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THE REMOVE REMOVE COKER!

(A vousing tncident from this week's splendid story of school life, featuring Harry Wharlton & Co., of Grenfriars.)



2 A ROLLICKING EXTRA-LONG

STORY OF

GREYFRIARS—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mt. Prout Puts His Foot Down !

] OKER "
s Sﬂem !-H
C “ Coker [

boomed Mr.
Proaut,
Agrin silence.

The Fifth Forin grinned. Mr. Prout
stared acroas the cleass-room at Horace
Coker with o frozen stare. Twice had
ha addressed Coker—cach time without
any response whatever. Ji Horace
hegrd, then, like the celebrated
gladiator of old, he heeded not.

But it was doubtful whether he had
heard. A dreamy, faraway expression
was on the face of Horace Coker--an
expression that scemed to indicate that
hizs thoughts were a long way [rom the
Fifth Form reom at Greyiriars, And os
Mr. Prout noted that his expreszion
became even more [rozen.

Coker was by far the most trouble-
some pupil in Mr. Prout's Form. There
was scarcely anyone in the Shell, or
even the Upper Fourth. who could not
have given him points on any subject
taken in class.

That was bad enough. But, to make
matters worse, he suffered from the
delusion that he was quite a brilliant
scholar, and, therefore, did not need so
much instruction as the rest. And it
was this little delosion that made him,
from Mr. Prout's peint of wiew, more
trouhlesome than anyone clse in the
Fifth.

Mr. Prout had long since become
sccustomed to Coker's imattentive ways,
and he woukd not have been surprised 1o
sea Coker start. or betray in some other
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small way that his thoughts were not cn
the lesson, YL

But the trance-like condition inlo
which Coker had gone on this occasion
came as a shock, even to the long-
suffering master of the Fifth. There was
a limit, and Mr. Prout felt that ithe
limit had heen reached.

“Coker!” he roared. in a voice that
would have done credit to the Bull of
Bashan., "“Horace Coker! 1 am speak-
ing to youl”

With a jump Coker at last woke up.

“0Oh! Sorry, sici”

Coker bhlinked at.Mr. Prout.

“Beandalous!” boomed the master of
the FFifth. *“Monstrous! IHow dare you
allow your attention to wander in such
a 1311.?11?:-1*, Enkur I

Coker stuttered. Tt was not often that
he was at a loss for words, but om this
occasion he obviously did not know what
1o say.

“I am shocked, Coker!” wenk em Mr.
Prout,, in his ponderous msnncr.
“ Aecustomed rs I am te your childish
lack of concentration in class, I can
hardly believe that I have had to
shout your name three times before
obtaining a reply!”

“Th-three times?” stuitered Coker,
turning very red. “I'm afrerd I didn's
guite hear you at firsf!"”

#Obviously not ! retorted Mr. Prout
tartly. *“ And what, pray, was the sub-
ject that so completely claimed your
attention?”

“Hm! I—I was thinkieg all' about
the lesson, szir,” answered CUoker, rather
!fmﬁ!:rillﬂp “ All about Livy, you. know,
sir! :

“Tndeed ™ zaid Mr. Prout, raming his

BY

Frank Richards.

eyebrows. * And what were you think-
ing about Livy, Ceker?”

“Hem! You've taken it out of my
mind now, sir!” answered Coker, rub.
bing his chin in perplexity. “I think it
was about his notes on the Gallic Wars,
sir—Gaul being divided into three parts,
and all that, you know!"

Mr. Prout snorted and the Fifth
grinned. Coker was not very bright at
any subject, but when it came to ihe
Classics his lack of knowledge was quile

alarming. Cemsar, Livy, ¥Yirgil,
Sophocles, Ewripides, and the other
elassic gontlemen  whose works wore

either studied or referred to'in the Fifth
Form were all one to Horace Coker.

Mr. Prout was aware of that factk.
MNevertheless, when he heard Cokor
merinmlé ascribe Cesar's famous remerk
about Gaul to Titus Livius he could
hardly refrain from snorting.

“80 Livy was the subject of wvour
thoughts about the lesson, was Lo,
Coker ¥ he observed grimly. “I can
only conclude, then, that your mind hus
become extremely confused, for up to
thizs moment I have not mentioned
Livy 1"

“0Oh!"

" Your conduct in class is becoming
more end more reprehensible " said Mr.
Prout, in his most magisterial tones. 1
have been watching you during the last
five minutes, and I am quite certain that

have not heard a word I have
said 1™

“Nh crumba!” murmnred Colier,
rather shaken by the knowledge that tho
Fonn master’s eye had been on bim so

long. * But, sir—"
“Qilence! I have come to the con.
clusion, Coker, that yon have heen
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~FEATURING HORACE COKER, THE DUFFER OF THE FIFTH! 8

When Horace Coker gels * apoons” on a fair young lody he finds
kimsaelf involved in all monner of adventures and thrilling situa-

fions.

Yot the champion duffer of the Fifth emerges from them

toith great credit, wohich surprises mo one more than Horace

Coker himself !

OO TR E U R HULDHUB BT RITG

writing something on a sheet of paper
uudergﬁqur desk!g Kindly bring lj:anut
to mo! . : '
The vest of the Form regarded Coker
curiously. Coker himself was evidently
undergoing a variety of emotions at
Mr. ]gmutﬂ. sudden command, for kis
face changed from red to purple, then
back to red agsain, during the
moments that elapsed while he was
hesitating. '
“I—I— It was only a few notes I
was soribbling, sir!” ho said lamely.
“I intend to confirm the truth of that,
Coker!” daid Mr. Prout severely.
“Bring the paper to moe at once!l”
Coker rose and made his way slowly
to the front of the claes, holding in one
of his big hands & pieco of paper, over
which his weird hieroglyphics were
sprawled. What the paper contained
that Coker did not want Mr. Prout to
see the Fifth could not guess. What-

ever it was, Coker's behaviour mado it

wite clear that he was not anxious for
{r. Prout to =eo it,

Mr. Prout, however, apparently had
every intention of sceing 1t, for he took
it from Coker's reluctant hand, and
adjusted his glasses in quite a decided
ImAnner.

Coker stood by the Form master's
desk, and waited. ‘The Fifth waited,
too. It was most unusual for Coker to
be wearing such a sheepish expression
gs he was wearing at that moment, and
they began to wonder what Mre. Prout
had stumbled across,

Mr. Prout examined the mystorious
paper with great care, and as he read
Coker’s notes, a look of bewilderment
spread over his podgy face.

“Dear me!” he said, at last, giving
Coker o very peeuliar look, and getting
stifiy to his feet. “Is it possible—is it
credible, Coker, that vou have been
spending your tune in class, inventing
tEis preposterons  doggerel?  Answer
moe !l

“ Doggevel, sie?” said Coker. recover-
ing his sang-froid, and Imkiug rather
indignant. *That’s poetry, eir 1™

few

There was a chuckle from the Fifth,
as they realised what the paper con-
tained. It was easy now to understand
why Coker had not wished Mr. Prout
to ses it.

Mr. Prout Hfourished the piece of
paper dramatically belore the class.

“This, boys, is the result of Coker's
studies in Latin, this morning ! he said,
bestowing & glare upon Coker before
reading the Bﬁh{:er aloud.

Hea clear is throat, and began to
recito:

“‘ODE TO KITTY.
""!r;ﬁi_l have a faco, a Fface, that 15 o
arr
A smule, a smile, & smile, 5o rare, 0
TATS,
ot your hesad, some golden bair,
wir, hair,
MNoe wonder that I stare, stare, stare,
stare, stare!’ "

There waz a howl of laughtier from
the Fifth. They could not help them-
selves. though it was evident from the
oxpression on Mr. Prout's face that he
did not see the funny side of it

" Bilence, please!™ boonied Mr. Prout,
giving another engry look at Coker.
“ Here i3 another verse :

“* Although T seldom \ake much note

of girls,

At sight of you, my head, it whirls,
it whirla;

Those lips, those checks, those curls,
those curls, ithose enrls,

And rows of toeth like pearls, pearls,
pearls, pearls, pearls " *

“Ha, La, Iin !

The idea of rows of teeth like pearls,
pearls, pearls, pearls, pearls, evidently
struck the Fifth az fuouy. They roared,

“And s0," snid Mre. Prout, silencing
the langhter with a sharp gesture, “we
see how the most stupid and backward
scholar in the Fifth passrs away his time
in class—=in the writing of nonscuse-
vorses !

“ But-~but they'ro not nonsense-verses,
sir!" gasped Coker iddignantly. “That's
a poem, and a jolly good one, too, 1
think !

Mr. Prout looked long and hard at
Coker.

"Are vou serious, Cokeri” he asked
at last. “¥You are not endeavouring, I
trust, to play a joke on me? You really
mean that thosa ridiculous verses were
written in good faith #”

“Of course they were, sir!™ retorted
Coker. “And I don’t sce that they are
ridiculous, either 1"

Mr, Prout drew & decp breath.

“In that case,” he said ponderonsly,
“the matter is even more serious than [
had imagined it to be. Kindly stay
behind after. lessons this morning and
I will discuss it with you.”

“But I can't, sir!” said Coker, in
dismay.

“Indeed, Coker!

not " -

I have an appointment soon after
dinner, and I want to get ready !

. The Fifth chuckled. That reply was
just like Coker.

“Your appointment must wait!™
snapped the Fifth Form master angrily.
“I desire no more argument with vou,
Coker! Return to your desk at once!"™

Coker grunted and went back to his
place, and the lesson proceeded. And
the amateur poet was reluctantly com.

olled to pay more attention to Lbtin
or the rest of the morning.

Aftor the class was diamissed, Coker
stayed. behind, and when the I[ast
member of the Fifth had departed from
the Form.room, Mr. Prout motioned
him up to kis desk.

“Now, Coker,” he began, regarding
that troublesome individonal with o far
from aflectionate lock. “I have ke
you behipd in order that you mays talk
quite freely. I desire an cxplanation of
your extraordinary conduct in compos.
ing this nonsensical verse. First, you
say it was written in all seriousness "

“Certainly it was, sir,” answered
Coker promptly. *I—"

“Then, in that case,” said Mr. Pront,
cutting short Coker's remarks, *there
actually exists a person to whom the
absurd lines were composed?”

“Ye-e-en, sir!” admitted Coker rather
reluctantly. “I hadn't intended—""

“You hadn't intended that I should
know !" barked Mpr. Prout. *No! 1}

And pray, why

can well understand that, Coker! I can
well undorstand that 1”

He regarded Coker with koitled
brows.

“ And who, inay I ask, s the—alicm '—
the person, in guestion ¥ he demanded.

“Woll—" Coker hesitated. “1'd
rather not—"

“You will kindly answer my gques.
tion!" snapped Mr. Prout. “I demand
t> know the name of the—ahem !—
person 1" :

“ Well, if you must know, sir,” growlef

Cioker reluctantly, *it's BMiss Kitty
Collingon 1" i
“Indeed! And who may—er—-2isa

Kitty Collinson be

“*8he's the daughter of a coastguard
at Pegg. sir!"

“The danghter of n coastguard at
Pege !" rvepeated Mr. Prout, beginning
to look quite horrified. now that he
vealised the import of Ueoker's answers.
“And pray, how did ygu come to mept
the daughter of & constguard at Pegg?™

“J—well—I nearly knocked her over
when I was riding my motor-bike plong
the cliffis one day,” cxplained Coker.
“ After that, I gave Ler a lift home on
the back."

Tae Magver Jasrary.— Noy 1,008,



4+ LONG COWMPLETE STORIES GF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY ﬂEFH! _

Mr,
horror. .

“ And you have scen this person since
that occasion " he asked sternly.

“SZeveral times,” answered Coker
quite dreamily “Fut 1 can assdre you
sir, she's a wonderful girll You should
sea her eyes——"

“ What 1** .

" Liko stars, you know, sir! And her
teeth—"

i B'ﬂ':'_l' " ;

“ Like pearls! And her nose—-"

“Stap I roared Mr. Prout. “ How
dare you, CUoker!” - .

He glared at Coker, his eyes almost
dilated with horror. :

“Coker 1" ha boomed. I gm shocked
—shocked beyond all measure—at the
confession you haye made ™

“0Dh, esirl”

“1 have had occasion hefﬂ_rg_.t to hre.E
mark. on Ur ex e -stopidity, bu
never hefl;n;;} did ¥ m how- incredibly

willy you dre!” continued Mr. Prout

ily.

: Gh&: but 1 say, siv—=-"

“Silonce! You are notoriously the
most backward boy in the Form, and
you, of all people, should be the one
to devote most attention to your-studies.
Your hackwardness, I may say, has
become & serious problem, both to my-
scli, and the headmaster.”

"ﬂh, CTUMm 1 . .

“Please do not interrupt me with
abourd slang expressions! You, I say,
should be the one to apply yourself
most  assiduouwsly 1o the studies n
which yon are so backward. Instead
of that, you are contioually wasting
your time in class I ;

Coker looked indigpant, but did not
vonture to interzupt again,

“But inattentive as you are, I should
naver have dreamed, but for the finding
of this paper, that your thoughts were
taken up with the rﬂtughtﬁr of & coast-
guard at Pegg!” said Mr. Prout, bang-
g the desk with his fat Ost to em-
phasise Ins remarks. “I must repeat
(Joker, that your confession has shocked
ma beyond- all measure. You are the
most stupid dnd ridiculous boy' I have
ever met in my hLife!”

Coker's lips opened, but he was so
indignant for thoe time being, that ho

Prouwt’'s evchrows went up in

gould not fnd words to express his
feelings,
“TAnd now,” continued Mr. Prout,

“I must give you & most solemn warn-
10g, er. Unless thiz absurd—er—
friendship ceases, tha consequences [or
yﬁ?ﬂiml"gﬁing to be maost serious.”

“1 cannot allow such a preposterouns
affair fto interfera with your studies,
and I do not intend that it shall. " 1
iherefors’ order you pot to go within =a
mile of the village of Pegg until such
time s-,s“!‘ five you permission.”

iF !

“Furthermore, if I catch you on one
single occasion i:zrenhing bounds in the
direction of Pegg, 1 shall immediately

roquest the headmaster to transfer you
to a lower Form.”
“(h, dear!™

Uaker gasped, as the full meaning of
Mr. Prout's words penetrated his brain,
One visit to Pogg, and he—Coker—
would be back in the Shell! Or even—
borrors—in the Upper Fourth!? The
mere thought was sufficient to make
Coker's ruddy face turn pale.
“Oh dear!” ho gasped.

really mean that, sici?”

“¥ was neveér more serious, Coker
answered Mr. Prout frmly. “I am of
opinion, indeed, that szuch a transfer
might be for your ultimate good, and
in the event of your discbeying my
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“Do you

jrs
r

command in regard to Pegg, I shall not
hesitate to recommend the headmaster
to put it into effect I
“Oh, crumbs}”
The dreadful possibility of such a
ﬂegrndatmn left Coker almest stunned.
“"Yeou may go!” copcluded Mr. Proit
abruptly,
‘*Buat, sip—-=>"* 3
*I do not thmk the matter requires
any further discussiom, Coker! You
may go W
Coker went!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Exchange of Caps!

W3 awkward ¥
I “¥Yes, old chap!™
“It's very awkward|”
Cokaor with a frowp.
Potter and Greene, of the Fifth,
nodded agreement, though what it was
that their leader considered awkward,
th%‘.f'l hadn’t the least idea.
ker and his study-mmates had just
firiished - their dinner, and had sl."miled
out into the 'quad. During - dinner
Coker had maintained & thoughtful
silenca that was most unusual for him.
Potter and (Greene guessed that it was
aggoctated with their leader’s interview
with Mr. Prout after class, but 1o what
way, they did not know. The oxistence
of Miss Kitty Collinsen, of Pegg, was
as completely unknown to them as it
had been to Mr. Prout before Coker
had enlightened him

“¥ou -sea there's no time for me to
wire her," said Coker, aking to him-
self more than to his chums.

“ Ehr

“No time to wire her, you know!*

“No, I suppose not!” agreed Polter,
“We haven’t the faintest notion what
you're talking about, but I expect you're
right—you usually dre |

“What the dickens am I to dot”
demanded Coker. _

“ Ask mie another!"™ grinmed Potter.

said

“Yopn're talking Greek to me, old
man !"
Coker stared moodily at his two
followers. g
“Ah, I forgot you chaps didn't

know I he murmured. “The fact is,

1’1':{1 Dil?“t’l bit of a fix.”

“You see I'd arranged to see o lady
thiz afterncon,” explained Coker. ™ Miss
Kitty Collinson, of Pegg, wou knowl”

“And who the dickens i1z she when
she's at home!” asked Greeme, staring.

“T1 don't want any of your check,
William Greene!”  growled Cbker.
“Miss Kitty Collinson is a _personal
friend of mine, and anyons who says a
word -ﬁga.i.nst her will have to answer
to mel

“0Oh, my hat!” ]

Potter and Greens looked at their
leader in dismay. _

“T say, old man,” said Greene un-
easily, “you don't mean to tell us
you're spoons on gome blessed girl 7

“T don't like the expression,” said
Coker, frowning. “But, anyway, you
chaps, vou should see her eyes!”

ELS Eh li-:IJ
Like stars!

“Her eyes, you know!
And her testh—m"
" Har toath I stuitered Potter.

“Like pearlst” murmured Coker
poetically. “You should just see her,
you chaps |

“0Oh, my hat!

“7'd arranged to meet her this after-
noon,” went on Cokér gloomily. *“ And
now that silly old duffer Prout has
gone and put his foot in it 1

“8o I should jolly well think!™
snorted Potter. “You ought to be

grateful to him for looking after you.”

“He's gone and put Pepg out of
bounds for me!” said Coker bitterly.
“Out of bounds, you know—for mel—
just as if T were a blessed fag)”

“Well, if you told him you were
spoony on & Tlﬂ at Pegg, you were
esking him tol” commen reene,

“ B and praying for it, in
f:u::if[ 1.'; adil‘_ed Pﬂﬂt:;. Cak -

* Idiots ¥ ' er. “ Anyway,
the awkw thing sbout it 1 that
I've arranged to r this after-
noon at Pegg, and Prouts made it jm-
possiblea for me to keep the appoint-
mant. There's no time to wire, 20, a8
1 say, I'm in & 6x[”

“Blessed if I see itl” said Potter.
“There's an easy solufion.” '

“What's that

"Don't turn u}f

“Easy!” =smiled Greena. “Don't
turn up! Come along and watch us
at cricket practice, Instead, old chap!”

“Rot 1

“Come along. old man® urged
Potter, linking arms with Coker,
“"Forget it, and come with us!"

“Bosh!” said Coker, shaking him-
self freo, and glaring at his chums.
“Fime pals you arve, I must gayl
Watch you at tha nets, indeed! D]’,q'ul:l
sooner watech a hopscotch mateh I

“Well, we're on Big Side all the
alternoon, anyway,” said Potter. “If
you change your mind you'll koow
where to find us”™

“And, incidentally,” added Greene,
“¥ supposo it's about time wa changed
our clobber. Coming along, Potter?”

Potter nodded.

“I'm ready, if you are. What are
you going to do, Coker?”

“Omne thing I'm certainly not going
to do is to watch you try to knock a
ball abopt!” . snorted Coker. *“And I
thiu# you chaps had better call it off,
too

nEh E:I.I

“You chaps can help me out this
afternopn, and, what's more, yow're
going toF’ said Coker decisively.
“What I want you to do is to run over
to Pegg for me, and take a messego,
arcanging a fresh appointment at
Friardale. 0Old Prooty said nothing
gbout Friardale being out of bounds, so
it’ll be all right if I meet her there.”

“Borry 1" said Potter and Grecna lo-

EII

" 1; would if we could, yvou know,”
explained Greene. “Bu s
“Wao can’ty” Enished Potter. “ Sorry,

old chap!” ]
Coker glared at his henchmen quite

savagely.
"}ﬁll make wou sorrier still, in a

minute I” he sported. “I've a good
mind to knock your silly héads to-
gether! Mean to say you seriously

intend to turm up at your retten
cricket practice when I want youi"

"Weo do!" answered Potter.

- “We do, we docsl” supplemented
Greene humorously.

“Then I'll jolly soon make you
change your minds!” roared Coker,

Coker's patience was ususlly ex-
hausted in & short spaee of time, and
he certainly had none left now. 'Tho
idea of his two trusty followers ra-
fusing to cut cricket practice when he,
Horace Cokor, needed them, made him
see red, so to speak.

He took & pace forward, and
reachod out with his big hands to maka
s sudden grab at Potter and Grecne.

Potter and Greene evidently did net
want to be grabbed by Coker's big
hands, for they dodged simultansously,
and casily suecceded in evading their
outraged leader. .
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What happened next was
nightmara to Coker. -
e folt two pairs of hands seize him
forcibly, jerk him off his feet, and
deposit him with a bump on the hard,
unsympathetic gravel path.
ker was so astonished that he
allowed this outrage to be committed
almost without resistance, and by the
timo he bhad collected his thnught.ﬂ
again Potter and Greene had vanished.

*M-m-m-my  hat!” iﬂﬂlied Coker
dazedly. ""The—the cheeky rotters]
The ungrateful cads! M-my hat!*

He could hardly realise that he had
beon bumped—bumped like a Third
Form fag—by his own chums, and for
quite & long time Coker sat on tho
gravel path like one in a dream.

Then, fairly beiling ever with indig-
nation, he staggered to his feet, and
tramped back towards the Scheol
House. At any other time, he would
have pursucd his atteckers, but time
was precions if he was to get a memf&
gver le Pegg in time to divert the
course of Miss Kitty Collinson.

Just gs Coker leaped up the steps of
the School House, o fat form rolled out
of tho entrance.

Coker was going too quickly to avert
n eollision, and there was what &

novelist might have deseribed as a
sickening thud as thoe two met.

* Yoaroooop !

“* Groopogh !

Crash!

Locked in affectionate embrace, the
two whirled round, then ecrashed

through the doorway to the floor within.

Billy Bunter, of the Remove—for it
was he—roared with pain as Cokeor's
hard head cannoned into his fat chin.

“ Whoooop ! Gerroff my chest, you
rotter | Heﬁp[ Murdor! Police!”

“You clumnsy idiot!” gna{»{’sd Coker,
getting to his foet again. “ Why didn't
you gei out of the way 1"

“RBeast 1 howled Bunter, nursing his
injured chin with one hand and tenderly
feoling for broken bones with the other.

“Ow] I'm dead! You've killed me!
Beast | Ow-ow-0w "

“Get up, and s howling !" hooted
Coker furiously. “I'm in a hurry, and

vou're sitting on my cap! Get up, or
I'll kick yvou!t"

With another howl, Billy Bunter
grabbed one of the two caps on which
he had been sitting, and made a flying
leap out of reach of Coker's big boot.

Coker picked up the other cap from
the floor, and, jamming it on his reffled
locks, continued his interrupted journey,
vaging, while Bunter, with many a
groan, rolled off into the quad.

In the excitemont of the collision,
noithor Bunter nor Coker had had time
Lo notico details. And neither of them
was aware of one trivial result of their
spill that was destined to lead to quite
a surprising scries of resulis within the
dav or two that followed.

If Coker and Buanter had looked
inside their caps at the spot where their
names were sown in, events might have
happened in quite a different way, But
they didn't take that precaution,

Consequently, Cokar and Bunter wont
their respeotive  wavs  in Dblissful
ignorance of the fact that their caps
had become exchangrd.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Cake [

ILLY Bunter hesitated outside
B Mrs. Mimble's little tuck-shop
behind the elins.

After leaving Coker, he had
made a lee-line for tgn shop, but now
that he had reached bis objective, he
hesitated.

Hiz hesilaney was not caused by any
doubt about feeling hungry. In spile
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" Bunter’s heart began to thump wlldly as he
Iy heard the shuffle of feet.

stopd petrified, then, tucking the ecake under
his arm, he leaped wildly out ol the Litils shop
and raced away down the vlllage street as [ast
as his litile

For one seecond he

fat legs would carry him.

