; out-
sicle Australia. '

Miss 0. Heron, Cawongla P.O., via
Eyogle, New South Wales, Australia;
irl correspondents, age 15-18; knitting,
ancing, rldin% :

Mirs D. Giddings, Uphill, Erchiant,
nr. Devizes, Wilts; girl correspondent,
%g:a 15-18; interested in anything;

nada

‘ The WideWorld Pen Pals Club
desires members of all ages and nation-
alities. No subscription.- Write to Miss
M. Walker, " 7, Colosseum Terrace,
Albany Street, London, N.W.1. Pen
Eﬂ& must be readers of ‘the “*Gem " or
MagNET.

K. Jordan, P.0. Cavendish, Natal,
South Africa; age 16-22; all. sports,
reading, snaps and photos, newspapers
and books; anywhere in world except

India.

W. Mayo, - 54, Castleton Road,
Mottingham, London, S.E.8} age 12:15;
i 1 Norway, Denmerk.

exchanging views;

én. i

L. Alper, .3, Millbourne Hoad, Ber-
trams, Johanneshurg, svasl, South
Africa; stamps, coins, matchbox labels,
and ‘:spgrta;' any part-of world except
Great Britain and 8. Africa. oy

- W. FPoole, 38, -Rothwell BStreat,
Salford, 5, Lancs; age 14.16; sport and
goneral topics.

(More namex aml addresses in  the
e Gmil]

MAGNET & GEM

FEN PALS COUPON
25-11-39

11, CLUB AGENTS MUST BEE 1

Catalogue just issued. 472 pages |
10/- FREE Qift as soon as
COmMMmMISBI0N bonuses. Write:

Great Universal Stores, Devonshire Street, Ardwick, Manchester, |

ou start your Club. Generous

gat and best Club
3,000 Bargains !

FOOTBALLS & JERSEYS

WRITE FOR COLOURED ILLUSTRATED LIST.
GEORGE GROSE, LTD., Ludgate Circus, LONDON

85 PACKET FREE,
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