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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

“ ATHEADS I
F It was a deep, deep voice, in

tones of intense exasperation.
“Idiots !”
Harry Wharton & Co. sat up and
took notice.
“ Dummies !*
Thess complimentary remarks were
not addressed to the Greyfriars hikers.
The fellow who made the remarks was

not in sight., But the deep, wrathy
voice came quite clearly through the
hawthorn hedge.

"Duffers !”

It was s warm September afternocon.
The Famous Five of the Greyfriars Re-
move were seated in a cheery row on a
grassy bank by the side of o Warwick-
shire lane, Lord Mauleverer was ex-
tended at full length, taking it easy.
Billy . Bunter was munching toﬂee.wft
was & large packet of toffee, and for ten
minutes or more Bunter's jaws had
been in inceseant motion, and were still
going strong. The hikers were taking
a little rest by the roadside, the Famous
Five admiring the scenery, which was
magnificent, Mauly -dozing, and Bunter
munching, when that deep, irritated,
exasperated voice came booming
through the hedge behind them.

“ Footl fatheads [

Some fellow, evidently, was in the
field behind the hawthorn hedge, and
not, in & good temper.

* Chumps I

His vocabulary seemed to be ex-
tenaive.

* Chuckleheads [

The Famous Five grinned at one
mnother. They recognised that voice.
It wes quite familiar to their ears,
though they had not expected to hear
it again till next term at Greyfriars.
The voioe belonged to Horace Coker of
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the Fifth Form nt Greyfriars, and it
was clear that Coker of the ri'?".ifth was
cross about something:

“Dolts and dunderheads!”

Lord Mauleverer raised a sleepy head
from the pack it was resting upon.

“] know that jolly old voice,” he
remarked. “The gusge seems
familiar, too. Is that old Coker?”

“Sounds like him,” grinned
Cherry. "I wonder who he’s talking
to? Can’t hear anybody else.”

“Coker's doing a solo,” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Blithering idiots!” went on_ the
voice in thé field. “Burbling jabber-
wocks! Not a sign of them. Piffling
duffers! Thundering asses !”

Bob Cherry rose to his feet, grinning,
and peered tbrou‘fh the hedge. On the
other gide, standing in the field, he
spotted Coker of the Fifth. That big,
burly, hefty youth was starmg about
him, with a red and wrathy face, as if
in search of somebody. The *pome-
body * evidently wasn't there. Hence
Coker's wrath and his string of
compliments.

“Blithering, blathering, blethering
owls!” went on Coker eloguently.
“Lan't lose sight of ’em for a minute,
without the silly asses getting lost!
Footling fatheads!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bab
Cherry suddenly, through the hedge.

Coker jumped.

Evidently he had not been aware that
anyone was at hand, listening to his
dulcet tones.

He stared round.

“What the thump—" he ejaculated.
“That you. Potter or Greene? Oh, it's
you, vou checky young sweep! What
the thump are you doing here, young
Cherry? And who are you yelling at}”

“Whom, dear man—whomi” said
Bob. “Don’t they teach you grammar
in the Fifth Form?1”

Horace Coker glered.

“You cheeky younf tick! Can't you
wait till next term for a llckmgi” he
hooted. “I've a good mind—

“You have?” ejaculated
“Where do you keep it, Coker?”

“What ¥*

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob, “Coker says he has a good
mind. Did any of you know that he
had & mind at all 7

Frank  Nugent,

“ Neyer [

Bob.

said

the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Oh, you're all there, are you?”
roared Coker. “I can tell you that
I've a jolly good mind—"

“You can tell us so, but we shan't
believe it,” interrupted Bob Cherry.
“You can't have a mind without having
brains. And you jolly well kmow that
you haven't any brains, Coker!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker, redder than ever with wrath,
cams tramp[mi through the hedge.
Bob Cherry backed away, smiling. 'ﬁ:e
hefty Horace emerged into the lane,
and stared at the smiling hikers, They
picked themselves up out of the grass,
with the exception of Billy Bunter,

Bunter had not yet finished the toffee,

80 he had no time or attention to waste
on Coker of the Fifth,

“Pax, old bean!” said Harry Whar-
ton amicably. “No in the hols.
Give Coker a bit your toffee
Bunter.”

‘I;Shau't el ?n.idlBuntor. i

unter’s refusal was hard '
The idea of I:ein%giwm a “bit ” of E
sticky wedge in Bunter’s fat hand was
simply and purely an insult to the great
man of Greyfriars,

The expression on_his speaking coun
tenance made the hikers chortle.

But Coker, with & E’ent effort, eon-
trolled his wrath, e had lost his
friends, Potter and Greene, and he wad
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in need of information, Instead, there-
fore, of slaughtering the hikers on the
epot at one fell swoop, Coler spoke
slmost ealmly.

“Have you seen a pair of silly duffers
anywhere about?” he asked.

“Not a pair,’” answered Bob Cherry.
“Only one.”

“Qh, you've seen one of
Good! hich was it—Potter
Greene 7

“Weither. The only silly duffer T've
seen is named ker,” answered Bob
affably. .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the hikers
again, entertained by the eloguent ex-
pression on Horace Coker's counten-
ance. Again, with a manly effort,
Coker controlled his wrath.

“Look here, I've lost those two
duffers,” he said. “I mean, they've
lost themselves, We had a bit of &
row, &n knocked their heads
together.” .

“Oh crikey !” ejaculated the hikers.

If Coker had knocked his friends’
heads together, it was not really sur-
prisin at they were missing. Coker
seemed surprised and irritated; but it
did not seem surprising to the juniors.

“] left them in the field,” went on
Coker. "I told them plainly I shouldn't
wait for them. We've been on a hike,
you know, end I've made it a rule not
to wait for them. Btill, as I knew the
silly nsses would miss their way without
me to guide them, I came back for
them. And the{'rs gone—gone ! re-
peated Coker. “I never met them on
the way, and I never found thcm here.
Wandered off, you know, like two silly
kids—just as if they were fatheaded
'}uuiors instead of Fifth Form seniors,
f you've scen anything of them, tell
me where to look for them—see?”

“Haven't seen them,” said Boh.
“And I shouldn’t wonder if you don’t
sce them again, old bean. Banging
fellows' heads together is liable to make
them walk away, and stay away.”

“Just a few!” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“Don’t be a cheeky young scoundrel,”

them !
or

eaid Coker. “Look here! They must
be somewhere about. Scatter and look
for them!”

“Eh?l}

“'What t*

“I'll sit down here for a bit,” said
Coker. “I've done s good many miles
to-day. Tell them where to find me if
you n:'pot them. Hunt all over the

place.

The hikers looked at Coker, and looked
at one another, and grinned. At Grey-
friars Coker never could get it into his
head that he was not a fellow to give
orders. It was alwaya Coker's custom
to speak as one having authority, say-
ing “Do this!” and he doeth it. Coker
had had many lessons on this subject,
some of them quite drastic, but they
had never seemed to teach him any-
thing, The idea of ocoupying the rest
of the afternoon hwiting for Coker’s
lost, sheep did not ll:npenl to the hikers
a little bit, Even if Coker had asked
them nicely, they would have had lo
decline. But Coker did not ask them.
He told them.

“Time we got moving!” remarked
Harry Wharton, slinging on his pack.
“Get soinq. Bunter! ou can guzzle
as you go.”’
“0Oh, really, Wharton—"
* Good-bye, er 1"
The hikers started. Horace Coker
stared after them. Obviously, these
cheeki juniors were not going to re-

ard his lordly behest. Coker’s wrath

itherto had been simmering just be-
low boiling point. Now it boiled over.
He made a rush after the hikers.

He grabbed Bob Cherry with one

hand, Johnny Bull with the other, these
two happening to be nearest.

Crack |

Their heads came together with n re-
sounding concussion. It was quite a
loud crack! Louder still rang the roar
they gave. :

“ Now——" said Coker. Evidently
Coker considered that the treatment
meted out to Potter and Greene, of the
Fifth, would have a bencficial effect on
Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove!

But he got no further with that bene-
ficial treatment! Six hikers piled on
Coker as one man!  Coker was uE-

-ended, and he came down on Warwic

shire with a m.iEht.y bum%l

“Whoooooop !” roared Coker.

“Bump him!’* roared Johnny Bull.

“Berag the cheeky ass?” howled Bob
Cherry.

“S8orag him terrifically | gasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ow!l Oh! Leggo! TIl smash
you!” roared Coker, struggling wildly.
"“I'll pulverise youl I'll spifiicate you!
I'll—varoooooop |” N

The hikers gave Coker three minutes
—three hectic, wild and whirling min-
utes!  Those minutes were crammed
with incident. ~What happened to
Coker he hardly knew. He was in quite
a dazed and dizzy state when the

When Coker says °*‘ Turn,”
they all turn; when Coker
says “ Stop,” they all stop.
At least, so thinks Horace
Coker when he joins up with
the Greyfriars Hikers and tries
to take eontrol in his usual
lordly manner. But Coker, the
Hiker, is booked for an wun-
pleasant surprise !

hikers marched on sgain, leaving him
for dead, as it were!

Cokeér eat up.

“Grooooogh " eaid Coker. “QOoogh!
Urrggh !”

He sat and blinked and gurgled! He
was smothered with dust from head to
foot—he was of the dust, dustyl His
hat had disappearcd. Later he dis-
coveréd it down the back of his neck,
in a*sadly crumpled state. His mop of
hair was wildly tousled, and st up
on his bullet head like quills upon the
fretful porcupine!

In the distance the chcery hikers
faded out of the picture, Bob Cherry
lookin%] back and waving a hand in
furewell. Then they were gone! Coker
still sat where he was, blinking and
gurgling! He blinked, he gurgled, and

e gasped—and the hikers covered
a mile of Warwickshire lanes before
Coker of the Fifth had finished blink-
ing, gurgling and gasping.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Little Way !

6 3r’LL go!” said Billy Bunter,
I “Youl” exclaimed all
hikers together.

It was really surprising.

Billy Bunter, as & hiker, left a lot
to be desired. ging hiz share of
the work had been reduced to an exact
science by Billy Bunter. Generally he
got away with it, as it wes more
trouble to get Bunter to do anything
than to do it omeself. - Bunter car-
ried anything he dropped it. If he

the

washed-up, he splashed fellaws, or
broke things, or lost things. 1t he
droas in o single tent-peg, it was cer-
tain to jerk out again. he flled the
cooking-stove, he was sure to put more
paraffin outside than inside. By such
astuty means as these, Bunter had o
rather easy time—without achieving
reat popularity among the Greyfriars
tkers, naturally. But now, here was
Bunter offering to do some work!

Under e glowing sunset, the walkin
party had halted at & spot which looke
ripping for & camp. On the edge of a
wood tliowed a glistening stream, with
fields stretching beyond. ar 1n the
distance a re%-tiled house could be
seen, to which the land evidently be-
longed. It was a good hali-mile to the
house. and the question was whethér
permission should be asked to camg at
that delightful spot, and who should go
up to the house to make the roquest.

It was judicious, and only civil, to
ask leave. And Billy Bunter offered to
go and ask!

“You see,” explained Bunter, “it's
a jolly good idea for the most present-
able member of the part:{) to go. Lots
of hikers are scrubby sort of
blighters, and people don't like ’em
about. Seeing me, they'll know the
parg’s all right, see?”

*“(Oh, my hat!" said Bob Cherry.

“I mean, suppose you went, y
they might take us for a lot of hooli-

ns.

“ What-a-at ?”

“And refuse us
Same if you went, Bull

Johnny Bull looked at Bunter!

“ And 4f Inky went, they might think
he, was a Christy minstrel or some-
thing, and think we wanted to give &
performance, or something of the kind,”
went on Bunter.

“You terrifically fat-headed frabjous
freak—" ejnculated the dusky Na
of Bhanipur,

“Mauly would be all tig"hl,—but
you're tired, ain’'t you, Mauly1"

“Yoas!”

“Leave it to me, thenI" said Bunter.
“Dash it all, when you've got a anl -
man in the party, make use of him,
what?” .

“¥Ye gods!” said Frank Nugent.

“You fellows qlgt camping,’”’ said
Bunter briskly, “They’re sure to give
leave, so that's all right. Have the
grub ready by the time I get back. It
won’t take me half-an-hour.’

“Cut off, lyou flabby freak |”” growled
Jo‘!%n Bull.

a i

leave
’ »

to camp.

Billy Bunter rolled away, taking a
ﬁath through the trees. The reasons

o had given for going did not con-
vince anybody; still, there was no
reason why be should not do a little
work for once.

The rest of the party set down their
packs in the grass by the lane, outside
the gate. Bunter had advised them to
get on with the camping; but the, did
not feel disposed to take possession of
the field by the stream until leave had
been obtained from the proprietor. Out-
side the gate, however, was public land,
where any loyal subject of King George
the Fifth could camp if he liked. All
the hikers were hungry after the march;
and the cooking-stove was szet up, the
provisions unpacked, and all hands set
to work preparing supper.

Bunter, had he been present, would
probably have been called upon to peel
the potatoes, or fetch water, or some-
thing or other. As it was, the Famous
Five and Lord Mauleverer performed
the various duties, and Bob Cherry did
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the cooking—and a savoury and appe-
tising odour was soon issuing from the
tin . saucepan on the stove. The fat
Owl of the Remove had plenty of time
to gat to the distant house and back
before the supper was ready—even at
Bunter's usuaP rate of progress.

The fat Owl, however,

very far!

g&l] as they knew their Bunter, and
used as they were to his trickery, the
hikers did not suspect what Buuter was
up to.

As soon as he was well out of sight,
the fat junior came to a halt. He sat
down at the foot, of a shady tree, fanned
his perspiring face with his hat, and
grinned. .

Then he extracted sticky toffee from
a sticky pocket and munched it.

And there he remained!

That was Billy Bunter's way of doing
his share of the work, for once.

He had no intention whatever of
walking a half-mile to the country-
house, and a half-mile back, His in
tention was to keep out of sight while
the work was going qn; and turn up
again in time for supper. He was pra-
pared to “chance it,” so far as camping
m the field was concerned. Leave to
camp might have been refused; in
which case the hikers would have
marched on looking for another spdt,
Buntér did not want to maréh on.
Chancing ' it was better, in Bunter's
opinion, than exertion.

Having finished his toffee, Billy Bunter
leaned back against the tree and rested
luxuriously. e was in no hurry to
move. It was no use to get back to
the halting-place till supper wes cooked.
There was nothing to eat till then, and
he might have been asked to do some
work, and perhaps kicked if he did
not! Bunter allowed a good hour teo

ass, and then, rested and refreshed,

e rose to his feet and rolled back to
the. lane,

He sniffed appreciatively as he caught
the scent from the saucepen.

I uly, u fellows—7"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Back alveady?”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Mean to eay
you've done a mile in an hour!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You're exceeding your jolly old
speed-limit, old fat bean.”

“I should have been back before,
only I stopped to have a chat with
them at the house,” said Bunter calmly,
“ Rather decent people !”

“Well, have they given leave to camp
in the field?* asked Harry Wharton.

“Oh! ¥es! Glad if we will!” an-
swered Bunter airily. “Keen on it, in
fact,' That's all right.”

“Good! Let's get the things in the
field, and the tent wpl™ said the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove. * Lend
a hand, Bunpter."”

“0 ! After I've

ad not gone

h, really, Wharton!
walked miles and miles—"
“Squat down and shut up, then!”
grul%:d Johnny Bull.
o aa Ll

Five hikers proceeded to carry the
packs into the field and to set up the
tent. Bob Cherry zemained in charge
of the.cocking, and Billy Bunter sat
and rested—no doubt needing a rest
after a walk of nearly a hundred yards!
The camp was pitched between the
wood and the stream, near a little
rustic bridge that spanned the water,
By the time the camping was done, the
stew was done, and Bob cerried the well-
filled saucepan carefully into the camp,
and the stove was extinguished and
carried in. Then the hikers sat down
in a cheery circle to supper under the
westering sun—six of them glad to know
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that they had leave to camp in that
pleasant spot, and the other one not

bothering in the least about it, but
devoting his whole and undivided
attention to the stew,

Honk! Honk! Honkl

A green Austin car came along the
lane, and three fellows sitting in it
stared at the hikers in the field.

“Hallo, hallo, hallp! That Highcliffa
gang again !* zaid Bob Cherry.

“Pon. & Co.!” said Frank Nugent. “I
thought we'd seen the last of them !*

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson stared
blankly at the hikers. The car halted,
and .the chauffeur stared, too, as if sur-
prised to see the Greyiriars fellows

there, Ponsonby stood up and shouted
across.
“Here! What are you Greyfriars

cads doin’ there?”

“8hall I get him with a potato "' mur-
mured Bob Cherry, 5

“QOh, let him rip!” said Harry.

“Do you hear me 1" shouted- Ponsonby.
“Get_out of that field at once.”

“Likely I” grinned Johnny Bull.

Wharton stared at the dandy of High-
cliffe in wonder.

“Does the eilly ass think he can
order us off ¥’ he exclaimed.

“A little mistake, if he docs!” said
Bob. “I fanoav I'd better let him have
this potato. “He's asking for it.”

“Get out of it, ﬂou Greyfriars rotters,
or I'l] jolly soon have you turned out!”
nhouted, Ponsonby.

“Last time of asking—he's jolly well
going to have it!” gaid Bob, and he
Jumped up and took aim with & large
potato.

Whiz |

Crash!

Ponszonby aat down suddenly in the
car. He grabbed at Gadsby and Mon-
son to save himself, and dragged them
over with him. There was quite a mix-
up on the floor of the green Austin..

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;e!led the hikers.

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Billy
Bunter.

Breathless and infuriated exclamations
came from the green Austin. The High-
clifians sorted themselves out and
scrambled ug. Pon shook a clenched
fist at the chuckling hikers, snarled to
the chauffeur, and the car rolled on and
disappeared. And the Greyfriars hikers
went on cheerfully with their supper,
dismissing Fon ¥rom their minds—
though, as it happened, they were
shortly to be reminded of him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouhle !

@« OPPING  herel"
Harry Wharton.

“The topfulness is terrific1”

agreed Hurree Jamset Ram

rematked

ingh.

After supper, the hikers sat in the
sunset resting at ease, gazing over the
meadows and woods, with blue hills in
the distance, Billy Bunter was not
locking at the scenery; hp was slowly
but surely adding a bag of bullzeyes to
the two or three suppers he had packed
away one after another. Bob Cherry
had sorted his Holiday Annual out of
his rucsack, but it lay on his knee un-
opened. In the golden glow of the
sunset Warwickshire was well worth
locking at,

Very rare traflic passed in the lane
by the field gate. The only habitation
in sight was the country house to which
the land belonged; and of that, omly
a glimpse of red tiles and chimneys
could be seen, far away on the other
side of the bubbling brook. The Grey-
friars fellows seemed almost to have the
world to themszelves.

THE MAGNET

“Warwickshira's a fing county ! re-
marked Nugent,

“ Nearly up to Dorset!"” agreed Eob,
who belonged to Dorsetshire,

“Or Burrey!” said Wharton, wiih a
smile. Surrey was the native county of
the captain of the Remove,

“Hardly up to Yorkshire,” observed
Johnny Bull thoughtfully. “My people
belong to Yorkshire !” he added, rather
unnecessarily. The other fellows could
have §uessed that onel

Lord Mauleverer ned his lips to
say something about Hampshire. But
he closed them again lazily. It was too
much . trouble to talk.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo! Here comes
somebody [” remarked Bob, as he
spotted a tall figure emerging from a
woodland path on the other side of the
brmgr. ¢ 0

“Owner of the place, ve likely,
com:nf to see that we're nqtrftsing h{a

atei for firewood !* said Frank Nugent,

ughing,

The hikers regarded the distant gentle-
man with some ipterest. 'lie was tall,
and rather beny, and had n LE;M coat
thrown on over evening-clothes. His
face was angular, and adorned with a

rominent nose and shaggy, grey eye-

rows. In one sharp eye an eyeglass
glegmed.

e stood under the distant trees,
staring at the hikers’ camp, his eyeglass
gleaming in the sunset like a red eye.

“Seems intergsted in wus, anyhow,”
remarked Johnny Bull. “He must be-
long to the house—he came from that

irection.”
“Can’t edy he looks frighifully
pleased I’* said Bob. *““Here, Bunter, is

that the man who gave you leave for
us te camp herq?”

“Eh, what?” Bunter's mouth was
full of bullseyes. “Ehi”

“Look at that old johnny,” said Bob.
‘' Seen him beforel™

'Bunf‘.sl_-‘ tumﬁd his ctacles on the

maono B n, blinked at him,
and shook his head.

“Never seen him before,”” he
answered.

*“You didn’t see him up at the house 1
asked Harg.

“Up at the house?” repeated Bunter
blankly. The fat Owl had almost for-

Eol‘.tan his trickery by that time. “ What
ouse 17

“Fathead! You saw somebody at the
house when you asked leave to camp
here,” said Harry.”

“Oh! Yes! Rather! Of—of coursel
It—it—was somebody else—a—a man
with a ginger moustache,’ said Bunter
bastily. Billy Bunter was never st a
loss for convincing details.

“I suppose there's mo mistake about
the matter?” gaid Ha.rrg Wharton
rather uneasily. *“That old sportsman
doesn’t look happy about it.”

“Well, suppose Bunter knows
whether ha got permission or not,”” said
Bob. “Did they make it quite clear,
Bunter?”

“Oh! Yes! Quite! In fact, they
begged us to stay,” said Bunter. “ Made
a gaint of it—very keen indeed about
it.

The hikers looked at Bunter. They
were beginning to feel uneasy, and Billy
Bunter’s asseverations did not make
them any less s0. Bunter, obviously, was
prevaricating; and there was something
amiss somewhere.

For there was no doubt that the old
gentleman with the eyeglass was angry,
and getfing angrier as he surveyed the
hikers' camp. Distant as he was, the
wrath in his angular, weather-tanned
face was unmistakable. Billy Bunter,
busy with Hull:sax'e% did not waste any
attention on him; buf the Famous Five
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and Lord DMauleverer began to feel
worried.

The man with the eyeglass stood for
a_couple of minutes surveying the camp.
He had a thick Malacea cane under his
arm. He slipped it down into his hand
as he got into motion at last, striding
with whisking long legs towards the
little bridge ovér the stream. If ever
hostility was depicted on a human
countenance, it wns depicted on the bony,
tanned face of the man with the eyeglass:

He came quickly towards the bridge
strode mecross it, and entered the fiel
where the hikers were camped. The
camp was quite near the stream, and he
mgcﬂed it with a few strides from' the
bridge.

dare to cast doubt on my word? What?
Whati”

“Not at all, sir! But—we had per-
mission to camp here—one of us came
up to the house and asked leave—"

“Oh crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter,
g[inkmg atlthe nlt;gr}' man through his

ig spectacles. unter was getting a
little alarmed. Bunter had not foreseen
this—Bunter never foresaw anything!
All he had thought of was getting out
of his share in the work! But he
realised that there was trouble in store
for him, if the hikers discovercd that he
had never been anywhere near the house
where he was supposed to have asked
leave to camp.

“What!?" came in a hoot from the

5

explanation of Pon's cheek in ordering
them off. This fierce old sportsman was
evidently a relation of the dandy of
Highcliffe.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter in
dismay.

“Well, whoever you are, we had leave
to camp,” said Harry. *“Bunter, who
was it gave you leave?”

“A—a—a manl" gasped Bunter. “I
—1 had quite a mf with him. I say,
you fellows, that old codger’s gammon-
ing | I—I saw quite & different man at
the house. Chugk him into the water

“Shut up, you fat chump "

“What?" roared the colonel, purple
with wrath. “Yon propose to assauls

“* Get out of that field at once, you Greylriars rotters,” shouted Ponsonby, *‘ or I'Il jolly well have you turned ouf [*’

* He’s asking for this potato,” sald Bob Cherry, ** so I suppose I'd beiter let him have it ! Whix !

Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their
feet, Only too plainly, there was going
to be trouble.

“You young rascals!” was the old
gentleman’s Freetinq’. There was a
rather stiff military air about him, which
rather reminded Harry of 'his uncle,
Colonel Wharton. But this old sports-
man was evidently not a good-tempered
old military gentleman like Colonel

Wharton. Plainly he had a fierce
temper; and that temper was now
roused.

“ Anything wrong, gir?” asked Harry
respectfully.

Two fierce eyes and an eyeglass
glittered at him.

“Wrong !” repeated the old gentleman,
“You impudent young tramp! How
%glre”you trespass on my estate?

1at 7"

“If this is your land, sir—"

“If!"" gnorted the irate old sportsman.
“If!l Do you doubt my word? Do you

potato eaught Ponsonby full in the face.

angry gentleman, “Who gave you
leave? If any of my servants gave leave
for tramps to camp on my land, by gad,
I will discharge them on the spot! But
I do not belicve you! INot a word!
How dare you stand there and tell me
falschoods !I”*

Wharton crimsoned.

“I'm doing nothing of the kind!" he
snapped. *“And we're not tramps, as
you can see jolly well! We're hikers;
and I tell you that we have leave to
camp here,’

“Who gave you leave?! No one has
a right to, excepting myself.”

“And who may you be when you're
at  home?” inquired Bob Cherry
politely.

The eyeglass gleamed at Bob.

“I am Colonel Ponsonhy, the pro-
prictor of this estate!” snorted the old
gentleman.

“Ponsonby ! gasped all the hikers
together, That name was only too
familiar. They gueszed all at once the

rash ! The Oying

the proprictor of the land you are tres-
passing upon? By Dgad, I'll have you
all taken into custody as rogues and
vagrants! By gad!”

“Oh, give us a rest!" said Johnny
Bull. *“If it's your land, and you'ro
too jolly mean to let & fellow camp on
it, we'll clear I” . .

“The clearfulness will be an immedi-
ate and prompt proceeding, my esteemed
and infuriated sir,’” eaid Hurrce Jamset
Ram 8ingh, a remark that made the
old colonel turn his eyeglass on the
Nabob of Bhauipur with s startled
stare,

“Look lhere, Bunter, you fat scoun-
drel,” roared Bob Chorry, “did you got
lenve to camp? Did you go up to the
house nt all?

“(h, really, Clherryv—""

“My hat!" exclaimed Nagent. “I
wondered why he offered. That fat
villain has been spoofing n.gain g

“Ol, really, Nugent——'
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B:h.m gave you leave, then !’ roared

“A—s—a man named Johnson,”
gasped Bunter, “A—a—a man with a
b

lack moustache—""
“You said a gzinger moustache a few
minutes ago——""
“D-d-d-did I?
moustache,” stammered Bunter,
said hig name was Parkinson—"
“Parkinson 1"’ i
“I mean Jackson—that is, Johnson.

I—I mean a ginger
[13 a

An

“The fat, spoofing  slug never went to
the houge at all!'* said Bob. *“He was
just getting out of eight to slack I”

“(Qh, really, Cherry—""

The truth had dawned on all the
hikers now. They gave Billy Bunter
looks that made him back away in
alarm, ) .

The position was quite a painful one.
In 'the full belief that tha%had leave to
camp in that delightful little meadow
between the wood and the stream, the
hikers had camped there. And the fat
and fatuous Owl of the. Remove had
only been pulling their leg. They had
no leave, and evidently weren't going
to get any.

""Well, thig is a pretty keftle of fish i
grunted Johnny Eul]. “We'd better
cut—and 'kill Bunter ln.t‘er id

“0Oh, really, Eu]l—-’

S Tramps and vagrants|” hooted the
old military gentleman. “Gad, I could
ecarcely believe my ears when .my
nephew, informed me that a gang of
vagrla’n“ had camped on my land! By
gad !’

“Is your nephew Cecil Ponsonby, of
Highchife School 1" asked Harry.

“What? Yes, certainly!”

“Then he knows perfectly well that
wa are not vagrants. We belong to
Greyfriars School—"

“Don’t argue with me, you impudent
young rascal |” onel Ponsonby
pointed to the gate with his stick.
“Gol Take your rubbish with you and
go! Immediatelyl Instantly| Great
wad, s man cannot sit down in peace
to_a cigar after dinner withoul being
called on to turn vagrants off his land]
Cadi"

It waas evident that Pon had “told
the tale " to his uncle after secing the
Greyfriars  fellows c¢amped in the
mendow. They could guéss that he had
pitched it hot and strong.

“Oh, that villain Bunter—" mut-
tered Nugent.

“Kick him I" growled Johnny Bull,

“1 say, you feli]owa. I tell you it's all
right " gesped Bunter. *That ol
donkey is pgammening! Chuck him
into the stream head over heels |V

“Bhut up, you fat idiot— Ok, my
hat "’ gasped Bob, as Colonel Ponsonby
mada a stride at Bunler and whacked
with the Malacea.

Whacl !

*“Yarooooch I’ roared Bunter.

A

o "

Billy Bunter fled for his fat life. He
headed for the field gate at about
seventy m.p.h. And the fierce old gentle-
man turned on the other hikers, grip-
ping his Malacca and glaring, as if
etrangly disposed to scrve them all the
same,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Touch-and-Go |

HARIHZ \gﬂA RTON & CO.
athered 1 o group, eyeing
Ehe. man with the eyeglass
warily.
They were not follows to be whacked
Tae MaAGXET LiBRARY.—NoO. 1,336,

d Malaces

like Bunter—as Colonel Ponsonby waa
going to discover if he made any further
use of his Malacea, They were very
nearly as angry as the old gentleman
now;

It was true that, as Bunter evidently
had not obtained leave to camp, they
were trespassing; but there was no
harm done, and they were ready to iq.
Really there was no occasion for a]l this
wrath and excitement. And their an-
neyance was not diminished by the sight
of Ponsonby, Gadsby, and JMlenson
emerging from the woedland path across
the gtream and regarding theth—irom a
safe distance—with mocking grins,
Pon & Co. were enjoying this little
scene.  Ib was a score for them over
their old enemies of Greyiriars,

“I've ordered you to gol” boomed
the old gentleman, “Of with youl
Take your rubbish and gol you
hear me {**

“We're not denf,” remarked Bob.

“ What—what "’ i

“We could hear you from Warwick,
or Coventry,” said Bob cheerfully.
“You're not exactly whispering."

Colonel Ponsonby’s purple visage as-
sumed a deeper ?urple.

“Young rascals! Impudené young
scoundrels |” he gasped. “My nephew
told me that I had to deal with a crew
of insolent young ruffians—and, by gad,
he was right| By gad, yes!"

“You 50n’t know your jolly old
neqhew so well as weo do,” said Johnny
Bull, “He’s o lying rotter, sir I’

“ What—what 7"

“The licfulness and the rottenfulness
of the esteemed Ponsonby are terrific,’
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Colonel Ponsonby seemed on the point
of choking. He started towards Johnny
Bull, raising his cane. :

Jo}mn:r Bull eyed him like 8 *tike "
of his native county of Yorkshire.

‘Better not 1" he said grindy.

Bob hastily _pu.'[led Johnny back.

“Let’s cut,” he said. “Keep your
wogal on, Colonel! Pognsonby. It won't
take us ten miputes to. pack, and you
can haye your jolly old field all to
youorsélf.”

“] will not givo you one minutel”
roared the colonel. “Go—and drag
your rubbish into the road! Gol”

“You must give us time to pack, sir,”
said Harry.

“1 will call my keepers and have you
thrown into the road, and your rubbish
after you 1" roared the colonel: “Go I”

“Look here—— Oh, my hat ' yelled
Wharton, as a sudden lick of the
caught him across the
shoulders,

With a blaze in_his eyes, the captain
of the Greyfriars Romove wrenched the
Malacca from the colonel’s hand and
flung it away. It dropped into the
stteam below the bridga. The water
was deep below the bridge, end that
Malacea was probably gona for good.
The hikers were strongly tempted to
send its owner after it

Colonel Ponsonby stoud as if spell-

bound, He stuttered with wrath,
“Great gad! Young scoundrel—
rufian—vagrant — tramp — footpad | I

will eall my keepers! ou shall all be
taken into custody 1

Stuttering threats, the colenel strode
away towards the bridge.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Nugent.
“What a life 1”

“Thero are terrific ups and downs in
the hikefulness,” remarked Hourres
Jamset Ram Sim{h. “This is one of the
csteemed downs.'

“The checky old chump I’ exclaimed
VWharton, with flazhing eyea. “If he
wasn't an old man I'd jolly wel have

' malacea.
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punched his cheeky head! Let's get
packed and get out of this.”

“The sooner the better 1" growled
Johmny Bull, ;

And the hikers started unpegging the
tent. Colonel Ponsonby s e AWAY,
fuming, aas far ss the bridge over the
stream, He tramped on ﬁe bridge,
and halted there, waving his hand to the
three Highcliffe juniors in the distance,
and shouting to his nephew,

M Cecil] Call I-Iiggs and Jenkins and
Simpson|” he roared. .

Harry Wharton glanced round at him.

"The. rustic bridge over the stream
was formed of two broad planks, laid
side by side, and there was no balus-
trade, or even a handrail. Septem
reins had filled the stream, and the
water lapped on the planks and made
therg slippery. It really was not a safe
place for an excited old gentleman to
stand and gesticulate.

“*“That old ass will be in, if he doesn’t
take care!” said Harry.

B“lfarve him right|” growled Johnny

iy i

A dip would occol his temper,
perhaps " grinned Bob, . .
“Well, I fancy Pon's been pu‘llmgt his

leg about us,” remarked Nugent. *He
would pile 1t on, of course, the I E:.E
cad, That old sportman would tgl
differently if he knew that his precious
nephew had been hunting us all through
the vacation to steal Bob's Holiday
Annual.”

“Cross-grained old blighter, all the
same,” sajd Wharton, whose shoulders
were smarting from the lick from the
“Hurry upl We want to
get clear before we liave a shindy with
a mob of keepers.”

“Cecill Do you hear me?” roared
thé old calonsl.

Ponsonby made a sign of assent from
the distance, and disappeared inte the
trees again. Gadsby and Monson
remained, watching.

Colonel Ponsonby turned round in the
middle of the bridge, and glared back
at the hikers’ camp. Evidently he was '
eager for Higgs, Jenkins, and Simpson
to mirive and handle the hikers, Beb
Uber? glanced st him, smiled] and
waved hiz hand affably.

“Keep cool, sir 1” he called out. *Wa
shan't be long! We're not going to
worll;?' Higgs and Jeokins dénd Simp-
{048

The hikers chuckled.

“By gad|” gasped the old colonel.
“If I had my cane I'd lay it round your
shonlders, you insolent young rascall”

“Dive for it !” suggested Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Colonel Ponsonby, spluttering with
wrath, stooped and scanned the stream,
evidently in the hope of spotting his
lost Malacea. If it had been Hoating
he might have recaptured it, with pain-
ful results to the hikers; but it was &
thick stick.with a héavy metal head,
the eyeglass dropped from the colonel’s
fiery eye, and he made a grab at it,
overbalanced, and plunged.

Splash }
my hat|” yelled Bob. “He’s

“ Oh’
inl” ]

“Ha, ha, ha |” roared the Greyfrinrs
hikers.

For.the mor-ent, they saw_only the
oomic side of the incident. Raél{f’.. it
did serve the angry old gentleman righs
to get that stdden dip. )

But the next moment, Wharton's face
became grave, and, leaving the half-
dismantled tent, he ran towards the
stream.’

A hand eame up from the water, but
not a head.

He had noticed already that the water
was deep below the bridge, and that
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there was a good current, swollen by
rain of the night before; and it Aashed
into his mind that the old gentleman
could not swim! What looked like &
comedy was turning swiftly into ‘s
tragedy,

The hand swept the air oyer the
ghining water, and disappeared again.
Bob Chorry gave a startled yell

“He's under! My hatl He's
drowning."”

“0Oh crumbs |”

The hikers rushed towards the stream.
From & distance, on the other side,
Gadsby and Monson stared blankly; but
Harry Wharton was already there. He
ran down the bank to get lovel with
the helpless man who was being swept
away, and leaped in.

The water was over his head in a split
second; but his grasp was on the man
under the surface, and he dragged him
up.

He was not thinking now of that
angry whack from the Malacea, from
which his shoulders still smarted, He
was only thinking of an old man in
danger of death. Up came the colonel,
in tho grasp of the Greyfriars junior,
and his gasping face appeared above
the surface—strangely changed now.
The purple wrath had been washed out,
and it was an old, pinched, white face
that appeared in the sunshine.

The colonel was half-unconscious. He
grabbed feebly at the schoolboy who was
snv'mg him, ~gurgling chokingly for
breath,

Wharton, keeping his head above the
surfaco, swam strongly ; but the current
was stronger than he had guessed, and
it washed him tn.ﬁudly down-stream ;
but for the other fellows he would soon
have been in serious difficulties. . But,
‘Bob Cherry was racing down the bank,
the others at his heels, and Bob came
plunging in, Johnny Bull after him,
then Lord Mauleverer. They all grasped
at the drowning man; and he was
dragged to the bank, where -Nugent
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh helped
them ashore.

Colonel Ponsonby was laid in the
grass. The drenched juniors stood and
shook the water from them, Wharton
panting hard after his exertions. The
old gentleman sat up, dizily, and
blinked.

“Grooobogh!” was his first remark.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Change for the Betler!

£« ROOOOGH " said Colonel
Fomonby, for the second
ime.

He blinked at the Grey-
friars juniors with a watery smile.

He gasped.

“All safe now, sir!” said Harry.
“The sooner you get in and ;et changed
the better, I think,. sir. ou're jolly
web I”

And Wharton walked back to the
camp, followed by the other fellows,
and they resumed getting down the tent.

Four of the hikers were in need of
s change, being wet to the skin; bui
that had to waik.

Colonel Ponsonby sat, drenched and
dripping, and blinked after them. He
ﬁmped for his eyeglass, to jam it into

is_ancient eye, but it was gone; it
had joined his Malacca at the bottom
of the stream.

“(Grooogh I” eaid the colonel, for the
third time.

Ho staggered to his feet. Gadsby and
Monson were running down to the spot
now, but they had not yet arrived.

|
|
|
|
i

Colone! Ponsonby stood rather un-
steadily, blinking at the busy hikers.
A ducking did not hurt the schoolboys
much, though certainly it would have
been judicious to get out of their wet
things as soon as possible. In the case
of an old gentleman of more than sixty
it was more serious, and undoubtedly
the colonel would have been well-advised
to hurry home and get dry, Instead of
which, as soon as ﬁc got into motion
he started for the hikers’ camp.

“ Oh, my hat! Here he comes ngain!”
growled Johnny Bull, *Can't the old
ass sec we're going as fast as we can?
We'd better cﬁuck him into the water
again.”

The hikers chuckled,

Dripping with water, and looking very
old and pinched, the colonel arrived at
the camp. Wharton gaye him a look.,

“We shall be gone in two minutes,
sir 1" he said. *There's no need for any
more rowing—and you'll catch cold if
you stay to see us off.

“What's your name, my boy?" asked

RAISE A LAUGCH AND WIN
A PENKNIFE

like Norman Berry, of 16, Esmond
Street. Gt. Horton, Bradf

ord,

Yorks, who sent in the following
winning effort : b

——
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Binks : “ My breath is coming
in short, sharp pants.’

Jinks: * D'ye expeot iL to come
in plue fours 7

the old gentleman, in a strangely
changed and subdued voice.

“Kh? Wharton!” answered Harry,
astonished by the question.

“Yery good! I am glad to meet you,
my boy! I think that my nephew must

have en mistaken in you!" gaid
Colonel Ponsonby. “I owe you my
thanks!”

“0Oh I ejaculated Wharton,

“The fact is, I am ashamed to admit
it, but I cannot swim I”” snid the colonel.
“1 was drowning, helplessly, in my own
river, begad, when you pulled me out.
You have saved my life, my boy.
Certainly, you endangered it in the first

place— i

“0Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. “We never asked rou to
take that lheader, did we?"

_““Bhut up, Johnny, old bean!" eaid
Nugent. “I wouldn’t have happened
if we hadn’t been here, I. suppose.”

“Well, well, never mind that,” said
Colonel Ponsonby, *It was kind as well
as brave of you to coms in for me,
Wharton, and I am extremely sorry I
caned you with, my Malacca—very sorry
indeed, by gad "

“That's all right, sir,” said Harry.

7

“"No harm done?! We ought not fo have
:ﬁn‘;ped on your land, but we thought
at—-"

“We thought we had leave, sir[” said
Nugent. “A _sﬁooﬁng rotter pulled our
legl And we'll be gone in two ticks!
Buck u{ with that canvas, you men !”

“Buck up, for goodness’ sake!’ mut-
tered Bob. “Here comes Pon and a
whole crew of them !”

Gadsby and Monson had erossed the
bridge now, After them, at a run, came
Cecil Ponsonby, and with him three
men in the garb of keepers. They came
rather breathlessly up to the camp. Pon
blinked at his uncle.

he

“You're wet, sip—"
“ What—"

“By gad, I think I am, Ceeil!”
answered the colonel; “and it might
have been worse.”

“Did they pitch you_into the water,
uncle?” exclaime Ponsonby., “It
would be like them! I know these fel-
lows—n" gang of utter young ruffians,
too—

“I suppose we mustn’t punch Pon's
nose, with his uncle here!” remarked

began.

“Blow Pon’s nose—let’s get off.”

“What? what?" llcmrl.esfie the old
colonel. “No, Cecil; these boys did
not pitch me into the water! They
pulled me out when I fell in.”

“0Oh, my hat!"’ exclaimed Pon in
amazement. “ But—"

“We saw it, Pon,” muttered Gadsby,
“Wharton went in for him—" 7

“1 thought he was gone,” said Mon-
son, “ Jo_l'fy lucky Wharton got hold of
guln in time.  We were too far off to
elp.

:;%eci! ! barked the old colonel.

Yes, uncle!”” Pon was not looking

Eg-n.teful or ophfecl for the service to
is uncle. His look at the hikers was
black and bitter. '

*Cecil, yon are mistaken in your
opinion of these boys! 8uch young
rascals as you represented them to be
would ‘never have rushed to ‘the help
of a man who had been abusing them,
ordering them away, and even striking
one of them with a cane! I am sorry
—deeply sorry—that I was misled.”

Ponsonby made no answer to that.
His rage was too deep and bitter for
spee The old gentleman gave him s
sharp  look—a very sharp look
indeed—and turned to the hikers again,

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir!” said Harry, wondering
what was coming. Evidently the duck-
ing in the stream, and  his narrow
escape, had wrought a very great
change in the old gentleman's estima-
tion of the Greyfriars hikers.

#Camp here! Camp as long as you
like ou are welcome—more than
welcome! Send up to the house for
dn“vthmg you want{ Help yourselves ("

“Oh, my hat!’” ejaculated Bob

orry.

“ You're a sportsman, sir!” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“Make yourselves free of the whole
estate 1" said | Ponsonby. Hav-
ing changed his opinion of the hikers,
he was ng the whole hog, so to
speak. “Make yoursclves at home !”-

Wharton glanced at his comrades.
Then he answered :

“Youw're very kind, sir—""

“Not nt all! You've saved my life!
Do you think I am ungrateful?”
boomed the old colonel, with a hint of
his former fierceness.

“Oh; mo, sir! But—thank you, all
the same, but I think we'll get going,”
said Harry. .

“What? what? . You'll do nothing of
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the sori ! roared Colonel Ponsonby.
“You are soaked to the skin! Put up

thaé tent in, and chan our
olotl;:!.sl B%:rhid you to sgal JB:
“The fact is, sir—""
“ Nonsensa |”
“" But 2
“ Rubbish—"

“But I say—"

1 think I understand! You are not
friends with my nephew! Apparently
you have met before, on = unfriendly
terms! I will set that right! Cecil!l™

“Qh, yes!” gasped Ponsonby, hardly
knowing what to say, so utterly con-
founded was he by this unexpected turn
of affairs, Gadsby and Alonson stood
staring on blankly. The three keepers
were already retiring from the spot,
realising that there was no “chucking-
out”’ to be done now.

“Cecil! Where did you meet these
boys before?”

“They—the

belong to a school near
Higheliff

* gtammered Pon.

1 understand ! Schoolboy rowing
and 'ragging, hey?! What? What?
Well, the best thing you can do is to
make friends| \%’hst! This boy
Wherton has saved my life at ver
considerable risk to himself! After
htd gl\ren him a cut with my cane,
begad! You and your friends are stay-
ing with me, Cecil, and this iz a
opportunity for you to make friends
with these boys who are near you at
schooll What? what?””

“Oh!*” gasped Ponsonby.

“As they seem to make a point_of it,
repeat my invitation to them,” said the
colonel,

Ponsonby pulled himsell together. He
felt like choking with rage and chagrin.
But he had good reasons for not de-
siring to offend a rich and indulgent
uncle. And a few falsehoods never eost
Pon much!

Slﬁ;l:pressing his feelings, he turned
to the hikers, with an expression of
great frankness on his face, which
might have deceived them had they not
known their Pon zo well

“1 hope you fellows will stey and
camp here,”” said Ponsonby, in his
blandest tones, “We haven't been
friends—but it seems that you've saved
my uncle’s life, and I'd forgive my
worst enemy if he did that—and, after
all, we're not enemies, are we? I reall
hope you'll do as my uncle wishes, an
camp at Ponsonby Park as long as suits

ou.

“Well agoken, my boy !” boomed the
colonel. “Exactly what I should have
expected of you, Cecill Now, Whar-
ton, you and your friends will stay!”

It was scarcely possible to refuse
further. The hikers did not trust Pon
an inch; but they naturally did not
want to tell his uncle so. either did
they wish to offend an old gentleman
who, with all his fierce and fiery temper,
seemed to be a decent old boy in the

main. 8o, after another exchange of
gla the hikers assented. After all,
1t was late, close on dark, and the spot

was excellent for a camp; and the
were not keen on resuming the marcle
after nightfall. They had a very sirong
objection to being under any obligation
to Cecil Ponsonby; still, Ponsonby Park
belonged to his uncle, not to him. Still
feelmi a little dubious, but feeling,
too, that it would be very ubgracious
to refuse, they assented. avin,

assented, they thanked the colon

warmly for his hospitality.

The matter being thus amicably
settled, Colonel Ponsonby started for
the distant house, followed by his duti-
ful nephew and Gadsby and Monson.
The look that Pon gave the hikers over
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his shoulder showed exactly how kind
and friendly he felt towards them |
But they did not heed Pon.
“All's well that ends well, whai?”

rinned Bob,  *“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
here’s Bunter? Anybody  seen
Bunter 7

“Ha, ha,- ha!” roared Wharton,

“Bunter’s on the runl He doesn't
know we're still camping here "
Hg, ha, hat”

Nothing had been seen of Bunter
since he had disap]?enrad out of the
field-gate at 70 m.p.h. The juniors had
forgotten his existence till this moment |
And now they forgot it again as they
proceeded to work to get the tent up
agnin before it was quite dark.

—_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Sat On!

£ H dear!” groaned Billy
Bunter,
Bunter wns up against it.
He had cleared out of the
disputed meadow as fast as his fat little
legs would carry him; two licks of the
colonel's Malacca quite enough
for Bunter! He had dbne a hundred
yards up the lane, like a  runaway
steam-engine, = Then, although he
elacked speed, he kept on runnmE. He
expected, of course, that the hikers
would soon be. following,” Not till he
was a quarter of a mile ahead did
Bunter come to a stop; and. then he
nn!f stopped because s supply of wind
had quite petered out. upinlg
5nr ling for a fresh sup‘l:ly, o fat
wl of the Remove blinked round him,
half " expecting to see an angry old
i!entlem.m in pursuit with a brandished
alacca,

But there was no one to be seen, and
Bunter sat down on a grassy bank by
the roadside to rest.