{See Chapter 3.)

of the fact that it wes but half an hour
since he had eaten enough dinner fm
thres, Bunter still felt hungry enough to
do jus)%ﬁﬂ to a larye-sized snack in the
school 8hop. In any case, no considera-
tions of that kind had cver kept him
away from tuck, Bunter hesitated for
quite another reason.

As a nocessary preliminary to the pur-
chase of comestibles froimn Mrs. Mimble,
customers usually bronght smne money
with them.

Billy Banter had no money.

Therefore, he hositated.

He gazed longingly at the array of
jam-tarts, cream-puffs, weringues, and
eclaires temptingly displayed in ¢
window of the little shop. The sight o
them was sufficient to whet the appetito
of the Owl of the Remove, and the
thought of his imperunious condition
mado them seem very desirsble indeed.

After a little moro hesitation, Bunter
rolled into the shop.

Mrs. Mimble frownod as sho appeared
from her back parlour and reoognised
her fat customor. Bunter was not a
favourite of Mrs. Mimble's.

“Waell, Master Bunter 7"

“ (iood-aftornoon, Mra. Mimble ™ said
DBunter  affably. "Nice weather,
ma'am !"

Mrs. Mimble looked even grimmer,
Buch a pelite greeting from Bunter was
not & good sign, in Eer estimation.

“Those look topping meringue:
vou've got in the window I said Billy
untor, ocoyoing Mrs. Mimble rather

dubiously through his big spectacles.
“I was thinking of having some for s
little spread I'm standing to-day "

“Then I hope you've got the moncy
to pay for them, Master Bunter!" said
Mrs, Mimnble, with painful lucidity.

Billy Bunter coughed.

“Hem! Well, as a matter of fact
Mrs. Mimble, I haven't actually got the

Tae Macxer Lisrart.—No. 1,058,
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eazh on me. What I was going to sug-
gest wis that you let me have the stuff
now, and leave the settlement til} this
m'ening, when I'm expecting a postal-

. Mimble's plump 1 led
fimble's p ip curle

d-&ﬁﬁi?ﬂlj'. She had heard of Bunter's

celebrated postel-order before.

“FPm afraid vou will have to wait for
the. mevingues until Eﬂur postal-order
arfives, then 1" she said, making a move
tujrﬂnh her back parlour again..

"Look  here, Mrs imble, be
sﬂgil;lgjnl" urged Bunter. “I tell you
there’s some money in_mh.fmh for me
—from one of my titled relstions, you

knbw! It's bound to arrive by the
evening delivery, and as soon as it
comes I'll settle for the blessed

meringues all right. What about let-
ting me have & dezen, say "

Mrs, Mimble did not trouble to
answer that question. She ambled back
into her little room, leaving Bunter to
waste his sweetness on the desert air.

Bunter breathed hard. It was always
a diffioglt matter for Bunter to exercise
politenéss towards those whom he con-
siderad to belong tg the lower orders,
and it had cost %‘ﬁm quite an effort to
speak to Mrs. Mimble in 3o amiable a
manner.. The reslisation that all his
trouble had been for nothing was very
exasperading to William George Bunter.

He gazéd fondly at the meringues,
and mfgﬂ-;l s little towards them. Un-
less something had oceurred to stay his
hand, it was highly probable that
Bunter would have yielded to. the
temptation to help himself. But at

that Ifum:t}ent 8 fresh customer enteped
the shap in the person of Walker of the
Sixth.

Whalker

W ggca.m the fat Removite a sus.
picious look.

“What are you up to?" he demanded.
“On the prowl?”

“0h, really, Walkor—*

“Get out of here!” said Walker im-
patiently. ‘Walker had a quick way
with Jiunicnrsr, particularly junibrs who
feared him, among whom Bunter was to
e numbered.

"qu, I say, Walker——"

“Get out, I tell you!” roared
Walker, giving Bunpter a cuff on the car
that sent the [at junior staggering out
of the shop.

“Beast 1™ howled Bunter,
dloorway. “Brute! Yah!"
. Walker took a step towards him, and
Bunter fled.

The Owl of the Removo rolled down
to the school gates in & most discon-
solato [rame of mind, Before his visit
to the school tuckshep he had not been

riicularly bungry. But the sight of
frs. Mimble's fresh supply of pastries
had stirred his imagination, and he felt
guite ravenous now.

His prospects of obteining anything
fo eat before teatime were, to put 1b
mildly, rem:*e. Peter Todd; his study-
mate, was wiwn to his last sixpence.
And when Bunter had suggested a loan
of precisoly that amount, Todd had re-
fuszid in no uncertain manner, emphasis-
ing his answer with the aid of a cricket-
stump.

The only possibility Bunter could
think of was Uncle Clegg, the pro-
prietor of the tuckshop at Friardale,

In the past, Bunfer had often pointed
out to Uncle Clegg the amazing busi-
ness advantages to be derived from the
credit system. Hea had explained on
innumerable cecasinns that nﬁ big busi-
nesses had been built wp on a credit
basis, and had hinted that the applica-
tion of credit principles to a tuckshop
in Friardale would result in its becom-
ing & kind of second Heliridge’s within

Tek Macxer Lipeary —No, 1,058,

from the

It seemed to
to-
a to

a short space of time.
follow that Uncle Clegg's first ste
wards fame and fortunme should

allow Billy Bunter to eat as much stock -

as he could without paying. But,
strangely enough, Uneloe Clegg had
never allowed Bunter to help him to

pr ity in that meanner,

Bﬁly Bunter, therefore, did not em-
tertain very high hopes of obtaining o
supply of tuck “on. the mnod ¥ from
Unele Clegg. He was not, however,
without hope altogether. It was guita
a long time since he had méﬂtiﬂﬂﬁg the
credit ismm to the crusty old tuckshop
ni;prta r, and ssibly Unele Clegg

ad lost somo of his old touchiness over
the proposition by now

drowning man will clutch at a
straw, and Billy Bunter rolled down
the lane towards Friardale with the in-
tention of clutching at Uncle Clegg.

Bunter was not [ond of cxercise, and
he did not enjoy the walk to Friardale,
The thought of tuck, however, spurred
him on, and he did not take long to
reach the village,

--Ha put so much vigour into the walk,
in fact, that, by the time Uncle Clegg’s

p was in sight, he was hot and
breathless. _

“Phew!” gasped Bunter. “If the
?szgdgar lets me down after all this
-He shuddered at the thought of a
weary and hopeless trudge back to Grey-

friars without & feed of some sort to

sustain him. It was not to be thought
of. Bunter rolled into Uncle Dlagg’a
?*it.h o very detormined look on his tat
ace.

Inside the shop, he sat down heavily
on one of Unclg Clegg's stools, and,
taking off his cap—or, {o be strictl
correct, Coker's cap—mopped his hea
brow for some seconds, and gasped.

Uncle Clegg waa nowhere to be seen,
and Bunter craned his fat neck to seo
if ho was in the bdck-parlour, There
was no sign of him in that lhitle room,
however, and for & moment the fab
Removite began to wonder where the
old tuckshop proprietor could be.
Then, from beyond the back-parlour, he
heard the sound of hammering, and of
wood splintering, which seamed to indi-
cate that Unele Clegg was breaking
open a wooden case—probably contain-
ing fresh stock of some description.

Billy Bunter- listened, and his litile
eyes glaamed behind his spectacles,

He had come in with every intention
of indulging in a wordy battle with
Uncle Clegg for the possession of
enough tuck to satisfly his present necds.
e had intended using ‘every argument
ha could think of to extract something
or other from the old gentleman, on tho
promise of payment in the sweot by-
and-by.

But he knew that the argument
would be lengthy and exhausting, and
the ounteomo coxtremely doubtful. And
Bunter was tired aller hiz unaccus-
tomed excrcise. . .

Uncle Clegg was not in his shop.
Why, then, trouble him with argu-
ment?  Why not take the required
tuck, and make a graceful exit before
Uncle Clegg returmedf Billy Bunter's
eyes gleamed at the thought.

O course, the money could be paid
later on—ouk of thp next postal-order,
whenover that might come along. The
fact that his contemplated action bore
s remarkably close rescmblanco to
stealing did not trouble DBunter wvery
much. Bunter had a very hazy idea of
what was right and what was wrong.
Usually, in hiz obtuseness, he managed
io pursuade hiz wrongs into rights
without much difficulty.

There was a large cake displayed

Jooke

on the eounter—a cake of guite impos-

;ng dnﬂaﬂsmug, Hith laImm‘lda on th?

Op, and apparcntly a large quantity o

fr_f:it within, The sight 1::} it Itt.':yﬁ.dﬂ

Billy Bunter's mouth water. His eyes
en it greedily.

Unecle Clegg seemed unaware that a
customer was in the shop, for the ham-
mrerinig  still eontinued, Eiﬂ?' Buuter

round cautiously. Thera was
nobody outside the shop, and tho vil-
1;Ee street wam clear, .
‘he fat junior slipped quietly off the
stool, and reached over to the cake., A
moment later he was holding it in his
fat hands. Then hg hesitate

It would hardly do to walk through
Friardile holding o large cake, without
some kind of wrapping to cover it.
The appearance of guhﬁar “under such
circumstanced would be likely to oxcite
suspicion in the most unsuspecting
passer-by.

‘Ha leaned over the counfer, and de-
tached .o large ﬁ.par_ba; from Uncle
Claa:g’a supply. Ha acted ag quietly as
possible, for paper was inclined to
rustle, and there was a danger that tho

_attention of Unclo Clegg - might be

aftracted,
And, carefully as Bunter went to
work, that was exactly what happened.
hammering ceased, and Bunter's
heart begen to thump wildly as he
heard the shuffle of the old proprictor’s
feet leaving his work and cntering the

back-parlour,

For just one szecond Punter stood
petriﬁeri.. _

Th tucking the well-stuffed bag

under his arm, he leaped wildly out of
the littla shop, and raced away down
the vl'ila.fa strect as fast as his httle fat
111% would carry him.
ear lent Bunter wings, and the
speediest runnors in the Lower School at
reyfriars would have found it difficult
to putpace him as he fled through Friar-
dale that wintry afternoon.

When he was out of sight of the shop,
however, he slowed down a little, and
evenjually fell intoe a walking pace,

anting and blowing like a grampus
rom Mhis short run.

His fat face was shining happily now.
He bad secured the cake—a magnificent
cako, in fact—and it was ovident from
the fact that no alarm had been raised
behind him, that Uncle Clegg had not
immediately noticed lLis loss, and in all
probability had not seen Billy Bunter's
retreating figure.  Bunter felt that he
had done well.

As soon as he reached the woods Billy
Bunter left the road and dived into
them, afd at tho first secluded apot sat
down on & free-trunk and fetched out
the cake, .

“By Jove! This is something like "
murmured the Owl, surveying his prize
with admiration.

He broke off o dpit.tcc and tasted it, and
his eyes gHstensd behind his spectacles,
It was a eaka for a connoisseur,

For the next ten minutes the fat
i'}uniur's jaws wore wﬂrhinﬁ steadily, and

that time the cake had shrunk to a
shadow of its former =elf. A fow
minutes later thoe last crumb had dis-
appeared, and Bunter, with a contented
sigh, threw the paper-bagp inte some
bushes and smacked his lips with satis-
faction.

Billy Bunter conlinued to sit on the
trec-trunk for a few minutes longer,
ruminating on that plorious cake, Uncla
Clegg, and the possibility of the Iatter
auspe-ctmﬁ' Bunter.  All of a sudden
Bunter ¢ }l:»pﬂl his hand to his head and
started violently, |

“My hat!" he gasped.

For once in a way that cxclamation
had literally some connection with 1he

(Continued an page 8.)
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News Pars and Pictures.

BOUND FOR SINGAPORE!
Over 20,000 tons of steel and 4,000,000 rivets

were used in the construction of this huge
floating dock which is destined for the naval base
at Singapore. In the walls of the dock are
extensive workshops containing & wide range of
machinery for repair work. Eight

powerful tugs will tow thie migﬁty
product nigs the Tyne to its
destination, via the guﬂ Canal,
a distance of 8,500 miles.

FIDO, THE LION-
TAMER!'!

Yes, it's a real lion, boys—and
a real dog! This surely must be
the first time on re-:cbré’ that_the
king of beasts and friend Fide
have so far settled their differences
as lo lic down together. But it is
open to question how long this
Eﬁmradtshlﬁ would last if some-
one threw them a bone !
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Wontinued from page 6.)
matter he was thinking. of. For Billy

Bunter had suddenly realised that he

was not wearing his school cap.
“QOh crumbs!” he gasped. “What a

""_I_ 1”

gelmmmemhered at once what had
happened. He had left. the ca .'l{lmg
on the counter at Uncle Clegg's shop.

And Uncle Clegg would find it! And,
as Billy thought, his—Billy Bunter's—
name was inside 1t. :

Bunter jumped to his fect, his 2y
faco h'lmc-ting. The fat was in the fire
now. Unele Clegg would come up to
ihe school and see the Head. Trouble,
with a capital T, would follow. A
logging—possibly the sack! Bunter
shuddered and n to wish very
heartily that he had not been tempted

"Bl Bunter rolled ﬂuwtfl off in the

Billy : :
direction of Greyfriars with a ainking
‘heart, He had his feast, and now

the reckouing was to come.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Takes a Chanoe

RASH!
“What the dickens—"
Harry Wharton and Frank

Nugent of the Remove locked
1 rise.

HEI‘EL;u;Pem just getting ready to leave
Study No. 1, and proceed to Little Side
for the cricket match that had becn
arranged with the Shell, when there was

a thunderous kick on the study door.
A moment later the door was flung

open and Coker of the Fifth entered.
Coker was not looking at all pleased

with himself, [
Since his violent collision
ho had been searching the

messenger to go to Fegy d 0 far
ha had been unlucky. "[#?a was o

singular lack of enthusiasm on the part
of E:hn fags to fag for Horace Coker.
Everywhere he went the Third and
Socand-Formers melted away like snow
before the sammer sun. It was most
annoying~but there it was.

Wharton and Nugent were not aware
of the misfortunes that had befallen
("cker. And even if they had been their
fcelings at Coker's violent entry would
not have been particularly amiable.

They glared at the intruder, in fact,
with gleres that were the reverse of
amiable.

“Looking for a thick car, Coker®”
asked Whartan pIﬂls-i_.:eté]r.

Coker looked surprised.

“Or a dot on the eye!" suggestcd
Frank Nugent. .

“What's the matter with you kids?”
asked Coker, with a puzzled lock,

“People who walk into this study by
yoi. method usually get one or the
olher,” explained Wharton.

“Mean my kicking on the door?”
sported Coker. *Don't talk ret! I'm
not in the habit of wasting politeness on
sorubby fags! I want one of you to run
over to Pogg for me."

“Oh, J’ﬂ-u-gﬂ’ do youl”

“ Anything else we can do at the samo
time?”" asked Frank Nugent, with a
grin. " Run over to Lmtfum_ or Weap-
ghot or Timbuctoo, or something?"

“I tell you 1 want one of you to run
over to Pegg!” repeatod Coker, raising

with Bunter
House for a
o

his voice.  ““Any more back-answers
and I'll lam you!"
4] ﬂh ™

“* And T waut yon to look slippy about
it, too!"” continued Coker, sitting down
THE Macyer LiBRARY.—-No. 1,058,

at the study table and producing a
fountain-pen. “No hanging sbout in the
road to play marbles, or anything like
that. Give me a sheet of notepaper and
an envelope, will you?"

The Removites looked at Coker
almost breathlessly,

“"You mean it, do you?" asked Harrey

Wharton: “It's not a leg-pull, or any-
thing like that? You really want us to
go to Pege for youl"

course I do!” hooted Coker.
“What the thomp do you think?"

“And when you want people to run
messages for yow, iz this the way yom
usually ask them? asked
deringly.

Coker snorted,

“Look here, yvoung Wharton, no cheek
from you or you'll regret it! Az 1 zay,
I want you to run over ta Fegg for me.
I've arranged to' mect o lady friend
there, ‘but—ahem'—owing to circum-
stances, I can't meet her there, =0
want to change the rendezvous to
Friardale instead. Seel?”

“J see,” answered the skipper of the
Remove., “ And you want one of us to
go there—eh ™

Coker nodded. :
think we're pgoing,

Harry won-

“And you da

yoult"”

“Of course.” :

“Qorry to disillusion you,” smiled
Harry \t"harmu. “ Oollar him, Franky

The twoe Removites piled into Coker
with zest, and there was a wild yell
from the hero of the Fifth as he felt the
chair lifted from under him and strong
hands seizp his shonlders and arms,

“ Fling himm out!"” gasped Wharton.

"Necf and crop!” grinned Nugent.

Coker, fairly bellowing with rage, was
hustled to the door, which harton
opened, In the doorway Coker put up
a flerco resistance, and, being stronger
and heavier than his aggressors, he
might well have turned the tables om
them had it not been for the interven-
tipn of others. ;

But he was in the enemy's camp, and,
attracted by the row, Removites were
Iqi:;nl:ing put from othor studies along
the passage Now. :

There was a roar at the sight of
Coker.

“Fifth Form cad!”

“Turn him out!"

“Borag him !
“Give him socks !
The fellows swarmed down the

passago to Study No, 1, and fell upon
Coker in & body. L

“Heore, keep off, you young idiots!”
howled Coker, in alarm. “I'll spifiicate
you ! Yow-ow-ow ! Yaroooh!”

The Remove gave Coker short shrifi,
and for the noxt minute or so the unm-
fortunate Fifth-Former felt as though a
violent carthguake wero ?'c:ll'lg on all
round him. In actual fact, he was
pulled about, bumped, relled over on the
door, carried down the passage, and
pitched down the stairs leading to the
floor below. There was a series of
bumps as Coker descended the flight,
and each bumip was accompgnied by a
fresh yoll of mingled pain and rage.

The Removites, in & grinning group,
shouted and waved actionate fare-
wells from the landing at the {op.

“Good-bye, Horace!” sang ocut Bob
Gharr’;r cheerfully. “Borry vou couldn't
stop !

“Ha, ha, ha!” ; o e

'Dﬂ? in agemn when you leel like
it " yelled Boleover majpr,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker picked himself up at the botiom
of the stairs, and shook his fist furiously
at the hilarious Removites. For a
moment it looked as if he intcuded to
renew the assault, and the juniors stood

ready to give him a warm welcome.
Diseretion, however, proved to be the
hr:%t{:r part of valour, and Coker, with a
gulp of rage and disappointment,
tramped off, while the Remove checy-
fully. returned to their studies.

~ Horace Coker's brain was by the time
m quite a whirl, It was now getting
on for balf-past two. And his appoint-
ment was for & quarter to three. He
began to realise that it was practically
imposzible to get a message over in time
now. That meant thatgfllﬂ was  faced
with two slternatives—to mriss  his
appointment, or to break bounds. Aud
neither of them seemed very satisfactory
to Coker,

The dresdful punishment that had
been promised him in the event of his
goung to Pegg hung over him like the
Sword of Damocles. It took a lot to
scare Horace Coker, but the ibility
of being removed to a lower m CRI-
BRI e e i

s for Miss Ki 0 mig
be—and in spite of &hﬁ sericugness
they probably did not amount to more
than an erratic mood on the part of
a rather moro erratic t was very
doubtful whether, in the ordinary way,
he would have risked such shameful
degradation to see her, But this
occasion was  different. He had
promised to meet her. And the word of
& Coker was his bond.

Loker felt that whatever the results
for himself might be, in view of the
fact that ho had failed to alter the

rendezvous, he would have to go over

to Pegg that afterncon.

I_-Iaéwﬁg made up tEia mfild 1;_-11 fth]at
point, he once more tra out of t
School House. s °

Mr, Prout met him on the steps, and
glanced at him in disapproval.

Coker *“capped " him, and would have
ﬁaaﬁed‘ on, but the Fifth Form master

etained him with a gesture,

“You are very dirty, Coker ™ he said
saveroly.

Coker realised, with a start, that Le
had not yet brushed away the effects of
his seuffle with the Remove.

“I am ashamed to see 8 member of
my- Form going about in such a dis-
%'.ram‘:f_ui condition,” went on Mr. Prout,
rowning. “Have you been amusing
yourself by rolling in the dust, Coker”

“Nunno!" gasped Coker, quith truth-
fully. He had certainly been rolling in
the dust, but the process had been the
reverse of amusing.

“Your filthy condition is evidence to
me of more of the childish horseplay
in  which you are continually in-
dulging!” barked Mr. Prout. "Take o
hundred lincs, and go back and brush
yoursclf at once!”

“0Oh erumbs! But—-="

G:Bn not bandy words with me, Cokei !
Coker turned back, and his feclin
towards Mr. Prout as he leaped up the

stairs again were alrost homicidal,

It did not take him long to brush
himself down, and within a few minutes
he was racing down the stairs again.
In spite of his t‘iumltnuaa, however, lie
fumed at the delay, for every minute
Was precious now.

He sped along the gravel path in front
of the 8chool House like a champion on
the cinder-track, without once slacken-
ing speed until he reached the shed
where his motor-cycle was stored. Then
he brought out that famous " jigger "
and wheeled it as quickly as he could
down to the gates. The rules of the
school prevented him riding it down
the footpath, or he would certainly have
done so.

Coker frowned as he reached the
gates, for Mr, Prout was standing there,



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIGE 9
TWOPENCE.

=, ._- 3 i s ¥ || 1:.‘-
P L7t

S

% .

Coker selzed a travelling-rug and with one hand began ro
; e gmu’l down the unmnsnlnusﬁn.
get this man [ree {ill they do ! **

extent ol the force which p

watching his progress very suspiciously.
Evidently Mr. Prout was kecping an
vye on Uoker that afternoomn. «

‘It 1s

“Ah, Coker!” he exclaimed,
your intention to go for a ride, 1 per-

calve! I trust you have not forgotten
our talk after class this morning !

“No, sir,” growled CUcker rather
sorely.

“Let me remind you agsin that the
village o Pg&lg% i3 strictly out of bounds
for you until further notice,” said Mr.
Prout.

“I onderstand that, sir!”

‘1 am glad to hear i1t. Where are

you going now "

"T% Fﬂr-im'dn!-a, gir,” answeved Coker.

That was quita true. As a matter of
fact, the road that led direct to Pegg
was under repair.  The best road to
Pogg just then, from a motorist’s point
of view, was through Friardale, and
Uoker meant to go that way.

VYery well, Coker,” said M. Proul.
His looks, however, scemed to mdicate
tli:ﬂ: things were by no ineans very
Wwidls

He watchied Coker start up the engine
grimly, and his face was still full of
suspicion as Coker drove wildly away in
the direction of Friardale.

Wlhon Coker had disappeared round a
bend in the lane, Mr. Prout erossed over
te the porter’s ledge, where Gosling was
engagod in mending a window-sash,

“TArternoon, sir!”  remarked the
school porter laconically.
“Good-afternoon, Gosling! Do yan

happen to kmow whether any of the
olher masters have gone out walking
this afternoon 77

“Wot I says is this "ero: A man can’t
moend 8 winder-sash and watch who
goes hout at the same time,” unswered
the crusty old official.

IO . AT

“You haven't noticed Mr. Queleh '

“No, sir. But "cro ‘v comes, now you
speak of 'im!"

Mr. Quelch, the Remove Forn master,
dresscd in walking attire, cuno striding

down to the gates as ﬂusliug apoke.
He nodded stifly to Mr. Prout. Mr.
Prout was pather a bore, and the

Remove master was inclined to keep
him at a distance.

“Ah, Mr. Quelch! QOut for o walk?™
asked Mr. Prout.

“*Good-afterncon, My, Prout! [ was
contemplating a walk over the cliffs and
down to Pegg."”

Mr. QlIEll:ﬁ felt that that answer
would keep Myr. Prout away from him
for the afternoon. The walk to Pegg
over the cliffs was not a very long one,
but it invelved a goodl deal of hill-climb-
ing, and My. I’rout, in the usual way,
was not particularly fond of exercize,

On this occasion, however, to M.
queinl;t's disappointment, ho fell in with
the idea guite enthusiastically.

“Well, I suppose youn can pul up with
my company, can't you?" ha asked jocu-
farly, I thiok I'll come with your,”

Mr. Queleh nodded grimly. He
counldn’t very well get out of it.