Fortunately he had had his supper
before thess disastrous happemings.
Nothing could have been moare forfu-
nate; for, otherwise, there would have
been no supper for Bunter |

He sat rested, while the sun sank
lower behind the hills, end the shades
of night, as a poet has already expressed
it, were falling fast]

His eyes, and his s};ectaelm, were
fixed on the road by which the hikers
would have ft'.-lll:wmdy him—if they had
broken camp and marched.

They seemed a long time coming !

Considering the circumstances, at the
moment when Billy Bunter had faded
out of the picture, the fat junior was
not likely to guess that the hikers, after
all, were remaining at that camp.

He expected to see them every mo-
ment; but they did not bapper. And
:Enmiczl _t(iieepetnh into !darlmess, and still

ey did not happen

“Eeagts I” murmured Bunter.

He simply could not make out why
they bad not yet passed. The road was
unmistakable; that was the way they
would come, if they came at all. Bun-
ter was not at all inclined to walk back
and meet them on the way. He dis-
liked walking, and he feared that the
fierce old colonel might be still in the
offing. But he was very anxious to tee
them arrive, It was time to turm in,
and he wanted his blankets in the tent.

“Beasts!” repeated Bunter for the
umpteenth time,

hey had not come—they were not
coming | If they had started they must
have taken a tumiuﬁ—just like the
silly asses to lose eir way, when
Bunter was no longer with them! Or
ﬂ“l? might have camped by the roadside
-E]_tunter thought now of that possi-
ility,
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He heaved himself to his feet at last,
In asn‘.s of his dislike of exertion, and
his_dread of the fiery old coloncl, he
had to go back, if he was to sleep in
the tent that night.

But he had left it rather late. The
darkness in the country lanes was deep,
and little relieved by the glimmering
etars.

Any fellow but Bunter certainly could
have found his way back a quarter of
& mile; and the hikers had no doubt
that he would turn up sooner or later.

But Bunter was not only short-sighted.
He was obtuse and he was lazy. He
cama to a turning where a thoughtful
rural district council had placed a
wooden seat for weary wayiarers at
the corner. Presently Bunter plumped
down on that seat, for a few minutes’
rest. When he restarted after the
interval, he blinked round him in the
deep shadows, in utter dismay. Having
taken no note of the direction of the
anes when he sat down, he was no
longer aware of the right route to
follow, Which was the way he had just
come ? which was the way he wanted to
go?! and which was the new turning?
was a puzzle to which Billy Bunter could
not find the answer.

“Oh crikey I’ said Bunter, addressing
ace.

sp

He blinked and he blinked and he
blinked | Then it occurred to his fat
brain that the camp might possibly be
within hearing, and he yelled:

“1 say, you fellows ("

“ Fellows!” answered the echo from
the wood along the lane.

““Beasts !’ roared Bunter.

“ Beasts |’ came back booming from
the wood.

“1 say. Where are you? Answer a
chap | asts| I say, you fellows, I'm
here !” bawled Bunter.

*Here I" answered the echo,

But there was no other answer!
Evidently the hikers’ camp, though it
could not have been far off, was not
z:thm hearing of Billy Bunter's dulcet

nes.

“Oh lor'I” groaned Bunter.

Hea stood and blinked again! Then
to make matters worse it came on to
rain, and a rather chilly wind was
rising! Bunter was tired, and he was
getting sleepy. He had to find that
camp !

Taking his chance of the right road,
the fat Owl of the Remove started. He
plugged on wear:lg_; hoping every
minute to sight the hikers’ tent.

He was not really likely to sightit, for;
as & matter of fact, he was going back
the way he had come from the grassy
bank where he had taken his firsi rest.

He was encouraged, however, by a
feeling that the lane he was following
seemed familiar| He was sure that he
had passed this way before—and it did
not yet ocour to him when.

He plugged on manfully, gasping and
antmg; and, at last, his fat little
egs quite tired, he gank down on a
grassy bank to rest.

Then it slowly but surely dawned on
his fat breip that this was the grassy
bank on which he had rested after his
first flight from the hikers’ field.

“0Oh crikey !” gaid Bunter,

He was back again where he had
started from !

“ Beasts!” groaned Bunter,

He felt that it w somehow, the
hikers' fault! It wml:'wa & sonle com-
fort to Billy Bunter to feel that whatever
happened, it was not his own faulk]

. Those beasts had turned in by this
time, wherever they were, and were
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As Colonel Ponsonby stopped on the slippery bridge and peered into the water, his eyeglass dro
made 3 grab at If, and in so doing overbalanced and nllm:»otlie ‘I' Ob, my hat 1"’ yelled Bob chm “ He's fallen Into the
water I

fast asleep—never carini a straw about
Bunter! Searching for him—not likely,
Bunter reflected bitterly. After all he
had dome for them, they were leaving
him to wander all over Warwickshire
in the dark, and would not have cared
if he had wandered all over North-
amptonshire and Leicestershire, too!
Not a straw !

He sat and grunted and groused for
a long, long time before he lifted his
extensive weight for another march.
Now, at all events, he knew the way—
that was something. He had only to
keep straight on, past that rural
district council scat at the cross-roads,
and he would arrive at the spot where
he had left the hikers, if he did not find
their camp on hia way. There was one
comfort in that—but not much, for
Bunter was tired -and fearfully sfeapj.
However, he started plugging along.

At last—ab long, weary last—he
arrived at the crossroads again. There
was the wooden seat, dim in the dark-
ness—beyond it, the lane Bunter had to
follow. He was going to &it down and
rest again—but experience, rs the
proverb states, makes fools wise; and
this time Bunter carefully noted the
direction befors he sat down.

Then he approached the seat, and sat!

The last time Bunter had sat on that
geat it had been bare. Naturally, he
mrpuse,d that it was bare now, in such
a lonely place, late in the eveni He
was ghort-sighted ; and, anyhow, he was
not a cat to see in the dark! He did
:ut even look at the seat before he sat

own,

How was Bunter to know that s weary

wayfarer, who had lost his way, had
arrived at the seat at the crossroads?

How was Bunter to guess that the
weary wayfarer, tired out and despair-
ing of finding his way again in the dark,
had lain down on that seat to rest, and
had fallen asleep there?

How was Bunter to imagine that the
unseen wayfarer was lying on his back,
with his eyes shut and his mouth open,
and with his head at the end of the
seat nearest Bunter—the end, naturally,
on which Bunter sat?

Bunter could -not Lknow these things!
He could not guess these thingsl He
just eat down—on the upturned face of

Torace Coker, of the Fifth Form at
Greyfriars |

He sat down hard and heavy, as was
natural when he was so jolly tired; he
p}um ed his weight down fike a sack
Ol coke.

The next moment he knew that it was
not the hard, wooden seat he was sitting
on! It was something softer.

It was something that moved with
convulsive suddenness. It was some-
thing that emitted a startled gurgle !

o rrrrrEh ”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

“Wurrggh I’’ came in an ogonised,
suﬁooates gurgle from under Billy
Bunter's extensive weight. " Yurrrggh !”

“0Oh lor'!" gasped Bunter. * What
the—"

The figure on the seat heaved wildly,
Hands grasped 'BillJmBunter and hurled
him away; and fat Owl of the
Remove sat down in the grass, with a
roar that awoke half the echoes of
Warwickshire.

from his fiery eye. He

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Within His Grasp !

ECIL PONSONBY came out ot

C the french windows on the

terrace of Ponsonby Park, and

glared along in the shadows.

Two glowing cigarette-ends Bguided him.

and he joined Gadsby and Monson, who

were lounging against the stone
balustrade, smoking.

“ How’s the old bean?” asked Gadsby,
with a yawn,

“Caught a cold?” asked Monszon,

“The old fool's gone to bed,” answered
Ponsonby, He spoke in o low voicc.
Even Pon did not want anybody but his
confidential chums to hear him speaking
of his uncle as an old fooll “I believe
he's got 8 bit of a chill—I hope so!”

“You hope so?” repeated Gadsby,
with s curious glance at Pon. Old
Colonel Ponsonby had made his nephew
and his naﬁl_iew’a two friends right
welcome at his country house in War-
wickshire, and had been kindness itself
to the dandy of Highcliffe. Even Pon
might have n expected to feel some
faint glimmer of appreciation, if nod
gratitude. But anyone who crossed
Pon's lofty will and pleasure, was sure
to awaken his bitter rancour.

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“The old ass! I fancied I had those
cads where I wanted them—I'd have
enjoyed seein’ them kicked into the road.
And then that old idiot tumbles into
the water, and one of them does a
dramatio stunt pullin’ him out, and he
makes friends with them—pah! Ir's
sickenin’ I'*

TEE MaG¥ET LiBRABRY.—NO,. 1,336.
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“Well, logk here, Pon, it’s jolly lucky
that man Wharton pulled him ous,”
said Gadsby. “‘He was drownin’' under
our eyes—-""

“Rubbish! I don’t suppose he was
in any danger! Of course, those cads
would make capital out of it.”

adsby made no rejoinder to that.
He knew that it was not true; as,
indeed, Pon himself knew. ;

“Well, it hnppened, anyhow,” said
\lonson. “They're in the old bean's
good books now, Fact is, Pon, you did
pila it on a bit, tellin’ the old boy about

hem—he could see for himself they
werén't the hooligans you made out, as
soon as he clapped eyes on them——".

“It would have been all right, but.

for the old fool takin' that tumble.
That"dished it.*
-“Has he been jawin' you?"” grinned
Monson. :
Ponsonby snarled.
“Yeéa; jolly nearly half an hour of it!
Tellin’ me what a fine fellow that rotier
[harton is, and advisin’ me to malie
a-friend of him when I go back to
Higholiffe next term. As as tellin'
me, too, that T'd been lyin' about the
cad—exaggeratin’ he called it—"
“Well, you did a bit!" grinned

Monson.

“Oh, chuck it! Look here!” Pon
leaned on'the balustrade, and lighted a
cigdrette. “It's turned out rotten, in a
way—I'd liked to see those Greyfriars
tramps chucked out on their necks; but
where they are they’re where we can get
at them. We lost trace of
Oxfordshire, and ¥ began to think we'd
never find them again—and then they
come bn}in' slonq here, where we're
stayin’, Just askin’ for it.” ;

“Go slow,” said Monson, shaking his
head. “Your nunky’s a bit crusty with
you now, Pon, nd if you ragged
those rotters, after pretendin’ to make
friends—"

“They're mnot the fellows: to come

eneaking’ to him and tellin’ him,” said

They're cads, but._they've
Besides, théy can't
em up

Ponsonby, *
got their ]imit.

swear to who it was mopped
in the dark.” B

them in.

that flabby fresk, Bunter; and we're

only three. What's the good of goim'
out collectin’ black eyes and thick
noses ¥

“If you're funky—"

“Funky or not, I'm not goin
snapped Gadsby. *“And if you want to
lmow what I think, it's rotten to jump
on the fellows who've just saved your
uncle’s life. Let ‘em alone.”

“Don’t }Jren.ch at me, you nincom-
poop! 1
stand out!” smarled Ponzonby.
got cold feet, too, Monson1”

“Call it what you like, but I'm not
wakin’ up a hornet’s nest in the middle
of the night,” answered Monson, shrug-
ging hig shoulders. .

Pon eyed his friends evilly.

He was in & mood for any act of
reckless ruffianism. But hig friends had
cooler heads, and perhgps better hearts.
Anyhow, it was plain that they were
not going- to join him in an attack on
the hikers’ camp.

“You know what we're after them
for,” sdid Pon, after a savage pause.
“There’s fifty pounds’ reward hangin’
on to gettin’ hold of that Holiday
Annual that that brute Cherry carries
in his ruecsack. They'd be taken by
surprise, and we em.}ld get hold’ of it.”
_“More likely to get a biff with it, in
Cherry’s paws,” said Monson. *That's
happened already, and I don’t want it
_to hdppen again,”

“Well, I'm goin' to chance it, any-
how,” said Ponsonby. “Perhaps it

you're funky, say so, an
“You

would be safer to go quietly without-

givin’ an alarm, and cut out the
ragigz’."
ts!” agréed Monson.

“And it would suit you two funks
better,” smeered Ponsomby. “Well,
come on, and leave it to me. You can
stand by to help cover the retreat if
the cads wake up and get after me.”

Gadsby and Monson exchanged re-
luctant glanoces. Evigim'ltgethny would

have preferred to give Greyfriars
camp & wide berth., Bot they were
Pon’s gueets, and a deal under

did not like
ram in Pon's

o

Pon’s influence. And
the hostile, threatening g
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eye, They gave in with & very re-
luctant assent.

Heving finished their cigarettes, the
three ynung rascals fetched their hats,
and started.

It was nearly ten o'clock, and a dark
night, There was little doubt that the
hikers had long been in their blankets.
And after a day's maroh it was probable
that they were sleeping soundly.

The three Higheliffians followed the
through ~the woodland, and
reached the bridge eoross the stream,
From there they could see the hikers’
tent in the starlight.

All was still and silent.

“Gone to sleep long ago,” muttered
Pon. “Come on!”

“We'll wait here,” murmired Gadsby.

“Are you afraid of them when
they’ve got their eyes shut?”

“Qh, shut up!”

Gadsby and Monson sulkily followed
Pon towards the camp. A dozen yards
from the tent they halted.

“I'm goin' no nearer,” said Gadsby.
“Ten to one you'll wake them, and
they’ll come whooping out after us like
a mob of Red Indians.”

“Wait here,

sonby. -

And he stole forward on tiptoe by
himself. Gadsby and Monson, with a
furtive look at one another, backed
away silently towards the bridge again.
They had little faith in Pon’s success.
And they were very keen to keep the
line of retréat open. If the hikers
awakened and discovered the raiders,
there were likely to be hard knocks
gomng, and Geadsby and Monson had
already captured all the hard knocks
they' wanted from Harry Wharton &
Co.—and a.few over, Btanding en the
brid, they péered after Ponsonby;
but failed to sée him in the deep gloom.
They could only dimly make out the
ah;re of the low tent. They waited.

eanwhile, Ponsonby crept to the
tent. The flap had been left open for
air, and he could look in, thongh the
inside was so black that he could see
nothing. But he could hear the steady
breathing of sleepers.

Ho turned on the light of his electrio
torch. It glimmered over eix sleepin
faces, calm and peaceful. He turnc
the glimmering beam to and fro, count-
ing the sleepers; but there were only
six, Bunter was not there. That did
not matter to Pon. It made his task
rather easicr, as there was more room
to move in the tent. He stepped in,
and his eyes flashed to and fro in
senrch of Bob Cherry’s rucsack.

On the previeus occasion he had
enatched that rucsack from under Bob's
sleeping head, but he had got away
with it. But on the present occasion
Pon’s luck seemed to be in. In the
beam of light ho made out Bob’s mop
of flaxen hair, and saw that it was rest-
ing on a folded coat, The rucsack was
somewhere clse. And, making no
sound, Pon searched the tent with his
eyes, and spotted it at last.

It lay close by Bob, between him and
the canvas of the tent. With beatin
heart Pon stepped closer, in drea
every moment that one of the sleepers
might awake. Bt‘eppini{ between
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
he stooped and grasped the rucsack. |

Slowly, silently, he lifted it. Within
it he could feel the shape of a lar
and rather heavy book. It was the
much-disputed Holiday Annual, and it
was in Pon's grasp at last—fairly
within his grasp.

Silently, softly, like a thief in the

then,” growled Pon-
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night—as indeed he was—the dandy of
Higliolilfe stepped back to the opening
of the ient.

He shat off the light and slipped the
torch into his pocket, Then he stepped
out, and crashed into an unscen figure
that, at the moment, wag entering.
That utterly nnexpected collision took
Pon completely off his balance. He
stagzorod back, caught his foot on one
of the slecpers, and fell backwards with
a crash, landing fairly on the slumber-
ing hikers.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier on the Spot!
ORACE COKER awoke sud-

enly.

. Ho awolke very
indeed.

Coker was a sound sleeper, gnd he
was sleeping soundly, stretched on his
back on the wayside bench at the cross-
roads.

But the soundest sleeper would have
awakened had Billy Bunter sat on his

suddenly

It

foce as Lo slept. Rip Van Winkle
would have opened his e€yes on the spot.

Coker awole, gurg!ed}.' gasped, gug-
gled, and grabbed and heaved at the
unknown heavy object that was squash-
ing his features.

That object rolled off, bumped, and
roared.

Coker sat up dizzily.

“What the thump [” he gasped. “Is
that you, Potter{ Is-that you, Greene?
Who the thump—"

(Continued on next page.)

-

i A4

Send your foothal gueries to © Linesman,' ¢/o The MAGNET, Tha Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.G.4.

it's his lob to answer knotty problems—and

it's a Job he [ikes |

AWARD OF PENALTY KICKS !

NE of my readers wants to lnow
if there have been _an{l changes
in the rules of football for the
eurrent season. ‘The changes

which have been made are not wvery

important, but as I think that ever
layer of every game should keep himse
ully acquain with the rules of the
gams he plays, we may as well mention

];:IB the ehanges, 8o as to be right up to
te.

Doe of the rule changes of the current
season refers to the award of penalty
kioks, As you doubtless know, a referee
can order & penalty kick even if the ball is
cutgide the penalty area at the time when
ths offence is committed inside the penalty
area. The old rule used to read that a
penalty kisk could be awarded irrespec-
tive of the position of the ball &f in the
Jie play. The words the fleld of have
now been cut out of this rule, and a
penalty kick can now only be awarded
if the ball is in play.

Some people have wonderéd why such
& seemingly slight alteration woas con-
sidered worth while. I will tell you how
it came about. There was a match being
played in & certain ocompetition last
geason. The ball had gone out of play,
and had been Iflmed in a position for &
corner-kick. hus the ball was in the
field of play, but not in glny, and there
waa & little trouble among the players who
were waiting in the goalmouth for the
ball to be swung across from the flag.

The referee awarded o penalty
Fick, and justified himself—oquite
vightly, as I thought, and quite
smartly, too, by declaring that the
ball was in the field of ploy.

The law.makers had to agree that the
referee had interpreted the rule with
literal correctnees, but, of course, it was
never meant to bs so aepplied. That
however, was not the eree’s fault.
Anyway, the alteration has now been made
and the roferee cannot mow award a
penalty kick unless the ball is actually
in play &t the time the offence is'com-
mitted. Plesse note, however, that the
right of the referee to award & penalty
kil for penalty area offences when the
ball ia in play outside the penalty area haa
nok been taken from him,

if a player is fouled by an opponent in
the latter's penalty area, and the ball ia
in the opposite goal-mouth, a penalty
may be given.

f | any moment. And

| bther rules of the

RULES NEED RE-DRAFTING !

NE other football rule has besn
altered. This deals with the
player who has been off the field
for any ocsuse. Previously, a

player who had been off the ficld to have

an injury attended to could dash on at
players often did dash
on to help their side out of a tight corner.

I have & recollection of a Barnsley player,

some years ago, who had received an

injury to his foot. His boot was taken off
by the trainer,’ who was giving him at-
tention just  outside the touch-line.

Suddenly, and while the player was atill

withont his Hoot, his own side wers in a

tight corner. BSo, with one boot off and
one boot on, the Barnsley man.dashed
into the fray and saved his side from
losing & goal.

This ingenious felloww would be
penalised under the wnew ruling,
which now lays it dewn thotl a player
who hos been off the field for any
t wist not co baelk on to
the fleld wntil the ball has gene out
of play, and must report to the
referee his intention of coming back.

I-want you to note in passing, however,
that even this football rule—like s many
ame-—must not be
taken too literally. There are plenty of
oceasions jn every match on whioch:n player
goas outside the Held of play for one reason
only—that of playin e ball, The
wingers go over the touch-line and out-
side the fisld of gla;_? every time they take
a corner-iick. But, of gourse, they need
not report to the referes before they come
back. One of these days I shall succeed,
I hope, in persuading the law-makers of
foothall to re-draft and re-write the
whole of the rules, with a view to making
each rule mean no more—and no less—
thon it says. But I am afraid I shall have
to keep f»egging away at this subject for
quite & long time.

DEVELOPING YOUNG FOOTBALLERS |
HESE early days of a new footbsll

§ season are very important ones
for all the football elubs. It is

not sizictly trune that in foothball

a good start iz half the battle. All the

.same, I am a great believer in the virtues

of o good start. A win or two at the
beginning of the season puts everybody
connected with the team on good terms
with themselves. The players get confi-
dent too, and that helps, ~On ‘the other

hand, when a bad start is made o the
scason the effeot may be disastrous. The
people in charge of the team may get
panicky, and make wholesals ehanges
which only drive the side from bad to
worse. I am not in favour of a hig
number of changes in a side meroly
}:pecta.use two or thres matches have been
ost.

I think that much the more sensible
course was the one taken by the manager
of & club soms little time ago, The team
had made a very bad start, The manager
scarcely lknew what to do. He tried
changes, but these had nb good effects.
S0 one day he sat down and did soms
quiet thinking, From among hia players
he picked out what he thought was the
best possible eleven. Then bhe sent for
these eleven players, and addressed them
something like this,

“ The team hos made & very bad start,
but I beliove you lot can pull the 'side
round. I have made :d) my mind thsat,
barring acecidents, I shall play you eleven
men for the next six matches né mntter
what happens. I shall not change that
decision even if you lose by a record
score,”” The mana, was as good as
his word. Ho stuck to. that elevem for
the next pix matches, but ewven before
the fourth had been. played he would
not have changed it even if he had not
made the previous deocision. The eleven
players who had been trusted pulled the
side round to a winning way.

There 1were fwo reasons for fhis.
The players th lves K that
they had the confidence of the
management. That was one recason.
The other reason was that the
plagers who were kept logethicr.
without any change in the make-np
of the side, got to Lknowr each other
hetter, and consequentiy played the
more effective football.

I commend this idea to sll thoss im
charge of a football team which has made
o bad start to the sesson.

Just uow the Corinthianas Football Club,

with the assistance of the Arsemal Club,
aro tryiag a scheme for the development
of young footballers. I shall watch very
closely %‘m’ the results- of this scheme
beeause I am convineced that the beys who
are able to make use of it should develop
into better footballers. For the boys who
are lucky enough to be able to avail therm-
selves of this scheme will attend classes,
and, like the classes at school, there will
be a real tescher—an expert at the game
who is also o competent coach. Team
taeties, correct training, equipment, food
values, and so on, will be talked about in
the classes. Then there will be lessons
Fivan on the field of plaﬁ. As only a
imited number of boys will, however, be
able to altend these olasses I have got
some additional information as to how
they will be conducted, and will pass iv
on to you next week.

Meantime, don’t forget to write me on
football topics—any football topic in
which you are interested will interest me,

“ LINESMAN.”
Traz Macxer LiBnarr.—No. 1,335,
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Hince his meeting with the hikers far
back on the road, when they had left
him for dead, Coker of the Fifth had
covered miles and miles,

He had been hunting for Potter and
Greene, but he might as well have
hunted for needles in a haystack.

His long legs felt as they had
marched all over the county of War-
wick from end to end ; and really Coker
might have done so, without discover-
ing his friend, for Potter and Greene,
having teken a train at the nearest
station, were no longer in that county
at all. .

Hiking with Coker had lost its
charms, if any, for Potter and Greene
of the Greyfriars Fifth. When matters
reached the stage of Coker, in lofty
wrath, banging their heads together,
Potter and Greene had got into a fed-
up state, which was not surprising
though it eeemed to have surpnseé
Horace Coker. . ‘

Potter and Greene, like the guests in
Macbeth, had stood not upon the order
of their goin%, but went at once. An
Coker might have rooted through War-
wickshire, from Leicester to Worcester,
without finding them.