Gosling chuckled and turned to his
work again. and the two masteors started
down the lane on their walk to Pegg.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker to the Rescue !

N leaving Mr. Prout, Coker went
O “gll out™ on lus machine.
Coker had never beon an

apostle of tho ospel  of
“Salcty First,” and rules of the road
and local speed regulations were usually
trnored by him,  On this occasion he

-

to stifle the tongues of fire, while with the other he tested the
“* Tell them to back the van away ! ™ he called out.
(See Chapler 6.)

“1 can’

oxcelled himself, and hiz wild and
erratic progress caused quite a lot of
cxcitement to the -passing pedestrians
along the Friardale Lane.

He tore through the sleepy village of
Friardale at n"ﬁrinua rate, and 1t was
fortunafe that nobody wag about, or a
bad accident might easily Liave occurred.
As Tuck would have it, however, the
village street wafg deserted, with the
exception of a fat junior wearing a
Groayiriars cap, who was just entering
Unele Clegg's tuckshiop. Coker did not
notice him.

Leaving Friardale behind, he turned
up into the road leading to Pegg, and,
with the keon sea brecze whisthing past
his cars, raced along towards tho villa
where Fm had arranged to wmecet the
fascinating Miss Collinson.

It was exactly & guarter to three as
he camo in sight of the sea. Coker gavo
a grunt of satisfaction. Considering the
interference he had met with, he
thought ho had done very well

He slowed up coming into the village,
and camo to o stop outside a tea-shop
where Greyfriars people occasionally
resorted in tho summer. Here Coker
“parked ” his bike, and, leaving it
under the oyo of the proprictross, quitted
the place and sallicd forth to keep his
appointment.

The meoting-place was at the liitle
War memorial which stood at the other
ond of tho villagd, near the cliffs and
the coastguard station. 'To this point
Coker hurriod. ; ;

The fascinatimg Miss Collinson waos not
there, however, nor was there any sign
of her approaching. Coker scratohed
his chin, and & rather worried expras-
sion appeared on his rugged face.

The thought of Mr. Prout, and the

Tre Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,058,
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probability that he would keep an eye
on Pegg that afternoon, had been 1in
Ooker's mind ever since he “had left
Groyiriars. He guessed that Mr. Prout
would either take e stroll over the cliffs
to Pegg, or send o prefeet to have a look
round on his behalf. Consequently,
Coker had made up his_mind, during
the journey, that immediately he met
the young lady who had captured his
susceptible heart he would drive o

awsy from Pegg before Mr. Prout or his
representative had time to reach the
village.

He had not taken into consideration
the notorious lack of regard for punc-
tnality which characterises a good many
young ladics, and it cameo as quite a
shock to Coker to realise that he might
have a long wait before him. Of
course, if Mr. Prout was on his track, it
would take that pﬂrtIyBgant!enmn EQmMA
time to rdach Pegg. But, on the other
hand, once he reached the chiffs he could

look doewn into Pef , and, with the aid
of a pair of field-glasses, survey the
entire village in detail. Delay was

obviouely dangerous, and Coker fretted
at his enforoed period of waiting.

Tern minantes went by, then apother
ten, The next time Gﬁfgﬂ Iooked at his
watch he found that he {I.&d been wait-
ing half an hour, and Horace Coker
began to foel quite alarmed. In the
ordinery way Coker would have felt no

alms at facing Mr. Prout after having

oken bounds. Moker had a lofty scorn
for the restrictions to whioh he was sub-
jeot at’ the school, and he rarely took
much notice of them. But his.interview
with Mr. Prout after class had made the
particular offence of going to Pegg
rather different. Mr. Prout had solemn
threatened him with removal to a lower
Form in the event of his going within
n mile of Pogg, and by so doing M.
Prout had got Coker cornered, so 1o
speak. For, from Coker's pomnt of view,
no calamity could be greater than the

loss of dignity, seniority, and prestige
that would be associated with such .a
change. And Coker, for once in his life,
felt really concerned at the bility
of being caught breaking bounds.

At last, however, the fair creature who
had inspired Coker to poetry came trip-

ing down the street, and Chnker
gru&thud quite a sigh of relief.

Miszs Kitty Collinson was s cheary-
looking young lady of seventeen or
thereaboutz, with merry, twinkling eyes.
The eyes wers so merry and twinkling as
gho observed Coker, in fact, that it
looked as though she regarde& Coker as
rather & joke. ) .

Coker, however, tcok himself quite
seriously. :

He swept off his cap—or, rather,
Bunter's cap—with a flourish such as a
cavalior olden days might havo
envied, and showed his tecth in what
was meant to be & most engaging smile.

“Woell, old bean!” was Miss Kitty's
breezy grecting. “Haven't broken your
neck yet, thoni"

“Nunno, not yet!" answered Coker,
locking = at the young lady rather
dubiously.

Coker was not very quick on the up-
take, and facelious remarks usually left
him feeling more puzzled than amused.

“What about the old jigger " asked

j
Coker's cheery friend. "’iimught it over was

with voui™ !
“Yes, rather! But, I say, Miss Kitty,
ou'rs looking stunning to-day, yom
now M ; . 3
“Don't talk rot!” said Miss Kitty
cheerfully. “Well now, are you going
to take me for another hectic ride?"
“Yeag: I was going to suggest a run
over 1o Enurtﬁﬂﬁ? ﬂf somewhere,” said
Coker, with an anxions glance over his
shoulder at the cliffs. “YWhere would
vou like to got”
“Courtfield will do,"”

agreod  Miss
Kitty. “Let's get going!”

IN EACH OF TH=SE SPLENDID
VOLUMES.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND: 4d4. LIBRARY

No. 14Ii—THl:'. FOOTBALL PRINCE.. A Corking Wam
I

Close-seagon Soo0er.

By ROBERT MUREAY.

No 142.—SONS OF THE MEN DF MONS. A Btunning
» Etory of War Thrills. Bv ALFRED EDGAR,

No. 143—CAPTAIN MOONTIGHT.
of Adventure,

A Thrlling Tale
By FRAKC 8 WARWICK,

Mo 144.—CHUMS OF THE CIRCUS. A Stirting Yarn of

Boxing and Cireus Life, By WALTER ED

ARIE.

THE SCHOOLB"YS OWN 4d. LIBRARY.

No, 75.—~TAMING A BULLY. A Rﬂuutlgbﬂtnry of S-hoal

e, featuring Harry Whatton &

o of Greyirlara,

By FRANE RICHARDS.

Ne. H.Em

—THE FIGHTING FORM-MASTER. A Topping
Tale, st it'rr1Tllfzu’cﬂll:}:[eF cheery chums of Rook

ool

By OWEN CONQ

THE SEXTON BLAKE.4d. LIBRARY.

41.— MYSTERY OF MITCHAM COMMON. Sexton Blake,
How 103 mﬁgmd s%lssh Page in a thrilling detective novel.

Neo. 142, —THE ADVENTURE OF SPEED-WMAD CAMDEN. 4 grip-
plog mixture of detective work and maotor racing.

MNo. l#%ﬂ—THE RIDDLE OF THEPHANTOM PLAGUE. A fasclnating

le of baffilng mystery.

Mo. 144, —THE CASE OF THE BOGUS MONK. Further daring
» HﬁpT;IﬂEE of {feorge Plummer and his partoer Yall Mata-Vali,

LY

‘'rE MagNET LiBRARY.—No. 1,058.

L) L

i<

- spread to an uncomfortable extent.

Coker nodded, and made to move off

with his cheerful companion,

efore they had taken & couple of
steps, however, something occurred that
pulled them up with a start.

While they had been talking a bi
rocer's delivery-van had driven by, an

v also heard from round the corner
of the street, the sound of 5 car ap-
F‘m&uhmg from the opposite direction.
t was as they started to walk away
that this second vehicle—a big privatas
cu—deﬂmr: in sight, travelling at a good
apeed.

The street was narrow, and there was
hardly room for the two to pass one
another, and although the drivers of
both vehicles wildly jammed on their
brakes, they weére too close to avoid a
crash.’

And the erash came—a crash _that

seemed to shake the little villago street
to 1ts foundations, and that caused
Coker to forget Mr. Prout and Miss
Kitty, and race back to the scene of the
accident almost before the echo had
died away.
. Coker's eyes took in the details in an
instant. The private cor had pitched
right over on its side, and the grocer's
van had smashed inte the body of the
car, splintering up the framework like
matechwood. The driver of the grocer's
van had been thrown into the road, and
lying there, dazed and unconscious.
Where the driver of the private car was
Coker could not tell for & moment,

As he drew ecloser, howsver, he could
se¢ what had happened, and a low
whistle escaped him. For the unfortun-
ate man was mear the stecring-shaft,
pinned securaly to the seat by the bonmet
i]f the heavy van which had erashed into
1im.

Worse still, the petrol-tank had ox-
ploded, and litile streaks of flame were
m@:{;:lly spreading round him.

ker, always & man of action, did
not hesitate, ;

Climbing into the narrow space, he
seized n travelling-rug -which was still
trailing from the scat, and with one
hand began vigordusly to stifle the
menacing little tongues of fire, while
with the other he tested tho oxtent of
tho forece which was pinning down the
unconscious man. He could sco immedi-

ately that relcase was impossible with-
out cutside help

That, fortunately, was at hond now,
for wlfagcra wore hureying up from all
directions. Workmg fiercely, Coker
could see tho startled faco of Miss Kitty
throngh the wreckage, and he signalled
her clozer,

“Tell them to back the van away!"
he called out. *1I can’t get this nan
free till they do!™

The girl nodded, and Coker could
hear her repeating his instructions to
tha men who arrived on the scene.

It was an auxious time for Coker, pont
up in that narrow space, with the lames,
in spite of his efforts hngim:ingntﬂ

nt
Coker, for all his foolishness, had plenty
of grit, and ho stuck it gamely.,

At last there was a sudden movemont
of the van away from Lhe private car
as willing helpers heaved fromn the rear
The vietim of the accident, no longer
held up, then became a dead weight on
(oker ; but people were soon lifting him
out of the wreckage, and, n couple of
minutes later, Coker himself was free
and brushing himself down in the
middle of the road,

“YWell done, old scout!"
Kitty Collinson admiringly.
if you're not a jolly old %’ua-rol”

“Flow's the poor chap I fished out”
asked Coker. .

“MNot so bad, sir!” answered a Pr.-llce-
man, coming up at that moment, " Arm
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broken, but nothing very scrious, I
think.” .
# And the driver of the grocer’s van "

“Bhaken, that's all! Awnd they've
doweed the fire with the chemical wx-
tinguisher, o things ain't so had!
Now, ,?ir, wob about. givin' me your

Ha? duced tebook and il i
rodu a notebook an ncil i
& iﬁrrpufﬂcim.ma.nnar, and Coker, with
thoughts of Mr. Prout and the possi-
bility of his learning. the affair,
frowned.

“What the dickenz do ybou want my
n for?” he demanded. .

“Wust make a report, you know, sir!”

“Yes; but I don't want Prouty—I
mean, [ don't want an:.;thmlg to do with
Eltl_ia Iilim-u;r now. You just leave me cut

i_t i

ry, sir, but I must take your

fiame,” said the consteble firmly. =1
noticed, [rom your cap, that you're from
Groyiriars eo I've got your
address already 2

“Where did I leave my cap, then?
asked Coker, i sudden slarm, as he
roalised that his cap was not on his
head,

“YEre you are, sir!” called out some-
body 1 the crowll, passing over the cap.

Coker made & grab I'Eal; it, but he was
not quite quick enough.
dn-m:?ed it.":I the policeman had ‘spotted
the name that was written ineside.

“Dunno why you're so anxious to ’ide
our mame," he remarked, scribb

14

1n his nptebook. * Anyway, I've got it

NoWw. Elfr. Ww. G ]]untcr.z_f’
“Whe-a-at1" yelled Coker. =
“Bunter—W. G. Bunter. That's right.

ain't it?" .
Coker torc off his cap, and gazed in
rplexity at the name written inaside.

i[f was indecd 1\?. 3. Bunter, and for a
moment Coker was puzzled to know how
he came to be in possession of Bunter's
cap. Then he remembered his collision
with Bunter earlier in the afterncon,
and he grinned.

“ Well, that's the name in the cg-}: ﬂ;ﬂ
LELF :

(L]

right, an}i;-.-:nyﬁ” he admitted.
better take that.”

“You can't got over the Lm:a!”
grinned the constable sagely. ': Any'ow,
you won't be troubled, on't &'pose,
gir. I just wanthﬁa nﬁriu:& and addresss
for my report, that's all.”
ﬂﬂak:l:r nodded, and smiled quite cheer-
fully. It seemed that the change of
caps, bf which, up to that moment ha
had been upaware, might prove provi-
dential.  Whatever happened, be did
not want it to come out at l}’resfrura
that he had visited Pegg that aftor-
noon. The chances were not very con-
siderable, perhaps, that the accident
would gain much publicity, but, if it
did, he did not want his name associ-
ated with it. By allowing the con-
stablo to relain the belief that his name
was Bunter, it scemed to Coker that he

had covered up his tracks pretty
effectively, for every report of the
acoident that appeared in the Press

would refer to Bunter as the rescuer,

instead of himself. And it was quite

certain that Bunter would be perfectly

willing to accept all the kudoes, if it did
o out ab Greyirars.

“Put,” said Miss Kitty, who had
watched the affair of the cap with
considerable surprise, “you told me
YOUr namd was—— :

“T gay, isn't it abont time we moved
off 1" interrupted Coker hurriedly.

I'-'Eutu_._u'?

¥ Retter hurry " nrged Coker, begiu-
ning to shoulder his way through the
cxoited knots of people. " Come along,
and I'll explain!”

A few wunutes later, Horace Cghker,
feeling very glad al having got away
from P'egg without meeting Mr. Prout,

was ones more tearing along the
country roads, this time with a fair
passenger at thoe rear;

Sy C—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surpriss for Bunter !
it

i EAR me! An  accident,
D seamsl” Mr.
Quelch.

remarked

The Remove Form master,
with Mr. Prout stickiog to him like a
portly leach, was descending from the
cliffs into Pegg, when he spotted the
overturned car in the little village
streot. was a quarter of an hour
after Coker's departure, and most of
the crowd had returned to their cot-

tagos by this time. Mr. Quelch noticed,

howover, that a polidfeman was on the
scene, - talking to a mechanic who was
examining the wreck. y _

“Ah! These mechanical contriv-
ances I sighed Mr. Prout. “Nothing,
I fear, will ever equal the horse as &
medium of locomotion. Did I ever tell
ou, Mr. Quelch, the experience L once
End in Wastern America?"

“1 believe you did!” 2aid Mr. Quelch

Before. he had -lﬁaatiiy. “Let us see what's happened

ere.

ﬁr. Quelch, having had io listen to
Mr. Prout's experiences since they left
Greyfrinrs together, was glad of an
excuse to dnﬁﬂga the experience oon-
cerned with Western America.

They made their way to the scene of

the sccldent, though neither was really

interested in it. Mr. Prout, as a-matter
of fact, now that he had reached Pegg,
was much more interested to know
whether Coker was in the village or
not.

“A nasty accident, constable,” re-
marked Mr. Quelch, as they stopped
near the damaged car.

“MNot so bad as it might "ave been,
gir,"” replied the constable.

#Indeed | Was anybody injured "

“The driver was 'urt, sir, but not
very badly.”

The twg' Groyfriars masters nodded.

Mr, Quelch would have moved on
after that, but Mr. Prout did not seem
anxious to go. Instead of that he
addressed the policeman—not, however,
ot the subject of the accident.

“Tell me, constable,” he said, in his

ompous way, “Have you seen any
ireyfriars: boys in the village this
afternoon ?” : )

“1 should think I ‘ave, sir,” replied
the limb of the law. "A very fine
voung foller, too—a credit to 'iz school.
Name of Bunter.”

“Bunter! A member of yvour Form,
Mr. Queloh!” remarked AMr. Prout.
“Is ho the only Greviriars boy you have
seen, constable ¥

“ Nobody else from Greyfriars been
ta Pe to-day, far as I~ know™
answered the constable.

AMr. Prout nodded, satished.

“And how do vou come to know
Bunter's name?”’ asked Mr. Quelch,
with a curions glance at  their
informant. :

“Wall, sir, I 'ad to take 13 name for
my report of the aceident,” explained
the policeman. “I s'pose you gentle-
men are masters from the school, so
vou'll be interested to 'ear what ‘e did.
Tl tell you.”

And then he went on to relate the
story of Coker's prompt and risky dash
fo the rescus of the mnprisoned motor-
car driver. .

The two masters listened n great
astonishment, Both Mr. Prout and Mr.
Queleh wore well acquainted with
William George Bunter of the Remove,

and neither of them had hitherto sus-
pected that bravery was one of his
characteristics. The idea of Bunter
risking his fat carcass to save the life
of another, seemed almeost unbelievable
tb them.

But the policeman scemed sure of his
facts, and he certainly had Bunter's
meme end initials “off pst.” In spite
of their astonishment, tﬁﬂj’ could not

'FE]E well disbelieve him.

M. %ualn:h would perhaps have gone
more deeply into  the matter, had
there been time, but, no sooner had
the officer concluded his description of
the incident, than he was callod to the
cottage where the injured man had
been taken, and there was, therefore,

no opportunity of asking further
questions.
“Bless my soul! said Mr. Quelch,

as they walked away., “ What an extra-
ordinary story "

“Almost noredible !” agreed M.
Prout. “But truth is stranger than
fiction, Mr, Quelch. I remember an
incident happening when I was in mid-
Atlantic.”

“ Yet the constable scomed to have no
doubt about it,” said Mr. Queich, re-
fusing to bo drawn into his colleague's
adventures in mid-Atlantie,. “I am
afraid I have rather misjudged Bunter.
There is evidently more Emge in the boy
than I suspected.

“Quite possibly 1" assented Mr. Prout,
f:i:'nwmng r}é Eailig iubermmi?d in his
atory. 1) waa tellin b
abouf—-m=" o

““Really, Mr, Prout, you must give
me a few moments in which to con-
sider the news we have jus'l: heard,”
eaid Mr, Quelch sharply. *The matter
affects a boy in my Form—a boy whom
I have beon inclined to regard as pose
sessing & somewhat cowardly nsture
It 18 wery disturbing to me to know
that I may possi ave been a little
unﬁ:t to kim in the past.”

. Prout stiffened, and tiz frown
deepened, but he lapsed into an indig-
nent silence, which quite a long
time, and for which the Remove master
feli thankful.

Mr. +Quelch devoted a considerable
smount of thought during thé return
journey to the subject of Billy Bunter.
The I{amwa master was a stern and
somewhat unbending gentleman, and
having no love for Bunter, he had, on
many occasions, treated that fat
member of his Form with soma szeverity.
Q::l Bhpim of h::datnn:::uuas, however, Mr,

ch posses 8 strong sense of jus.
tice, and at the thought that Bunter
had redeeming features which he had
not obsgrved before, he could not help
wondering whether he had been s little
too strict, at times. Gentler treatment
might have brought out Bunter's re-
deeming features more strongly. Mr,
Queleh wondered; and the possibility
made him feel a little uncomfortable.
He made up his mind to see Bunter as
soon as he got back to Greyfriars,

The opportunity came as he and Mr,
Prout wore cmasmgch& guad on their
way to the School House. Bunter was
strolling moodily in the same_ direction,
wondering, ns a matter of fact, what
was going to happen when Uncle EHE?Q
came up to the school to report the
loss of his cake. Ho jumped guiltily,
as Mr. Quelch ¢alled his name.

“Well, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, with
an attempt at geniality in his ha

vaice. *““And where have you beey this
afternoon 7V

O Y f L ?®

Bunter stutterad lclplessly.  Thae

thought that Uncle Clogg had reported
his loss to Mr. Quelch went through
Tar Macxer Lisriry.—No, 1,068,
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his fat brain like a Aash of lightming,
and his knees almost knocked together.
Mr. Quelch placed a friendly hand
on the_fat junior's shoulder, and fe-
garded hin almost effectionately, lor
a monieiit. In his sudden mood. of &
preciation of Bimter, he saw, in Bunter's
hesitancy, evidence of an additional
good trait—namely, that modesty which
15 saitl to characterise all true heroes.
“You veed not hesitate to tell me,
Bunter,"” ho said quite gently. _
“I—I haven’t been necar [Friardale,

;ir!” Billy Bunter managed o gasp at

ast.
TQuite eo!™ agreed Mr. Quelch,
“You

Erﬂhﬂﬂ to Bunter's surprise.
avo been to Pegg, have you not?”
“Ye-e-es, Peg that's right!”

agreed the fat juuiar, blinking at Mr.
“H-how did

Quelch in great relief.
you guess, sirf'’

If Mr. Quelch had 5ug~§’ested he Fad
boen ta Moscow, or ﬂhing, Billy
Bunter would have enthusiastically
agreed. He didn't mind where M.
Quelch thought he had been, so long
as Friardale was not mentioned.

““I have heard what you have done,
this afternoon, DBunter—" continued
My Quelch,

“Oh -crumbs!” murmured the Owl,
bag:tnmng!'[ to tremble again,

“"And I shall certainly acquaint the
headmaster with the facts!” coicluded
the Bemove Form-master.

“Oh loxr*l”

Billy Bunter hardly knew whether he.

was on his head or his heels. First,
Mr. Queloh was suggesting in quite
friendly tones, that he had heen to
Pegg. And then, he was saying that
ha im.w all that Bunter had done,
gnd would tell the Head about it! The
contradictory natura of his talk made
Bunter’s obtuse brain reel for =a
moment. He simply blinked at ‘the
Remove master.

“¥Yon have done very well, Bunter—
very wall indeed '™ said Mr. Quelch,
giving Bunter's shoulder an epproving
pat. ‘I am afraid you have often heen
a triak to me in the past, but your be-
haviour to-day makes me think I have
possibly been a little havsh in my. judg-
ment of you, You have acguitted your-
self very croditgbly !”

“M-mem-emy  hat !

Owl.

Mr. Quelch with a final nod marched
on with Mr. Prout, leaving Bunter star-
ing after him, dazedly. Bunter con-
tinued to stare until they had disap-
peared into the House, then he rolled
after them, like one in a dream.

Mr. Quelch’s uliar - remarks left
the fat junior feeling absolutely flabber-
gasted. To Bunter, Mr. Queleh’s state-
ment that he knew what Bunter had
done, and would report it to the Head,

murmured 1ihe

meant only one thing—that he knew
about Uncla Clegg's cake! Yet, in
that case, why was Mr. Quelch so

friendly, and how did the mysterions
roference to Pe g come into 1! The
inpra Bunter poundered on it the more
extraordimary it seemed.

However, Billy Bunter was not one
to warry unduly about any problem at
tea-time, and when, shortly alterwards,
that magic hour arrived, he dismissed
all thoughts of Mr. Quelch and Uncle
Clegg from his mind, and applied him-
self to the very real problem of getting
an invitation out to tea—a problem
which was eventually solved by Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent good-
naturedly permitting him to graoe their
fastive {omd for once. And Billy
Buiiter forgot all about the matter for
the rest o%g the day.

Just before morning school the next
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day, the bell was rung to indicate that
the contire Bchool " was required to
assemble in Big Hall, Buch a call was
not an everyday occurrence, and there
was much speculation as to what was
“on,” as juniors and seniors streamed
i froin every. corner of Gireyiriars,

When the entire school had asscmbled,
with all the Formis in their customary
places, the Head rustled in, and the
feliows - were quick to notice thet his
exXpress10n was not part-mmar!]' Eraveg,
as it very often was on the occasion
of a general assembly. Hvidently, they
had not been called together to witness
an exptais:m1, or & Hoggwng. Even a™ wig-
ging” geemed unlikely, for as the Head
stepped up on his raised dais, where
he could bo viewed more clearly, it was
seen that far from being unusually
grave, he was quite genlal. :

" Hoye," said Ur, - Locke, surveying
the crowded hall, “I have called you
together to hear a most plensing item
ol news concerning one of your number.
It is slways a pleasure to me tb hear of
Greyiriars boys distinguishing them-
selves in their hehaviour outside the
zschool, and the present instance. i3 par-
ticularly pleasing, That is why I de-
cided o make a public pronouncement
on the subject.”

The school waited expectantly,

“ Yesterday - afternoon,” went -en the
Head, “a metor accident occurred in
Pegg village. As a result of the acci-
dent a gentleman driving & motor
vehiole became pinned in a most dan-
gerous position among the wreckage.
To add to the seriousnass of his predica-
ment, the vehicle caught fire.”

The Head’s narrative sounded quite
thrilling, and everyone, from the state-
liest Sixth-Former down to the grubbicst
fag. listened with great intercst.

“I am glad to be able to say that he
was rescucd by the very prompt and
couregeous action of a member of the
Remove Form of this school.”

All eves were turned to the Remove.
The members of that famous Form put
on appropriately modest expressions,
though the news that they had a hero
in their midst made them all feel quite

leased with themselves. They won-
Rc»red who the hero could be, and
Billy Bunter wondered just as much as
anyone else. Bo far, the fat junior did
not connect the inecident related by Dr,
Locke with the mysterious behaviour of
Mr. Quelch on. the previous day.

“PBut for the chance presence of two
of the masters it Pegx later in the
afternoon,” continned Dr. Locke, *1I
doubt whether we should ever have
heard of the matter. Buch modesty is
most commendable.”

The Hall was in quite a buzz by now.
Everybody was anxious to know the
identity of the Hemovite who bore such
a noble character,

“And now,” szaid the Head, “I will
raveal thie identity of the boy who has
brought credit to the name of Grey-
friars. The hoy's name is—"

A pin could bave been heard to drop
in the Hall at that moment.

“Bunter 1

Dead rilence.

The Head paused, and ithe school
looked at him speechlessly for a fow
saconds.

BUNTER! '

Could they believe their ears? :

Bunter, tho faf. boastful, white-

livered Owl of the Remove! Bunter, a
hera! And keeving mum about it
too! Impossible! ;
Yet here was the Head, solemnly as-
suring them that it was so. And Dr.
T.ocke could hard'y be suspected of
indulging in leg-pulling !

When Bunter himself heard Dr.

Locke proncunce his own pame, he
went quite dizzy All through the
Head’s speech, he, in common with the
rest of the Form, had been wondering
who the hero really was., The last
person in the world he expected to hear
mentioned was William George Bunter,

He very quickly recovered, however.
Obvicusly, some cxtraordinary mistake
had been made. But, mistake or no
mistake, it was quite certain that Dr.
Locke was making an oration describ-
mg him in glowing terms. Billy
Bunter felt that he deserved to be de-
scribed in glowing terms, whether he
had saved anybody's life or not, and
he did not intend lightly to throw away
the opportunity of fame and glory that
had fallen like manna from Heaven at
his feet. Possibly the mistake would be
found out in time, but Bunter was not
in ‘the habit of looking wvery far into
the future. _

His podgy chest swelled in sudden
pride, and he lifted hLis fat little nose
very high in the air, as the rest of the
Remove, in a state of blank amazement,
continued to gaze at him.

“And now, boys,” gaid Dr. Locke, “1
think we should signily cur appreciation
of Bunter's brave act in the wusual
manner,”

The fellows recovered from their
stupor, and, led by Wingate, started a
loud round of handelapping that echoed
through the Hall, and zang like music
in Bunter's ears.

Meanwhile, Coker of the Fifth looked
round anxiously to assura himsolf that
Bunter was taking it all right, and
would play up to his unexpected role.

Coker was & curious mixture, and he
did not see that there was anything
much to elap about, anyway. That was
why it did not eocour {‘.‘: him that the
fact of saving a man’s life might cause
Mr. Prout to regard his offence with =
moro lenient eye. From Coker’s point
of view, the problem was simply that if
Mr. Prout knew he had been in Pe
he would be sent down from the Fifth.
Consequently, he was very pleased to
see that Bunter, evidently, was quite
willing to have it said that he was the
one who had performed wvalorous deeds

at Pegg.

Coker was ciuitﬂ chearful as he
guitted Big Hall. Upfortunataly, his
izhﬂrt'u]neas was not distined  to  last
Ong.

e e —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour !

o ELL, I'm jiggerad ! »
W “ Bunter, you know [¥

“Would you believe it ?*

All Greyfriars were discuss-
ing Bunter, after the Head had given
the signal to dismiss. The news that
Billy Bunter bad imperilled his corpu-
lent earcass in saving o man’s life came

as & staggering surprise to everybody.
Many of the fellows wera l'r-n.nlcﬂg
seeptical. But the information  h

come from such an authoritative source
that most felt that they could not very
well disbelisve it )

As soon as the Remove were out
the Close they surrounded ‘Bunter, and
fairlv rained questions on hum.

“"Come on, Fatty!
about ‘it "

“How did vou get the Deak lo be-
lieve that yarn ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, you fellows! If you're
going to rot about it. I shall refuse Lo
talk about it!™ said Billy Bunter, with
dignity. “I hope you're not going to
get jm::'luuq. and say I didv's do it, or
something 1"

Lot's hear all
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¢ You have done very well, Bunter—very well indeed I ™
, #I'm afrald you've often been a frial to me In the past, but
my judgment of you, You’ve acquitted yourself very ereditably {** * M-m-m-my hat

“Well, I wouldn't believe the yarn if
it came from the hﬁ.uf George Wash-
ingtun " remarked Bolsover candidly.

Ha, ha, ha!” }

“Don't worry, Bunter!” said Harcy
Wharton reasuringly. “We'll give
you fair play, all right.- T'm blessed if
I can understand ik, but T'm willing to
beljeve the Head, anyway.”

ame here ! agreed quite & number
of the others. ]

“Tho samefulness is terrific!™ chimed
in Hurrce Jamset Ram 8ingh.

There was no time for further dis-
cussion of the topic just then, for the
bell for lessons rang, and the juniors
liad to hurry to their Form.room. Tho
news they had heard, however, was of
too startling a character to be lightly
dismissed, and during the first half of
the morning many curipus glances wore
turped in the direstion of William
Ceorge Bunter.

Sinco greatness had Dbeen so unex:
pectedly thrust upon Lim, Bunter had
assumed & very lofty exprossion, ®n
that expression remained upon his fat
countenance during the whole of the

morning.

When  morning  break  arvived,
Bunter certaiply behaved very much
like himnself.

In the quad he was again surrounded
by an interested crowd of Removites,
all auxious to licar from DBunter's own
fat lips the story of his gallant deed.

“Now for it, Bunter!” said hall a
dozen fellows encouragingly.

1y her rip!™

“0On the bawl!™

“Chive himn aicl™

Bome of the fellows were grinning,

srecelved.

(See Chapler 8.)

but practically sl were showing more
respect for Bunter than he usual
Ii Bunter himself hac
spread the yarn that he had sayed a
man's life, not -one of them would have
believed it. But coming from the
venerable Head of Greyfriars, tho
atory, however surprising, bore the hall-
mark of truth.

“Well, if you chaps will give me
s chance, I'll tell you all about 1t,” said
Bunter condescendingly. “1 was
standing in the little village, medita-
ting on the rugged grandeur of the
cliffy, and the vastness of the mighty
ocoan—"

“Oh crumbs (™

“Whoen all at once I heard a rend-
ing, grinding noiso behind me.”

“Hiz jacket had torn at last,” mur-
mured Squiff.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Turping round,” went on DBunter,
with an indignant bLlink at Squiff, "I

d beheld—"

“ Youu whatter "

“J behold,” said DBunter firmly, “a
sight that froze the blood in my veins.
A luxuriously-appointed car—a Rolls-
Royce, at loast, I should think—had
gkidded on = banana-skin, or some-
thing—"

“ B-banana-skin !
Cherry faintly.

*Well, something or other,” said the
Owl of the Remove hastily. “Anyway,
the c¢ar heeled over, aund for ono
frightful moment it was Inrching on
two wheels. Then, with & sickening
thud, it crashed over to destruction.
Flames began to leap up. Escape, for

stuttered Bol»

gald Mr. Quelch, glving the Owl of the Remove’s shoulder an approving
your behaviour makes me think I've been a ILittle harsh in

1* murmured Bunter in astonishment,
the driver, was cub off. What was to
a conundrom?®”

be donei”

“Is that asked
Skinner humoronsly.

“No, you ass! Well, yon chaps, the
situation was desperate.  Luckily, T
was near. With me, to think was fo

“He talks like & novelist!” grinned
Hazeldena.

“PDashing on the scene with the
swiftness of a hare,” continued Bunter
eloquemtly, * heedless of the roaring
flames, I leaped to the resene!”

“Dh crikey !

“Draw it mild, you know!"

“Well, I did, anyway!” said the fat
hero of the Remove. “From within
that raging inferno I could hear the
terrificd screams of the prisoner. * Have
courage!" I cried. *Deliverance is at
hand " I"

*{h, my hat("”

“Hea, ha, ha!"

“Taking in the situation at =a

lance,” said DBunter, unheeding the
aughter, “I saw that the only hu{:u
was to make one bold nge into the
inferno, and pluck him out like
brand from the burning! And that's
what T did! Well did I know what
fearful risks I was takidg. One slip,
you know, and I should have perished
with hitn, But I didu't hesitate !

“Good old Bunter!"

“ As it happened, T succeeded," said
Bunter, with a dramatic gesture. I
might ecasily have- failed, apd bLeen
roasted to death by the crudl flames.
But, still, I'm not lg«:mstma; you know,

[Continved on page 16.)
Tie Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,068,
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YOUR CHUMS WILL LAUGH LOUD AND LONG OVER

BEGGING FOR THE BULLET ! 1t's an unheard of thing fora c

hap to plead for the sack. But in the

NuGENT«

e T
amusing tale

told below, Tubby Barrell has very sound reasons for meking such a strange request.

L
L OME in, fatled!” yelled Dr.
‘ Bire all, in his quiet
cultured tones.

, And he hastily dropped into
the waist-paper basket the copy of the
Bweeney Todd® Library which he had
bren zing.

The advenchers of the Denion
Barber,  who used to murder his
oustomers in such a  happy-go-lucky
fashun, were forbidden froot to the Bt
Sam’s Icllows. The Head had banned
the “8Bweeney Todd ¥ Library, on the
grounds that the stories were too sloppy
and sentymentel, and the murders didn't
happen quickly enuff. Na story was
worth reading—in Dr. Birchemall's
apinion—unless there was a crime in
cvery collum, and a pistol-shot in every
paragraff,

The Head had no wish to be caught
reading Bweeney Todd, lest it should be
thought that he was getting proodish
and sentymental in his old age. That
was why he hastily dropped the book,
with its blud-red cover, into the waist-
paper basket,

“Come in, fatted!” he repeated. For
there had been a timd rattor-tat on tho
door of his study.

11 % door opencd ainw'lg and into tho
Heaa's study rolled Tu ia-g Barrell of
the Fourth.

The fat junfor slunk in like & wippad
cur. His shoulders were stooping; his
head was dreoping; and his eayes were

lood to the Head's ca It wes only

y a powerful effort that he menaged
to get them unstuck.

Dr. Birchemall swung vound in lis
revolutionary chair,

“Why, Barrelll” ha oggsclaimed.
“What is. the meaning of this introo-
sion ¥ th da you come slinking into
my study like a mizzerablo worm

‘' Ploase, air; am & mizgerable
worm I said Tub Barrell, with o
wimper. “I'mi pot Bt to Hve. And '

Tie MagxeT Lisrary.—No. 1,058,

l

thusnessz?
now, you {at rascal 1™

sertainly not fit to boe a pupil of. vour
Academy for the Sons of Jeptlemen.”
“Bless my eole! gaspad Dr. Birch-
emall, in serprize. " Wherefore this
What have you beon up to

“Bir,” said -Tubby, *I don't want to
keep harping  on it, but without blow-
g my own trumpitt, 1'm the biggest
bounder in all Bt. Bam’s. I am the
instrument of viee, and when it comes
to shocking depravvity the other fellows
must play sccond fiddle to me. I
deserve to ba druommed out of | the
school, sir. I am cverything that is
basa and vial”

“Great pip!” cjoculated the Head.
" And now I suppoese vou have come to
fage the musick?”

“That's so, =ir," said Tubby Barrell,
with 2 =ob which would have melted a
hart of grannit. “‘Che fact 38, I'm not
fit to remain here, sir, rubbing shel-
ders with the sons oi jentlemen. So
please sack me from the skqol—and the
soponer the quicker!™

‘The Head looked fairly flappergasted.

It was an unheard-of thing, for =&
[ellow to go to the Head and plead to
be sacked from the skool. But there
was method in Tubby Barrell’'s seem-
ing madness. Ife had very sound

reczons  for  making such & strange
relowest.
. Yo soe, Tobby had {aken out a

pollicy wirth the Bt. Sam’s Insurance
Company, m&uring himsclf  against
cggspulsion,

n tho event of his getting sacked
from St. Sam's, the fat junior would
resceve tho hanzom benmyfit of fifty
pounids,

Tubby Barrell would have sloud him-
gelf to be sacked a duzzen times over
for lesa than that. He would cheerfully
face the shame and astignatism of eggs-

| buffér, Birchemall!

pulsicn for the sake of lining his
pockets with luker. )
Jack Jolly and Merrvy and Bright,

who ran the 5t Ssm's Insurance Com-

pany, would have had several sorts of
a fit, had they known of Tui.'rl;ﬁ Barvell's
plot to get himself eggspelled.

The Insurance Company was doing u
roaring trade. ' Scores of fellows ﬁaﬂ'
insured themselves against lines;, lick.

ings, mensels, wmumps, and other
courageous dizeases; and the premiums
were simply pouring in.  But if the
Company bad to pay, out for an oggs-

pulsion, the whole of their prophels
would be swallowed up at one go; and
they would find themselves heavily in
dett into the barginl

There was a long paws in the Head's

study. Dr, Birchemall blinked at
Tubby Barroll in blank distonishment.
“Wall, thia beats the band!” ho

cjackulated. “I have had some gueor
rekwestza made to me at  different
times, but this is the queerest of them
all. A boy actually comes to me and
supplicates for the SMh—E‘EﬂdH for the
push-—begs for the bullet® :

Tubby Barrell fliing hinself an 1o his
neeze, Hinging out his arms appealingly.

“I implove you to sack e, siv!™ ho
begged, with tcars in his cyes.

Dr. Birchemall stroked his beard in
perpleximent.

“But—but what have you done,
Barrell, that I should inflict sucl a dire
ﬂlmlahmmt upon you? I never sack

y& from this =zkool, eggsept for
terribul enormities, such as talking in
class, failing to wush their nex, or
making faces at_their headmaster, 1
am & just man, Barrell. T vever sack
nobody for nothing.”

Instantly, Tubby Barrcll jumped to
hiz feet, and poked out his tung at 1he
Head, and made tho most horribla
grimmaces at him,

“Barrcell ™ gasped Dr.
“What are.you deing of ¥

“Making faces at you!” said Tubby
roodly. *You are n baldheaded okl
You are a beast
and a tivant] I hate and despice youl
Yah I

Birelhiemall,
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MERRY, AND BRIGHT'S ADVENTURES AT ST. SAM'S!

The Head’s fatte turned a
purple.  He could hardly |
evidence of hia eyeg—and his ears.

“ Barrell, you impudent young rase 11

le pinkish

he roared, “I've a jolly g mind to
sack you for this!”
! ?II, ood!”  mermered Tubby.

“ P'raps this will belp you to make uwp
your mind !

S0 saying, Tubby gmpﬁged up to Dr.
Birchemall and tweeked his nose—hard]

“Varoool” velled Dr. Birchemall,
" Leggo h—‘:f doze, you yug rodderl”
“Hatts |

For one angwitched moment, Tubby
Parrell tweeked the Head's nose m a
viee-like grip betweeh his thum and
four-fingers. When at last hoe let go

Dr. Birchemall’s beak resembled a
crushod strorberry.

“Yow-ow-ow " :

Tha Héad danced to and fro like a
derviteh, breething threttenings and
slawter.

Mever in the corse of his long and
chockered carcer had Dr. Birchemall
been so grossly, go fragrantly insulted,
as on this occasion. - Speechless with
rage, he hurled & torrent of abuse at
tha jumior who had had the feariuol
nrdassity to tweek his skollerly nose!

“Barrcll, you young welp! You've
farely done it now! - You have com-
mitted nstanlé n the sacred person
of your headmaster. If 1 were a Beak
1 should send wyou to prison for tweek-
ing my heak. As it is, your name shall
he exsponged from tho Bkool Register,
and you shall be despatched from St
Ham’s by the next post—I mean, you
<hall ho publickly eggspelled!™

“Hooray " mermered Tubby Barrell,
sotto voesy. 'I've worked the orackle!
That's Gfty ponnds in my pocket—a
hansom  return  for my  threepenny
[a-;r-!mi'uu'i 1

Quorting with rage, Dr. Birchemall
prossed the bell-push on his desk, and
Binding the pagoe came bounding in.

“Binding " rapped out the Iead.
 [nstruct Fessil the porter to sound the
bell for a General Assembly, in Big
Ho!l. Awd buck L:P. vou bratt!”

%o Bimding tal ositl, and Fossil
told the hell, Its sollum toll boomed
cut over B, Baw's, nmd all the masters
andd fellows, wondering what was 1n the
wind, woended their way to Big Hall.

e T

1T,
HT RUBRBLE for somebody!” said

Jack Jollv, as he and his

chums ponred into Big Hall

with the rest of the fellows.
sl filtered down the gangway, and
etk lad into their places,

AMorry nodded.

A publick flogging jor somcone, 1
dare =av,”™ he said.  Let’s hope the
sibdy cvlprit =n’t an insured person.
It en, wu shall have to fork out five
waly”

1p Gl now, everything had  gone
~wimmingly for the Insnrance Company.
Searly every fellow at 8t Bam'’s had
insnred  himself ugainst something or
aiher, and the premuoung had simply
pourcd into the coughers of the Com-
DAy,

MNot g single claim en ihe Company
hard yot been made; and no bennylits
had lwcen paid out. This was a very
aealthy and desirable state of affaies, so
rar as Jolly und Merry and Bright were
comeserned 3 but, of corse, it could not be
eppspected 1o go gn for ever. Sooner
ar later, ono of the insured persons
would be flagged, amd then he would
olaim his five shillings compensation.

Vrozzantly the door of Big Hall
was fAung open, aml Dr. Birchemall

? swopb te with his majestick gate, Bo-

aleove the

hind him, wearing a broad grin on his
plump featurss, came Tuh’b& Barrell,

“0h, good!” muttered.
“It's Tu l;f
B R
oggings I

%i?gul" Iuck for us!™ chuckled Bright.

“¥Yes, rather!”

““Bilenca, you sons of doggs!” The
Head's volee boomed through Big Hall.

Dr. Birchamall mounted the raised
platform, and bis shifty little eyes
seanned the serried ranks of 8t, Sam's
fellows. .

“My boys,” he began, “1I have & mogh
sollum and paneful duty to perform—-

“MNinety-nine strokes with the birch
Elm-ii poor old Tubby!™” wispered Jack

olly.

The Head frowned. i

“Dry up!” he cried eharply. *This
boy Barrell, who stands shaking and
quaking before me *—Tubby iﬂ.dn't
turned & hare, as & matter of fact—" Has
been guilty of the miost a-pdpnllinn* con:
duct. Hea s in very bad odour, havih
fragrantly insulted me—his  hedd-
master! What do you think the young
sCATID {Hﬂ?"' -

“Qive it up, sir.”

* Ask us another!”

“Why, he pot his fupg out at me, and
made the most hideous grimaces; and,

wged to insure him oagainst

The bulky Register alighted with a
sickening thud upon Dr. Birchamall'a

Hut cern. "Yarooo!' he

yallad.
You nearly

branad me, Lick-

ham!"

to crown everyihing, lw actually had
the ordassity to tweek my nozel”

“Gamman, sirl”

“He couldn't have done a  rasher
thing, aud if he hopes to save iz bacon
now he will be disappointed,” said Dr.
Bircheomall. “ Never an all my Ivr'.mf in-
experience have I been  (reated  so
abominably I

A mepmer of amazement ran vound
Big Hall. The Head would have run
round after if, only he was rather short
in the wind.

“Now, there is only one punnishment
that will fit Barrell's erime,” said Dr.
Bivchemall, “And that punnishment 1
awin nhout to adinmpster.”

“Bring hither the birch and block "
mnttered Jack Jolly, antissipating the
Head's next commeand,

But the conunand never came. In-
stead, Dr. Birchemall sent Ay, Lickhan
to feteh the Skool Register.

“What on carth docs the old buffer
want with thoe Skool Register? mer-
mered Bright.

“Coodness nose!™  was  Merry's
wispered roply.
v. Lickham returwed with  the

Register, which he ballanead very skill-
fully on Dbis napper. Tho mwaster of
the Fourth loaked rather like 2 muflin.
man as he approached the platform.
All went well until Lo halted in front
of the Head; and then the bulky

ack Jolly.
who's going to-be fl-:-gg'ej 1

—

Register nose-dived from his napper, to
alight with a sickening thud vpon Dr.
Dwr. Birchemall's pet corn!

& yolt of amgwlih fang Wiough Bi

of angwish rang thirou iy
Zli:l.':ndl.}ﬁ:i D, 'Bnifﬂ“hmuall Jhopped imund
on one leg, clasping his' injured foot,
and calling Mr. Lickhdd all the names
he could think of.

“Lickham, you clumsy idjut! Yon
nearly braned mo!"™ ho roared.

“AhY egjacknlated Mr. Lickham, in
the tones of a man who had just made
a new discovery. “Now I know wheore

our branes are, Dr. Birchemall! It

as quite obvious you have no brapes in
your top etorey. You keep them on the
gr-n:.:}ld floor—in your peddle extremi-
ties I™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Silence I" hooted the Head.
deal with. you later, Lickham for your
Eros3 d;sfvort-im-nce! Mﬂaqw’iuln._ ot 18
my panciul .duty to deal with this
Barrell. Well might you shivor ani

uiver, you wretéched young rascall”
?[‘ub’uy gumll.waa standing &3 fivio 'as
& rmkg “Wour. ngme shall be struck
off the Skool Register; and you shall be
chucked out on your »eck, -uri, ‘as the

1 will

vulgar would 'say, cggspelled from the
skool I

As this dread sentence fell . upon
Tub Barrcl¥s cars he grinned

hroadly. :

But Jack Jolly and Merry and Bright
did not grim Thgﬂ wera filled with
consternation, and they blinked at each
other in alarm and dismay.

“ Eggspelled " gasped Jack Jolly.
“Oh, my hat]”

“J_&ns wa‘ml ::mmmer.l T11253ﬁﬂnrmll
against o ulsion! n &rry.
Bg;:Th-u thpggtﬁl:na of flftﬁiﬂﬂ” mnﬁ‘md

right.

It was an awlul shock to the stoft of
the £t Sam's Insurance Company.
They had not dreemod that Dr. ﬁml"-
emall would take the eggstreem step of
agaspolling Tuhhz Barrell. But he had
done so0; and Tubby's next move would
boe to put in a claim to the Company
for a bennybt of fifty pounds!

Jack Jolly & Co. went hot and cold
by turns. TFor a momoent they werae
stunned and stupefyed by this uneggs
pected turn of avents,

“Tha Company's rnined!™ groaned
Bright. * We simply cant’t alford to pay
out. Fancy that %ﬂt, Irahjuun duffer
going and getting the sack!”

“There's only one.woy out,” muttored
Juck Jolly quickly. “We nwmst bog
him off. Como on!”

And Jack Jolly left his place and hur-
ried towards Lﬂu plutform, with his
chums at hLis heals,

Dr. Birchemall, who was in the act ol
op&pungiuif[‘ubby' Barrell's uame fronr

the 8kool Register, looked up with a
frown.

“What the morry dickens—" ho be-
gan crossly.

“If you please, sir,” said Jack Jolly,
“we'd like you to reconsider your de-
vision about Barrell. Tho peor cha
isn't really to blane, sir. You ree, he's
not responsible for his actions.”