It was not till quite late in the even-
ing that Coker had realisod that Potter
and Greene were hopelessly lost, by
which time he also made the interesting
discovery that he was hopelessly lost
himself. Hence his resting on the way-
side seat, and the weary slumber from
which Billy Bunter's weight, dropping
on his face, had nwn.keneg him,

Cloker rubbed his face, which felt
rather hurt. Indeed, he had a feelin
that his nose had been pushed throug
the back of his head. It hadn't, but
indoubtedly it felt as if it had.

Billy Bunter sat in the grass, almost

at his feet, voaring. Bunter was
startled, as well as Coker. Also, he
had hit Warwickshire hard, when
Colier heaved him off. He sat and

bellowed.

“What the thump—who the dickens—
what—" stuttered Coker. He rose
from the bench, and groped at the bel.
lowing object in the grass. His finger
and thumb closed like a steel vice on a
fat ear, and he jerked William George
Bunter to his feet. “ Who—what—'

“Yarooh!” roared Bunter. “Leggo
my ear, you beast! Yow're pulling it
oft ! Who-hooop !”

“ Bunter ! hooted Coker.
freak—"

“Ow! Deagt!”

“Bo that Remove gang’s round here—
what?” said Coker. “I was rather
;mplng I should ﬁome n&rossh you again.

owe you a jolly good whopping all
round. Where are the otherp clfeeky
yonng sweeps, Bunter 1"

“Ow! Leggo! Wow!”

“TNl begin with you,” said Coker;
and he began with Bunter.  All the
Greyfriars hikers, of course, deserved to
be thrashed in the most thorough-going
manner for having ventured to Fa their
hands wpon the lofty person of ﬁorm
James Coker, of the Fifth Form! Only
one of them, apparently, was at hand,
60 Coker started on that one!

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Oh crikey! Help!
Whooop !" roared Burter.

Smack! Smack! BSmack!

* Yarooooooooop !

Billy Bunter wriggled desperately in
Coker’s mighty grasp. He had no more
chance in a tussle with Coker than a
fat sneil in a tussle with an elephant.
But Bunter was desperate! Eﬁl put
down his bullet head and butted.

Fortunately—for Bunter, not Cokar—
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“You fat

Yarcoooh !

Bunter’s bullet head landed where Coker
kegt his supriy of breath!

hat sup of breath was. knocked
right out o? oker by the erash!

“ Ooocoogh | gurgled Coker.

He ata%ge‘red. and released Bunter!
He clasped both hands to the spot where
the fat Owl's bullet head had crashed,
and gurgled horribly.

Bunter lost no time.

Generally his movements were slow.
But at this moment a flash of lightning
had nothing on Bunter!

The instant Coker’s hefty grasp re-
laxed, he flaw.

Panting, the fat Owl of the Remove
bolted down the lane which led to the
hikers’ camp. He had wanted a rest,
when ho sat on Coker's face. Now he
was not feeling the need of a rest. He
was feeling the pressing need of placing
wide spaces between himself and Coker.

But Coker did not pursue. Coker
was winded| Coker sat, or rather fell,
on the wayside seat again, pressing both
hands to his equator, and gurgling
hideously.  Bunter vanished into the
night, leaving Coker nttering weird,
horrible, and ghastly seunds, such as
were seldom heard even in a jazz band.

Bunter did not stay to listen to Coker’s
musical efforts. He did the dark lane
at racing speed!

Not till his fat little legs refused to
run fatther did Bunter stop. Then he
staggered against a tree, gasping.

“(Oh Tor'!” groaned -Bunter.

There was no sound of pursuit. He
was done with Coker. That, at least,
was a relief. Bunter was tired of the
wild adventures of that exciting night.
Having rested and recovered his breath,
the Owl of Greyfriars blinked round
him, and restarted. As a matter of fact.
he was now within & score of yards of
the meadow where the hikers had
camped, though he was still unaware
that they had camped there.

“Beasts ! groaned Bumter, " Where
are they? Dodging & chap very
likely— Oh lor’'!  Where have the
beasts got ta?” 3

There was no sign _of the hikers camp-
ing in the lane. But Bunter, as he
plunged woefully on,.came to the gate-
way of the meadow, and, blinking in,
gaw the hikers' tent, dim in the star-
light, near the glistening stream. He
blinked at it in wonder, .

Evidently, the Greyfriars hikers had
camped in that field, after all. The,
must have fixed matters somehow wi
that fierce old gentleman! There was
the tent—and, o viouslg, they were in
it—fast naslecp, the awful rotters, and
not even dreaming of Bunter|

Anyhow, the fat wanderer was home
at last. He thought with a deep yearn-
ing of his blankets. Tired and sleepy,
the hikers’ tent was a gladsome sight to
Rilly Bunter's eyes.

He tramped through the gateway and
approached the tent. All was dark and
silent—evidently the hikers were n.slaeg.
But it seamed to Bunter that he caught
a wink of glimmering light in the tent
through the open flap, for a moment. It
was gone again, and all was dark.

He rolled on wearily.

He reached the tent, and rolled in—
and crashed into Cecil Ponsonby coming
out! It was really a night of surprisca
for Billy Bunter! Bitting on Coker's
face had surprised him! Now he was
surprised again by bumping headlong
into a fellow snenking out of a tont
where he had supposed that all the
occupants were fast asleep.

But surprised as Bunter was, he was
not so surprised as Harry Wharton &
Co., over whom Ponsonby went sprawl-
ing backwards.

An elbow jammed in Bob Cherry's eye,

THE MAGNET

and another in Wharton's ear. A foot
crashed into Frank Nugent's neck.
Johnny Bull ﬁnve o muffled howl, under
Ponsonby, who was sprawling bodily
across his face. The startled hikers
started up on all sides.

“Oh crikey | spluttered Billy Bunter.
“Who—what—I say, you fellows, who

bumped into me? asts |  Playin
larks on a fellow !" i
“Owl Wow! Gerroff |”
“Oh, my hat! Wow!”
“ Who's banged that blinking rucsack

on my face?” gasped Lérd Mauleverer.
“Bab, 1ytm_ ass, it's yours—I can feel
that blessed Holiday Annual in it,
bangin’ on my nose, by gad! You silly

¥ Who the thump—

“Get a light!”

“ Who's got that torch? Who's got a
match I

“Oh, great Scott!”

Ponsonby scrambled up desperately.
Mauleverer had dsras%e the rucsack,
which had bumped on his face. Nugent
had grasped Ponsonby by the ankle,
which belanged to the foot jamming into
Nugent's neck. Who it was the hikers
had no idea—indeed, they had no idea
of what was happening, except that
something had bumped down on them
and startled them out of slumber. It
was not Bunter, for though they could
hear the voice of the returned Owl, it
came from the opening of the tent;
Bunter was outside.

“Scrag him!” gasped Lord Maul-
everer. “Banging his silly rucsack on
a iﬁé!gg’n nose in thaﬁ_m:dd[e lfyf dl;ha
nig ave you gone off your si of,
Bob Cherry?”

“I didn’t!” gurgled Bob. "I haven't!
I-I wasn't! Somebody’s bunged an
elbow in my eye.”

“Is somebody here?” gasped Wharton.
“QOh, where the thump are those
matches 7

“I've_got somebody by the leg,”
gasped Nugent, “Who is it?”

Only a wrench at the captured leg
answered. Ponsonby wrenched wildly to
get away before there was a light. But
Nugent held on. A match glimmered
out, and Harry Wharton hgld it up.
T}.'Ff, thIera was a yell:

on n

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
To March or Not to March !

“ SAY, you fellows—"*

* Ponsonby 1"

“That Highcliffe cad!”

Hatry arton h%hted the
lantern that hung on the tentpole. The
hikers' tent wes Hluminated now. Pon-
sonby, d rate, was still strug?!ing;
but Bob ‘herry and Johnny Bull had
hold of him, and Lord Mauleverer was
still grasping the rucsack that Pon had
ceptured. ﬁle dandy of Highealiffe was
a prisoner.

“You, you cur!” said Wharton, look-
ing at him.

“That's my rucsack he’s got hold of I
said Bob, “We know what the rotter
wanted here.”

“Yaasl I knew it was your Holid:g
Annual bangin’ on my nose,” remark
Lord Mauleverer, “I thought you were
larki“,;dwu seo | My nose iz jolly well
damaged I :

“Pon's is going to be!” said Bob.

“T say, you fellows—"

“There's that fat idiot Bunter! He's
wandered back,” said Johnny Bull,
“Looks aa if we shall never lose him!”

“QOh, really, Bull—"" .

“Looks as 1f he wandered in at the
right moment for once,” said Hargy
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As Ponsonby stepped out of the tent he crashed into Billy Bunter who was entering. Crash! The uiterly unexpected

collision took the Higheliffe junlor completely off his balance, He staggered

Wharton, *Did you knock Pon over on
us, Bunter?”

“Eh? What? Exactly!” said Bunter
promptly. ‘“Enowing that he was here,
stealing Bob’s rucsack, I knocked him
epinning, you know.”

“You fat, li-_in’ rotter !" snarled Pon-
sonby. “I'd like to see you knock me
gpinnin’. You barged in as I was goin'
out, you lyin’ toad.”

“Oh, really, Ponsonby—"

“The bargefulness of the esteemed
Bunter was an absurd fortunate cirenm-
stance,” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The estimable and dishonest
Ponzonby would have bagfully snaffled
the plunder.”

“Right man in the right place, you
koow,” said Bunter, “That’'s mo, all
over! Don't you fellows take any notice
of that Highaliffe ead! I knocked him
down—just as I did Coker an hour ago,
up the' road!”

“Will you let me hiszed
Ponsonby.

“ What about marching him up to the
house and letting the jolly old colonel
see exactly the sort of rotter his nephew
isi” sugg]fsted Johnny Bull,

Ponsonby caught his breath. -

“It would serve him. right,” said
Harry. “But—— Oh, kick him out!
He hasn't got what he came for, any-
how "

“He's going to get what he didn’t
come for,” gaid Bob, “and thai's a
joll gmé kicking !”

“The kickfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yank him out; then!”™ growled
Johnny Bull,

Ponsonby was yanked out of the tent.
HRis face was white with fury as he

go?"”

the slumbering Greyiriars hikers !

went. He had failed once more, when
success was within his grasp.

As the hikers hustled him out of the
tent he cagt a glance round in the faint
hope of secing Gsdsbg-a and Monson run-
ning to the rescue. But he did not see
them. Gadsby and Monson were run-
ning—but it was in the opposite direc-
tion. They had heard the uproar from
the tent, and they knew that Pon had
made a failure of it—as they had fully
expected | And they had lost no time
in taking their departure.

5 Kickghim "

“All together I” }

“1 gay, you fellows, give a {fellow
room !"

Ponsonby fairly flew. He stumbled
over in the ygrass and scrambled up,
panting with rage, and ran for the
gridge. He was across it in a twinkling
and running, and he vanished ints the
dim night.

“1 gay, vou fellows—""

"Now it's Bunter's turn,” said
Johnny Bull. “We owe him a jolly
good kicking for spoofing us about get-
ting loave to camp here, This way,
Bunter 1"

“Why, you beast,” exclaimed Bunter
indignantly, “if that's how you thank
a chap for chipping in and saving you
from being rohﬁe‘d——-"

“Fancy Bunter coming in useful, for
once,” remarked Bob Cherry. “0
course, a fellow ought to try to be useful
when he can't possibly be ornamental.”

“Beast| I zay, you fellows, I've had
a fearful time,” said Bunter., “I'm
awfully tired, and I'm getting hungry.
What about getting me another supper
while I take a rest! Wake me up
when it's ready.”

back and, with a crash, landed fairly on

“Hay, ha, ha!” roared the hikers,

“Blessod if I see anything to cackle
at! I'm not joking !" hooted Bunter.

“ Anybody want to stay up and cook
another supper for Bunter '’ ingnired
Bob Cherry. “Deon’t -all speak at
once ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's the sort of gratitude I expect
from you fellows " said Bunter bitterly.
“Talk about o child's tooth being
sharper than an ungrateful serpent!
Yah!"

And Bunter rolled into the tent. The
hikers followed him, and were soon in
their blankets again and sleeping—
lulled. Jperhaps, by Billy Bunter's hefty
snore !

When the September sun rose over
the' hills and dales of Warwickshire the
hikers turned out. They had accepted
Colonel Ponsonby's kind invitation to
camp on his land—but, in the circum-
stances, they were rather anxious to get
off it. Accepting the old gentleman’s
hospitality while scrapping with his
nephew made the position o little too
awkward. If there was more trouble
with Pon they preferred it to happen
at a distance from Ponsonby Park.

So there was an early breakfast.
Billy Bunter’s objections to_early rising
were overcome by the simple process of
rolling him, like a barrel, out of the
tent. After breakfast the hikers were
about to break camp, when s tall and
angular figure cams across the little
bridge, nnﬁ an eyeglass—a new one evi-
dently—gleamed  at the Greyfriars
fellows.

{Continued on page 16.)
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>+ vou beast!" hooted Bunter.

{Continued from page 13.)
" Good-morning 1"  barked Colonel
Ponsonby.

“Oh, good-morning, sir!" answered
the hikers. s

“Up early—what?"" raid the colonel,
with an approving grunt.

“The earliness to bed and the early
risefulness are the ways to be healthy
and wealthily wise, esteemed sahib,”
rcmarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The colonel grinned, i

“Oh, quite !’ he said. “Don’t be in
a hurry to break camp., Glad to sec
you here, begad! I'd like my nephew
to see more of you, too.”

Thinking of Pon’s nocturnal raid, and
of their intention of marching quite,
quite early, the hikers coloured a little.

“Any of you care for riding?" went
on the colonel. * Look here, walk up o
the house; ook at my horges. You'd
like scampering over the fields on horse-
bock—what?  'Well, trot along—what,
what "' ; .

“You're awifully good, sir!" gaid
Harry, hardly knowing what to say. In
the foce of this hospitable kindness it
was hardly possible to stick to the inten-
tion to get off as quickly as possible.
Obviously Un¢le Ponsonby was not made
of the same stuff as Nephew Ponsonby.

“Not et all! Glad! Any of you, or
all of you, any time in the morning,
you'll ind me about,” said Colonel Pon-
gonby, and. with & nod to the hikers, he
turned and marched away stiffiy across
the bridge again,

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry,
when he was gone. *“Jolly old scout,
and no mistake! His bark’s worse than
his bite—what?"

“A lot worse,” gaid Harry, with a
smile. “We can't very well refuse.
And I must say I'd like to sample his
horseflesh,”

“Same here.”

“The samefulness is terrific,”

“I say, gou fellows, you keep an eye
on me and I'll show you how to ride,
you know,”’ remarked Billy Buuter.

“Who wants to ride like a sack of
coke ?" asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

“One of us had better stick here snd
guard camp," said Bob. *Uncle Pon is
true blue, but Nephew Pon would jump
at the chance of ragging the camp if
we left it unguarded. I don't think
dear old Pon is frightfully pleased by
his uncle taking to us like this."”

. “Not fearfully,” said Nugent, laugh-
ing. “Bunier can stay end mind the
camp as he can't ride—"

. “Who can't ride!” yelled Bunter
indignantly.

“You can't, old podgy porker !"

“You chee asz] I'm jolly well
going I'" roared Bunter. “I have jolly
nearly everything put on me already;
but you're not diddling me into sticking
here all the morning, I can tell youl
Yah1”

“If Pon comes a! Fou can yell for
help,” said Bob. kg
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k. said Harry.

ter. “You fellows toss u
* me ouf, as I'm going ri

“J1 stay, you men,” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“Rats! You won't! You're keener
on backing a gee-geo than any of us,
“TToss up for it.""
idea,” said Bun-

for it; leave
ing, anyway.”

“Yes, that's a g

“Iick him!”

“Peast "

The juniors tossed for odd man out,
and the lot fell to Bob Cherry.

“All serene!” said Bob cheerfully.
“ P11 get the washing-up done while you
fellows are witching the world with
noble horsemanship—as jolly old Shake-

speare puts it. Have a good time!"
‘And Bob whistled cheerily, if not
gnusically, while the other fellows

crossed the bridge and disa.lipenred in
the wood on their way to the house.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand !

[t NLY that rotter " said Pon-
O sonby. s
“Um!” said CGadsby and

Monson dubiously.

Pon & Co. were sauntering along the
lane by the camping meadow and they

aused at the‘gate. Far away from the
iikers' emmp Harry Wharton & Co.
were enjoying a scamper on horseback.
Pon scowled at the sight of Bab Cherry
carrying & bucket of water from tho
stream for washing-up.

“You fancied there'd be nobody
here I"" grunted Monson. .

“They're too jolly cute |” said Gadsby.
“They know jolly well that Pon would
be lookin' for a chance at them.”

“Well, T thought they'd all go when
T suggested to my uncle to take them
ridin’,”’ growled Pon. “But I suppose
we couldnt expect them to leave the
place ungnarded. Anyhow, there’s only
one of them here.”

“Heftiest beast of the lot,'’
Monson. ) .

“Are you afraid of a Greyfriars cad—
three to one?” sneered Ponson_b{; “If
you are, we can eneak round t rm{%h
the trees and get him from behind. [
can tie the brute up while we get hold
of that dashed Holiday Annual. We're
on to & good t.hi'nq this time.”

“(Oh, all right !’

Gadsby and Monson were not en-
thusiastic.  Btill, it did seem an eas.ﬁ
thing, three to one, especially if Bol
was taken by surprise. And he did not
seern to be much on the alert. As a
matter of fact, Bob was thinking chiefly
of clearing up and getting & lunch ready
for his comrades when they returned,
and hardly remembered the unpleasant
existence of Cecil Ponsonby. Veither
would he have hesitated to tackle the
three slackers of Highcliffe all at once
if they barged in.

Three to one as they were, Pon & Co.
were very cautious. They had tackled
Bob three to one before, with unhappy
results for themselves. = Hard hitting
was not in their line at all.

They passed on te the wood by the
lane, entered the trees, and cams round
the rear of the camp. From the cover
of the trees they watched Bob Cherry.
He was now seated on a camp-stool near
the tent, engaged in scouring the frying-
pan,, _whiatling cheerily as he scoured.

“Eaug as pie !"” murmured Pon,

Gadsby and Monson nodded.

_They crept out of the trees almost an
tiptos behind the unconseious Greyfriars
fellow.

Scouring and whistling, Bob Cherry

said
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“1 shan’t be here; I'm gowngiriding,had not the slightest suspicion that three
treacherous young rascals were creeping

on him from behind.

ITe was not aware of the presence of
Pon & Co. till they were close enough
to spring on him, and then they all
&pr. together,

¢ Oh I” gasped Bob.

The camp-stool went over, the frying-
pan craghed into the grass, and Bob
sflrnwled over it, in the grasp of the
three,

Ponsonby

f)ammed a knee into the
small of his back, pinning him down.

“QOw !” gurgled s

“Got the cad!” snarled Ponsonby.
“Hold him! Get that cord round his
paws—quick! Jam his head on the
ground if he howls.”

“You rotters {” gasped Bob, struggling
fiercely. “You funky cads| Let me
get up and I'll thrash the three of you,
and glad of the chance!”

But Pon . Co.,, having got_the
champion fighting-man of the Grey-
frinrs Remove dewn, were not likely
to let him get up again.

Even taken st such a disadvantage,
Bob Cherry put uE & hefty struggle,
and they-had their hands full with him.

But he was pinned down, and his
wrists were dragged together at last
and a cord k‘uotteg round them.

Then Pon & Co. released him and
sorambled to their feet, panting and
breathless. '

“We win, I think!” grinned
Ponsonby.

Bob gasped for breath,

“You cur! Let my hands. loose!
I'll jolly well bang your features

this I’

“My turn to do the bangin', old
bean !” chuckled Pon, and he reached
over and gave Bob's nose a tweak.

“Urrrrrrrggh | gurgled Bob.

““Hallo, he's tryin’ to kick !”” said Pon.
“Tic his legs, too!”

‘Oh, leave him slone ! said_Gadsby.

“Tie his hoofs, I tell you!" Here's a
tent-ro; I'll cut it. It doesn’t matter
if we damage their rubbish.”

With s cut tent-rope Bob's ankles
were tied together, after another
scrambling struggle,

Then he lay_quite helpless, crimson
with wrath, and ﬁln.rin efinnce at the
young rascals of Highcliffe.

through the back of your head for

CGadsby glanced round rather
anxiously.

# .f ‘hat! If your jolly old uncle
should barge in just now, Ponl!® he

murmured.

“He won't,” answered Pon coolly.
“He's gone to the other end of the
estate with those rotters, They're a
good mile off. We're all right.”

“You won't be when I get at you!”
gasped Bob. .

“You're not gettin’ at us in a hurry!”
said Ponsonby. *“ Where's that Holiday
Annual, you Greyiriars bargee?”

“Find out |

“I'll find out fast enough—from you 1”
said Pon, taking up the frying-pan.
“Turn him over, you men!”

“Look here!” muttered Gadsby.
“You're not goin’ to pitch into a fellow
with his hands tied, Pon I

“That's exactly what I'm goin' to
do,” answered Pon coolly. *That sork
of bargee is safer with his paws tied.
Tgr{x him over_!’!t i i i

‘I'm not goin’ to touch him I” grunte
Gadsby sulll:lﬁ;.

“Turn him over, Monson 12

“Oh, all right!*

Bob Cherry was rolled over in the
grass. Ponsonby flourished the frying
pan’ hﬁ the handle.

*Where's that book I want?” he
asked,
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“Find outl’? roared Bab,

Whack !

“0Oh crumbs! Qwl!" -

“They whacked me with this jolly old
fryin’-pan once when they got hold of
me, in Oxfordshire, a week ego,”
remarked Ponsonby. *Sauce for the

oose_is sauce for the gander. Where's
that Holiday Annuval, Cherryi”

“You rotter|”

Whack, whack, whack |

““Oh crikey | Oh, you cad! Yarooch!"
roared Bob Cherry, wrigglmg_wqdly.

“Look here, we can find it in the
tent, Pon,” said Gadsby. *“It's bound
to be somewhere near at hand—"’

“Shut up, Gaddy!®

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

Pon _was enjoying this,. He was pay-
ing off many an old score, and paying
them off with interest. It was the first
chance he had had of thrashing Bob
thgrry, and he was making the most
of 1it.
frying-pan came down hard and fast.

“Ow! Ohl Ow! Rescual” roared
Bob, in the faint hope that his friends

might be within hearing. “Rescue,
Remove! Rescuo, Greyfriarsl
Whoooop I*

Harry Wharton & Co. were far ont of
hearing. But, ss it happened, there
were other ears to hear!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Horace Takes a Hand !

ORACE COEER stared,
H “My only hatl? ejaculated
Coker.
He fairly-blinked.

Cokor of the Fifth was looking rather
dusty and rumpled and untidy, and
was feeling fearfully hu .88 he
tramped along the shady Warwickshire
lane that sun September morning.
Having passed the night sleepirig on the
wooden seat at cross-roads, Coker
had wakened rather stiff and rather
crgss,  Coker had:- quite given up, bs
this time, the idea of finding Potter an
Greene. He realised at long last that
those two youths, for reasons unkmown
to Coker, had got fed-up with the hike
and vanished for slood

Hiking on his lonely own did not
appeal much to Coker, and his idea was,
first to get to some inhabited place
whore he could obtain breakfast, and
then to take the train for home. Tha
was how Coker came to be trampin
down the lane past the hikers' field, an
st quite a little distance the wuplifted
voice of Bob Cherry fell on his esrs.

Halting at the gate, Coker stared
across the field.

He spotted the hikers' tent, and the
scene that was going on near 1t. Coker
had rather hoped to spot the Remove
hikers so that he could mete out to
them the punishment. they richly
deserved. But at the sight of a Grey-
friars junior with his limba tied, and
s Highcliffe fellow thrashing with a
frying-pan, all Coker’s hostility to the
Removites vanished on the spot. Coker
was not the fellow to let this kind of
thing go on without intervening.

Having stared blankly at the scene
for nearly a minute, ker came
through the gateway. He came up to
the hikers’ camp at a run.