“Eﬁleﬂ my sole!™ gasped Dr. Birch-
armail. -

As for Tublby Barrell, ho bestowed n
deadly glare upon Jack Jolly. If looks
could have l:iﬂ]ejﬁ, Jack wounld have col-
lapsed in a lifeless hoap at the Head's
fect, Instead of which, he went on
erncstly : B

“Barral! has boen very staange in his
manner for some time, sir. There's no
doubt that he's got bats in hia belfry,
and he's more to bo pitted then
blamed.” _

(Continved en page 24.)
Tne Macrer LiBranY.~ No. 1,063,
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THE HERO OF THE FIFTH!
(Continued from page 13.)

I only. did nty duty a5 & man. I only
did what any other man would do. K
was nothing 1"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

"Wﬂell. if that's veally what you ll:hd1
I should say it was ' something!
remarked Harry Wharton, *1 sup
theras must be truth in it as the
gavyg it out”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Bit what licks me” continued th
skipper ¢f the Eemove; with a puzzle
lock at .Bﬂ'l;]r Bunter, !
dickens vou ditln't tell ue all about it
befora. Weo all know what you're
like——"

“Oh, really, Whartoni Bido't the
Beak explain that? I kept mum, be-
oause I was modest, you know. I don’t
go swanking about over a thing like

at [u-

“Dh crambs! Don’t you?”

"l:!art.ainlf not!” said Banter, with
dignity. ‘Real heroes don't, yom

wil If's ofly these tinpot fellows

think they've done aEm'ething won-
erful m saving lives that swank about.
A chap like me—a fellow with nerves
like steel, and plenty of brains and re-
sonirce fo back them up with—doesn't
'h +J‘J

ead

o 't he, by Jovo!”

“Ha, ba, ha1”

“Blessed if I can seo anything to
eackle at!” said Billy Bunter peevishly.

*“Anyway, ofen if you fellows don’t
appréciata my heroism, the Head does!
{ﬁ?crumhﬂl"

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly, and
hiz lofty Hemeapour left him as he
caught sight the figure of an
¢lderly man crossing the quad.

“I say, you fellows, is that Uncle
Clegg 6ver there?” he asked uneasily.

The Removites looked over in the
direction whtre Bunter was pointing.

.;_;Eo it- iz!” said Harry Wharton.
“What about it, Bunter”

“0Oh, mn-nothing!” replied Bunter.
“1 never pinched—I wmean, anyway, 1
whuldn't do such & thing. I—I've just
re I promised to see a [ellow.

Ta-ta, you chaps!” :

Billy Bunter rolled across the quad
towards the mm-ummﬁ figure of Uncle
Clegg, leaving the vites staring
gfter him wonderingly.

“Well, I supposo we've
the Head's. word for it
Harry Wharton., * But——"

“ﬁﬁt it does seep a bit fichy, doesn't
it 1" finished Frank Nugent.

“The fishylulness 18 terrific.”

And at that the matter was dropped
for the moment.

Meanwhile, Bunter had rolled over to
Uncle Clegg, who was making for the
School Housc.

There. was. an air of determination
about the old gentleman as he hobbled
along, 4nd an expression of extreme
sourness upon his crusty ecountenance,
ﬁ:“ut“ noticed bothk, and did not like

em.

Drawing level with his host of the

revious safternoon, Bunter did his

est to assumo an air of nonchalance.

*Good-morning, Uncle Clegg 1 he ro-
‘marked, with & sickly smile,

"Mornin’, Master Bunter!” returned
Uncle Clogg, without slackening speed.

“I wsay, how's vour rheumatisin,
Uncle Clegg *" asked the fat junior, re-
membering suddenly that Uncle Clegg
was rephtod to be a sufforer from that
digtressing malady.

“None the bettor for your askin',
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gut to take
*  romarked

“1s, why the 4

Master Bunter!” growled the ancitot
gentleman, still jogging alung.

“{h, really, Uncle Clegg! Anyway, I Th

don't really care a rap about that!”

. Whatt”

“1—1 mean—"

“You'd better be careful, youn
man!” said Ungle Clegg darkly. *
didn't come to this 'ere school to be
l:mulgﬁd by the-likes o' you.”

“No, course not,” agreed Bunter,
rolling along beside the old tucksho
propristor, and pming more dlarm
every second as the School House drew
JAPATOL, say, hold on a minute!
I believe my shoelace has become un-

ﬂl"l.ﬂ.-” .
“Bhoelace! Huh!” said Uncle Clege
contemptuously, :

He¢ continued tp hobble along, as
though all the shoelaces in the world
wﬁgﬁntﬁmﬂ h';;m ame d

ly Bunter becamoe desperate

-*Look here, Unele Clege,” he
outy “I didn't do it

“Eh 1"

Uncle Clegg stopped and looked at
him in surprize,

“IF you think I did, you're jolly well
mistaken !” said Buntar.

“Did what?" demanded Ungle Clegg,
with a blank stare,

T !’_I_._.I' LE}

Billy Bunter stutterpd snd hesitated,
Dull-witted as he was, it began to dawn
oo him that Unple Clegg's replips, ourt
though they migh} be, wers not ﬁ kind
that might havae expécted from a
tuckshop proprietor to a cake purloiner,
Ungle Clegg didn't scem to realise that
B r had taken any [iberties with his
stock,. Was it possible—a gleam of hope
came to Bunter—was it possible that
Uncle Glcg}p' had not noticed the disap-
pearauoe. £ tlf::‘ cake, and that his busi-
ness A {}Tﬂ‘f lars was not even oCon-
nected with the cake?

“YWell, if you've got anything to say,

Llurled

say 1t,"" said Uncle Clegg, rogarding the.

fat iunior sourly.

“1—I thought——" mumbled Bunter.

“You've no right to think!” snepped
Uncle Clegg.

‘He was about to resume his walk
when an idea seemed to oceyr to him,
and he turned to Bunter again.

“Dg you 'ap?o'n to know someone 'ere
named Coker?” he asked, with a ques-
tioning look at Bunter, “I dessay I
know 'Im myself, but my memory’s a bit
short at times.”

- “Coker " said Bunter, without much
interest. “0Oh, he's a silly ass—in the
Fifth, you know. Thera's some yarn
going the rounds that he's spoony on
some blossed girl at Pegg, or some-
thing. Why?”

*Never mind why,” said Uncle Clegg
darkly. *A cake was pinched from my
shop yvoesterday alternoon—a Leautiful
cakel”

“0Oh1" gasped Bunter.

Then Uncle Clegg koew!

*1 won't say Master Coker stole it
and. on the hother “and, T won't say "o
didn't!" said Uncle Clegg, very mys-
teriously. “All I can say is, if "¢ did
take it, "e's goin’ to sit up for 1!

—— )

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker the Thief I
D]I. LOCKE was looking annoyed—

very annoyoed, inc-fact,
He was standing in his study,
regarding, with a thunderous
brow, & school ¢ap which he held in his

and.
Urele Clegg was going iuto the matter
at groat length.
“You see, sir,” die explained for the
fifth or sixth time, “I thought as I "eard

somepne im the shop, but when I came
out not a sign could I see of anyone.
en I was just goin’ back again, when
wot should I spot but the cake-stand
where I kép' the finest cako in my shop

h?‘Pt’F !Jl
) es, yes! Bo you hbave already
informed me, Mr. :'Clagg-.” gaid Dr,
Lt:::nim halmpa_t;e:lﬂr. i X

ew it was all right five minutes
I.:afﬂra.’* said Uncle Clegg, unheeding,
“eAn’, wot's more, I knew at once some-
ong ad pinched it."

"-ﬂ. qa;;;]ﬂ tu?l;i:‘:ratu.mi.” :

n' that there cap in your *and was
toft be'ind by the person that pincdhed
it,” said Uncle Clegg. ‘"Tl’q:n!r"s e
dqt‘:’b_i wotever about it, sir, an® T came
up €re.to see you to gep justice.”

. ¥ ¥ou shal] certainly have that,” pro-
mised the Head, “All the satms, 1
teally cannot believe that Coker, to
whom this cap certainly belongs, can be
Emlty of such an act. I think you will

ind that there is soms pther explana-
tion ibly that a cap of Cgker’
besn ﬁ;t and picked up by o n’l
boy, owever, we will s8e "

The Head motioned Uncla CI to
resume his seat, and rarg the hﬁ for
Trotbor, the pape.

“ Please teif ker of the Fifth Form
that he is wanted at onbe in thik room,”

saifl, when Trotter, after an interval,
n;ﬂ:}%d the dn?E‘Tr

assir,” gal otter, and ﬂﬁgnrtedi

The Head ther sat down at his desk,
and there waf & somewhat nncomfort
able silence in the roam for the next few
minutes.

 Dr. Locke d_'is'IiL:Ed trouble at any
time. In gnmmﬂar he disliked trouble
with local tradesmen. When such
trouble oceurred it usually took the form
of local tradesmen sending him bills
which his nharm'ure unable to meet.
Although Dr., o diaiikadl that sort
of thing very much, and dealt severely
with offenders, he doubtless realised that
ogcasjional trouble of that kind was in-
evitable, and made allowantes accord-

has
lage

in%lj-. .

ut this was rather different. A cake
had been stolen from the village tuck-
shop, and & Greyfriars boy had been
accused of the theft. That was bad
enough ; but, to make matters worse, the
actused was a senior—a member of the
presumably dignified Fifth Form. The
Head folt that there must be a mistake.
Heo wailirﬂpn.red to believe that it was
& lark—though an ex Iy foolish lark
—on the part of some Second or Third-
Formers, But he could not bring him-
self to think that any senior—even
though that sepior was Horact Coker—
could play 2uch an absurd prank.

. While the Head sat in-silence, frown:
ing and Jﬂﬂdﬂﬂng over the matter,
there was a tap on the door, and a
moment later Horace Coker entered.

“You #ent for mé, sir?” he said,
E]arncmg at the Head, and then at Unelo

lege, in pozzlement.

“Yes, Coker. I bave sent for you to
quostion you in regard to o somewhat
serious matter, 1 want you to tell me,
in the first place, where you went yester-
day afternoon.”

ker started, and turned ved in the
facc. Hiz first thought was that the
Head had found out that he had broken
Mr. Prout's edict, and he almost
oancd aloud at the idea that, after all
yig care, he had beoen found out. Tliers
was no doubt that Horace was, for once,
seriously concerned at having dizobeyed
the mastor of the Fifth. - The threat to
reduce him to the statur of & Shellite, or
something cven lower, was, in Coker's
cyes, far more formiduble than a threat
of Chinese torture.

“Well, Coker, I am waiting for an

answer,” suid the Ilead sterwly.
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Eﬂ:ﬂm Ih I— :_{
er hesitated.
“ Did you go to Friardale? demanded
tho Head. ]

“ Why, yos, sir,” answered Coker, with
some relief, suddenly remembering that
he had passed through the village on his
way to Pegg. ‘I was there somae little
time before three o'clock.”

“Ho!” remarked Uncle Clegg. ™ An’
it was twenty to three whoen my cake
was took! Hol”

“"Your cake I” stuttered Coker.

the dickens——"

“Bilence, Coker!” interrupted the
Hoad. “Since Mr. Clegg has interposed
we will come to the facts at once. At
twenty  minutes to  three, vyesterday
afternoon, a ecake was—er—taken -from
Mr. Clegg's shop in Friardale, while he
wus engifgﬂd at tho rear of the

1808,

Coker looked completely mystificd.

* Aftor the diseppearance of the cake,
a Greylfriars cap, evidently left behin
nnwittingly by the person who took the
cake, was fonnd in the shop. That cap
contained your name, Coker!”

“0Oh ™

“]1 have explained to Mr. Clegg that
T cannot conceive of a member of the
Fifth Form playing such a thoughtless

rank, and slj gincercly trust that you

gve a complete answer to the charge.

As tho matter stands, however, the cir-
cumstanoes are that you, on your own
admisgron, wero in the village ot the
time, and your cap was found in the
shop afterwards.  Appearances, there-
fore, point to your being responsible.
Now, Uoker, what have you to say?

The Head leaned back and surveyed
Joker oxpectantly, From thoe care
which ho w:d taken to make the cir-
cumstances gquite clear, it was evident
that he expected that Coker would clear
himaelf without difficulty.

Coker gulped.

He could sce whal had happoned.
Dunter was the one who had raided
Uncle Clegg’s shop, and Bunter it was
who had left his cap behind, That was
guits clear.

It was equally clear that he, Horace

ker, was in a peculiarly difficult
pasition. If he rovealed the truth, he
would certainly demolish this absord
charge. (©On the other hand, the fact
that he had defied Mr. Prout’s solemn
decree and gone to Pegg would “then
come to light. And what would that
mean? Ignominious expulsion from the
Fifth Form, and loss of that seniority
that Coker prized so highly. Coker fel
that he could never stand that.

“Well, Coker 7" said the Head.

Coker gulped. He decided that the
leszer of the two evils was aduniting to
taking the cake.

*T—I—I"m sorry, sir,” he said, almost
choking at the thooght of the shameful

act to which he was going to confess.
II'I a
“You admit appropriating the

cake ?” asked Dr. Locke faintly.

Colier nodded, and the Head sat back
in his chair quite linply.

* Blass my soul ' he murmured. “ But,
Caoker, I cannot believe——"

Ho soemed very unwilling to believe
it.

Tt is trme ! alwost groaned Coker.
“ Tt—it was only a lavk, sir!"

Dr. Locke sat up agoain and regarded
Coker very grimly

“1 am loth to beliove Lhet o Grey-
[riarz sonior can bo pmlty of such be-
haviour,” he said sternly. “However,
Uoker, I must sceept your statement, T
can understand that it was only a
“ lark,” as you torm it, for I know your
allowance is suflicient to permit you to
gratify any ~f vour desires {for

“What f

comestibles. 1 intend to teach you later,
however, that such larks are not per-
missible. For the present you will leave
mo to speak to Mr. Clegg. You will
report to me again after class  this
mormng.”

CUoker, with feelings too deep for words,
quitted the Head’s study.

Uutside in the guad & fat junior was
thoughtfully wandering tuwa:fs the
Sehool House, with his hands sfuck in
his trousers pockets and & very puzzled
rown on his podgy face. Billy Bunter
was still pnmll?;rri‘l}g' on the mystery of
Uncle Clegg. o

At the sight of him Coker's gore
roso within him.

Loaping down the stone steps, he raced
with mighty strides towards the [at
Removite whom he, not anreasonably,
considored responsible for his present
troublos. -

At the sound of Coker’s pounding foot-
falls Billy Bunter started, and when he
caught sight of Coker and moted the
terrific expression on Coker's face, his
hair ahnost stood on end.

“I—I safv,'_ Coker, ald man™ ha
ga&pnd. “I haven't done anything, have

! Here, keep off, you beast! Yarooop!
Ow-wow.ow [*

“Take that!” roared Coker savagely,
he himself taking o running kick at
Bunter, '

“ Whoooop ! hooted Bunter, blinking
furiously at his attacker, and dodging
hurriedly as Coker’s big hoot rose aguin.
“"¥You votten bully! What have I
done ¥+

“You fat, thieving, thh:,r villain "
howled Coker. *“Haven't you anything
G yOur conscicnee, you—you toad?
Anything connected with Unelo Clegg ¥

“h, really, Coker! I—I—"

Bunter began to stutter wildly.

“"No nced to tell a pack of lice to
me!”  enorted Coker. “I kpow all
about your pinching a cake from the
!}h{}‘p!"

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunier, in dis-
may. "I say, Coker, you don't mean
Unele Clegg has gono and reported mo?
Ho.said he was going to report you, not

ma 1"
“That's exactly what he did”
“Mean to say yon

answared Coker.
Imﬂ:n't tumbled to what's happened
}.E B

Billy Bunter shook his head uncom-
prehendingly, and Coker prunted.
~ “You fat imbecile! When I bashed
into you yesterday our caps gpot mixed
np and we both wont off with the wrang
one.  And when you, lko an idiot, loft
a cap behind in Uncle Clegg's shop, it
was my cop you left, not your own."

“Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter. “ Thon
—then I supposo that accounts for that
Pegg bizney, somehow or other. You
were—"

"Exaoct] vI*

¥

- B e ]

“don't’ let the fact that I know overy-
thing worry you. I'm not going to let
on o anybody.”

“You're nol!” pgasped DBunter, in
smazement. " You're really not goibg
m':cgé! the Head about it#"”

-ﬁ.lf

“But what the thump—-"

Buunter blinked at Coker
astonishmant.

“Matter of fact, I have a particular
reason for not wanting it known that 1
was in Pegg,” explained Coker. ™ Never
mind why. DBut, anyway, becavse of
that, I'm going to stend the racket over
iour rotten cake, and I want you to

l.teg 1t up abt your end that you were

vgE.

in  uiter

at

“Oh crumbs! Certainly I will, Coker,
u%l.‘l chap 1" said Bunter, a fat grin re-
placing the worried look which had pre-
viously appeared on his countenanee.
“ Anything to oblige an old pal, you
konow, old chap!™

“Not so much of the ‘old cha

unted Coker. " Well, anyway, that's

at! Now, to conclude, you can quite
seo, I suppose, that I'm getting you ouk
of a thumping good licking by tuking
the blame over that cake "

Bunter nodded.

[ However, that doesn’t prevent me
gr}'m%ayﬂu a kick every time I sce you,”
said Coker grimly. “ And ihat's what
I'm going to do, my fat friend, -for the
remainder of the term. Here's one to
go an with!”

“Whoooop! Yarcocoop!"

With a wild howl Billy Bunter fled,

I. |1F
r

—————y

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Coker!

8 soon as the TFifth wero diss
missed that morning, Horace
Coker made his way to the
Head's study,

There was a portentous frown on the
Head’s face when he entered that
dreaded apartment. Evidently D,
Locke regarded Coker's allegod mis-
demeanour as a serious matier,

“1 have endeavoured—successfully, I
think—to get Mr. Clegg to look upon
yesterday's affeir as a prank,” he said,
when Coker was standing before his
dezsk. *I have promised that youn will
remit him eight-and-sixpence—the prica
of the cake—without delay, and you
will, of course, do this immediately.”

|+i 200, -Eil'!"'

“However,” continned Dr  Locke,
“the matter, so far as I am concorned,
does not end there. It comes as & mest
painful shock to me to realise that a
senior at Greyfriars can play such a
trick which local tradesmen, at least,

(Continued on next page.)

&1 Cokar.
“1I fished the driver
out of that blessed.
car, and they got
what they thought
:;us my Inuilau{s auf] a:;-;f

8 i ard W
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Bunter blinked sl
Coker in consterna-
tion. He could
understand  every-
thing now. Also,
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Bunter shuddered.
" However,” con-
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ara likely to find difficult to distinguish
from theft.

s th

“1 must say I am disgusted with your
behaviour, Coker, and I have seriously
been considering whether I ought not
;uﬂgxﬁel you from the school1”

Oh crumbs | gasped Coker, in sur-
prise and dismay.
. " Please refrain from the use of child.
ish slang, Coker! On:conzideration, I
have decided that it-would perhaps be
wrong to prejudice your carcer on
account of meﬁ appears to be =
moment’'s mad freak. The matier is,
however, too seriouz to be met by =
mers 1imposition, or d ion."

Dr. Lodke looked steadi v &t Coker.

“I am loath to use corporal punish.
ment to a member of the Fifth Form,
but I think it is tha only way to deal
with you. I am therefore going to Hog
you, Coker ["

“0Oh dear!” said Coker.

A flogging! For him, Harace Coker,
the mig tlg man of the '1_*‘_i'ﬂ;h_l He had
fﬁp&cte-{i“ ines or defention, but hardly

a

However, he had chosen his bed, and
fiow he rhust He on it, so fo speak. And
anyway, a flogging woald be over mora
guickly than detention or *“impot"
writing. Neverthelpss, the indignity of
being %n god like some tuck-marauding
feg in the Third was a bitter pill for
!:.;-::- er to swallow, and he did not like
1

The Head flogged him thon and thera
—and he laid 1t on well and -truly.
Possibly ho thought that, as ecorporal
Unishment mas so seldom meted out to
ifth-Formers, he would make a special
event of this. Whafever the redson, he
ave Coker a * licking' such as
er, even in his fag days, had never
received before. And although Coler,
always as hard as nails, did not descend
to weeping and wailiuf and gnashing
of teeth, he was certainly foeling rather
sorry for himself by the time Dr. Locke
had finished with him..

“There !” gasped the Head at last.
“Let this bo & lesson to you, Cokerl
You may go!"”

With a grunt of relief, Coker went.

As he came oulb into the passage ouf-
side the Head's study, he saw a fat form
disappearing round the corner. He felt
too injured, both bodily and mentally,
to natcla‘l Bunter up, but he realised that
the fat Removite had probably been
listening to all that had gone on inside,
and hos wondered, for a moment,
whether Bunter' would be likely to
spread the varn. On consideration, he
ecided that, although it was advisable
to take the precaution of warning
Bunter, it was likely that on this ecca-
sion, at least, Bunter would keep quiet.
Bunter hed too much to lose by the
truth coming out, to risk stirring up
trouble that might lead to that un-
undesirable event happening.

Coker did not know Bunter, how-
aver.

When that [at junior {led round the
corner, after having listened to the flog-

ing of Coker inzide the Head's study,
gin little eyes were fairly bulging with
excitement behind his spectacles. For
a chap like Coker of the Fifth to be
punished like a fag was, in Bunter's
eyes, an event of outstanding import-
BLCE.

He fairly longed to communicate his
tidings to all.and sundry, and the fact
that 1t was his offence for which Coker
had been punished did not seem to him
of such- secount as the fact that Coker—
& Fifth-Former and & senior—had. been
flogged. -
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He rolled along to the Remove pass-
age in & state of groat excitemoent.

“1 say. you fellows, what do you
think?"”  he gasped, coming across a
group of Removites standing at the top
of the stairs.

“What #s it, Tubby? Queen Anne
dﬂng?” asked Squiff humorously.

. ““Beon réscuing Quelchy from under &
burning desk 1"

suggoested Skinner sar-

castically. “Tf s0, thanks for notking !
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“"Oh, really, Skinner! But, T say,
old Coker—"
“Blow Cokert”

'" Old. Coker's jast had a Head's flog-
ging 1" said Bunter persistently. “Feor
ﬂnnhiﬂg‘ a cake from Uncle Clegg!

S It

- kil

ha-a-a-ab 7"
Here; come off, Bunter i
“Wact |” said Bunter. “‘I happened

to be passing the Hlanﬂ‘;'stud;r at the
time, and I heard it poing on.'
i Eﬂi‘llf

“Not often Fifth men are-licked "

“Why should Coker want to pinch a
cake from Uncle Olegg, anyway?”

“You've been dreaming, Bunter!"

“I tell you it's truel” sard Bunter
indignantly. “You can ask him your-
self, if you ltke—I mean; p'r'aps you'd
better not ask him, or he might let if
all cut—that is to say—"

“What ever are you burbling about,
Bunter!" asked Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “This reseue bizney hasn't got up
iite your head, has it1" X

unno ! gasped Bunter, io’ fudden
alarm; as he realiged that he might be
saying too much. ““What I really meant
to say was that I don't think 1t could
have been Coker, after all!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was at that moment that Coker
himself came up the stairs. He was
looking savage and wrathful, and
Bunter started as he noticed a cap in
the Fifth-Former's hand.

*The Remove held themsalvos in readi-
ness to give Coker another warm recep-
tion, but Harry Wharton could see that
there was stmething unususl about his

manner, and the Remove skipper
motioned the fellows to stay their
hands,

“Bunter here?” asked Coker. * A,
there vou arc! Here's your rolten cap,

and want & word with you on the
guiet.”

The Removites regarded Coker
curiously.

“ Anythin' in the rmgc_rur that’s goin’
round, Coker?" asked Skinner airly.

“What rumour's that?" aszked Coker,
with a frown. )

“Why, that the Beak has licked you
for lifting a cake from Unclo Clegg I

Coker's face was a study for a
moment, then, with & roar of rage, he
made & jump at Buater.

“You fat, spying villain?" he roared.
“1'll smash you! "

!ll___

“ Rescue, Removel” yelled Bob
Cherry, “Ecep him off our prize hero,
whatever happens!”

s Hﬂd. hn, Ilﬂ- 1?]

The Remove made 8 rush at Coker,
and the wvnfortunate Fifth-Former was
swopt off his feet in the twinkling of
an eye, and tumbled down the stairs
again before he could touch Bunter.

" Wall, ro mnch for Coker ! remarked
Tom Brown, as the E:Flipwﬂ crowded back
into the passage. ‘" But the funny pagt
about it 15 that he didn't deny what
Bonter aaid.” -

“That's what I noticed," said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully, “He simpl
seomed wild about it, as if Bunter ha
let the cat out of the hug:-.“

“# Just what I thought.”

“ What a lark, though!™

e e

The Removites were genvinely ine
terested now.

“Well, life's full of gurprises,” said
Bob Cherry sagely. “First Bunter
becomes a hero, and now Coker
becomes & cake-snatcher, It's a sort of
exchange of characters between the
two.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry little realised at that
moment how ncar he had come to the
fruth.

Still discnssing the news, the grou
broke  up, ::Ilglq ‘Bun!:u:;: Eumgwhnlt‘
scared now that the story of Coker and
the cake had become common property,
rolled off to Study No. 7.

By tea-time that day the story that
Coker had beem flogged for raiding
Uncle Clegg's tuckshop hed spread far
beyond the confines of the Remove pma-
sige. And as Coker strolled acrdss the
quad with the faithfal Potfer and Greene
in attendance in the evening, the crown-
ing incident of Coker's series of mis-
fortunes happenad. '

“Seem to be s lot of Iags lbﬂﬂrl:é:;

Gireene remarked, as they saun

back fmtp the elme thwards the ool
House. #1Is there a jambored on, or
something ¥

There were, Indeed, quite an unusual
number of Second and ird-Formers
about, and the strange thing was that
they seenied to be concentrating in the
vicinity of Coker & Co, ,

Coker glanced round at the gatherin
hordes of grinning fags and frowned.
He could sense that sowme kind of a rag

was on the board, and knowing that the

Remove already knew about  his Aog-
ging, and that the news had by thistime
probably reached the whole of the
Lower School, he could giess that the
rag would be directed néaimt  himself.
So had not Potter and

Greene anything about it. The whole
thing was zo rrdiculous that he hardly
knew how, or even what, to tell them,
and consequently he had said nothing,
And as Potter and Greene had heard no
rumours yot they were in blissful ignor-
ance of the existence of anything un-
toward.

All at once Tubp of the Third, sup-
ported by a number of other Third-
Formers, planted himself in tho way of
the three great men of the Fifth.

“(Can 1 speak to vou, pleaze, Coker?”
he asked meekly.

“Well?" growled Coker.

“We've just lost a eake. 1 supposo
you haven't been making . raid round
our Form-room, have yout” -

Coker kicked cut wildly at the cheor-
ful leader of the Third; but Tubb was
en his guard, and he and his followers
scattered quickly and roared .with
laughter from a !ittle distance away.

“What's the game!” asked Potler in
SUrpriso.

“What did he mead about a cale?”
asked Greenc,

“Oh, nothing!" said Coker shortly.
“let's get in’

Coker was nol to reach the School
Houso without further molestation, how-
ever.

As Coker approached the steps of the
miain entrance of the school, Cecil
Reginald Temple of the Fourth saun-
tered forth, smiling slightly,

“T say, Coker, I've had a cake lifted
from my studv. Yow! Yaroocooop!"

Coker did not waste time over Cecil
Reginald. He grasped the dandy of the
Fourth firmiy by the seruff of the neck,
banged his clegant head against the wall
with a mammﬁing thaoack, and sat Lim
down on the gravel in a heap.

far he to
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“ Well, Coker, and what Is your explanation for breaklng hounds ? ** asked Dr. Locke. *‘ Well, you see, sir,”" answered Coker,

“old Prouty—" ** Wha-a-at ! ** roared Mr. Prout.

““ Oh crumbs !

he'd have me turned out of the Filth and sent down to a lower i"u

Feeling a .ittle better after that, Coker
went into the House,

“I say, what ever's the maller with
evervhbody*" asked fGreene, as the
mounted the stairs leading 1o the Fift
Form quarters. “*What iz all this cake
husiness, Coker, old man?*

“Oh, don't ask me!” growled Coker
woarily. “It's the mest idiotic mess
I'vo cver known in my life, that's all.”

“But what do they mean by this talk
about cakés?"

“Nothing. Bhut up and let me think
for a bit!” answered Coker, with scant
poliloness.

“By all means, as you put it so
nineif' " answered Greone, shrugging his
shoulders. “Bhall wo como along o
EBlundell's study for & jaw, Potter?
““What-ho ! assented Potter, quiie
cmphatically. *This ihinking business
can be overdone, and you scem to be
gverdoing it to-day, Coker. Come on,
Greoney !

Abandoned by hiz two study-maies,
Coker turned into Study No. 3, and sat
down in the armchair, te stare moodily
before him.

Doubtless, i he hoad chosen what
scemed to him ithe other alternafive—
lmm-:l;.—, degradation to & lower Form—
{loker's ignity  would  have been
offended to an even greater extent. But
it was offended quite considerably over
the affuir of Uncle Clegg's cako—con-
siderably cnoagh, anyhow, to keep
Coker etaring moodily into space for the
greater part of that evening.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Head Is Suspicious !

semr T8 up to us !
I Tom DBrown of the
made that remark.

Beveral Removites weorae
gathered in a group in the Rag discuss
ing & subject that had been discussed
qnite & lot at Groyfriars for a wholo
day—namely, Williain Georgoe Bunter.

Sceveral of the fcllows were of opinion
that Bunter's strange and unloohed-for
feat of valour deserved special com-
memoration. The most natural form by
which such an event could be com-
memorated secimed to be a Form-feod.
And when the proposal had, cropped up
in diseussion, Tom Drown emphatically
assorted his opinion:

“It's up to us!”

“Well, what about it, (hen, Whar-
ton " asked Squiff.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I'm  game, if you chape think it
onght to bo done,™ ho said. 1 hadn't
suggoxtod it nl,}'icl;'ff because—well, to Lell
the truth, though I suppose you'll think
I'm a suspicions besst—I can't quite
swallow it yet.”

“0Oh, drop it!” said Tom Brown. It
was difficult enough for any of us to
believe it in the frst place, and Bunter,
of course, docan't meke it any casier by
Mowing his own trumpet. 1But it coimes
from the Head, and 1t must be =&ll
right.”

* Hear, hear!”

“Well, right-ho, thenl™ gaid Harry

Removo

I mean, M

Prout, sir, said that if I went to Pezg
1 (S8e¢e Chapler 11.)

Wharion, laughing. “I'll drop it, and
come in with you oo a feed in honour of
Bunter, if you like. Where iz tho fat
bounder, by the way 1"

“"Here 1 am, 1if 1t’s me you're refer-
ring to," said hi!lj Buntor, rolling into
the Rag at that moment. “Did I hear

nwboﬁl::' mention & fecd 1"

feed on, I'm perfectly
o cooking,” said Bunter
“¥ou know what my cook-

“If thero's &
willing to 31} th
gencrously.
ing'a like !

“Wao were just thinking of standing
you o fuck-in, to celebrato the Pogy
hizney,” explained Wharton.

“I say, you fellows, I call that jollv
decent of you,” said Bunter, his eyus
glistening behind his big speclacles. ** As
it happens, I'm feeling rather peckish
just now, so I can begin at once, if you
liko 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, it's tea-time, so we can geb Lhe
provender in from Mrs. Mimble's, and
make it a Form-feed in the Rag,” said
Ilarry Wharton., *Gather the clana and
go round with the hat, sgmebody, and
don’t forget to bring your own cups!”

“Right-ho I

“There's only one stipnlation 2e
make, Bunter,” added Wharton, turn-
ing to the fat junior. “After lo-day
tet's hear & Iittla less about your
bravery! You've told us so much abous
it during the last twenty-four hours thas
wo are never likely to forget it now I

[T H" hﬂ- l'll 1"
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“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“And we shall all think you're so
much nicer !* added Bquiff.

" Ha, ha, ha!"

Some of the Removites started to
clear up the Rag in preparation for tha
foed, and others were making for the
door to round up the rest of the Form,
when T the page,. looked in.

“Master Bunter ‘ere?’ he asked.
“Ah! The "Ead wantg you I

“0Oh crumbs! D.does he?” stutterad
Bunter, the happy grin which he had

been wearing disappearing as if by
;nngic. “I w-wonder what he wapts me
or?”

“Dunne, Master Bunter! There's
another fﬂnt in thore with 'im too. A
lawyer b nh.la, I think.”

“Why tha alarm, Fatty?”" ask

Bkinner ouriously. “You're in the
Beak’s good books at present, aren’t
ou? Perhape it's someone from the
uwmane Society to award you a medal

“Yaos, p'r‘uim it is,"" agreed DBunter
dubiously. “I'd better go along end
spe, anyway "

He rolled out of the Rag, leaving the

Removites tidyi
spartment in re
feed

.’Biil;r Bunter did not feel at all happy
at the prospect of facing. the Head.

up that ceclebrated
inesa for the coming

True, he was, as Bkinner had pointed
out, in the Head's good hook t hia
position was extremely preea and

since things had become so awkward
and irritating for Coker, Bunter would
not have been surprised at any moment
if the Fifth-Former revealed the truth.

Reaching the Head's study, he tapped

asrvously on the door,

ik Gﬂ'm& iﬂ | 43

Bunter entered.

Dir. Locke was seated at his desk, in
conversation with a thin, shrewd-looking
gentleman, as Bunter came in.

They both looked up &t the newcomer,
nn::jl Dr. Locke gave Bunter a kindly
nod.

Mr. Grabbett, =a

“Bunter, this is

solieitor, fromr Courtbeld. He has come -

to mo fof permission o guestion you
na]«rgardiu the accident at Pegg last
Wednesday.”

“Oh1"” gasped Bunter.

“Hr. Grabbett iz acting on behall of
br. Coutts, whose life you were in-
strumontal in saving, on that oceasion.
The question of who was neible for
the accident is likely to arise, snd the
matter may have ‘to go to law.”

“I—I sea, sir!"” stuttered Bunter.

“Mr. Grabbett therefore’ wishes to
know if you can dﬂm‘mu how the
accident happened, 1n order to determine
whether your evidence will be likely to
assist him inehis case.™

“Your headmaster has explained the
position exaatly,” chimed in Mr. Grab-
bett, fixing Bunter with his steely grey
eyes in a way that made that fat junior
squirm. AN Ver
Master Bunter, an
convey to you my client’s deepest thanks
for your heroic act.”

*“Oh, that was nothing, sir!” mumbled
Bunter, blinking uncomfortably through
lis spectacles at the lawyer,

“1 also apprecinte your herpism wver
much, and Ipslm.ll appreciate you stil
more if you are able to give me the
information I require,” went on Mr.
Grabbett, still piercing the uncomfort.
able Bunter with his penetrating eyes.
“Now, what I want from you in the
first place, Master Bunter, 1z an exact
description of what happened, so far as
yvou were able to observe,”

"0k erumbs!” murmured
Bunter, dismayed for a momont.
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Billy

happy to meet you, p
¥ am i.nstrumgn to

“You may progesd to give the
deseription,” said -Dr. Locke.
“ Waell—er——" Bunter stammered.

Then, deciding that the only way out
of this dreadful holo was to utilise &ne
yern he "had been spinning to all and
sundry, he took a P!Uﬂgﬂ: “Wall, sir,”
he said, I was standing in the little
village, meditati on the rugged
grapdeur of the olifs—"

‘;E%hut?" gasped Mr. Grabbett.

“The—the rugged grandeur of the
eliffs, sit, and the vastness of the mighty
ocean, you know!"

“Indeed ' remarked Mr. Grabbett,

giving Bunter & very sirange look. “Geo
on, ﬁﬂﬁtﬁr Bunter!" .
*“When, all at once, I heard a fright-

ful crapsh, i -a—!iﬂ:& clap of thunder.

“Ah!" gaid Mr. Grabbett.

“Tyrning round, I beheld a sight that gro

turn the blood to ice within my

veins!” said Bunter dramatically.
“Bless my soull” murmured Dr.

Locke, gazing at Bunter -in. perplexity.

“A quuriaua!y-npfoinmd car,” oon-
tinued Bunter, then he stopped sbruptly,
realising that he was speaking to sbme-

one who had seen tho car and might
mIpat-:'ler that deseription extravagant.
“I—I mean, an grdinary-looking car,”
he corrected, “had skidded on '8
banana-skin, or something—that is to
say, it had pot skidded on e banana-
skin at all t Tt just skidded, if you

follow, sir!”
“Bkidded!” repeated Mr. Grabbett
blankly.
“That's right!” said Bunter con.
e N T
EXTRA SPECIAL
FOR NEXT WEEK !
“THE B0OY FROM
THE EAST!"”

PON'T MISBE 1T, GQHUMS,
WHATEYER YOU DO !

fidently.
Well, anyway——

“Put- you say that the car simply
shidded,” interrupted Mr. Grabbett,
frowning. “Eumll;' there was some
cxplenation ¥

“MNone whatever!” asserted the Owl
of the Remove. *I-I had a good look
afterwards, and I couldn't see anything
at all!"™

“"But what about tho other vehicle,
then 7"

O lor’ ! Was thero  another
vehicle ¥ stuttered Buuter feebly. “0h,
that's right, now you mention it, sir!
I distinctly remember someihing else

being there ! ]
“You do, do vou?" said Mr. Grab-

“Just skidded, you know!

bett grimly. “Very well, then! Pray
roceed ! o
“Well, sir. after skidding on the

banana-skin—that is to say, the banana-
skin that wasn't there—-I—1 mean, after
not skidding on the banana-skin that
was there——"

Billy Bunter was beeoming incehoront.

“ After not skidding on the banana-
skin that wasn't there,” he said at last
recklessly, “the car heeled over, and for
one frightful moment was suspended
betwean heaven and carth, like—hke the
sword of Damocles—""

“The sword of Damocles!” repeated
the Head, in surprise, then he smiled
faintly. “I presume  you  mean
Mohamed's coffin, Bunter! Go on!"

“I covered my face with my hands to
shut out the fearful sight!" said Bunter
dramatically, rather encouraged by the
Head's kindly intorvention. “With a

fectively, and blipked wuncertainly

terrible roar the car erashed to destruo-
tion. Flames began to leap up, and I
could see that, unless some Eram follow
acted at onge, the driver was o goner!™
“A—a goner 1"
. A goner!” repeated Bunter Srmly.
*Anyway, sir, 88 luck would have it, I
was on the spot, and with my wusual
pluck—anyone in the Removo will tell

you what a plucky chap I am!-I
]ﬂmf-l!d to the roscue!”
“I see! But didn't you observe

whether the other car had eunything ro
do with the accident or not ™ asked Mr.
Grabbett, regarding Bunter very
suspiciously.

Billy Bunter scratched his chin re-
AT
hiz interlocutor. could tell that,
somehow or other, be was on dangerous

und here. ,
“Well, it may haye had something to
do with it,"” he ssid cautiously. “On

the other hﬂﬂ% it maj- n.:b;."
“How would you despribe the other
vehicle, Master Bunter "

“I—1—" Buonter blinked at Mr.
Grabbett in growing alarm. He dido't
like all this questioning. " Well, any-
way, it—it had four wheels, sir, with—
er—tyres on, you know, and—and I
didn’t notice much, else!”

“You weore & little unobservant—eh 1™
said Mr. Grabbett, with a grim smile
for which, Bunter felt an immedigte dis-
like. “Would you say, apyhow, that
it u.;us a good-lobking [dur-seater touring
c‘: ¥

“¥os, that's it!"” said Bunter eagerly.

“INot, by any chapce, & grocer's
delivery-van

“Certainly not! That is to say——"
Bunter bad a feeling that ke was being
trapped, * J-— ‘Jﬁhnt. I really mean
i5 that it wasn't either of those, but it
was & bit like each, if you follow, sir.
Sometimes it lpokéd like a touring-car,
and sometimes it lodked like a grocer’s
delivery-van, It was a funny sort of
car, sir g

“"86 I should think!"” commented Mr.
Grabbett dryvly. *“ Very well, Master
Buntor! Unless your headmaster wants

ou we necd not detain you any

onger."

“You may go, Bunter!" gaid Dr.
Locke, eveing the fat junior rather
strangely.

“Thank you, sir!” said DBunter.

He rolled out of the Head's study,
breathing a sigh of relief. That inter-
view had not been at all pleasant,
Buntor felt excecdingly glad to escape
the otrating oyes -:-fJr Bfr. Grabbett.

When Bunter had gono, Mr. Grab-
bett turned round to Dr. Locke with a
rather serious look on his fate.

“There is some extraordinary mistake
here, Dr. Locke,” he said. "1 am con-
vineed that that boy did nok witness tho
accidont. His story is pure invention.”

“I must confess that my own suspicions
are avoused,” admitted Dr. Locke., ' 1
was very much surprised when the
mattor was first roported to me, for
Bunter has no reputation for courag.e.
(hur information, however, scemod
authentie, and I could not doubt it."

“Your information was, of course,
obtaincd fromm the County Police st
Poggt”

Iyr. Locke nodded.

“YVory well. With your
will telephone throogh to them myself.”

“By all means,” agreed Dr. Locke,
*“1 s very anxious to know the iruth
myaelf.”

The lawyer picked up the telephone
receiver from the Head's desk, and was
soon through to Pegg.

" Hallo! Are vou the County Police
et Pegg! Am I speaking to the officer
who witnessed the motor accident at
Pogr last Wednesday? Good!™

;:ﬂﬂ.‘iﬂ:diﬂt’i. I
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Mr. Grabbett quickly came to the

oint.
i Would you mind describing the
Greyiriars :{m , Bunter, whe rescucd

My, Coutts 1"
There was a psuse, while My,
Grabbett listened to the reply.

“I see!™ he said, at Jast, “He was
nil:lt Ii.'}a f::?:lnﬁ' AI?.L did mnot wear
glasses | ‘his age

Another pause, then Mr. Grabbett

nodded, satisfied.

“ Many thanks, constable!”

He replaced the receiver, and turncd
round te the Head with a smile.

“The constable’s description certainly
does not apply to the boy we have just
seen,” he said. “He tells me that the
Bunter he saw was tall and muscular
about seventeen years of age, an
dark.” ,

“Indeed !"” murmured the Head, knit-
ting hiz brows. “I am afraid, though,
that that .description will hardly
sufficient to annhfa me to identify the
individual, Certainly there is nobody
at the school named Bunter {o whom
that description would apply. Another
boy must I!:ue- given Bunter's name,
though, for what reason, I am at a loss
to koow.,”

“No name was given, as & matter of

fact,” =aid Mr. Grabbett. "The_con-
stable tells me that he obtained the
name from the inside of the boy’s cap.”

“Dear me! Then the other lfax
must have been wearing Bunter's cap!
This is all very strange!"

“Very st.ra.ufa, indeed ! agreed Mr.
Grabbett. “I think, thopgh, that
have one piece of information that will
narrow down our search for the boy
we want. The constable indicates that
the boy he saw drove away on & motor-
cycle. Are there many boys here who
own motor- ™

“Indeed, no! Coker of the Fifth
Form is the only boy I am aware of.
And—bless my soul!—the constable’s
deseription applies to [.'.‘u'l-:n}'.“

In quite & state of oxcitement, Dr.
Locko summoned Trotter.

“Please find Coker of the Filth
Form, and tell him he is required in
this room immediately,” he said.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Smiles Again ]

OKER entered the Head's studvw,

‘ wondering why he was wanted.

So far as he knew he had com-

mitted no fresh offence, and,

since he had, by now, paid for the calke

which Bunter had purloined from Uncle

{legg, he didn’t expect to hear any
more about that.

He was aware that both the Head,
and the stranger who was present,
looked at him curiously as he came in.

“Ah, Coker! 1 have sent for you in
connection with some very important
and surprising information I have just
received from the police,” said Dr.
Locke. ;

“The police " echoed Coker, staring.

“Yes. DPray do not be alarmed,
Coker !

Coker grinned faintly. The Head's
injunction was guite unnccessary, m_hia
caze. He was surprised, but certainly
not alarmed.

“What's happened, (hen,
asked. . ] ]

“That is o question which T am going
to put to you, Coker. I want you to
tell me whether it was not Bunier who

sir ' hao

saved Mr., Coutts in that motor-car
accident the other day, but you
yﬁur.?::ﬂ.‘i" 4

Coker jumped.

“Oh 1

“Ja that not the truth?"” demanded
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mg:i_ijurflhiaﬂ Fifth-Fo

Coker stuttered. He was fairly taken
Ir:rfe surprise at the realisation that the
ad knew,

FIOCE.

“I trust, Coker, that you are gong
to answer my Jquestion without
equivocation,” said the Head seriously.
“The gentleman here with me now iz a
solicitor, acting for Mr., Coutta n
connection with a claim for damages
arising out of the aceident, and nothing
but completely truthful and un-
ambiguous answers will serve his
purpose,” :
"E"F'cell, I hope you don’t think I'm
a liar, aoyway, sir!” said Coker,
rather indignantly.

“Not at all, Coker. I am only
warning you that if you are really the
one who rescued Mr. Coutts, and if for
rcasons which are utterly incompre-
hensible to me you wish Bunter to get
the credit, it will not do to endeavour
to conceal the truth any longer, for the
matter may soon come under the juris-
diction of the county court, when con-
cealment will no longer a.”

“Oh, I =eo, =2ir!” zaid Coker
slowly.

“Come, Coker! What have you to
say 1"

“Well, sir, I—" :
Coker halted. He really didn’t know
uite what to say. The unexpected
evelopment was perplexing and annoy-
ing to Horace Coker of the Fifth.
ow
Clegg was over, and the school was
already fnrgettm%‘ all about it, Coker
had begun to look forward to a more
cheerful time. He had no intention of
going to Pegg agein, and he con-
sidered, in spite of the worry and

trouble to which he had been put, that ok

hiz actions had justified themselves., He
had steered clear of the danger of
relegation to a lower Form, and that, to
Coker, was all that mattered.

And now, just when he was beginning
to congratulate himself that his suffer-
ings, both physical and mental, had not
been in wain, the whole thing was raked
up again. ker felt quite dismayed,

“1 am still waiting, Caker,” said tho
Head quictly.

*0Oh, ecrumbs!” Ernmnd Coker, at
last. “I suppose it's got to come out,
if you put it like that, sir.”

“Then you admit it?"”

“There's nothing else to do,” Coker
replied, his face considerably lengthened
now at the thought of Mr. Prout scon
learning all about it. “I fished the old
boy out of that car, sir.”

“ Bless mny soul !

“Good gracious me!"” added Mr.
Grabbett, hiz keen eyes fixing on Coker
in %mt astonishment. i )

“Buot, my dear Coker, whatever iu-
duced you to withhold the truth for so
long 1" asked the Head wonderingly.

“Well, you see, sir, I didn't want it

known that I was in Pegg,” explained
Coker. .
“Dear me! I fail to understand why

not ! said the Head.

Then he started.

“DBut, Coker—really, this is positively
extraordinary! Did I not punish you
for taking an article of food from a
shop in Friardale on that very after-
noon ¥

“That i3 so, sir " agrecd Coker.

“'Then you were at Friardale, as well
as Pegg!

“¥es: but I didn't lilt the cake, any-
wn?f!” said Coker.

“You drdn't lLift——"

“F mean I didn't pinch it—take it,
you_know, sirl” 4

“ But, Coker, you previeusly admitted

“luking 1t !"

keenly at the un-

that the trouble with Uncle d

“I Lkoow I did,” said Coker, while
Mr. Grabbett listened to the dialogue
In growing surprize, not unmized with
amusement.

“But what—" gasped Dr. Locke,
staring at Coker in complete puzzle-
ment, snd running his hand through
his hair in a most worried manner.

You see, I admitted pinching the
cake because—well, because that would
prevent inquirica bemg made about my

vfheraab-mts that afternoon,” said
Coker,

-Bless my soul! I am still more
perplexed 1

in;Aﬁd II_:ID“.Bw“t it that you were wear-
aster Bunter's cap?” put in .
Gr&ilftt. ) & e

“Ah! That is & point! said the
Head, then he startcd again. * Dear
me! I remember now, Coker, that it
was your cap that was found at Mr.