Pon, whacking with the frying-pan,
had no eyes for anything but his victim,
Gadsby and Monson were watching him;
the former frowning, the latter grinning.
None of them saw Coker.

He arrived like a bolt from the blue,

“You young rotter I roared Coker, as
he arrived breathlessly.
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The whacks from the flat of the - Th

He grasped Ponsonby by the collar
and dragged him back,
“0Oh IF.ld I” gasped Pon. “Who—

what—

“ Rezoua |” yelled Bob.

“Ohl Ow! Wowl Yoooopl?
shrieked Ponsonby, as Coker smm:ted

his head right and left with large and
heavy hands. “Ow! Wow! H me,
ou fools! Back up, you fl’imksl
aroooccoop |
“Oh crikey! Coker !”
Cherry, wriggling over and contriving
to sit up. ‘' Good old Coker! Go it!"
“ Help me |” screamed Ponsonby.
Gadsby and Monson half-hearted
advanced. Coker smacked out, an
Monson spun over as if a flail had hit

him.

Gadsby did not wait to be smacked.
He jumped back in time. And Monson
did not stop for a second smack. He
squirmed promptly out of reach.
en ker restarted on Ponsonby.
k, k, smack, smack! rang his
heavy hands, while Pon struggled and
roared and yelled.

“Ha, he, hal"” yelled Bob Cherry.
“QGo it!”

Ponsonby wrenched himself free at
last and ran. Gadsby snd Monson were
already running. The three disappeared
across the bridge,

“I fancy that young scoundrel will
remember that!? panted Coker. “Ow!
I've made my hands ache on his head |

“I fancy his head will ache more than
your hands, old bean,” grinned Bob.
“Mind untying me, Coleer 7

Coker released the Remove junior.
Having done so, he regarded him with
a rnI.ther grim eye. i hid i B

“I owe you a jolly good hiding,” he
remarked. * But you seem to have had
one, from that young Higheliffe cad.””

“Let it go at that, old hean,”
answered Bob good humouredly.

. He did not want a row with Coker,
Just after Horace had rescued him from
the Higholiffians,

“I'll let it go at that1” agreed Coker.
“But not so much of your ‘old bean.’
I don’t like it, from fags!”

Bob Cherry chuckled. Coker had
rushed to the rescue, and Bob was duly
grateful; but Coker was always Coker !

“Had your brekker?’ asked Bob,
tactfully changing the subject.

“No. I've been looking for a show
where I can get one I” grunted Coker.

“Have it here, then,” said Bob.
“Lots of stuff, and I'll get it for you
and welcome "

Coker thawed very considerably. As
a matter of fact, he was fearfully,
frightfully hungry. He had a healthy
appetite, and he had had no supper the
previous night. Breakfast, just then,
was a very important consideration to
Coker of the Fifth. And a Remove
fellow fagging at getting breakfast for
Coker of the Fifth was a right and
proper state of affairs, from Coker’s
point of view, at least.

“Thanks !” said Coker.

He set up the camp-stool and sat down
on it. Bob Cherry, wriggling a little
from the effecta of the frying-pan,
lighted the cooking-stove and proceeded
to cook. The savoury odour of frying
bacon and eggs and kidneys was grate-
ful and comforting

gasped Bob
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owns this place,” answered Bob. “I
was gunrdmg camp when those rotters
caught me mpplz& Jolly glad you
happened slong, Coker! Pon would
have got away with it this time, and
no mistake.”
“Was ho after something?” asked
Coaker. *I thought the young rotter was
Just pitching into you. 5
“He was after my Holiday Annual,”

grinned Bob, “Pon’s been tracking us

all through the hols to bag it.”

Coker, Tu‘s mouth full ofﬁncon, stared.

“What the thump does he want your
Holiday Annual for?” he asked. “Ha
could buy one at any newsagents.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Mine's a rather special one,” he ex-
plained. *“You remember the smash-
and-grab raid at Courtfield, just before
the end of the term at Greyfriars?”

“Eh! Yes! What about it}

“The man got away with a bagful
of jewellery, after smashing old
Lazarus' shop window,” gaid Bob.
*“They got him, and they got his con.
federates. But tho jewellery is still miss-
ing, and there's & reward of fifty pounds
for the finder|” L

“Y believe I've heard of it,” said
Coker. “But what—"

“It seems that when the smash-and-
grab man was on the run. he gﬁt hold
of Bunter, who hed my oliday
Annual, and tried to send a message
to the other thief,” said Bob. “Pon
was spying, and he thinks that the mes-
sage was put in my Holiday Annual,
and that if he can get h of it he
will be able to snaffle the fifty pounds
reward for finding the loot.”

“What rot!” said Coker.

“Well, I dare say it's rot, but Pon
seems frightfully keen on it,” said Bob.
“He's after that Holiday Annual like
a dog after a bone. o’ve leoked
through it a dozen times, but we can's
find any secret passage in it. Pon thinks
he would have better luck if he snooped
it "

“I'll look at it,” said Coker. “If
there's anything in it I shall spot it at
once, of course. You fags are rather
fools, you know.”

“You cheeky ass—"

“What ?* roared Coker,

“I—I mean—" stammered Bob,
remembering that he owed his_res
and the preservation of tho Holida;
Annual to_Horace Coker. *I—I—Il
get it! If you spot snything in it
wbout the loot, of course, we ghall hand
it over to the police at once, so that
the}y can find the stuff.”

“1 should make %on do that, of
course,” said Coker calmly.

Bob opened his lips to reply, but
sgain he rememered whet he owed to
Coker, and did not mnswer. Bpeech
might be silver, but silence was golden,
in dealing with Coker of the Fifth. Bob
really did not want to have to bang him
with the frying-pan.

He went into the tent and sorted out
the Holiday Annual. Coker finished
his breakfast and then took the volume.

“T’ll look through it,” he remarked.
“If there’s anything in it I shan’t be
long spotting it. You've been jolly
careless with this book, Cherry—most

(Continued on néxt page.)

to the hungry
Horace.

“Where are the
other fags?” asked
Coker, when Bob
set an ample and
substantial ~ break-
fast before him.

“Gone riding
with the jolly eold
sportsman w h o
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of ¢ pages are scorched !
careless voung ass|”

“You sea—

“Don't. talk | zaid Coker. .

Again Bob Cherry suppressed his feel-
ings. Coker sat at easc in ihe grass,
turning page after Eu,gu of the Holida
Anntial, and Bob busied himself wit
the duties of the camp, which Pon &
Co.’s attack had interrupted.

Coker, as a matter of fact, was
rather keon and curious about the
Holiday Annual after what Bob had
told him. He examined it with very
great eare.  If there was; as Ponzonby
certaiply believed, a secret message in
the book, from one crock to another,
telling where, the . lest plunder was
hidden, the discovery was worth making,
and Coker had no doulit that he would
make it., Brains, of course, were needed
for this sort of thing, and Coker was
far from suspecting that he was short
of that necessary article. If the secret
was there, Coker was going to spot 1t
If he fmiled to spot it, obviously it
could not be there.

The latter, it seemed, was the case.
After about an hour with the Holiday
Annual Coker gave it up.

WAl rot!” he pronounced. * That
young rotter Ponsonby is a, fool to
think there's any sccret messige in this
book, and you fags are fools fo take
any notice of his rot—fools all ‘round|
And that's that{”

_ Bob Cherry glanced round from peel-
ing potatoes; and siniled genially.

“Think s0?"” he asked.

“T don't think so—I know,” szaid
Coker.
it'’s all rubbish! You're rotten careless
with your books, Cherry—lots of the
pages are scorched, and pencil scrawled,
and all that—" '

“1 don't remember secrawling with
A pengl—="

“Ju=t slovenliness.” said Coker—"a
book like this 1s worth taking care of.”

“1f thers's anything pencilled in that
book, let's see it——"

“Only & scratch like a cross ecrawled
on a page! There's no wriling in the
book,” sald Coker. *As T've said.
voung Ponzobby is & fool, and vou're
aucther. But Il tell you what—there's
a jolly good story in this book—a South
Sea story—and I'm jJolly well going to
read it, Shut up and keep quiet while
a fellow reads1”

Coker stretched his long limbs in the
grass, rested his chin on his hands, with
the Holiday Annual open and, up-
turned, and started reading. Bob
Cherry, as bidden, duly shut up, feel-
ing quite glad that Coker, on his side,
had shut yp—a thing Coker seldom did !
And so the sunny September morning
passed quite pleasantly till Herry Whar-
ton' & Co, came back from their ride.

You're a

——

THE TWELF1H CHAPTER.
A Bombshell !

3] ORER!I"™ murmured Harry
q Wharton, rs the chums of the
Remove came across the
bridge into the camping field.

“ The esteened and ludicrous Coker [

"1 say, {'ﬂu follows—*

“The jﬂ!J old lion and the jolly old
lamb,” said Frank Nugent, laughing.
“I fancied that Coker would be on the
warpath, if we met him again.”

“Tooks peaceful enocugh, begad|”
remarked Lord Dlauleverer.

“1 =zav, you fellows, we don't want
Coker here,” said Billy Bunter, ol |
knocked him down last night—"

“1 can sea you doing it!” grunted
Johnny Bull.
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“You can take it irom me thay YSURE

“Well, I jolly well did—and the beast
wig be kicking up a shindy about it,
an Bt

Billy Bunter blinked at Coker of the
Fifth very uneasily through his big
spectacles.

“Well, if he kicks up a shindy that's
all right.” said Harry. “You can knock
him down again!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

Bunter grunted, Ie ﬂr:}pﬂed behind
the chums of the Remove as they walked
into camip, The juniors had enjoyed a
scamper on horsebaek, with the excep-
tion of Biilvr Bunter, who had fallen
off and stayed off. On second thoughts
—often the best—Dunter had decided
that he preferred tercea firma to the un-
cortainty of a saddle, and he had not,
after all, shown the other fellows how
to ride. He had found an orchard
and apples, which ha really liked better
than riding., Bunter was feeling, on the
whole, quite pleased with his morning,
but he was not pleased to see.Coker
of the Fifth, He eved that hefty and
long-limbed vouth very uneasily.

All the fellows were surprised—not
go much to see Coker there but to see
him so peaceful. Apparently he wos on
quita friendly terms with Bob Cherry,
which was extremely unexpected, Coker
had just finished reading that excellent
South Fea story when the juniors came
baclk, and he was sitting up 10 the grasa
speaking to Beb in quite a benevolent
manner—for Coker |

“Jally good book !” said Coker. "
atdvise yoi to take hLetter care of it,
, 1 E'TIF [u

#Thanks!” said Bob meekly.,

“INot at all!” said Coker graciouslr.
“As a Fifth Form senior it's my duty
to give advice to silly fogs, and whe
them too, il neceszary. I say, that st
vou're cnﬂking smelils all right! You
seemm to be able ta cook| You're not
such a faol &z you look, Cherry.”

“I'd say the same of you, Coker, if 1
wasn't sg jelly truthiul—"

i Eh 1.“

“I—I—1 mean, stay to lunch anc
gample the stuff!” said Bob hastily.
“Here come the other fellows—they’ll all
be glad to see you when I tell them
how you stoed by me.” .

Coker glanced round at the juniors
coming up. He seemed thoughtiul.

“ Pl stay,” he said. “It's a bit inira
dig to mix up with a lot of fags; still,
we're not at Greyfriars now, and there’s
no need to mention it there next term,
gee 1"

“0Oh, myr hat!
gasped Bob,

The Yaraous Five and Lord Baul-
everer arrived. Coker gave them a
nod, That was rather civil of Coker!
He had, of courze, not very much civil-
ity to waste on Lower Fourth fngsl
They could consider themselves lucly,
in Coker's opinion, not to be thrashed
all round, as they desarved!

" “Tlallo, hLallo, hallo!” sang out Dob
cheerily. “Had a good time

“Ripping!” noswered Harry. ™ The
old eolonel is a jolly old sportsman, and
he's got some jolly good horses. Hallg,
Coker 1"’ -

“Pon's been hera,” said Boh, " Hae
eame with the other two cads, and they
had me in & fix, and Coker barged in
and mopped them uwp. Pon would haove
got away with the Holiday Annual this
time, if Coker hadn’t happened! And
T should have got the rapging of my
life! They dido’t stay long to argue
with Coker.” ;

“Oh!” said Harre. Tle juniors un-
derstood now tihe unexpected state of
affable peare that reigned between the
lion and tla lamb! “Tiat was jolly
good of vou, Coker, expacially after the

I mean Yyes, quitel”™

ey
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wav we handled you wyozterday, Htay
to luneli, old tulip?” .
“I'm pgoing to lunmch here,’ said

Coler. * But don't call me old tulip!
It's cheelc !

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“And don't cackle when I speak!
added Coker.

“Well, you're really conouzgh to maks
8 cat Jaugh, ain't you, Cokeri" re-
marked Johnny Bull,

* Look here——'"" roared Coker.

“QOrder, my infants!” interposed Bob
Cherry. "Gentlemen, c'.lm{)s, and fel-
lows, Coker weighed in like a good
little man, and got me out of a fearful
fix. Pon & Co. had me tied up like &
turker, and Pon was whopping mo
with a frying-pan, when Coker barged
in. I'm awfully obliged to Colker—and
vou fellows—" _

“Just the same!” gaid Harry.

“The samefulness is terrific.’

“Yaas, begad!” sanid Lord Maul-
everer. “Vote of thanks to Coker, all
round.”

“Hear, hear "

“Jolly glad if vou'll stay to lunch,
Coker | onoured 1 '

“The honarific joyfuloess will be pre-
posterous.” _

*“1 =say, you fellows—"

f5hut up, Bunter |”

_ “That fat young scoundrel hutted me
in the breadbasket last night, when I
was whopping him,"” said Coker, frown-
ing at the fat Ow] of the Remove. “I've
a jolly good mind—"

"Keep him off I"”" roared Bunter,

“Let him off, Coker,” said Harry
gravely.” “Not worth your notice.”

“Well, there’s something in that!"
agreed Coker. Tortunately, it was
elways easy to dpull Coker's legz. "1
aupE’usu you kids never saw anything
of Potter and Greene?”

The junigrs shook their heads,

“They've gone home, I fanoy,” said
Coker. *I thought we were going to
get on all right, after I'd knoe edniitmr
heads togetler, you know, to show them
that I wouldn't stand nny nonsonse.
But they seem to have got their backs
up sbout something and cleared off,

ell, let ’em rip! If that grub's
ready, I'm ready.”

“Just on !’ said Bob. " Bort out the
gold and silver plate, you fellows.™

The gold and silver plate—otherwize
tin plates and dishes—were sorted ont.
Bab had coocked an Irish stew, in which
he had used up nearly everything that
was left in hand in the provender line.
Bul it was quite a successful stew; and
evervbody was hunfrﬁr, and every
follow paszsed his plate for more—
Bunter a good many times.

Colker talked during lunch,

In the circumstances, feeling ex-
tremely obliged to Coker for the help
he had given Bob at a critical time.
the hikers gavé Colker his head—and
let him run on without contradiction
or interruption.

Coker was, 1in his own belief, one qf
those strong, silent characters—and his
conversation was unlimited,

He told the juniors what silly asses
Potter and Greene were, and how the
had tried his patience on the hike till
he had been fairly driven to banging
their heads together. He also told t
what silly ;uung assos they were them-
selves. FHa told Bunter not to make
such a8 row eating—advice which elicited
a grunt of wrath from the fat Owl. Hae
told Lord Mauleverer not to yawn—
mhich was really asking a lot of any
fellow who was lmtenmﬁ to Coker's con-
versation! He told Bob Cherry to keep
his hoofs still—and pever dreamed how
narrow an escape he had of a drive
from one of the hoofs! Coker, in fact,
mada himself pleasant nnd agreecabls
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““ We'll nab him easy as ple ! ** murmured Ponsonby as the three Highellffe juni
stool mear the tent, engaged In scouring a frying-
erept up, almost on tiptoe, behind the unsuspecting Greyiriars fellow.

all round, in his inimitable
manner | F

The hikers were pleasant and patient,
foeling that it was up to them.

But, undoubtedly, they were rather
looking forward to Horace Coker tak-
ing his departure after lunch. That
afternoon the mareh was to be re-
sumed; and all the hikers were rather
keen to get on the road, and bid Coker
a friendly adieu, Other thoughts, how-
ever, were stirring in the great mind
of Horace Coker.

He was both pleased and surprised
by the respect shown him by theso
juniors, who were so checky at Grey-
friars! They were, of course, only.giv-
ing him. his due; still, it was very
agrecable. Coker expanded into preab
good-humour.

“Well, about time we got packing,”
remarked Harry Wharton at length.
“We're doing five miles this afternoon.”

"“Hold on,” said Coker. “I've been
thinking.”

Tho juniors refrained from asking
him what he had done it with!|

“I’ve been hiking with Potter and
Greene, a8 I told you,” said Coker.
“They've let me down! I'll come on
with |yau fags.”

IIEl'!"

“ What 1*

Coker, perhaps;, expected a burst of
enthusiasm ! It did not happen. The
hikers stared at him in surprise and
dismay.

“I mean it!"’ said Coker.

“Oh1” gasped Wharton.

“You see, we’'re nowhere near Grey-
friars, or Greyfriars fellows,” Coker
kindly explained. * There's nobody we
know to see me letting myself down
like this !"’

“Q0h, my hat |

own

pan and whistling cheerily.

“You needn’t say anything about it
at ®chool next term. IY shouldn’t  like
the fellows to know, of course.”

“Oh crikey 1”

“It's & bit undignified, ferh?ipa,"
ssid Coker. * But, dash it all, I don’t
care—in holiday-time, you know I”

The hikers gazed at Coker, suppress-
ing their feclings.

“I mayn’t be able to stand it long,”
went on Coker, happily ignorant of the
fact that the hikers felt that they
couldn’t stand it at all. “But I'll see
[',;ou through for a few days! It will

e rather a -catch for you kids, having
a'senior man with you, to show you how
to do ,!'.hings, and order you about and

50_on.

“Oh, Christopher Columbus !*

“The catchfulness will be
terrific.”

“The only condition I make,” said
Coker, “is that you don’t brag about
it at Groyfriars efterwards, and make
& fellow look a fool—hiking with a lot
of silly kids, you kpow.”

Silence followed that remark. Johnny
Bull casually reached out to the handle
of the'frying-pan. Bob Cherry drew a
deep, deep breath. He owed a debt of
gratitude to Coker. Coker was putting
& heavy strain on it. But Bob was the
man to play up.

“Look here—" began Johnny Bull,

“I—I—I say,” stammered
He gave his comrades a be-
seeching look. He was asking a loi of
them, and he knew it, *“I—I say, let's
call it a go!”

There was n long pause. Then Harry
Wharton, feeling that it was up tg him,
said, with an effort:

" Let!s!!'

And it was sol

truly
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ors spotted Bob Cherry seated on a camp-

Come on !* The three Highcliffians

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lost |

&« OVE " said Coker.
M p Eh ?..
::Dcm’t slack ll':mut iad

Look here—"

* And don‘ttglaw i

If that was the way Coker had talked
to Potter and Greene, as no doubt it
was, those two youths had perhaps been
well-advised in chucking up hiking with
Horace !

It was the way, at all events, in which
he talked to the junmitr hikers.

The Greyfriars hikers were on the
march; swinging along cheerily as
usual, with Bunter lagging behind—also
a8 usuall

Coker could walk! He was not »

raceful walker; but his long, sinewy
egs could cover the ground. Harry
Wharton & Co. were quite good
walkers; but hiking was not a foot-
race. Sauntering pleasantly along was
the idea. Coker's idea, however, seemed
to be to put on steam. He put it on—
and gréw trritated at the laggera.
. "HRemember,” said Coker, “we're do-
ing ten miles before we camp.”

“Five!"" said Harry Wharton.

Coker looked at him coldly,

“I said ten!” he rejoined.

“And L* said Wharton agreeably,
“snid fve.”

“We'd better "have this clear,” said
Coker, “If I'm giving orders, I'm
giving orders! Sea?”

Bob Cherry touched Wharton gently
on the arm, before he could make an-
swer. Wharton suppressed the answer
he was about to make—with difficulty.

“Now, get a move on,” said Coker.

TrE Maexer LiBRARY.—NO. 1,336,




T sex
dawdlet
B liitln beef k[?ﬁ somewhere.”
“1 say, ¥ ows—"’
; “Don’t .',-;uw, gu;_:tur." lks_lidl %?ke'ﬁ
'K breath for walking ou
nee??t.‘v'om
“ ook here, you beast—" .
“I've told you mot to jaw,” said
Coker. *If I have to smack your head,
Bunter, you'll know it[ I want one

thing dear:l[y understood at the very
beginning—I don’t want apy cheek!
Eee

that in mind.”
Gol}mr marched on again.

Behind him the hikers exchanged elo-

uent looks. Behind the hikers Billy
gunter dpuﬂ'ed and blew and gurgled and
groaned. ;

“How long sre we going to stand
this? " inquired Johnny Bull in & sul-
phurous voice.

“It’s up to us,” said Harry. “Coker
did us a big service. Let's stand it as
long as we can, Coker’s not a bad chap,
really—only a born idiot.”

“Yaas, stick it,” said Lord Maul-
everer.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“0h, dry up, Bunter!®”

Coker marched on, farther and farther
ahead., He stopped at last, for the
juniors to come up. :

“Call this hiking? ” he inquired sar-
castically.

“Yes, we call it hiking, Coker,” an-
swered Nugent mildly.

“Well, ¥ dou't! Do you want me to
borrow & wheelbarrow and wheel you
along? " asked Coker, still sarcastic.
“ For the love of Mike, get 8 move on}
1 can’t dawdle about like this. A gang
of feeble infants, by gum! It will do
vou good to be put through it a little.
Y1l put you through it. Marchl®

On_they went again.

Coker glanced round.

“If you don’t want me to come back
and kick you, buck up!” he said.

Harrs srton & Co. rather envied
Potter and Greene. If this was hiking
with Horace Coker, a little of it went
a long way. The question wes, how long
patience would stand the strain.

Coker halted at a cross-roads. There

wa: a_signpost, but what had been
painted on it had been long ago oblite-
rated by the weather.
. “This way,” said Coker. “We're go-
ing north, and that lane leads straight
north.,” 'He pointed to the south.
“Follow on.”

“We turn to the right here,” said
Johnny Bull

“We don’t | ® said Coker.

“I've got it on the map—"

“Never mind the map! Maps are
rather rot, anyhow. Leave it to me.”

Coker merched on, heading south-west.
Thick hedges and trees shaded the lane,
and Coker was out of sight in a moment.
A glimmer came into Bob Cherry’s eyes.
He put his finger to his lips.

“This way!” he whispered.

Almost on tiptos Bob stole through
# gap in the hedge. The other fellows,
in wonder, followed him. Billy Bunter
rolled sfter them, gasping.

_“What's the game?” asked Frank
Lllg‘mt.

*We can’t kill Coker,” explained Bob,
“and, after what he did for me, I
hate to let him know what we think

of him. 8till, flesh and Dblood ecan't
stand Coker. Let him lose us.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

* Quiet [ ¥

“He, he, ho! ” cackled Bunter breath-
lessly.

The hikers settled down in a row be-
hind the hedge, wondering what would
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pace. . Keep up! Dom.
"Ii‘:nt slack mbout! Pick up th

happen next, 1f Coker marched on to
o south-west, without stopping for
them, it was all right. He would arrive
in Wales or Cornwall if he kept on long
enough, and he was more than welcome
50 to do. The hikers could not help

thinking that Warwickshire would be a

muoh more attractive ocounty with
Horace Coker outside the county
borders. = i

They waited, cheerfully, resting in the
grass, and watching the road through
the interstices in the hedge.

After about ten minutes there was &
sound of heavy, tr ing feet in the
road. It was either er or an escaped
elephant. Bo they expected to see Coker.

They were right; it was the ‘{r‘e!t
Horace. He reappeared from the shady
lane into which he had disappeared a
s short time ago, and stopped again in
the middle of the cross-roads, staring
round him with & puzzled look,

“Hallo 1" roared Coker, *“Where are

THE MAGNET

“eavas a lot ot trouble in this jolly old
life! Coker’s gone by the road now that
we were going by—but there are lote
of roads, and one’s as good as another
on & hike. There's a footpath across
this field—let’s see where it leads.”

“«go long as it doesn’t lead to Coker,
all serene ! ” remarked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

And the hikers strolled across the field,
and then across another field, and then
slong s lape, in cheery epirits. Coker
of the Fifth was not really a bad chap,
and they were glad to part with him
without & shindy, But there was no
doubt they were glad to part from him.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pon s Playlul !

¢ e HAT overgrown, fat-headed
I brute ! said Ponsonby.

In such uncomplimentary
werms did Pon allude to Horace
Coker of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars

Echo repliéd‘ but the junior hikers School.

mara1 very o%rafn.l Tﬁ-?y tl: ollow t{lglo_:-
asmple of echo. ¥y very & in
thap behind the hadfn,

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Coker
in exasperation. “The little idiota f
They haven't even sense enough to
follow their leader| They've gone and

A USEFUL LEATHER
POCKET WALLET

to_Ralph Gibbons, of 3%
merdn'ﬁ oad, wisham,

S.E.13, for auppylring the following

winning Greyfriars limerick :

When Bunter ?.ou on his vacation
He goes on his own invitation.
For everyone knows,

Wharever he goes,
That eating’s his chief recreationg

Get busy with your limericks if
you want to win a prize, chums

lost themselves—just like Potter and
Greene were always doing!”’

There were silent emiles behind the
hedge. Billy Bunter repressed = fat
cachinnation. -

“Hallo ! * roared Coker. “Hi! Can
you hear me? here are you? "

Echo replied again; there was mno
other answer,

“The blithering little idiots!” It
was like the hikers' firit meeting with
Coker on the road; they heard him
from behind a hedge, while Coker did
his solo. This time, however, they were
very very careful not to reveal their

resence. “Oh, the gilly young asses!

was & fool to say I'd hike with them;
still, I can't turn them down, after say-
ing I would! But where the dickens
have they got to? Jf they e t me
to tramp all over the coumtry hunting
for them, they'll be jolly well dis-
appointed, I can tell thom that. Hallo!
You young fatheads, where are you?
Whatt *

Echo—and silence.

“They could hardlf have taken the
other road after I told them distinectly
to follow me,” growled Coker; “but,
biy Jove, it looks as if they might have!
I'd better go on and see, I suppose.
Silly little idiots!”

Coker tramped off by the lane that led
northward, looking for the missing
hikers in that direction.

His heavy footsteps died away in the

distance. _
“Tact]” remarked Bob Cherry,

very m
. Nothing

The golden Eeptember afternoon

lowed oerﬁu:ic‘k and wunii}imdu. wlrhan

e green in came gliding along
behind Coker of the Fiftg.

‘lt was some hours since the junior
hikers had been “lost,” and Coker was
uch annoyed at their stupidity.
could have been plainer than
Coker’s orders to them, so it was really
difficult to understand how they could
have got lost. But they had! Coker.
who was a dutiful fellow, felt that it
was his duty to find them, if he could.
He had said that he would hike with
them, and Horace was a man of his

word.

Still, he was getting fed up. Harry
Wharton & Co. seemed as thoroughly
lost as Polter and Greene. Coker gave
them all till sunset. If he didn't find
them by npightfall, they could go and
chop chips—Horace was done with
them! It was some time yet to night-

fall, however, and Coker was swinging

along & dusty road, with his eyes open

for the lost hikers, when Pon & Co.

sighted him.

"Pon & Co. also were looking for
hikers. At least, Pon was! Gadsby and
Monson were tired of them. They would
have preferred to stay on at Ponsonby
Park. But when Pon decided to resume
the motor tour Pon had to have his
way—and Pon had so decided. Resum-
ing the motor tour meant hunting the
Greyfriare hikers—Pon being as keen
and determined as ever. Failure after
failure, instead of discouraging hira,
only made him more bitterly and vin-
dictively determined.

Coker did not look back st the sound
of & car behind him. He did nof even
step to the side of the road. If the car
wanted to pass Coker, it could go round
Coker| That was Coker’s lof:.{ and in-
dependent view. A fellow holding these
views ran some risk of getting a car in
the middle of his back! But Coker
did not reflect on that; he was not much
given to reflection.

Honk, honk, honk |

Jervis sounded on the horn. Pon &
Co. looked at Coker from the car, Pon
with an evil glitter in his eyes.

He was still fesling the effects of
Coker's heavy emites. He would have
been glad to give Coker a few of the
same.

“8low down as you pass that long-
d fool, Jervis!” said Pouasonby.
es, Bir "

Gadsby and Monson locked quite

le

slarmed.,
“1 say, Ponl? exclaimed Gadsby,
“for g ess’ don't wake up

sake,
trouble with that hefty brute!”
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“He smacked my head this mornin’,’”” raid Ponsonby.

‘Do you want him to smack it again, you assi” demanded
Monson. . :

Ponsonby did not reply to that. He looked round, and
took hold of a walking-cane that lay on the seat behind
him, With that cane gripped in his hand, Pon waited
for the car to pass Coker, keeping the cane out of sight.

Jervis, as instructed, slowed down. The car crawled past
Coker, who gave it n careless glanca.

“Greyfriars cad !” called out Ponsonby.

Coker started, and stared.

“Oh! It’s you!? he ejaculated. “Asking for another
thrashing, you cheeky little Highcliffe sweep |

Crack!

The cane in Pon's hand flashed out of the car, and
cracked on Coker’s hat with a loud crack.

“Cut on, Jervis!”

The car shot on, leaving Horace Coker staggering in the
road. His hat was nearly smashed on his head, and Coker
was in a state of wrath end astonishment that could not
have been expressed in words. y

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the Higheliffe juniors, staring back
at Coker over the back of the car. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“One for his nob " grinned Ponsonby.

“(Oh crikey! He's after us!? chortled Alonson.
a race with a motor-car! Ha, ha, ha|”

Horace Coker set his crushed hat straight on his head
and sta: at a frantio run after the green Austin. The
three Highcliffians grinned back at him.

“Tryin’

“Blow down, Jervisl? =said Ponsonby., ‘Let him
draw up.”

“VYes, gir |? -

“Oh gad! Don't let him get too near!” gasped Gadsby.

“Jervis knows how to drive!”

Ponsonby lknelt on the back seat, the cane in his hand,
watching Coker coming up the road like am escaped
rhinoceros, The car slowed, and Coker—perhaps to his
own surprise—found himself overtaking the Higheliffans,

He char on, crimson with fury. There was no doubt
that, if Coker got hold of Pon after that crack on the nut,
serious things would happen to Pon. And Coker had luih
hopes of getting hold of him now. Ga?lng for breath,
Coieer cherged on, with outstretched hands to clutch hold
of the slow-moving car and scramble in' over the back.
C‘okeri when his dander was up, was the man for such
deeds

His finger-tips almost touched, when Pon leaned over
and suddenly lashed with the cane again, .

Coker Lad not oxpected that. Really, he might have—
but he hadn’t! The cane cracked down on his hat with
a mighty swipe, and Coker sat down in the dust behind
the car.

Bump |

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Highclifians.

Pon was getting away with this, He was having great
luek in dealing with Coker of the Fifth—much better luck
than with Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove. Gaddy
and Monson began to “enthuse.” As Coker sat down
behind the green Austin, (Gadsby ehied an apple, and
Monson an orange, from a basket in the car, Both missiles
took effect. Coker got the apple in his eye, and the orange
in his ear. Then he was leii sitiing.

“Ha, ha, ha ! N

The merry laughter of the Highcliffians floated back.
Jervis was grinning, apparently finding it amusing also.
Coker, evidently, was not in the least amused. He roared
like & bull as he scrambled up. He charged after the car
again.

My hat! He's not tired yet!” chortled AMonson. “Give
him another lick, Ponl By gum, this is as gool as &
show I*

There was a sudden shake as Jervis jammed om his
brakes. Pon & Co. glared round at him.

“Don’t gtop, you ass I’ yelped Monson.

“Oh gad I” stuttered Pon.

Jervis_could not help it. From a gate on one gide of
the road, a couple of farm horses pulled out, drawing
& long wagon behind them, They were making for another
gate on the other side of the road. Horses and wagon
blocked the way, and were evidently going to continue
blocking it for two or three minutes at least. The ear
had to slow down and halt till the impediment was gone.

The merry Pon had not foreseen such an incident as
that. Neither had his cheery comrades. Their laughter
died away suddenly,

Keeping the car just ahead of Horace Coker, and cracking
him on the nut when he charged within reach, was a scream
of a joke. Falling into his infuriated clutches was quite
another matter. And it was the latter that was going to
happen now,

n came Coker, in a rhinoceros-charge. The car stopped;

(Continued on next page.)
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it had to stop. And Coker reached it

ssped it, received a swipe on the he
rom Pon's cann without even feelin
it, and clambered over the back, an
came headlong into the green Austin
like & thunderbolt !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Lending Coker a Hand !

ONSONBY velled, in the mighty
P grasp of Horace Coker. Ho Hew
out of the car as bhe yelled, and
landed in the road. j
Gadsby end Monson were trying to
geramble out, before their turn camel
A hefty hand grasped the collar of
each of them, behind. Their heads
came together with a sounding crack!
“Yarcooh |” yelled Gadsby and Mon-
son_together, .
Bump! Bump! They landed beside
Ponsonby.

Pon and Co. sat up in the road, dusty
and dozed and dizzy. The farm cart
was passing slowly across the road
nhmdp;- the wa¥ would soon be clear—
but too late for the Highcliffians}
Coker turned to Jervis, who sat like a
wooden image in his zeat.

“You in this?” demanded Coker,
unpleasantly, . _

_“*No, sir!” said Jervis. “Not at all,
Bir.

Coker's gleaming eyes and jutting jaw
were enough for the chauffeur. Jervis
did not want to sample his leg-of-
mutton fists. The biggest and burliest
fellow in the Fifth Form at Greyfrars
could have handled Jervis twice over.
Jervis was not keen on it.

“Oh! You're mot?” snorted Coker,

“Not at all, sir!” said Jervis, very
respectfully. He did not “sce ¥ having
his features altered in shape, on account
of the festive Pon. ‘

“All rlght; then |” said Coker. *“Get
off the car ' - :

“I'll stay, if you don't mind, sir.”

“I'm not having you cut off,” eaid
Coker. *Get down!”

‘“You see, sir—"

“Y said get down!” remarked Coker.
“] don't care twopence whether you
EEEE off, or whether I bung you off.
Take vour choice.” -
Jervis decided to step offi—and didl
Then Coker ntEEp-ad out.

He surveyed the three Higheliflians

grimly. They had been about to get
up! On second thoughts, they re-
mained where they were. Coker at

close quarters was terrifying,

“Well, I've got you!” said Coker.
“You cracked me over the nut with a
stick, young Ponsonby! Some of you
bunged things at mel I'm going to
kick you! Hard! Get up.”

“You bullyin' rotter!” panted Pon-
sonby.

“J—I say, it was only a-a-a joke!"
groaned Gadsby. .

“Look here, chuck it,” maid Monson.
“We've had enough, sce?”

“You may think so!” assented Coker.
“But I don't agree ! My hat's wrecked,
and I've a bump on my head!

Stand up !’
to be kicked—

they were goin
by the largest fect at Greyiriars School

—when they stood up Pon & Co.
naturally preferred to sit!
“Jerviz I vwelled Pon, desperately.

"Collar him! We'll help 1™
Coker looked round at the chauffeur.
“"Get on with the collaring,” he
remarked. *I'd just as soon knock the

stuffing out of vou as not.”
= [1] Eﬂ

“Not at all, sir!” said Jervis,
business of mine."

“You rotter, Jervis,” yelled Pon, “If
TeeE MAGKET LiBRARY.—No0, 1,336,

enou

you don't back up, I'll ask my Ifather
to sack you.”

Jervis gave Coker a look-over. But
evidently he decided that it was not
good enough, for he shook hiz head.

“ Borry, sir, but I'm engaged to drive
the car,” he said. “ After all, you struck
the young gentleman first, sir "

“No bizney of yours, you rotter!
Tackle him." L

“1 don't think that comes within my
duties, sir !” answered Jervis, smoothly.

“Go and get help, thenl|” howied
FPonsonby.

_ “8tir. & stump, my man, and Tl
jolly soon make you wish you hadn't,”
said Coker., “Don’t a’penk to the man
again, Ponsonby! I'm giving orders
here! Are you getting up!”

“You bullyin’ Greyiriars
groaned Pon. '

Coker stepped to him and grasped
him by the back of his collar. Pon
came to his feet then, with a swing of
Coker's hefty arm. :

Holding Pon by the collar, as if he
did not want to part with him, Coker

rotter ™

then turned his attention to Gadsby

and Monson.

They squirmed swiftly out of the ‘F‘f'
But they did not equirm quite swiftly
h. TCoker’s heavy foot landed on
Gaddy, and then on Monson—and then

they were running,

Thev mt:ddnﬁmk along the road,
and did not stop till they were fifty
rards distant. hen, panting, they
alted and stared hauf: ready to run
again if Coker pursued. '

But Coker did not take any further
heed of Gadsby and Monson. A kick
apiece for them scemed to lwﬁf% Coker.

He picked up the cane that Pon had
dropped in the car, and holding Pon'a
collar with his left hand, whacked with
his right. Half a dozen swipes rang
like pistol-sliots on Pon's elegant
trousers. And Pon's frantic yells rang
far and wide.

“That will do, I think,” said Coker
cheerfully. “ Get into the car.”

He tosted Pon into the car.

He followed him in, sat down, and
f]nrked Ponsonby into the stat beside

im.. Then he called to the astounded
JerEi:. st

ik Et H‘ﬂtt’tg r

“But——" gasped
b iting)

‘1 gaid get going!”

“But Master Ponsonby——" )

“We're going motoring together this
afternoon,” said Coker, with grim
humour, *“I'm borrowing the car!”

“0Oh, my eye !"’ said Jervis blankly.

“Don't start the car, Jervis!”
nhriuh:zd Ponsonby. *Run for a police-

“You didn't want & peliceman on
the scene when you were cracking my
nut with that stick!” grinned Coker.
“You won't get one ‘now, my boy. I
was badly in want of a lift when you
came along. You're going to give me
the lift I want. 8till, 1t’s yoir car, and
'ou con give orders to the shover. Tell
Lim to drive.”

“I won't!” yelled Ponsonby.

“I think you will,”” smiled Coker.
“You sce, if you jib at my orders, I'm
going to pull your ears—like that—"

*“YWhoooop !’

“ And like that—""

“Yaroooh !"

“And I fancy you'll got tired before
I do. Are you telling that shover of
yours to drive, or not?!”

Ponsonby gasped with pain and rage.
He felt rather like the man in the story
who went out to shoot a rabbit and
woke up a tiger. He was utterly help-
less in Coker’s hands; and even if
Jorvis had put up a fight, Coker would
have knocked the chouffeur out quite

the amazed
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easily, Pon had started this little game,
and Coker was going on with it—and
Pon repented, from the bottom of his
heart, that he had started it!

He could hardly believe that Coker
really intended to take possession of
his ear, snd him, and the chauffeur,
for the afternoon! But Horace was In
deadly earnest. As he had said, he
wanted a lift—and Pon had barged in
just in time to give him the Iift he
wanted |

“ Get going, Jervis!"" spluttered Pon-
gonby, quite unable to stund the hefty
pulling of iz ears “G-g-g-et

g-%:gmng " :
oTée WwWas & nup;;lmaaed grin on
Jervis' smooth, clcan-shaven face as he
took his seat at the wheel. Perhaps he
was inwardly a little entertainod by
this fall of the lofty and lordly Pon!
“Now, I've lost some fellows,” said
Coker, “You know the fellows, Pon-
sonby—those Romove kidas, of Grey-
friara, They've wandered off some-
where, losing their way, like silly little
idiots. I shall never find them on
foot, that's pretty clear. You're going
to %?’nd me the car till I find them—
800

Ponsonby could only pant with rage.

““You catch on, my man?" said Coker
to the chauffour. “Lock out for a
ang of hikers. You've scen them
efore, and you'll know them. Up one
road and down another—sll over the
shop—see?! Get mel”

"“Dhnjrea, sir | gasped Jervis. “DBut
sir—

‘; I've no use for buts '’ Coker pointed
out.

“I—I have to take my orders from
Master Cecil, sir.”

“Don't you worry about Master
Cecil,”" answered Coker. " Master Cecil
is doing exactly as I tell him. Ain't

ou, Master Cecil?” He grinned at the
nfuriated Ponsonby. * 8till, as 1 said,
it's, your coar, and you can tell your
shover what to do. Tell him to start
looking for those hilkers,”

#[—]—=I—" gurgled Ponsonby.
“Oh! Ow! Leggo my ear, you
thunderi brute! D-d-do &s you're

told, Jervis! Wow!"
“Yea, sir|"” said Jervis.
And he drove on.

Gadsby and Monson, in the distance,
saw the ear start—and sa&w it vanish.
They wore left bechind. Coker was not
thinking nhout them, and Pon was only
thinking about himself and the extra-
ordinary predicament he was in. The
green Austin rushed on, leaving Gaddy
and Monson to disappear astern.

“Not a bad ecar,” remarked Coker
approvingly. *“Rather lucky you camo
along to give me a lift, Ponsonby.”

“(Oh, you rotter! I'll have you run
in for this!"” gasped Ion. .

“For lending me your car?” grinned
Coker. “My dear boy, you can refuse
to lend it to me if you like—though
I'm sorry for your ears if you dol
Keep your cyes open for those hikers,
Jervis—if that's your name. You've
got to keep on driving till you find
them, if it takes you till midnight.”

Pon sat beside Coker as the green
Austin ate up the miles, smouldering
with fury. nee or twice he thought
even of jumping from the car, but he
dared not! He even thought of tum-
ingsdesperately on Coker, but still less
did he daro to do that! He thought
of shouting for help to people on the
road, but Coker's cxpression was so
very grim nnd unpleasant that he did
not venture to do so. Once, when a
constable was passed on the road, he
very nearly made the venture, but a
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Gasping for hreath, Coker charged on with outsireiched hands to cluich hold of the slow-moving car.
almost touched, when Ponsonby leaned over sndde:;tlim ﬁltm with lttm;eane. The cane cracked down. on Coker’s hat
© with a mighty swipe'

grip on his arm warned him that he
had better not, Pon was for i, and
he had fo make up his mind to it.

It was a horrid afternoon for Cecil
Pongonby. He enjoyed Horace Coker's
company even less than the Greyiriars
hikers had enjoyed it. IHe longed far
that motor drive to come to an end.

But it was a long, long time before
it came to an end. Tha September
afternoon faded into evening, and the
green Austin waa still scouring roads
and country lanes in search of the Gray-
friars hikers, Harry Wharton & Co.
had covered about five miles since
parting with Coker, but Coker covered,
probably, more than b hundred in
search of them., Certainiy he could
not have done that on foot.

Up and down and rourd sbout went
the green Austin. The sunset was
gone, and stars were coming out in the
sy, when Jervis slowed down and
pointed to a tent, standing on a stretch
of green common near & village.

“Ta that it, sir?" asked Jervis.

Cokér looked.

“That's the party!? he
Y Halt 12

The green Austin stopped ab last

Coker stepped out

“Thanks for lending me the car,
Ponsonby,” he eaid, with grim
humour,  “Next time you come across
me you mayn’t be so handy with' your
stick ‘and & fellow’s hat—what? Here,
take thid, my man!” Coker tipped the
chauffeur a pound note. “You can oclear
off, Ponsonby—I'm done with you!”

Coker walked aoross the common
towards the tent, and Ponsonby lost no
tithe inf clearing off.' And hia feelinga
towards Horace Coker as he cleared
could not have been expressed in any
known langusge.

agreed.

]

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker in Commangd !

er SAY, you fellows—"
E “(iet out the plates, Bunter!”
“] don't see why ¥ should do
all the work! Besides, I' don’t
know where the plates are. I didn't
see them packed in that bag. I say—"

“¥iok him {? .

“Beast! I sa%. I'm frightfully
hungry,’” said illy Bunter.
“Famished! I hope you fellows got
enough grub in, Lucky we haven’t got
Coker here to wolf it. How that fellow
eats!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Blessed if. 1 see anything to cackle
at! If there’s anything I loathe, it's
to see a fellow stufling, and stuffing !?
said Bunter. .

f*Ha, ha, ha !* yelled the hikers,

“Oh, shut up and let's have some

rub! You mught get out the plates,

ugent, as you know where they are
and I don’t. You're standing just
beside the bag where Bob packed them.
I say—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry suddenly as he sighted a burly
figure approaching across the common.

" Who—what—"

* Coker 1"

“QOh, my hat!”?

The Greyfriars hikers stared ab
Coker. SBupper was ready, and the
hikers had _Ec:ﬂ_n about to sit down to it
in the soft starlight. They had heard
a car on the road at a little distance,
without hegeding it. lenty of cara
passed and repassed. Coker came a3
a complete surprise to them.

They blinked at him as he strods up.
“0Oh crikey! That beast Coker 2
grunted’ Billy Bunter,

His fingér-iips

“QOh, so here you are!” e¢xelaimed
Coker, as he arrived, “I've found you,
you silly young asses ! o

“Fuf-fuf-found us !* staniméréd *Bob.

“How on earth you lost yoursclres. I
can't imagine!” said Coker. “You're
blithering litdde idiots, I ‘mow; but
there’s & limit, Never heard of such
absolute idiots ™

The hikers looked at Cokes, ?ad
looked at one another. 'They = had
never even dreamed ‘that Coker would
find them. But he had; for there he was!

“Oh dear |” murmured Bob Cherry.

“How—how—how did_you find us,
Coker 7" gasped Harry Wharton.

“Hunting for you,” eaid Coker. “I
might never have dono if, though, if
I Ladn't borrowed a car. That High-
cliffe cad Ponsoaby cheeked mhe on the
road, so I made him lend me his car
for the afternoon.”

“0h, great pip!”

“But for that you'd have staved
lost,” gaid Coker. *“Billy little idiots!
I was a bit of an_ass to promise to
hike with you; but I eaid I would, and
I will. But mark this—den't get lost
again, or I'll leave you lost! I'm not
going to spend another afterncon hunt-
ing: for you, if you haven't eense enough
to follow your leader. I mean that,
mind I*

“Oh!" gasped the hikers.

“Look here—" began Johliny Buil.

“All  serene!” interrupted Bob
Cherry. “Just in time for suppcr,
Coleer, Get out those plates, Bunter,”

“I'm sttting down."”

“Get up, then; you fat imago!”

“You know I'm fired!” said Burter
indignantly.

“This won't do,” said Coker. “XNo
glacking here! Diuwer, get' upi”
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Having found the hiking party,
authority on the spot.
¥ Now, then, get & move onl”

“Shar’t ! hooted Bunter. . emough slsckin
S ven j:il:: :‘I’ grinned Coker. "We'll ““ywity a fai gl
other young swee
I don't uup

had resumed

“YWon't

you for sl

“0h, my hﬂ{"
“And I'll see that Bunter doesn't
slack. Now, then, up with you "

Coker took Bunter by his [at neck
and heaved. Bunter lprlwled and

liu ‘r;u 're not slackeres.
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I'll say this for you

all have to whop
chips.

Coker and blood could

Coker ceven for a
Anvhow, there was no resgson why

Buutar should slack. Bunter had dnna
on that hike.

ca crimson with fury,
Bunter sorted out the plates.
Cherry served out the supper.
a savoury supper of

ut up with Horace
ew hours.

It was
sausages and

“Where's the salt?” assked Nugent.

“ No,
“Get it out,

roared. A jab from Coker's foot hastily.

helped him up.