T
ence that I se i
you, Then——thﬁl—m you, and punished

“It looks ms if. Mastor Bunter and
our friend here exchanged caps,” said
H‘. Grabbett.

‘That is exactly what I bhad begun
tuﬂthu‘ng Iz it g0, Coker?"

%mta right, sir,” agreed Coker. He
could sea plain enough that na
wonld come of trying to withhold any-
ﬂnan RO,

“Then Bunter has accepted the
honour for a deed which he did not
perform, and furthermore, has allowed
another to be punished for a mis-
emeanour which he committed I said
Dr. Locke, frowning portentously.
“ We will attend to Bunter later! Now,

ker, tell me why it was so important
to conceal the Iact that you were in
Pegg 1"

“Out of bounds, sir!” explained
i}' briefly.

“Nousenze! Degp has nover been
out of bounds for mﬁ- Loy !

_“]'t's out of bounds for me, ENFWAY.
sir,” said Coker gloomily. *You—you
500, Bir——

He hesitated, hardly knowing how to
explain things.

Dr. Locke, meanwhile, rang his hell,
and while Coker was hesitating, Trotter
entered.

fTell Mr. Prout I wish to speak to
him !* said the Head.

Eiessir!"

er had not properly begun his ex-
planations before E( . Prout, %ull of seli-
importance, rustled inte the room, He
looked curiously at Mr, Grabbett, and
frowned at Coker.

" You sent for me, Dr. Locke?”

"1 \5ﬂdcrstzmd from Coker, here, thai
the village of Pegg has been placed
out of bounds for him.”

Mr. Prout nodded.

“That is zo, sir! I had no alterna-
tive, Since the matter has nlppa_ranth
been brought to your notice, 1 will ox-
plain the reason for my action.”

Mr. Prout then recounted the incident
in the Fifth-Form room, and the Head
listened in thoughtful silence, while
Coker fidgeted uncomfortably.

“80 I considered that the only course
io take was to place Pegg out ufhuund%
for Coker,” explained Mr, Prout, con-
cluding.

A very pro
Head., *“ Would
for a little while, .

“Not at all, sir! Not at all !" replied
My, Prout. *I[—"

But the Head had already turned te
Coker again, and was not listening to
the master of the Fifth.

“J now undeorstand why your Foria
master placed Pegg out of bounds for
you, Coker,” he said, *“For all that
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r decision,” agreed the
vou mind remaining
Mr. Prout!
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1 still do nor understand why you al-
lowed this strange mix-up between
yourself -and Bunter to go so far. Does
1t appear to you that breaking bounds
13 more scrious than stealing?”

“Nunno, certainly not, sirl” gasped
Coker. “"But you see—"

“82p Coker has broken bounds has
he® boomed BMr. Prout, addressing
nobody in particular.

“Well, what is the
Coker?” asked the Head.

“Well, you see, sir, old Prouty——"

“Wha-a-at1" roared Me, Proub.

“Oh, crunbs ! I mean Mr. Prout, sir,
threataned me that if I once went to
Pegg he would have me turned out
of the Fifth, and sent down to a lower
Form." 5

“Oh!” said the Head, the light of
understanding ‘begiopning to come fo
him at last. *“I ses, Coker! But if
that was so terrifying 16 you, why did
you to Pegg at alll”

“Well, I had to,” answered Coker.
“I—I had an appointment, you gee,
Bir "

He described his frantic endeavours
to get o messenger to go to P_EE_'F. anid
the Head listened gravely, wlile Mr,
Grabbett chuckled aloud. -

“I begin to understend, ndw!"” said
the Head, with a Iaint smile, when
Coker had finished, “But did it not
srrike you that the fact of your saving
Mr. €outts’ life would be an extenn-
ating oircumstance, if the facts came to
vour Form master's nopicci™”

#1 don't quite follow wou, sir,” said
Cloker, genuinely puezled. ”!l-'ﬁr ilea
was, if it was known that I had been
to Pegg, I should get booted out of
tlic ﬁ%ﬁ. And I r,]igﬁ't want to [eave
the Fifth!”

“Very ﬂhviq}uﬂg not commented
tiie Head dryly. " Now, Mr. Prout, let
oie axplain what has hnﬁpened.'}

He briefly recited all that he: had
found out eoncerning the motor acci-
dent at Pogg, and Mr. Prout listened
in astonishment.

“Well, well, well!” he ejaculated,
when Dr, Locke had finished, “‘%hen
it was not Bunter who performed that
act of hercism, but Coker! Tut, tut!
ifnker, I am proud of you, my brave
._‘:.3._!:.!

explanation,

Y
-

my Form did his duty like a man!"
said Mr. Prout ponderously.

“0Oh  erikey!”

“Btrangely enough,” continned My,
Prout, “the purpose of my visit to Pegg
was to ascertain whether Fbhu were 1in
thé village, Coker!”

“1 guessed that, sip!®

“But, my good Coker, surely wyou
did not think that I would be likely
to relegate you to a lower Form, after
your heroic -deed 7
C“Well, I didn't see what difference it
made, sir,” answered Coker, still ecop-
siderably surprised at the squanimity
with which Mpr. Prout had taken the
news of his being at Pegp. “Do you
nwan to say, then, sir, thal you won't
a3k the Head now to chuck me out of
the Fifth?"

“Certainly not ! answered Mr. Prout.
“1 am very pleased indeed to have you
in the Fifth, Coker!™

Coker nearvly foll down. It was the
first timme dqrin%- his Fifth Form carcer
that Mr. Prout had said that!?

“Then—then I've had all this troubla
for nothing " gasped Coker. “I'd have
beenn let off, anyway! Oh crumbs!
VWhat a prize idiot T've been |”

“You have certainly behaved in &
very foolish manner, Coker,” said the
Hoad quietly. “I trust you will give
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the matter due reflection, and teke care
that s peculiar behaviour iz not
repeatsd [

"I -will that, siv,” said Coker, grin-
nrﬁ%'nhuurfuliy now.

would like you, also, to look &k

things from a commonsense point of
view, and ask yourself whether vou are
being fair to your Form-master in
m:ugla-ntmg your studies as you have
recently.’

“H'm!" said Coker dubiously.

“Your behaviour in composing dog-
gerel during class is asltogether inex.

‘cusable, and must not occur again, And

as to. your regard to this young lady at
Pegg, while 1 approve of friendl
assooiation with young ladies on Eucﬁ
oeasions a5 tenms matches, I do not
regard your riding e motor-cyele with
a  young lady pillion-passenger as
decgrous, It must ccase!”

# Right-ho, sir!” assented Coker.
“ Mattor of faot, this biznoy has made
me fed-up with the whole affair, and it
shan't ocour again!®

T am glad to hear it, Coker!™ said
Dr. Locke, quite amiably. “And now,

‘my boy, it only remains for me to add

my congratulations to those of Me.
Frout's. You acted very promptly and
br 1'&1:.: on the occasion of the accident.
Yl%#dld well [

TThank wou,
quite flustered,

“Now we go into the question of the
evidence which Mr. Grabbett requires.
Mr. Prout, I need detain vou no
longer [V

Mr. Prout quittad the room, and Jr.
Crabbett onge more took up the sub-
ject of Mr. Coutts’ motor-car aceident—
thiz time, with somebody who rcally had
seen something of it !

sir 1" gasped Coker,

S i

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Interrupted Form Feed !

‘O e v

“And chocolate eclairs?
: . Bunter's keen on eclairs, you
now !

“We've bought up Mrs. Mimble's
entire stock of chocolate eclairs,”
raplied Frank Nugent, with a grin.
*And Bunter can hav:e tho lot if he
wants 'em "

“Lood . Now where's Bunter?” .

'Z_[’ha Rag presented a scene of great
arimation.

Practically every member of the
Romove Formr had turned up to the
feed in honour of William George
Bunter. And as most of tho fellows had
brought along with them sufficient tuck
for three or four, it looked as though
Bunter, for once in hia life, was going
i‘.lq have a feed that would really satisfy

1.

Half a dozen fellows had already
made pots of tea, and everything was
ready for the feast. The guest of the
avening, however, had not yel returned
from his interview with the Head, and
a start was deolayed until he was
prasent.

The Bemovites did not have long to
wait. After leaving the Head's study,
the fat junior, {l“i‘l‘mll_t.’ obliterating the
memory of his somewhat uncomfortable
interview with Dr. Locke and Me.
%l‘ﬂ.hhﬂtt, ralled off at top speed to tha

nrr.

When he opened the door of that
celebrated room, the sight that greeted
his oyes was one to gladden the heart
of a Dunier, :

All available tables in the room had
been sob end to end and covered by the
best and cleanest linen to be found in

“indiscriminately

‘the sta

the Remove quarters, the whole present-
mf duite a Iaasgng appearance.

t was nobt the linen, however, that
made Billy Bunter's eyes glisten, but
the comestibles set out thereon. Cream
puffs, chocolate eclairs, currant cake,
fruit cake, iced cake, tins of fine red
salmon, hmk tongue, dishes of pine-
apple chunks, custards and jellies.

here was no end to the good things
laid at the feet of the newly-discoverad
hero of the Remove.

I say, you fellows, this is somcthing
like ! said Bunter.

“Trot in, Bunter!”

“Make yourself at home !

“Room for a giddy hero
pleasze 1V

Billy Bunter, with a grin of joyons
anticipation on his podgy face, sat down
between = Harry Wharton and Bob
Chercy.

“Help yourself, old
Bob Uherry hospitably. .

“How about some of this ham %" sug-
gested Squiff,

“Try & bit of salmon, Bunter !"”

“Pass the pineapple chunks
Bunter, you chaps!”

Billy Bunter cheerfully solved the

roblem of choice by helping himself
to  everything that
came along. He didn™t really worry
much whether it was salmon ur)imm, ar
pineapple chunks, or chocolate celairs,
so long as it was something in the tuck

line.

“By Jove, this 13 top-hele!” he
mum]':Ie-:l between mouthfuls of Harry
Wharton's salmon. “Of course, it's
only what you ought to do, really 1"

“What!'

“Only what you sught to de, really”
vopeated Bunter, nlmost choking in his
endeavour to sat and speak at the 'same
time. “"You've been a mean lot of
rotters in the past, vou know ™
© " 0htM

“Becoming a hero hasn’'t improved
his manners ! commented Hazeldene.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Hazell S8till, T don't
want to hold up the feed to argue with
vou! Pass the mustard, will you,
Harry, old mant”

there,

barrel ! said

to

“Harry, old man” passed the mus-
tard, and Bunter resumed his Opera-
tions.

Tho feslivities were at their hﬂicilgii
and Billy Bunter's face had rea
when it was beginning to
shine like a full moon, when there was
a sudden interraption,

The door of the Rag seddenly
opened, propelled by a powerful kick
from the outside, and Horace Coker of
the Fifth locked im,

- He looked, with surprise, at the feast-
ing Removites.

The feasting Removites also looked at
himi—not only with surprise, but with
oonsidorable hostility,  Herace Coker
was not popular in the Eemove Form at
Greyiriars,

“Fag fecd on, what?" remarked
Coker, with a lofty look round the Rag.

“That's it!™ sagreed Tom Brown.
“Fifth Form pirates not invited, They
can look after themselves—espeeially in
the cake line!™

“Ha, ha, bhal"

“I'll box your ears, young Brown!"
gald Coker, frowning and taking a step
towards tho cheerful Colonial.

“Better keop out, Coker 1" warned
Harry Wharton, “We shouldn't like
to spoil the look of your baby-face, you
know; but—"

“None of vour cheek, young Whar-
ton!” said Coker severely, ‘I came
here to look for Bunter.”

“What, again "

“Punter's busy 1"
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Billy Bunter, with 3 grin of joyous anticipation, sat down beiween Harry Wharfon and Bob Cherry. ** Help yourself, old barrel [ *

sald Bob iigen'g hospitably, ** How about some of this ham ¥ **
embve e problem of choles by helping himsell to everything that came along.

solved

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter, at that moment, was
taking huge bites of plum cake, and
had no time to waste on Coker of the
Filth.

“What d'you want to ses Bunter for,
enyway?" asked Bob Cherry. i

“Well, if you went to know,"” said
Coker. “That prize pig of yours is
spoofing ~you "

IIEhil]‘ .

C“0Oh, really, Coker!”™ said Bunter,
looking up uneasily from his plum cake.

“Tt's all pifffia about that rescue ! said
Coker. "'ﬁm son-—o7

“Here, draw it mild!”

“Ia'a in the local paper, anyway "
'“T don't mean it didn’t happen, you

breainlesa young idiots!" sarxd Coker
politely.  “What I mean is, Bunter
wasn't 1he one wha rescued Mr
Coutts.”

1] I'Jh !ﬂ

“Well, if Bunter didn’t do it, who
ihe dickens did i demanded Squiff,

I-I:I didirl i

There was o roar from the Removites.

“*Rats ™

i L

“Why the thunp kaven't you said so
Lhefore, then ¥V

“Look here?! If von doubt my word
-——" gaid Coker, his brow darkening,

“0Of course we doubt your word!”
snorted Squiff, “Think it's so casy to
come heve ond spoof us, then 7

*Rag thoe Fifth Forpr rotter!”

“Rump him!" )

“Trv any of your [ag tricks on me,
and I'H Lazh you 1" warned l!,“:phn‘r, |
tell yon I'm the man ihat did it, not
Bunter !*

“Rats t"

“Mubbish " h

“Do you thivk tha ITeal is spooling
us, too, then?"™

suggested Squiff

“Ha, ha, hal”

The suggestion that Dr. Locke might

have been “spoofing,” when he made
the announcement concerning DBunter’s
brave rescue, struck the Remove as
rathﬁr funny. They rnmicd. : sed

“But, wou young idiots!” gas
Coker. *Tho Head——"

“lR-E-“-.!”

“1 tell you, the Head—"

“Don't histen to him! Bump him!”

“Thea Head——" shricked ECoker.

“"Yooooop! Yaroooooop!”

Coker’s explanations changed to yells
of pain, as the Rcemovites jerked him
off his feet, and depositcd lnm, with
great vigour, on the floor,

“Bump him again!” grinned Tom
Brown. “Keep it up Uil he recants !

“Till he whats 7"

“Till he recants!
wordr, you know I"

“Oht' Good cgg!

“Yaroooop !
Groooogh ™

"“Going to recant yet, Coker?"

“No, youn idiots! T tell you tho
Head— Wow-ow-ow! Whooop !'*

“Hold on!"” said Whearton, as the

Eals hizs own

Once again !
Leggo, you yotters!

excited juniors lifted Coker again, 1
ihink Coker's got somelhing to say
about the Head and Bunter. May as

well hear it !? _

“1 gay, you [ellows, don't believe
anything—"

“Groooogh! You—you—" Words
failed Coker, hs ho scrambled to his
feet and glared at the Removites,

“ Now, Coker, if vou've got anylhing
fo say, say it1” said Wharton.

“T should jolly well think I have
got something to say ! roared Coker.
“\What I was going to say was that the
Heoad knows all abont Bunter now, and
you'll jolly well hear for E}'uursulw.ﬂ
toon that I'm the one who Gshed that

¢ Some salmon, Bunter ? ™ The Owl of the

(See Chapler 12.}

merchant ont of the car, not yaur fat
fraud I

ol ﬂh l!:! 1 ]

“I say, you -fellows, don't believe
him " mumbled Billy Bunter, “still
munching plum-cake, but locking rather
scared now.

“Is that the truth?” asked YWharton,

looking keenly at Coker. *"Not o leg-
pulli Honour brighti"”

“Of course, 1t's true!” prowled
Coker.

“And Lthe Heod knows?”

“I've told you he doesl” _

“Well, that's rather differont,” said
Bob Cherry. “Why didu't you tell us
at frst, Cokor¥"

“Ha, ha, bhal”

“Buot I'm blessed i I can understand
it!" said Bquiff. “How did Bunter
comic 1n it, and why did you remain
mum "

“1 shonld havo explainod all that be-
fore if you'd kept your grubby paws
off me!” saild Coker sorely. " Anyway,
I'll explain now !

Just then the door of the Rag opened,
and Trotter, the page, for the second
timn within an bour, ambled in.

“The 'Ead wants Master Bunter " l}a
announced. “And, my word, don’t ‘e
look waxy? Not 'arfl”

“Hallo, hello, hallo! Sounds as i
vou're in for it, Tubby ¥

“Sounds as if Coker's right, too!”

“Oh, lor'! I—I—1 fcel a bit queer,
all of & sudden!” said Bunter plain-
tively. “C-can't you go and tell him
I'm unwell, Trotteri” . )

“Which I ain't in the 'abit of telling
fibs, Master DBunter!” said Trotter
cheerfully.

“0Oh deoar!"

Billy Bunter, with a very scared look
on his podgy face, rolled sadly and
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and crawled
lenving

wonder-

glowly out of the Rag,
.H-Way? to the Head's E"mﬂ{:
Coker to explain matters to the
ing Removites.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Vice Versa [
T E, he, he!” )
H A ‘mirthless snigger ceme
from the fat lips of William
y George Bunfer as he entercd
the Head's study.

On hiz way to that dréaded apart-
ment Bunter had considered his posi-
tion, end had comsé to the conclusion
that he was in a very tight fix, From
what Coker had mig, it ‘was obvious
that the Head knew all. Bunter's
instinct was to contipue the bluff and
maintain still that he and not Coker
was tho rescuer of Mr. Coutts. Buc it
penetrated even the Owl's obtuse brain
that there was no hope of keeping it
up for lomg.

“Bunter, therefors, reluctantly recon-
ciled himself to the inevitable, and tried
to think out how ho could make his part
in the affair ‘appesr less deserving' of
censuro than it ap;uuﬁg' was. ‘The only
plan he could thipk was to pretend
that the whole thing had been & sort of
innocent joke, arranged betweon Coker
and himself. He mado uﬁ his mind_to
bring this sspect to the Head's nuuga{

and; in order- to introduce & jovia
atmosphere into things, he entered the

Head’s  studv, giving vent to the
unmusical cachinpation.
“Hea, he, he!” i )
Dr. Locke stared at his fat visitor in
astonishment.

“Is thore anything wrong with you
threat, boy?" :
““Oh, really, sir! That was me laugh-
inﬁ-. yvou know, sir! He, he, hal” .
Indecd!” said Dr. Locke icily.
““Have the goodness to cease laughin
at once, then, Bunter! The matter
am going to speak to you n,bﬁutlta by
no moans a subject for Inughtar!’ -

“0Oh, really, sirl If you're referring
to that motor sccident—=" i

“] am referring to the motor acci-

dent!” said Dr Locke, sternly. “I have
discovered that on the occasion when
vou were here before, you told a tissue
of lies to myself and the other gentle-
raan who was here!”
- " Qh, really, sir! That was what I
was laughing at, sir!” explained Bunter.
“"It's just besn a jape all the time!”

“A jape!” 3 p

. “Yens, sir! A jape—a joke, you
know! Old Coker and I arranged it all;
but, of courso. now that it's all over,
we'ra telling everybody. He, he, hel”

“Bilonce, you stupid boy ! roared the

cad, - “Am I to understand, alter you
have aoccepted thoe praise and honour
due to Coker, snd allowed him to be
punished for an coffence committed by
vou, that it is all a joke?™

“That's it, sir 1" said Bunter,

“And yon oxpect me to believe that,
Bunter 1’

* Bug-cortainly, sir!™

“Your expectations will not bo
reglised ! said the Head grimly. “And
with regard to the article of food which
was taken from Mr. Clegg's shop—was
that a joke, tooi"

“Oh loxr’ [

Bunter had forgetien Unele Clegg's
cake, .

“I—I don’t know anything about that,
pir!  In any case, I fully intended to
pay for it out of the postal-order I'm
expecting " stuttered Dunter.

“"You intended to pey for & cake you
knew nothing about?"

! That is

. Yes, siv! I mean, no, sir!
BBy
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- Bunter floundered wildly.

“You are a wicked and deceptive
boy!" said the Head sternly. "It seems
uscless to talk to you, Bunter! I shall
ﬂng ou before the whole school Y

S 0Oh dear !

Bunter almost collapsed.

" "You will report to me after prayeres
to-morrow., You may go, Bunter]"

Bunter rolled off towards the Remove

uarteras with black despair in his heart,

f aver & boy repented of his sins it was
William George Bunter at that moment.

There was & shout as he drew near
the Rag. Coker was still there, telling
tha Removites.

“Here he comes!"

. "%uu fat ;iltlﬂ.in!”

“You spooterl”™ -

“Qwn up! We know all about it!" -

“Oh, really, you fellows!” °said
Buater, sinking dejectedly into an arm-
ghair. *“I'vo just been' teying to tell
the Head it was only a jape. But he
didn't seem to take my word for itl"

“Ha, ha, ha!” : b

-“I wish -you wouldn’t laugh!™ said
Bunter peevishly. “It's no_ laughin
matter for me, you know, .I'm booke
[‘-:}r_?”puhlic flogging to-morrow! OCh

(1] Pth l‘ﬁl

“The beak's
“"No wonder! .
“I suppose it was that bizney of

ing the cake from Uncle Clegg's that ¢id

TUBBY TRIES IT ON!

(Continued from papge 15.}

“Here, herel” said Merry. - “Ha
didn't really mean to insult you, sir,
In his sane moments he always speaks
awfully well of you, and says what a
dear, kind, lovable headmaster you
Er’u‘!‘l ) )

Thoe Head was quite touched—a fact
which some of his pupils had suspected
for some time!

“It is very jennerus and noble of
vou, my boys,” he said, “to come for-
ward and plead the cause of this young
rascal. He ought to feel very grateful
to vou.”

But the looks which Tubby Barrell be-
stowed upon Jack Jolly & WEre any-
thing but greatful., They were possi-
tively Hunnish. :

“I feel that I cannot turn a deff ear
to such a jennerus appeal on behalf of
o skoolfellow,” went on Dr. Birchemall,
“In the serkuinstances, I shall not sack
Barrell from 8t. Bam's. 1 shall en-
doevver to restore him to a state of san-
nity by adminstering a seveer fHog-

Fnt. his rag out, then!”

IR

ging i"
“Yarocoo!" yellod Tubby DBarrell
“h, you awful rotters! You know

jolly well that I'm as sanc as you are,
You're only doing this so as you won't
have to pay me—"

“Shurrup!” commanded the Head
sternly. Then he beckoned te Fossil the
porter.  “ Bring hither the birch and
block, in” order that justiss may be
dono!™ ]

By tho tima the 'ﬂﬂggmg Wa5 over
Tnl:-{;}' Bearrell felt that justiss had been
very much overdenel He was moaning
and groaning, and gasping and grunt-
ing, and feeling that life was not worth
living.

The St. Bam’s Insurance Company had
refused to insure Tubby Barrell again-t
Rogirings; 8o he could eggspect no com-
pensation from that quarter. And the
unhappy Tubby batterly regretted
having plotted his deep, dark plot to
get eggspelled from 8t Sam’s,

"THE END.

(Don’l mise next week's amusing tale
of Jack Jolly & Co., entilled! * A
ROM-SHELL FOR BRIGHT!" Ifs a
scrcam from beginning o end chumal)

‘on, & moment latar,

pinch-,

L]

if, conjectured  Harry  Wharton.
“You're a silly ass, you kivow, Bunter 1"

“I suppose it's rti_)r may fault,” ad-
miilted Coker, ‘'with a frown, **Not tho
cake, of course, but I was a fathead to
sllow the complications to set in,"

“Hear, hear!" said - the Remove
cordially.

“Still, you're a giddy hero, for all
that!” spid Wharton, “What about
three cheers for Coker, chaps?™

The chaps were mostly in full agree-
ment, and for the first time in history
the Rag echoed with cheers for Horace
Coker of the Fifth; a graceful compli-
ment to which Coker responded with the

remark :

“You're a-set of silly young nsses!
“I've just been thinking,” he went
. ““Asg it's partly my
fault that the prize pu:kgl;’a in -trouble,
I ought perhaps to see the Head about
it and put in a word for him."