“Beast !” roared Bunter.
You're not wanted
well tell you!l b
mess! 1 ssy, you fellows—— Yarooh!* & Dump.

Emm:k

“ Whoooop "
“Get out those platea!” gaid Coker. .

“You won't!"”

" (et out! down!

here—I can jolly B8V Frank N

Mind your own busi- %88

“Didn't you get it out, Bunter 1"
dido’s,” grunted Bunter,
unter | said Coker.
“All screne; I'll get it[” said Frank

said Coker,
Get the salt, Bunter!” He
jugent & push, and Frank
down 8 ain, rather hurriedly, with
ow, then, Bunter——*

#8it

“1 say, you fellows—" squeaked

Bl.ll!lﬂr.

Billy Bunter blinked at Coker, with lrgu&d with 1

an infuriated blink
acles.
Buntar

his lpect
tnn—-!nr

The other hikers had

work sometimes—not i
it was no easy task. But kick him out! C;o

' that almost cracked

“ Look here,

the lot of them together were not so0 YWharton tantwﬂ

ad ss Coker,
igh-handed Horace,
mn-uuh:ht unto sunlight, s water unto

Hur,r Wharton & Co.
rather worried.
s shindy with the

Compared with the

L1 L
they were as Don & javw;

“Hold

-] Dnnt jaw!” said Coker.
you're toldl I'm not here to

You l:hEEk]l' beast !
BAY, You fulluwu. ra

e JﬂEt

Yaroch! I
that beast, and
Bunter,

ker——" begon Harry

hlrtnn b
“Look heré—" roared Johnny Bull,
your tongue

Bull! Now,

then, Bunter, if you don't want your

They did not want thn.t salt "
ellow who had Bill

rescued Beb frem Fon & Co. They did quickly.

not want Coker runni
Bo they ncrﬂ |n rl.thar l
It eeemed ﬁ idea

decide the matter p-enm':nh by puttmg talk,

either.
dilemma,

the show,

ﬂﬂnﬂﬂl'llﬂ

looked on, head smacked again, hurry up with
Bunter found tho salt quite

Bupper was disposed of—rather in
silence, m far as the
Even Bil
for nnnﬂ tlmu

[)umnr hikers were

E Hunt-ar dui not
lared con-

up with Coker for one night, and then tmunllr at Coker wlth den ly, almost

ﬁtmg “lost ¥ again on the morrow.
question was whoether human Hesh

demon

go glares. Coker, however, did
talking enough for the Jot.
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Coker was in a cheery good humour.
Quite unaware of the reason why the
schoolboy hikers were giving him his
head, Coker had an impression that
they were gratified and honoured by
F1 th Forin man joining the party.

So long as they did what they were
told, and shut up, it seemed to Coker
that this hike might be quite a lucceas,
though, of course, he could not for
that it was a little undignified to
hiking with Lower Fourth fags. Coker
talked a good deal, laying plans for
the murraw mapping uul: & route. It
was mot the route the juniors had

lanned; but that did not matter.
ker was in command now, and his
word was law,

“ Now, then,” said Coker, getting u
at last, “wash uﬁ before going to bed.
Nover put off till to-morrow what you
can do to-day., Bunter take that
bucket and I.'etch water from the pond.”

"I say, you fellows—"

“I don't want to hava to tell you
twica [” said Coker.

Bunter fetched the water.

“Now wash up,” said Coker. "Don’t
you kids help—it's Buntﬂra job. I'm
going to stop his slacking
B;'hﬂh we'll all lﬂl'-'l-d % hand!” said

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” said
Coker. calmly. *“You'll do enr.-tl;r as
I tell you, and nothing else, go long as
I'm giving orders here.”

‘"I udy you fellowe—"

your tongue, Bunter! Get
on wilh the washing- up! 2

Billy Bunter cast an appealing blink
at tha other hikers. Lu Mauleverer
grinned. The other fellows exchanged

glances, and were silent, Somchow,
anyhow, they felt Lhnf. they were umg
to endure Coker till they ﬂ'-l]-l.il].

him again. If it could pnmhly hﬂ

done, they were going to do it,

Buntef washed up.

He did it in his usual way. Coker
surveyed the result, and shook his head.
Coker was not satisfied.

“(Call that washing up, Bunter? ™ he
gaid. “Dirty little beast! The things

have got to bs washed. Wash ‘emn all
over agamn|”
“I eny, you fellows—" moaned

Bunter.

“1 said, wash 'em over again! ™ said
Coker ominously.

Bunter, with feelings too deep for
words, washed the things over again.
This time he washed them clean.

“That's better,” said Coker approv-
'g . “Now pack them all away
tidily. There's guini to be no slovenl-
ness in this camp.”

Bunter packed them all away tidily.

After thnt, the hikers turned in. There
was no room for Coker in the tent,
which was [airly well pln].m:l at the
best of times. ker took his ground-
sheet and blankets outside. It was a
fine, mild night, and Coker was, at
least, hardy. The lantern was put out,
and- the hikers settled down to repose.
There was a murmur of voicea in the
tent; the hikers, as well as Coker, had

lt:u to lay for the morrow.

“Quiet, therel” called out Coker.
“Don't jaw! Go to sleep "

There was silence in the tent,

Horace Coker slept like a top. He
did not open his eyeca tiil the sunshine
was streaming down again on the
common. Hes was up with the sun—
with sll his little faults and weaknesses,
Coker was an energetic fellow, and no

slacker. He bawled into the tent:
“Now, then, turn outl Up with
you | ¥

Snore from Bunter,
(Continued on page 28.)



OUR POPULAR, FULL-OF-THRILLS SPORTING STORY,

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.

LEN ALLISON,.the young haes of a motor
works, is set on stealing the plama of a
supercharger, which iz the Invention of his
oripplad uncie,

SIMOMN ALLISON. But Simon's son, Bill,

and

MIKE DOYLE, a mechanio, time and again
outwit the atiempts of a thug named

YALETTI, who is in Len's pay, to steal
the pians..
BILL plays for Avonshire a cricket

§ to keep the Tamily finances

togather. Meantime, Mike.Doyle * borrows "
Valetti's car for demonstration purposes.
0ld Simon’s Invention proves highly success-
ful, Own returning home, however, Bill and
Miks discover that Valefti has. stolen the
plans, They get on the trail of the crook,
learning from Len Allison that he is making
for Portsea in a car.

(Now read on.)

The < Cannonball ** Drives !
MEANWHILE, at the bottom of

the shaft, Caunonball Mike
Doyle was tearing his hair
over the delay.
“What th’ plafue kept
thiully,

e?” he de-
manded wra 8 ilf7 landed

ALLISON- OF;

-

SN

manner—a fierce teb

intensity that
Bill's every fibre tingling with sudden

excitement. After four lomg years
Cannonball Mike Dayle was on the jo
again, fit and ready for the greatest
race of his career.

Starting up, the Irishman backed out
of the trees, swung the car and shot her
along the lane eo slickly that Bill's
new-found exhilaration increased by
leaps and bounds. Mentally he ran
over the country roads ahead, and
spoke his thoughts aloud.

“Over the bridge, and Grst left. Tako
the road through Little Bramley.
There's a filling-station on. #he right
past the village.”

“Good boy !
provingly.

With a hundred-mile road-race in
prospect, juice and plenty of it was
the first need. Ten seconds later, he
whirled aocross the bridge, and in
another two minutes pulled up at Little
Bramley,

“Been an Allison roadster come past
lately 7” Bill inquired of the petrol-
pump attendant while they waited—and

led his delight with difficult

Mike grunted ap-

side him. “All nﬁht, I can guess|
You've told that yellow pipsqueak to
bolt, haven't you?”

“Yes, It was the onl
stirring up & lot of mu
was rockilike.  “Len’s done—finished
with, ~ Bo's the Allison family feud!
But we're still geing to square up with
Valetti, if it's the last thing we do.
That hound’ll be only too glad to crawl
sboard any ship that's leaving England
after we've done with him |

“Crawl? He ain't goin’ to crawl—
he'll have to be carried aboard!"”
blazed Mike. “Len’s your affair, But
I've got mf own debt to settle with
Corsica Phil 1*

With Bill st his heols, the, resolute
Irishman darted through the tunne! to
the manhole. Up and out into the
fresh air, through the gnrden and over
the wall they hurried, and a final
sprint brought them to their own car.

ut, as Bill yanked open the door,
Mike thryst pagt him,

“Tll drive now |

he once-famous driver spoke quieﬁly
enough, yet there was something in his

way to save
M Bill's jaw

when the man, who knew him well,
answered promptly.

“Ay! Feller came past in one just
now—matter o' twenty minutes ago,
maybe.”

“Travelling fasti™

“N?' nothin’ wonderful, Mr. Alli-
son. Fairish lick, fe might say |
That Equlgd Bill. He had pictured
Valetti blinding through the night, all
out. But, when he said as much to
Mike, that ecol, shrewd warrior only
shrugged,

“Phil's got no reason to burn the
road up—yet! He reckons he's safe.
He knows Len daren’t set the police on
him—and he doesn’t know yet that
wo're hard on his trail. Also—"'
Mike’s underlip jutted out, “he doesn't
know that the 'Allison snpemharger"s
in working order already !

“He will, though!” declared Bill,
and then wgs jerked back against his
seat as the tourer, with heritank full
and four two-plznl!on tina piled in the
tonneau, hurtled away from Little
Braml:g‘

As she topped the first hill, Mike

turned suddenly, his eyes. twinkling in
a Jdry, peculiar smile.

“Yo're fond o' speed, aren’t you?” he
drawled. "“O.K. thei—hold your hat
on! Bay, we're ﬁuln’ fapt 1
And that was the last remark uttered
for npearly forty miles—forty of the
most  hair-raising, thrill-packed miles
Bill had ever knownl

Under Mike's magio hands the Ionﬁ.
low car fled, roaring through the dark-
ness; across and through the hills, over
the desolate downs beyond Daleham,
climbing, dipping, racing all the while,
‘The clamour of the supercharged en-
Fina dulled Bill’s eara; made the night
hideous with screaming echoes. Wind
lashed his face, brought tetrs to his
squinting, straining eyes,

“A speed-maniac ” people had called
him, many a time and oft, but he got
wll the speed he wanted then with
Camnonball Mike Doyle at the helm.
At that dazzling pace an ordinary
driver would have ripped the stuffing
out of the roadster in the first twenty
miles, or piled her up in a Hedge, But
Mike was no ordinary driver,

It was, indeed, the first time Bill had
ever seen o great ‘‘speed ace " in action
—and the experience left him breath-
less with admiration and wonder.

Never in his life had he witnessed
such marvellous cornering, such smooth
gear-cha.nﬁjing, such superb all-round
control. The tourer seemed to fly on
and on like some strong-winged bird—
a ripping, roaring projectile, shooting
up hill and down, flinging the miles
behind its hissing wheels.

Yot Mike was no “demon driver.”
There was no crouching low over the
wheel, with shoulders hunched and
elbows squared, about him. Impassive
as a Bphinx, he lolled back easily in
his seat as though it was an armchair;
his jaws moving steadily, hands rilp-
ping the wheel lightly, but firmly, ia {-
closed eyes fixed straight ahead. So
cool was he, and so quiet, that every
time Bill gianced at the speedometer
he got a fresh shock.

Sixty-five—seventy—seventy-two—

"On country roads at night—my
hat!”  muttered he  wweatricken
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William, as the needle crawled up,
wavering between seveniy-five and

eighty.

{thr-rrmmm[ The roadster cata-
pulted under a railway bridge, leaving.
thunderous echoes in her wake. Over
unother steep rise—down, Tortured
tyres screeched as Mike took the next
corner on two wheels, with Klaxen
blaring. Then they were smnl'mﬁ
through a long flat valley, with black
hills to the right, and fleeting glimpses
of a river to the left.

Wharr-rr-m ! Another car leapt into
view. DBill glanced at it, eaw that it
was o small saloon, and forgot it. They
passed it in 8 flash, skimmed across an
old stone bridge, and pelted through a
sleeping village.

n and on. The hedgerows were
mere black blurs, trees swished down
on them wsnd whipped behind, eign-
posts pointed, flickered and then van-
1shed. On—on, past more houses, a fow
more cars, but still no sight of the car
—Valetti’s ear. Fifty miles from Avon-
port, Bill stirred and relaxed his taut
muscles,

“Think we'll catch him " e eried,
with a note of :g eal in his voice,

“Yes!” was nrthnt Mike said, as
the tourer raced onwards,

They crught up with Corsica Thil

Valetti five minutes later !
P like. DBut they caught him, and

on & long straight stretch of
road into the bargain.

Until then, Corsica Phil, in his own
plirase, had been “sitting pretty.”

All the way from Avonport he had
maintained a steady fifty, breezing
slong at what, to him, was & nice, com-
fortable pace. He had no need to
hurry. Plenty of time. The ease with
which he bad out loose from Len, and
made his treacherous flit, filled him
mltfh a boundless admiration for him-
self.

1t had been all so simple,

Len, that poor, credulous roung fool,
could not—dared mot—try to stop him,
he knew. And though Mike Doyle and
“that cub” Bill Allison had fput more
than one spoke in his wheel of late, the
last and best laugh of all had come his
. way. He had finished with them all

now; fnished with Avonport and
England, too, for good.

rue, he had delayed rather longer
than anticipated in Len's house after
the succeasful theft of the Allison plans,
but that had been unavoidable. aw,
however, Portsea lay ahead. Ie even
knew a “snide” garage there, not far
from the docks, where he could dispose
of Len's fine roadster quickly and quietly
befora crossing to Ireland soon after
dawn.

After that—America, the land of the
free, where money is iii.il].g' and the law

— ey

Valettl Crashes Through !

ERHAPS it was just luck, per-
haps it was Fite, whichever yvou

something to snigger about! One of
the thinlql that seriously annoyed
Corsica Phil about Britain was tho

ridicnlous fact that judges and juries
couldn't be squared or scared.

In Detroit or Cleveland, U.8.A., he
could lay hands on hall a dozen
“colients* who would bid feverishly
against each other for the plans of the
‘Allison supercharger, now snug in his
pOESEsS100.

Therefore, Corsica Phil amiled like the
praoverbial f]hﬂhire cat as he hummed
along in his stolen roadster. He wasa

stilk smiling when suddenly tho rear of
s supercharged engine beat riotously on
his ears, and caused him to fling a
hasty glonce to the rear.

For the first time a slight frown
puckered hizs beetling brows.

Traffic, up till now, had been scarce,
for the hour was late. A few homing
cvelists, a farmi-wagon or so, and a
sprinkling of motors, that was all. But
now another car was coming up like the
wind—travelling at a speed far greater
than his own; and the long, brilliant
beam flung out by its headlights
whitenod the hedges and road as it
swam steadily upon him.

Expertly he judged the other's pace—
and whistled thoughtfully.  Then his
frown deepened a little, as, of a sudden,
strange misgivings stirred in his breast.

Somehow—for some occult reason—he
didn’t quite like the look of this fyer
m*er}imuﬁng him =&t such breakneck
speed.

It was absurd, of course. Nerves, per-
haps| No one was chasing him—no one
could be. And vet—and yet——

The farther he went, and the closer
the other car came, the less he liked it.

All his life Valetti had lived by his
wits and “hunches,” and now something
—a small, insistent voice in his brain—
began to whisper warnings. The new-
comer's speed, the reckless manner in
which he was burning up the road,
worried him. During the next mile, the
pursuing searchlight crept closer still,
then suddenly caught him full in its
glare and flung his distorted shadow on
to the windscreen. And aslways that
girident bellow of the supercharged
engine grew louder. .

E %rer to rising uneasiness, Valetti
thought fast.

Should he pull in and wave this erazy
fool on? Or should he pccclerate and
sce what happened? After a moment’s
hesitation he chose the latter course, and
eursed huskily at the result! )

Spurt for spurt the other driver
answerad, and, still that infernal head-
light bathed him in its clear, merciless
radiance. Valetti’s smouldering doubts
flamed up into hot fear then.

Somewhere or other » cog had
slipped in his carefully-made plans, and
the game was up. He was being pursued
—hunted by a car yards faster than his
awn !

But who was behind the hunter's
wheel! Not Len Allison—he wonld
stake his life on that! Nor the police,
for they would not chhse him, they
would telephone shead and have him
stopped. No, there was only one answer
to the question—and Phil Valetti’s blood
ran cold as he guessed it.

Cannonball Mike Doyle; his old and
bitter foe on the race-tracks of America!

He was the only man Valetti knew
who would, or could, slam & private car
through the night at such o killing bat,
“The Cannonball” was racing again,
after four idle years, And—

“With the new Allison supcruhqrger L3
roaned the dismayed, bewildered
ugitive, listening to that menacing roar

at his back.

Corsica Phil Valetti's face, almost
touching the steering-wheel, was as the
face of o snarling fiend,

Putting forth all his skill and daring,
he streaked away in a desperate effort to
escape. Portsea was forgotten—his
arrangements there would have to be
postponed until be was clear of the
relentless pursuer. Keep moving, twist-
ing and doubling’ in his tracks—that was

THE MAGNET

his only game now! Valetti stepped om
the gas.

Deeper and deeper he plungetl into the
network of guiet lanes, ecaring nothing
for direction, At every corner he risked
his neck, and once, cut straight across a
triangle of grass at some crossroads,

missing the mﬁq:}mb by a hairsbreadth.

But always Mike trailed him like a
weasel al?;r.-r a rabbit, creeping up,
creeping up, wntil—

A sudden hoarse well tore at Valetti's
throat.

Right before him at last glimmered
the white gates of a level-crossing—
nnd those gates were closed. There waas
a train coming: he could sea it gliding
on like some monstrous he gerpent
athwart his course. His yell RING &
sob, and for a moment he hesitated.
But then, in the next, he saw his slender
chance—and took it!

Crowding the roadster to the utmost of
its power, he simed dead for the cenire
of the Iah-hagd gote. He gripped the
wheel convnlsively; ducked at the last
split-second, and—

Crash-sh !

Valetti burst through!

Stout timbers snapped under the
smashing impact, the windscreen cracked
into an myriad whorls and stars. A
heavy blow punched the zoadster
squarely on the nose, the noise of the
train added itself to the din, and then—
crash ! again. Valetti shattered the
second gate wide open, whooping like a
maniao.

“Now follow me, curse you!” he
howled, and flashed a triumphant glance
backwards.

He was just in time to see the Cannon-
ba'l hurtling straight for the ragged
gaps he himself had made!

pes

Yet it wans Bill—young Allison, of
Avonshire—who was the real hero of
the death-defying feat that followed.

With the traip almost at the a_'.:mss}nﬁ
and the thought of Bill in his mi
Mike had faltered; grabbed at the
brake.lever. Speeding was one thing,
nipping in front of a train something
elsa entirely. Bill, however, thought
otherwise.

Delirious with excitement, the reck-

less youngster half-rose, shouting at the
full pitch of his luﬁgl.
“Go on, Mike, slam her through—
slam her through! Hang the train—
vou can do it! Don’t let Valett: escape
—chance it, man, chance it—"

Mike chanced it!

Wharrrr-mmm ] The tourer sesmed
to leap forward suddenly like a si:un,'m:l
racehorse, while broken gates rushed to
meet her. Bill saw & man leaning out
of the signal-box, shouting something,
waying his arms; saw a huge blas
and fiery mass rear high above his head
and heard the piercing squeal of locked
wheels dragging on steel metals. For
one hideous second, death hissed at his
elbow, and the whole world rocked.
And then:

“Wirrrooooo !"' i

Above -the uproar sounded a wild
Irish yell. The demented signalman,
the train, the wrecked gates, all
vanished as by mn%u‘: and forty yards
nhead, the tail o Valetti’s roadster
was whisking round a bend. They were
through—clear !

Bill, limp as an empty sack, glanced
foggily at Mike, who sat grim and im-
placable, but with beads of sweat
glistening on his seamed brow.

The Irishman's tight lips were
moving.

“ Bill, you're 8 knockout! I'd mever
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have done that but for you! We've got
th' spalpeen now, though, Phil's gettin’
ready to quit

And the shrewd, experienced *Can-
nonball,” who knew his former rival of
old, was correct.

Corsica Phil was-all in. The savage,
ruthless determination of the hunters
bad broken his nerve at last. More-
over, the roadster had suffered badly
In its encounter with the gates. Its
steering was ‘faulty, its engine over-
heated, and the cracked windscreen
more of a dmger than a help in narrow

Mike Doyle was sitting right on his
tail now, playing the old racing ame
of forcing an opponent beyond the limit
of his power apd aﬁeed till either he
or his engine conked out. Valetti
could spurt nmo more.

.The Allison supercharger had beaten
him—that was what it meant! And,
as the bitter realisation forced itself
upon his tired brain, he staked all on
one last card, and played it.

Suddenly, without warning, the Corei-
can slackened a little and pulled out—
swerving wickedly right across the lane,

z

Rrr-rrrrppl
,Even as Mike aliered course like
!:ghtnu_:é._r Valaiti’s zoadstar took charge
and skidded fullitilt off the road. Acroes
a ditch and through the hedge it
ploughed, amid the clash of broken
g}ass, the clang of metal. Itz mnose
dipped, the back wheels rose sicken-
ingly, and for a moment the tail bulked,

against the blackness of the

motionless,
skv.

Then, with a final terrific crash, the
car turned turtle. The race was over—
for good!

. (Make sure you read the concluding
instalment of thiz  powerful serial,
Order next week’s MaGxer earlyl)

lanes. The end was in sight. But, alas, his judgment failed at the
‘Worn-out, exhausted by his own rage pinch, _l-fe swerved too soon and—too
#nd terror, the fugitive crook panted. much |
. e ——— ~— S ri
COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS! {
Ahomghlbimﬁnmm,m,udupm-lheb
the folleswwing address : The Editor, The * Mogmet '* Library,
The Ama Press, Eid., The Fleetsooy House, Far
Siveet, London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure o reply.
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first query for me to deal with
this week comes from & reader
who signs himeself ** Air-minded,”
of Rochester. He wants to know
what is

THE LONGEST AIR TRIP

now examined, and thé conjurer changes
them sag.]nm for the two genuine.ringa and
8 special trick ring which has g split in it.
By means of the split rifdg, the two
uine ones can ba joined in a series of
rings. jain there is & substi

1 itution,
Bnd thres rings which have been linked
+ +h > £ +- a m Jh

that can be made by an ordinary y ger?
1 take it that he means & non-stop flight,
and, if this is so, then the voyages which
are frequently made by the famous airship,
i Graf Zeppelin,” are the longest. T

" Graf Zeppelin ” starts her voyages at
I"redi-eha.hnig;. on Laks (leneva, and
does not stop until she reaches Pernam.
buco, in Brazil, After s call here, she
goes on to Rio-de Janeiro, completing the
journey in three days, Considering that
i is about 18 days ‘Béa fourney from
Bouthampton- to P mbtco, you ean
imaging what a saving of time this ia.
The airship, however, ddsd not make the

journey ly.
South ica i fairly well supplied
with air lines, and lanes can be

picked up at Rio, which will take the
traveller down as far as Buenos Aires, and
then across the Andes to Valparaiso. This
oity is connected by plane (with frequent
gtops and changes, of course) with Chicago
;:d dl’ﬂoew Hﬁn and this appears to mm
| ut gest passenger trip whi
can be taken.

Another long journey which can be
made by is that from England to
Vladivostok, which, of course, necessitates
ehnﬁo of planes. It is now possible to
travel ‘by ar air lines over all the
continents o bhaomemh. butftbe “ Greaf
Zeppelin ' is the only means of passenger-
corrying air transport over the great
eceans,

I have handed on the next *poser
to “Mr. X.” for an answer. George
Bradshaw, of Leicester, wants to know the
explanation of

THE CHINESE RINGS TRICK.