“{h crumbs!™

The Remove grinned.. It was just like

. Coker to wamt to step in and advise the

Head on the conduct of the school,

“I think it's up to me,” said Coker
thoughtfully. *Of course, the fet young
idiot deserves 1t, I know—-"'

“Hear, hear 1"

“Oh, really, you fellows—" mur-
mured Bunter foebly. _

“Still, a public fogging is n hit .
thick I said Coker, with 2 frown. “I'll
sea what I can do ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker went off, and the Remove
broke up and drifted off in' twos and
threes "to their studies for prop, dis-
cussing the revelations they had just
heard, dnd chuckling at the idea of
Coker interceding on Bunter’s behalf.

Strangely enough, howover, Coker sue-
ceeded. Bunter received quite as much
punishment es he wanted in tho Hoead's
study—more than he wanted, in fact |—
and Mr. Quelch, for weoks after, had s
special “down ” on him; but the only
ovent that took place in public was n
full explanstion of the affmir by the
Head. Coker had the satisfaction sfter
that of sceing the same juniors who had
rnﬁgﬁd him over Uncle Cleg.F's cake
nod to him with considerably more
respect than they had ever shown him
before.

It was about a week after when Mr.
Prout received a visit from Coker.

“Wall, Coker?” said the Fifth Form
master intorrogatively. :

1 want to know whether you would
n_ur::’l lifting the ban on Pegp for me,
Bir.

“But the young lady yvou mentioned
—Mi.z—er—"

“8he’s gono now,” said Coker. “Her
pater was shilted to somewhere on the
West Coast, so sho's no longer in Pegg.™
“Oh, T seel”

Mr. Prout smiled quite graciously,

“VYery well, Coker, I agree—in the
circumstances. I most certninly nzree
t!'tat Pegg should mno longer e con-
sidercd out of bounds to you. And [rom
your own point of view, I am glad that
this—ha !—fricndship of yours' is thus
nocessarily terminated.”

“Well, to tell gml the truth, sir, so
am 1.” admilted Cokerr “When I come
to think over it I think she only re.
garded mo as a joke all along ™

A remark which showed vnusual per.
spicacity for Ilorace Coker of the

ifth!

TIIE EXD.

(There will be arothcr wmagnificent
atory of Harry Wharton & o, ia next
week's Maaser, endilled: “THE BOY
FROM THE EAST!" Muke sure of
securing a copy by ordering it WELL
IN ADVANCE )
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The Challenge [
HE Pittsburg Dentist was breath-
I ing heavily, but the terrible
power of his punghes increased
rather than diminished, and a
terrific smash beneath the heart made
Dave Iremonger wince and grunt,

Standing away from his man, Pal did
pome epeedy, long-ranga hitting that

ickly rednced Iremonger to a state of
?u nee; them, stepping forward, he
brought over & tricky right hook that
threatened to pulverise the jawbone.

Crack!

The wunmistakable sound echoed
through the packed building, bringing
a3 gasp from scores of fans, and a second
Iater Iremonger sagged Tike an empty
wsck and crumpled up, to roll over and
stare up at the swaying arc lamps with
eyes that did not see.

The Pittsburg Dentist won that con-
tdst in o shade under two minutes,

The counting-out of Dave Iremonger
was & mere formality, for he was un-
conscious long after he had been carried
into his corner, and Pal Jordan, sur-
rounded by his friends, did not spare a
glance as the Londoner was lifted over
the ropes and borne down the sloping
gangway towards the dressing-room.

This callous attitudo was not at all
to the liking of the “fans,” and many
were the ru.ge remerks that were yelled
at the grinning Dentist from all parts
of the house. S

Lolling back in his ringside seab, a
fat cigar protruding from the corner of
his fu I-lipf)e:;i wouth, Sir Aubrey Ailen
turned to his compamon.

“What do you think about it, Tiny 1"
he asked, an eager note in his voice.

.1 eould lick his head off 1** grunted
Scannan, running & thick linger round
the insido of his wing collar.

The giant looked an;rthinghhut happy
e his evening clothes, and he declared

N
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that he was as uncomiortable as the
man whose skin didn’t fit him properly.

“Good ! smiled Ailen, getting to his
feet.

“One moment, Jordan !"” he cried, as
the pugilizt ped from the edge of
the ring and set off towards the dress-
ing-room. “ Can you spare a moment?”

he baronet’s throaty voice could be
heard all over the house, and eviry
ear was pricked up as .the American
turned back and grinned down at Sir
Aubrey. :

“Bure!” drawled the Dentist.
“What's the trouble, old-timer? Found
another White Hope?”

The baronet shook Lis sleek head.

i Wo, it's the same one,” he returned,
“and I'm willing to back him for any
amount you like to name! What is
mare, he'll fight you where you like
and when you lhke, and under whatever
conditions you ecare to name!”

Again the words reached all cars, and
an expectant thrill fan through the
packed building.

“What 'ave you got to say to that,
Jordan " demanded a voico from the
gallery.

* Aw, shueks 1" grinned the American,
dismissing Sir Aubrey's challenge with
a wave of the hand.

“YWhat d'vor want, Jordan,” yelled

SERATANAFRARENE RN IFEEREREERAFAS RN ANE AR AR RETHI

INTRODUOTION.

Sir Aubreg Ailen, chairman of the Storeydena
F.C., and & Mg gun in the sporting world, iz
convinced  that iﬁlﬂ Shorrydene ymﬂk«;ﬁr—n
grant of & man, with the nane of * Tinp ™
Seanngn—~onld make mincement of Pal Jordan

a pugiltist with 4 big reputalion from the United
Smpas 7 he big tiing, howerer, iz fo iz up &

snateh, and Sir Aubrey sets aboud this leak with
frd wstial cunnitiy, Stme Hime later Sir Aubrep
ured his profege are pceupying ringside seats ab the
Olyniprus, walehing the American’s botit with

Dace Tremonger, - London fireman, It i
obrions from the stasl, Roiwever, that Pal Jordan
Rus the Lonldomer ok fig sierey.

(N0 read o)

1-:113 sportsmen in the gallery—"jam on
it

“Say,” drawled Pal, an ugly glint in
his eyes, I wish you'd ask your friend
to be quiat! If it's your son——"

Sir Aubrey was roused at once, and
he was swelling visibly as he jammed
his monocle into position and glared
up at the pugilist.

“H'm! Ha!" he said, adopting his
pompous manner. ‘It may interest you
to know that it is not my habit .to
tolerate impertinence from prize-
fighters! But I will let the matter drop
for the moment and revert to our

revidus business! ¥ refer to the chal-
enge I made on behalf of Tiny
Scannan 1"

“As I told you before,” smiled Pal
Jordan, “I'm a boxer—not an excou-
tioper |"”

*And that is the best reason you can
gut forward for refusing to meet

cannan " asked tho baronet, and there
was a woalth of meaning in the ques-
tion.

A tinge of colour ecropt inte the
hoxer's cheeks as he glared down at tha
baronet.

“Bay, what are you gettin® at?” he
drawled. ' Are you suggestin' that I've
got cold feet, you poor mutt 1"

“Tt ecertainly looks ss though your
pedel  extremitiea aro—or—somowhat
chilly, doeen't it?" asked Ailen.

A shout of laughter rumbled through
the hall, and loud cries came from tho
gallery.

“ What about it, Jordan 7"

“Got the wind up, old man??

Coertain it is that such a sceno was
unprecedented in tho short history of
the Olympus Hall; and it is equally
certain that Sir Aubrey would havae
been ejected but for the fact that he
was & dircctor of the coucern and one
of the largest sharcholders.

The raucous cries from the gallery

Tae Maover Lisrary.—No, 1,058,
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were taken up by the people in the
bettor-class seats, for Bir Aubrev
Ailen's seed had fallen upon  fertile
soil: and it was not long belore the
hall was in a state of uprfoar, sticks
and fists being shaken at the American
pugilist.

5&1 Jordan looked stunned for the
moment, and then in a Gash he realized
all that this hostile demonstration would
mean to him. The newspapers would
say that he funked mecting Bcannan,
Ailen's White Hope! Beamnan! A
third-rate chopping-block with glass
elbows! Scannan! A guy who'd been
in the game for about hve minutes?
Scannan! Ugh! He—Pal Jordan—
could ecat the stiff, glovea and all!

The Pittsburg DPentist muttered
savagely as he shét n deflant glance
round at the sea of white faces.

“fot cold feet, have I?" he roared.
“Wihere's Scannan? Where is the
mutt? I'Il fght hitm at once—right
here and now, and l'il kuock -hiz ugly
block off ¥

e r——

The Big Blufi !

CARCELY did the words rin
S through the hall than s broad-
shouldered giant in evening-
dress roso from his ringsido seat,
and thrust -his way to the spot where
isﬂ Jordan was surrounded by & crowd
of cr.nimdh * fans.” : o2 @
“8ay that again—you!" grow 18
giant, Embadd:?ng the tips of three
muscular fingers between the Ameri-
can's ribs. \
Pal gave a wild yelp and swung
tound, end hLis - surprise was almost
comical to béhold- when he found him-
gelf dwarfed by & mountain of a man
with a face like a jigeaw-puszzle.

“"Geal”  breathe the Pittah:;g
Dentist, gazing up at the strange .
lection ag features., “What a map!”

“(Got anything else to say?" de-
manded the giant.

Pal nodded.

“Sure!” he satd. “Whose little boy

are yout” ]
"I'm Mrs. Beannan's little boy,”

rowled the “little boy,” clenching his

ig fists. “Name of Tiny.”
‘Geo!” breathed Pal, running expert
eyves over the other man. “Why the

heck I didn't tumble to that at first

I don’t know! TYou're Ailen's
* White Hope "1

It was Scannan’s turn to nod.
. “Bure!” he avawered, grufly, “I'm

the feller whose bl you're going -to

knock off. I sugpest that you get buay,

mn:ﬁr! Thore's too much hot air about
u ¥

- "The “fans " heard the words, and a
thunderous roar of voices meade the arc
Tamps sway.

“What about it, Jordan®"

*“Have you got cold fect?”

Tho Pittsburg Dentist appeared to be
deaf to the wild shouts, for he was
riving all hiz attention to Tiny

annan, whose mighty frame seemed
Vo fascinate bim. Pal, of courso, was a
judge=of physical condition, and there
was something asbout Scannan's clear
tkin end bright “eyes that he found
mildly disconcerting.

The Dentist torned to Maulstein, s
manager, and whispered animatedly for
rome sceconds.  Then he swung round
upon Tiny 3cannan. .

“1 pguess Tl koock wour block off,
aftor all,” he drawled.

“And what about the money side of
the business " put in Sir Aubroy Ailen,
his_littlo eyes gleaming with cupidity.

Things were panning out exactly aos

he wished. Maulstein, of course, would
back his man for twenty or
thousand dollars—more, perhaps—an
thus would Ailen and Scannan complete
a profitable night's work.

Maulstein, who was watching Ailen
closely, ran hiz fleshy hand owver his
bald ﬁm&d‘.

“Eh?” he gueried,
beady eyes. " What mwoney business

“ Arpn®™ you going to back Pal for a
pile 1” asked the baronet, giving way to
sudden panic.

Maulstein shook his head.

“Nope,” he drawled, showing a num-
ber of gold teeth. * Betting in any
form iz sinful, 1 sha'n't have a2 red
cent on Pal this journsy. It 'ud be too
much like robbing a kid of its candy,
‘eausa your man don't stand a snow-
ball's chance against the Dentist.”

Ailen looked as though he were about
to collapss on the spot; and Tiny, also,
sppearsed to be badly shaken. A gentle
zephyr would have knocked both of
them down at that moment.

The bait had been dropped, but the
fish would not bite.

“1 want to have a word with you,"
said the baronet. And Tiny, moving
like a person in & trance, allowed him-
self to. be lod aside. "I can szee what
it is,” said Sir Aubrey huskily. * The
aro scared about you. They won't ris
a2 peuny until they know how wou

L] *
narrowing his
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Dick Dare, full of grit and a =
the smiling, green cricket Feld ;

- capable hands, But the powers

him.
fortunes o

By Richard

I 1ssue of the GE

thirty ‘em yet, Tiny."

GRAND CRICKET STORY STARTS

rtsman to his ﬁn?‘er-ﬁps. longs for

should follow an indoor occupation.

the game he loves and for which _he is naturally htted, is not for

It would ag:-pear so_until Fate steps in and re-shuffles the
young Dick. Every sportsman will enjoy

“The LUCK of the GAME!”

the opening chapters of which will appear in Wednesday's b
§1 Do your pals a good tuen and tell thess sbout
this wonder story of King Cricket.

shape, But we'll fix them. We'll beat

Ailen Eﬁ.tl.si:d, and
lowered an eyelid, " You know what I
mﬂﬂﬂ."

The giant nodded.
4';"3"“&!“ he grunted,
1L .

A six-rounds bout was staged whilst
Tiny Beanpan changed into his Aghting
kit; but the affair went lesz than two
rounds, & glossy-haired young ntle-
man from Whitechapel Hooring his man
with & smash to the chin, t]gu BRAPPY
hook finding the “point® with
miathematical precision.

And then came the “needle™ fight.

Tiny Scannan -stripped well, and
something very like a gasp broke from
the fans when the curtains were thrust
aside, and the gisnt strode down the
Fangwa.y. Tiny, physically perfoct.
ooked every inch a world-beater, for
he had the arms, legs, and torse of

“Lot's o to

Bamson. He ‘was magnificént, o revela-
tion in physical fitness, and the
American er was slmost dwarfed

when Tiny stood beside him.

Even the Dentist was struck by the
disparity, and the contemptucus grin
vanished from Lis features as he looked
up at Scennan’'s queer collection of

features.
“Bome face

“ Geal”
fittings ! .
to force m grin, but he

He mnr_taged ¢
was worried and anxious all the same.
(Continved on page 28.)

mused Pal

M,” CHUMS!

.

longs to feel the willow in his
that be have decided that Dick
It would appear that cricket,

Randolph,

Tyt and, pralshd oo, S
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FUTURE
CHAMPIONS!

There's a right and wrong
way of holding a bat, as
H.” Sutcliffe, the famous

IRRESISTIBLE !

This unusual photo is of
a giant ¢lectro-magnet used
by a Junk Company for
]ii,;.ing and transportin
great masses of steel unj

Yorkshire cricketer, is de-
moenstrating te a keen
disciple of the great sum-
mer game. he other
fellows looking en are
memorising the correct way
to hold a willow, and whe
knows but their thoughts
are of future boundary iits
. . . and a placein their
county eleven? If the
emulate the feats of their
present  instructor, any
county eleven would wel-
come them with open arms,

iron. It does the work of
many men, when it s
charged with eclectricity,
with unparalleled efficiency.
It certainly makes light
of the task of lifting a huge
steel ring in which twe
men are standing, as shown
in the picture alongside,
But even so, it doesn't pos-
sess the unparalleled ™ at-
tracting = powers of the
M,"H.GhalET dynu now hold
1

in your han

Tue Maaxer LinPArY.— No. 1,058,



EVERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

HHIGE
TWOPENCE.

[E'.H'H.f:"ﬂh'r_d "N
from page 26.)

And he would have withdrawn from the
nffair had that beey possible.  But he
did not sco how ho.could back ocut al
tho last momeiit, for 8 refusal to hight
uiight ensily Imw led tosomething very
Illm- 8 riot.

‘it was well kuown that Scannan had
1:-;1::1 chasing the Dentist for a mateh,
but there was wot & fan in the hall who
hed imagined {liat the pair would meet
under such dramiatic conditions. .

‘SBcaled 1n  lis  cormer, his great-.
shouldors hunched, his gloved bands
upon hiz kfices, Pal Jordan "kept his

_!,_l.'awd eycs ‘upon  his . man; but the
ugj', inser ul,.plg o faco of ‘lmy Beannan

told him nothing.

G{-urge Mnrrlu, the obese M
already inside thoring, and, wn‘.«il tha
first, clarion note of his voice, he pob-

ﬁ:mﬂd the silence for which- “he
*He did not waite time.
" @ Ladies hand gentlemen !"_he eriod,
‘mu.lmlg heavy work of the h's,
bég to sunounce a 'ﬁt'r,eﬂtl-rqun{ll com-
ieﬁt between Pal Jordan, of Plttabur
LLE& and Tiny Scannan, uf Enp:lan i
v left, Paf Jordan; hon my right,
Tiny E-::mmn.n " Morris waddled scrgss
%& eanvas and smiled down at Captain
erriott, the referese. * The lads are
ready and waitin’ , Bic "

" Beconds uut* :

Pal Jurdﬂ.n vawned and stretched
himself after he had slipped out of his
gaudy bath-gown, and there wes an
expression of utier boredom upon his
faco as he stepped out of his”corner
and touched rglmes with the giant. It
was & boautiful pieco of mcting, but it
was wasted upon Tiny Ecanna.n. who
opened the prumndmga mmmg a
terrific swing at the American’s head.
ﬁmidmg the wild punch with ease,
Pal stépped forward and [:slmted three
gwift ‘blows: to the other man's hody ;
and he -had “the satisfaction of am:mg
Tm:.r Jwines,

nmrm%}eup, the glant crwﬂhed and
retreated before the cat-footed Dentist,
nnEI e moment later he was reeling
bemcath o terrific two-handed fusillade

of blows,
Thud, thud, thud! Thud, thud,
iPunches rmned upun his "head and

thud !
body from all 3;193, and he looked
almost pitiable ns he staggered before

thu mierciless  attack of his™ lighter
ll_)panent. He scemod to have no ldaa-
defence, for his pustd was of tha

_tisaua*pa,pnr order; but few were tho

L BELRY Ly BIEEsl L GWERILCy RRladil e

QN 14 DAYE' APPROTAL, PACKET |

FrREE AND CARRIAGE PAID, »
Lownit casr
prices, or eraey piyment Brme.

M ritn e Tras Mapgafn Tdaoty ST

i vecolpt of & small dopasiy,

: {mtdmg‘
i

- off colour to-night
‘man if they ever mu:et again ! 1

humao beings who could have absorbed
so  much punishwent and  remsined
It seomcd almost uncanny to
w funs, but Pal mlone kuew that
never ouce was he able to place o blow
to a vulnerable spot.
The fans, of course, giving
ne.,
‘Make o fight of if, Scannan!”
“Stand up to "im!”
“You'vo !% rof him, al
“ Attaboy !
IPal was hitting just when and where
ho pleased, but fu was unable to make

W
lu

very much jmpression wpon the moun.

tain of & man who obviously knew not
the elemontary prmmplera of the mitting
EAm,

The whole thing was [arcieal, pitiful,
and many a sportsman called upon
Scannan to “sky the towel.”

But Tm:-_.* WAS dml.f to the wild shaut-
g, and in_ the last miouté of . the
round ' he electrified wnrj'budg by land-
ing’ his first blow, .. Having taken a
smash to the mouth, he suddenly leapt,
as swiftly as a rntl;lur from its coil,
and the punch took tho Déntist square
on”the nEn ‘and knocked him flat.

And  that umxpﬂﬂtud pun:,'_h changed
the w'ltulﬂ situation,

“He's ‘out’ I
- ¥ Btand- back; Scannan Y

“ Thr&nﬂﬁ:-ur—'ﬁvﬂ—-—"

- 1t was a viry dazed American who sat

il

-up and wondered what had hit him,
n' H: "I:H.I

his brain cleared rapidly when the
h;rater:cn] voice of Maulstéin struck his
ears, -and the wild-eyed face of Maul-
stoin glared at him through the:ropes.

“Pall Pal! You're takin’ I;hu munls
bﬂ'?' 11

- '——EE"-"HH—EIEI'It—

No sooner was he on his feet than the .
Ientist becamne a human fury, a& hurn-
cane, a blizzard, and it was -:f:ﬂj-rul £ to
believe that any man could ‘have be-
eome the very embodimeént of concen-
trated venom. It “looked as - though
Jordan were out to 'destroy, and within
fifty seconds he had reduced Tiny
Scannan to an inert mass of insensibil-
ity ; and the whole I.'-mldmghmamed to
shnke when the giant- crashed to the
boards and rolled over like a mighty
mrpulseq
_ Tiny having been counted out, Abe
Maulstein leapt-- inte the ring. and
embraced his priticipal; - and then he
turned to 8Bir Aubrey’ ﬂllen who "had
followed him' through the F.UFES

“Didn"t I tell you that it 'ud be as
Etmplﬂ az' robbing a kid of its candy? o
he drawled. “
the same ring as Pal [

An unpleazant smile flitted across the
baronet’s pale features,

" “Rot!1” he gna pnd * Tin
but he'

was & _hitr
. ¢at your

The words came plainly to the peoplo
in the ringside seats,

“Why not lix up another contest, Sir
Aubrey ?” asked Captain Herriott, the
referes,

fulsomie E-Dl'dl&ll.t]’

mlt' man can't live in h

into Ailew's hands. “Why not? Dut 1
ness yor won't be so all-lived eager to
lave n bet this time!™

Ilut " repeated Atlen, " 1in a spovla-
mun and a gn.nlimnnn. atd I'm still will-
mg to back Beapnan for any sum yon
care to name! LUm an Evoglishman,
¥ know.”

“Auy sum?’

Aiien nodded.

“Waal,” said Maulstein, glancing
across &t the Dentist, " what's tho
matter with a thowsand aside—in
pounds®" ° -

“What's the matter with five thousand
aside 7"

“ Oy twent:. .

“"Or fiity?”

Fifty l:-huusa_,ud pounds ! '

Littlo beads of perspiration slood upon
Maulstein's  broad forehcad as  he

lanced across at Pal Jordan, and

ordan, who was trembling, gave a
1hnrt nod.

“Bay, we'll shake on that, .ﬂﬂen,”
drawled Maulstein, “and. ‘then we'll get

drawled Maoulsicin,

along am-:i fix the articles! Do you
agrea "

" Certaindy," lmn::[ Sir Auhrey his
voice quite steady; but .hﬂ'i.

beneath  the bulgmg shart- fmnt was
thummnﬁ with m:ultntmn

aulstein, the 'cute Amrrman,
had 'F'Hl"iﬂl.‘l into the trap!

[ ] ., L] & .1. L -

Bir Aubrey Ailen looked very. p!uas&d
and well nourishéd as he sWayed bick
in his chair and olasped his H"a.ndu upon

- his rotund waistcoat.

“Tiny, my dear fellow,™ lfe cried, with
1. fjla:?ﬂ- it to ya:
for I've never_ aaen 6-botter bit of actingd
life'! ¥ou bluffed the
crowd ‘and wou bluffed Abo ll.-IauIstuin.
bul. moit mmpartnnt of ‘all vou bluffed
Pal himself ! r soak t -Eﬂ.lg'hl- he
had you Htﬂua m -at Fau wero, jusk
acting all the’ t1rna!, {'ﬂu’d make a lfo .
tune on the stage, my dear hug Lo

rim kind of
ead,

The Man of Tron Eayo a
smile and nodded his bullet

“And I mean’to make a fortune off
the stage, old- l::me-r..” he declired, “for
there ought to ‘b’ a heap ﬂ-f money in
this  boxing business | hat's mo
Ailen, 1 me?“n to have :n}] full: share r&
BVEry that's ggin want you to
underacarg:l that . at ﬂﬁ: kiok- gﬁ gfﬁ thig
ﬁartﬂm-ahm 1" . He l';i_ his host with a
ard e¥¢ and added: “4'm going to have
4 BQUAre deal’t”
51& Aubrey raised a podgy, protesting
an
“My dear follow I' hu cried, in shorjked
tones. *“'Burely .you're not suggesting
th?tr}'ﬂlt wc;n't ket at fair deal 1'”

m not suggésting - anything,”. re-.

tutned the Man of ]mnn.;-: ot Ffu ]ust
3l:nt-mg' o fact!™

in the whole m‘

(Tiny Scannan fs confident that he
can put the PJ‘HSEI'HT:;I' Dentist 1o sleep in
the first minute. But can he? Don't
fail to read next week's thrilling inatal-
ment, whatever you do, chums/)

“Eur& T dru.w!ed Maulstoin, playing

Addrese in ennfidence »
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