. In this trick, the conjurer takes a
number of steel rings, and joins them
together in & mysterious manner. The
rings npmrtobaperfeét. and are allowed
to be dled and examined by the
sudience. This trick, however, depénds
on the manner in which the conjurer
allows the rings to be examined, and also
on his quicknees in substitutin

ringa for those which the audience have

im‘rfected.

o begin with, he takes two perfect)
uine rin These are examined, an

ound fsujtlge&w. But, by sleight of hand,

they are ch

already lin

together, These two are

for two ringa which are.

g in own to the
sudience for examination, By manipu.
lating the split ring, the conjurer ean
f:]mi a.hmohun' of six links. while h:suhnngs

low him to make it appesr that all’eight
rings are linked toget;gr.

The complete set of rings can be pur-
chased at any conjuring store, together
with & full list of the varions combinations

ich can be built up by means of the
The ses conmita of eightrings,
in the ~following combinations: Two
geouine rings, two linked: ringe, three
Linked rings, and ome split ring. A

S 5 2 as i

i P i
necessary before the trick can be earried
outb withott fear of detectivm.

With regard to the second trick: which
this reader mentions, he does not give
sufficient, detail ning 'the
in which the trick was presented. It
could have been worked in & number of
ways. Amateur eonjurers re-
member that the t eecret in oconjuri
ig the menner in whi hntﬁckiapme‘::::hg.
One conjurer can make an abaclutel
simple trick look most mysterious, while

eplit ring.

another sim; “ gives the away,”
even tho he msy have the best
ap] tus that money ean buy.

Manchester reader, who signs himself
“ Magnetite " (what a number of you
fellowa use thiz nom-de-plume!) wants

me to publish
APHOTOGRAPH OF FRANK RICHARDS.

If he only knew how modest Frank ia!
Ho was almost horrified at the suggestion
of allowing his noble featurea to be
translated into eold print ! And reminded
me that I had * pinched " a photograph
of him some years » and -published it
in our special 1, number! I dare
eay that, as * Magnetite "’ says, & large
number of my readers would ij at
the chance of seeing the portrait of the
author of our splendid stories. Well,
I ghall have to see whether I can dig up
that old photograph.

Now for a fow

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Why Cannot Anyone Build on the Batile-
field of Waterloo ¢ ('* Curious,” of Brad-
ford).- . Because the site of thy battle in
presorved as & memorial, It is not the

only place in Belgium and France where
bu.igders are not allowed. A number of
sites of famous battles in the Great Wae
are similarly preserved—notably Vimy
Ridge.

The Largest Library Im the World.
(" Bookworm,” of Glasgow) : i
claims to poseess the largest collection of
books in ita public library. London, New
York, and Chicago run it pretty close.

Can Mice Sing ? (J. B., of Beccles): Cere
tain types of mice have been heard to
make noises that sound like ginging. A
variety of Egyptian mice can aleo © walis *
round and round !

What Is Shale-0il ? {Fred H., of Chorl.
ton): A peculiar rock which is found in
Scotland, and mined like coal, is sub-
mitted to a variety of : which
fraﬁaeé:il from it OiLI , a8 the rosk is
called, produces petrol, paraffin oil, s
and cry};mla of mpe aniurg sulphate. e
Can a2 Hen Live with ity Head Cut ON ?
(“ Beeptic,” of Sunderland): Cases are
onrecnrdoft.hinhagg; ing,-and the hen
has subsequently n ied by tubes
inserted in the neck. One is said to have
lived without its head for over a year. I
should mention, hawever, that nearly
all the stories of ‘ headless hens' come
from the United States!

—

Space is ;'Im.ning short, chums, and I
must not forget to jog your memory
rerarding those two ma; :mi books,
“The Holiday Annual,” and * The Popular
Book of Boys’ Stories,” which are now on
sale. Don't forget that ihe former has
beenieduogdinpﬁeetoﬂv:eshi!ﬁngn,whﬂe
the latter is only two shillings and sixpence.
Those of you who have birthdays approach.
ing, will doubtless remember to a
few discreet hinta whenever any beneve-
lent uncles are hanging around !

Take it from me, these two books
represent the finest value obtainable in
ki mparucnln:ls y?ur book btm
give you of a book clui
will allow you to obtain them in doe
course without undoe outlay ! Ask him
the next time you call in at his shop !

My oft-repeated advice to “* order your
copy in advapce " applies especially- to
next week's issue, w is & real tip-top

number! Frank Richards can always be
depended upon to produce the finest of all
boys’ yarns, and next week’s long som-
plete tale of the Chums of Greyfriars is no
exception., It is entitled:

“* THE KIDNAPPED HIEKER 1
and if any author can pack more fun and
amusement into & story, I should like to
know who heia! It's & great yam, chums,
and it is well backed uﬁbyourotbn
splendid features. You' j

vyiriarn
Finally o will
rt.l:uulm of thewn:ir-ful new
slory which takes the place of our present

serial.
YOUR EDITOR.
TeE Maaoxer LisRany.—No. 1,3%.
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COKER, THE HIKER!

(Continued from page 24.)

to manage,

said Coker. “You fags are going to was asbout a quarter of a mile away.

do the same. Turn out.” He disappeared in the distance, and
“It's a bit early—" remarked they smiled. .

Nugent, rubbing his eyes, “Coker expects us to join up in half
“l%un't jaw., Turn out.” an  hour!" remarked Bob Cherry

The hikers turned out—with the ex- thoughtfully.

Jong in following their example. Coker

should be on the spot,

. Bearcely believing in their good luck,
the hikers watched Coker stride off
“I'm going for a dip in the pond,” across the common to the village, which

hot 1 “Think he may have to
ception of Bunter., But Bunter was not Wait a little longer than that?”

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The hikers packed swiftly. Even Billy
Bunter lent a hand with the packing,
without waiting to be kicked. 'f‘hn tent
was packed in record time; the rest of
the things got together; and Coker kad
hardly reached the village shop, and
started his shopping there, when the
hikers were ready for the march. And
they marched—in the opposite direction !

Like good hikers, they left everything
neat and tidy behind them; there was
no litter, no rubbish, left about. Hardly
a sign of them remained to greet tho

Coker knew how

——

reached into the tent, grasped & fat
ankle, and the Owl of the Remove
turned out—in a scrambling heap,
yelling.

“Buck up!* said Coker. “Get a
move on! Got your towels? Where's
your towel, Bunter? ?

“1 don’t want a towel "' yelled Bunter.

“I'm not geing anywhere near'that
beastly pond—" Bunter broke off with
a yell.  “Yaroooh! Leave off kicking
me, you beast. I'm going, ain’t I7”

And Bunter went.

Having had their dip, the hikers pre-
pared breakfast. (eker's face was quite |
sunny. IHe was finding hiking with |}
these juniors more agreeable than hiking
with Potter and Greene of the Fifth.
Over breakfast he kindly told them so ||
—no doubt thinking that it would buck
thom epnsiderably.

“And T'll tell you what,” said Coker,
bomnm%. “T was thinking of giving you
a . few days—but T'll jolly well see you
through. till of the hols. I
megn . it.”

Coker meant it. The hikers meant .
gomething quite different; but they did
not mention that to Coker.

$reakfast over, Bunter was ordered ta
wash up.. This time he raised no objec-
tiop bevond an enraged blink, He was
tired of Coker's strenuons measures with
slaekers.

“Mow,” said Coker, “get on with the

now, Bill 72 7
the end
inch."
Qeorge -
be milllogs !’

BE" kll; fe

! OH, YEAH I

George : “ What are you dolng

Bill: *-i've got a job with an -
engineeéring firm, and ws make
calgulations to thousandths of an

““How many thou-
ﬁagdths are there to an inch 7"
T Hanged if I know. ‘Must

For the above joke a useful
has been awarded to
Tabard, 34, Windermere
Avenue, Kenton, Middlesex.

eyes of Horace Coker when he came
back.

They marched at a good speed, even
Billy Bunter putting it on  Taking
great care to ayeid the route’ mapped
out by Coker overnight, the. hikers dis-
I sppeared over the horizon,

t-was more than an hour later that
Coker came back. He was loaded with
| shopping; and he hed waited long and
impatiently in the village for the juniors
to join him there. They had not joined
him; and Coker, at last, had come back
for them—prepared to_tell them what
he thought of their slowness and slack-
ing, in no measured terms.

%ut they were not there -to. be told!

Coker, in growing ‘surprise, “stared
round for them, and for the camp. 8o
neat and ‘tidy were the hikers that: it
was some time before Coker discovered
even the site of the camp! When he
discovered it, it was of little ‘nse to
him; it"was quity’ deserted, and thers
was no one in sight.

“Well, my hat!” said Coker.

Evidently the hikers bad marched.
And, in epite of the plainest instructions
from Coker, they had taken a 'wrong
direction! It was amazing—but there
was no doubt of it—for they were gone!
Like the Hunter of the Snark, who be-
held the fatal Boojum, they had sud-
denly, silently vanished away.

“Well,” said Coker, *of all the

piecking, I'H walk into the willage and

get the goub for the day. When you've
packed, follow on, and you'll find me
veaty with the stuff,
1 shall expect you in exactly half an
hour?*

Coker had it &1} mapped out. 'The
route—as mapped out by Coker—lay
through the village. Coker was going
to the village shop to get the supplies,
By the time he had got them, the hikers

“The

ha, ha

“Ha,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

thinkfulness
Don’t be late, chuckled Hurreehﬂ'ame\t Ram Bingh.
t

“Iack away | ” said Harry Wharton.
“Put it through guickly.
we're off the better.
back when we don't turn up.”

“He, he, he!" chortled Bunter.

blithering , little idiots—of ell the Eat-
headed, footling little Junatics! Gono
Lost again! Lost! Well, this time they
can jo%y well stay lost!™

‘And they did!

THE END,

(Travel with the happy Greyfriars
Hikers (through more hymorows and
thrilling adventures, Watch out- for
W HE KIDNAPPED HIKER!"—next
week's tip-top tale.)

is  terrifig! ™

‘The sooner
Coker will come
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THE “BRITANNIA” AIR PISTOL
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A Britlsh Produced weapon upholding all the Lraditions
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the price. - Beautifully fnlshed, Shoota wilh great
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Price, plated ., Bf- ch, Darts and Blugs.
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OLD GREYFRIARS
CUSTOMS

New boys end fags instructed in the history
and meaning of old Greyfriars customs,

ceremonial and ritual., Avoid pitfalls! Do
the right thing at’ the righi {ime! Don't
learn by painful experience—learn from the
guy that knows, instead —FISHER T. FISH,

Instructor, Study No. 14, Remove,

EDITED BY HRRY WHARTON.

WILL-POWER SPECIALIST

Hires out his servicea for five shillings an
hour. Let me will your Form-master to
forget that impot he gave woul Let me
travsfor to your skipper's brainbox a few
thoughts about giving you a place in tho
eleven!  Spell-cagting and bewitching o
gpeciality | Reduced rate for willing prefects
to have toothache—half-a-arown Tmm__uﬁﬁm
BULSTRODE, The Palace of Power, Remoave

Passage.

AS OTHERS
SEE THEM

What I Think of
George Tubb

By Arthur Carne

Yes, I've read the scurrilous, libellous
etteck on me by the inky-fingered Tubb, and
I'd like every reader of this reprehensible
jumior rag to know that Tubb shall pay
dearly for it !

“ How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is
To have s thenkless child | "

The words of the immortal bard ring in my
eara with renewed mesaning, as I think about
this pgrubby-faced king of the fags! I've
kicked him and cuffed him and wielded my
ashplant on him, just as if he were my own
young brother. And what have I got from
him in return ? Only base ingratitude 1

Tubb seems to imagine I've done it all for
my own personal gratification. Nothing could
be further from the truth. If only he knew it,
it has often hurt me more than it has hurt
him. But I've recalled the- old wuuuqnw_.»l
*' Bpare the rod and spoil the child,” and I've

one shead with it despite my humane
eelinge—just for George T'ubb'a pood |

Tubb is discreetly silent on mﬁ subject
of the burnt toast and ** pinched " chocolates
and wﬁnrw”wqpﬂn _for whish he has been
responsible in the past ; but I can assure my
readora that thia irresponsible youth is, at any
time, bad enough to bring down sny fag-
master’s grey hairs in sorrow to the grave !

..H.HE._.._ he has the makinge of a man in him,
I'll agrea. But if ever he does develop into e
he-man, you can take my word for it that it
will be mostly on account of the strict training
I've given him.

vow, wail till next term, young Tubb ]

R ——— e ——————

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

_ Young Paget's craze for guns and revolvers
is Hwn wild that it keeps him awake half the
nite.

He sits up in bedd gazing out of the winder
for hours, The only conclogsion I ean come
nmmuwmpz._hn he's watching out for * shooting "
B

Hiking or Biking?

Combine thoe two by carryving Fisher T.
Fish'a Patent Folding mmﬁ ! mnumw it on your
back with the rest of your kit—it weighs
only 100 Iba. !

SKINNER, WE'RE SURPRISED!

In bending over to pick up a penny he’d
dropped, Skinner split his trousers at ihe
rear.

- We always koew Skinner lived u
income, but it's the first time we've
bhim being behind with his “ rent * |

to ha
ard ol

i

/" MILK CHURN
;= JAPE REACTED

get through =&ll right. Other-
- wisge——""

“How could one releass the
churns, though 7" asked 'Lonzy.

“Eagily ] Just lst down the
tailboard, and lift the chain, Of
course, there’s a riek: but when
vou think of the liveas of those—-"

** Gracious goodnees ! Bomethin
indubitably must be done!" aai
‘Lonzy,

'‘Lonzy’s not usually a men of
action. But the thought of fellow
human-beings in  dire distress

urred him on. Wearing & look
of grim determination, he dashed
after the lorry.

As Pon eaid, it was a simple
matter to let down the tailboard
and loogen the chain that encircled
the milk c¢hurns—so rimple that
the man sit{ing beside the driver
could have done it easily, if there
really had been any danger—
though, of course, that didn’t occur
to 'Lonzy.

Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, came
back from the holidays last term,
full of bright ideas. He hlossomed
out with a particularly bzight one
on first dey of last term at Grey-
friara, Alonzo Todd had been left
behind in the rush for the school
bus, and was padding ithe hoof
irom the station, FPonsonhy and
his clever friends ran into our
Prize Duffer, and Pon gave his
claver friends a wink to prepare
them for something ?_m______“m...:u_,
clever in the way of japes.

Then Pon suddenly pointed a
trembling finger up the steep hill
that leads from the village to

Musgrave's Farm. "Lonzy * released the tailboard,
“ Look | Look !" he oried | then ?E%m_..._ on to the back of the
hoarsely. : lorry and untied the chain, And
Pon'a pi grinned. 'Lonzy | aa Pon had anticipated, the entite
dropped hia suitcass and stared.|load of empty milk churns started

All he could see wos s milk-lorry,
laden with empty churne from the
station, rattling slowly and pain-
fully up the steep incline. :

“ Pray, what ia the matter, my
good youth ? " asked 'Lonzy in
w_m_u.m.... -

“ It's tragic—terrible | ' gasped
Pon., " Something's wrong with
that lorry—it keeps on slipping
back ¥ In a few minutes they'll lose
control eompletely, and it will slide
downwards to crash to pieces here
at the bottom, unleggs——"*

aliding off the lorry !

What Pon had not anticipated,
however, waa that they would roll
down the hill at such a speed as to
give him and hia pala no earthly
chance of petting out of the way.
But that was what actually hap-
penad ! Before Ponsonby & Co,
realised quite what was happening,
they found themselves lying on their
backs with metal receptacles in
extremely awkward shapes rattling
over them !

It only remains to add that when

_ " Goodness ! "' gasped 'Lonzy,|the men in the lorry found out
mnoecently. * Unleas whot T from ‘Lonzy what had actually
" Unlesa some brave fellow will | happened, they compelled Pon &

dash after it and release thechurns!”
said Pon, with an artistio shudder,
*"If they lost their load they eould

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Co. to load up the lorry again for
them. We hope that Pon & Co.
saw the funny side of their jape!

A O e O R e
um ealing he
gaid he had seven broken bones,
Thiza makes & total of forty-three
from the same gource this term )

Cecil Ponsonby, the cad of High-
cliffe, is very ‘‘ lnddy ** over his
tigarat ‘and Emo nothing
but Egyp Thsy maks him
mick jost the same, bowever !

' for three mionthshrd |

Mr. Proul spent hiz sum
vacation on &
ervige, and is Iull of his rlike., Coker, who spends lavishly

ﬂwﬂaﬂn-ﬂﬁn_-ﬁgnﬂ_

ﬁ_e_u_:m on the
Approaping New Term

Hamny Waa I suppose it's natural that we
should want holde to go on for ever; but all good
things must convl an end and, anyway, we shouldn't
w_u:_uu!ﬁl_ﬁ&rﬂu ey didn't. One of my first jobs
will be te call tkiret meeting of the Remove Footer
Club—and in thihirl of activity that will [ollow,sl
shall seon settlé®m to term life again.

Bom Crenay here are roughly one hundred davs
of swet, Seccerad scrapes lying shead of us, my
hearties, and I ih enjoy every one of them |

Miexy Desvod Shure, an’ it’s meself that would
be glad to he thing of going back, if it wasn't that,
in a way, Oi'm i'm glad !

Msimz Linrevifersonally, I shall be very happy to
be back. You mMr. Quelch has kindly promised to
give me extra tuilp in Greek this term, and I'm keen
to start | (HelglED.)

Haroro SEmmmt I feel the same as I feel at the
approasch of everyiw term—Iliks a giddy conviet booked

Little
Letters

Dear Editor,~§
infelicitoua minmilamitiea of fortuitous description

bearing conmi mutual simiflitude inasmuch as
they originate irithe incrdinate complexities of that
popular marine recreation which consista
oi & hempen. ixtended over a timber framework,
and im ularljjven the cognomen of deck-chair,
and furt t, after imnumerable embarrasa-
mentis regarding igechanical subtleties (which produce
an inordinate inme in the activity of my sudoriferous
glands}) in the pial eonjunction of my anatomy with
the tervostrinl sulg, to indite & missive indicating my
comprebensive opgition to the unnecesgarily com-
plicated mature sijge apparatus in gueatidn, I hercby
place om record siptimenta in regard thereto and make
sntreaty te the maifacturers thereof for euch a struc.
tiral smphificatinas will produce an accessory of
infinitely lees pusle character |
Younj human betterment,
ALONZO TODD,

can get out of thia jumble is

lled by a numerous sequence of |}

as he gits in it. hes aw fo in fixing a deck-chair

{(The only meaj we
that when 'Lonsyise a devk-chair it collapses as soon
giatter, we don’t wonder at it |—ED.)

as he il in writin

Remove's Greatest
Soccer Season

With the approsch of the new
term, all thonghts are turned to the
fortheoming foothall season. So far
a8 the Hemove are concerned, the
outlook has never heen more rosy.
With a bit of Juck we may turn this
into the greatest fooler season the
Remove has ever known.

There's nothing like optimism in
the grand old winter game—especially
when that optimism is justified by
the solid facts of the case | The solid
facte in thia cese are that we still
preserve intact the team that finished
up last season in puch rattling good
style. Every man-jack is ap fit as a

dle, and as keen as mustard to
get on to the field.

What our old rivals from Bt. Jim's
and Higheliffe and Rookwood have
in atore {or us, we don’t know. RBut
if it comes to that, we don't care,
either ! In our present mood we feel
we're quite capable of meeting all
comers, and giving them a trouncing,

It will be great to hear the
“Plonk ! " of the good old leathern
sphere on Little Bide onte more—
greater still, to zes the forward line
streaking down the fGield, with the
ball bobbing between Wharton and
Bmithy and Inky, till it mum:ﬂq___. crashes
inlo the net, and the how! of * Goal ™
thundera acrosa the field !

Make no mistake about it, chaps,
anyway, thera'a a great season ahead

of us. We've got the men, and wa've
got the enthusiasm—and before
mony weeks are past, barring

necidents, we shall have the well-knit
teamn that will eut through our
opponents’ defences like a knife cuts
through butter ! To put it poetically,
taling liberties with some well-known
lines in the .process :

{Come the four cornera of the world
in' teamas,

And we shall shock them—

Nought shall make us rue,

Ii Greyiriars to herself do rest but
trua !

WOULD-BE SUICIDES !
Let Coker solve your problem. He
has one wvacancy for a pillion pass.

enger when he returns to school !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! -~

LETTER FROM AN
IMPORTANT PERSON

Deer Edditor,—I 1ite to
protest againet the ever-dimin.
nishing space which the railwa
companies provide undernset
the seats in railwoy carridges.
It'a a skandal and a shamse,
and somathing jolly well ought
to be done sbout it !

Time was when a fellow could
squesze underneeth any carridge

scat quite ecomiorinbly, DBut
that time, a lass, ia fast van-
nishing | Why, in some of 1he
moat reccnt eggsamplea there's
hardly rooin for a mouse to got
in, let alone a hewman bemg
with an athlettick, well-de-
veloped figger like mine.

Don't run away with the
idea that I should ever dreem
of pgetting undereeth railway
carridge sonts, deer Edditor !
Some fellows, of corse, would
squeeze undernceth so as to
dodge the ticket-collector and
evoid paying the fare. But I
should skorn to hide underneeth
o carridge seat myself, I feel
I couldn’t stoop 80 low.

The fellows whose interesta 1
sm konsidering are those who
have never acted dishounestly
in their lives, but who ars kom.
pelled by unfortunate circum-
slances to use a certain amount
of strategy in travelling.

Take my own case, on the
jerney back to school, just
befora the hols. Solely owing

to my foolish jennerosity in

standing treet to a number of
frienda m a tuckshop, I found
myself without the munney

1for my fare. What can an

honnest man do in such eir-
cumsatances ! Obviously he can't
diddle the railway company:
he’s much too high-principled
for thot, But he simply must
do the ?nﬂaw? What, then ?

There's only one alternativa—
to travel under a carridge seat,
firraly resolved to send on tha
fare to the company as soon aa
he receeves a postal-order |

I took that alternative, deer
Edditor, and if only I could
have squeezed under a seat, all
would have been well, for, with
my customary foresight I had
provided mysell with a plat-
form ticket for the other end.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t
squeeze under the seat—hence
the undignified spectakls of o

Greyiriars man being drapgged
out of a carridge by his feet to
the mewsio of t maocking

lariter of the ignerant rabbls?

I trussed .u.nﬁ._,_ support me
ior all you're worth in my
demand for rajlway carridges
with plenty of space under the
seats. Only when they're rein.
stated in all carridges will an
honnest man feel safe n travel-
ling without a ticket sgain !

In a state of boiling indigg-
nation,

Yorea truly,
W. G. BUNTER.

{Words fail us!—EDb.)

r =

PLAY POTTYBALL!

The pottieat ball in the world.
However you throw if, it
bouncea back and hits you on
the boko! Binge while it
bounces | Ags supplied to all the
leading kindergartens and men-
tal homeal C. R. Temple
(Fourth), writes, “ It simply
fagcinatea mel’ Ask your
Tuckshop Dame for one
to-day !

Mimble lets good cnstomers

Mediterraoe ** ron ' their bills as long es they
aADy
Bto

His only regret wuioften settles a bill for sever
pounds at once |

Bob Cherry’s cheery visage records
more ** hours of gonshine ** than

/..._.._..._._

s T O g
W & D
is at the other exiremse !

1066, W Sersn A
- UAT's \JRONG wWiTw

Mark Linley can reel off the dates
¢f the kings of England by heart.
Unlike PBunter, who only re-
members 1086—which he affirms
kg the year of the Spanish Armads.

OLD

IFriardale.”

to go !l

poiy |

Looking-Clerk : * Bosh !
to go to Friardale—you mean, you've gof

But only the
{axiz abt their n_n__Eu.Enn_ ]
to the pesrcst ralwey-statiom oo Shonks'

GAG REVIVED

Seene : Railway booking-office,
Serubby Fag: ' Please, I want to go to

You don't want

T — s — e

Driven from Home

rich folk with limousines or
The rest of us go



