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THE FIRST €HAPTER.
The Hour and the Man !

‘ OW'S the timel?

Coker of the Fourth made

that statement. :

Coker had been silent for
several minutes, a rather unusual thin
for Coker. His knitted brows seeme
to indicate that he wag thinking.

other feliows in Coler's study,
aswever, had not noticed it. Perhaps
they wero top busy with the good things
on the tea-table, or perhaps they never
mgpected Coler of thinking. ; .
ere was o buzz of cheery talk in the
study. Potter and Greene, Coker's st-udfr-
mates, were there, of course. Fitzgerald
and Smith major had dropped in to tea.
Coker had had o handsome remittance
that day from his celebrated Aunt Judy.
In wartime, as in peace-time, money
makes the mare to go,

In spite of food regulations, there was
a bountiful spread on Coker’s table. Not
that Horace Coker would bave trans-
greseed the rules.  He would have

Wﬂ” any fellow who had sug-
ges it.

But there were yet soma articles of diet
upon which the eagle oye of the Food
Controller had not fallen. Those articles
were well © ted on Coker's tea-
table. And prawns and dried fruits and

cserved ginger and luxuries of that
Eli-nd were a glens.ﬂ.nt change from war-
bread. At such times Coker was almost
pepular. ) '

Potter and Greens and the rest were
talking footer. It was quite a relief to
them that Coler should have shut up for
a bit. Generally, Coker would shove his
personal views mte a footer discussion;
and, as Potter neatly put it, on sach sud-
jecta the beight®of his absurdity was only
equalled by the depth of his ignorance.

%nkm: ruthlessly interrupted the talk
with his sudden remark. But Potler went
on regardless of it

“ Wingate's told me I shall be wanted
for the Firet Eleven. I'm glad you're
going 1o be in the team, teo, Fitz. With
us two, and Blundell and Bland and
Gireeney, the Fifth will have a pretty
good show.™ .

“T spoke 1™ sard Coker majestically.

“0Oh, did you?” suid Potter. ' Now,
with the five of us mn the Eleven, I don't
seo0 why Greyiriars shonldn't beat Rook-
wood right off the field!” -

“Thrue for you!” said Fitzgerald
hoartily. *“ Now, my ovinien is—"

“Will - you fellows shut up for a
minote " said Coker. *I was speaking.
Now's the time I™

Coker spoke emphatically, and the
Fifth-Formers had to listen, After all,
it was Coker's spread ; and a fellow who
expended a balf-quid on = epread in the
lean years was entitled o a ing.

“0Oh, go ahead, Coker, darling !™ said
Fimgﬂmfd resignedly, . A in
the wide worruld but sour views on the
off-side rule! What iz it?"

“I repeat, you fellows, that now's the
time ! eaid Coker firmly.

“"Time 7" repeated Potter.
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“Yes."

“I suppose you mean something,
Coker ?7 I:ﬂarkr:ﬂ Greene, 1n a th-uug?lgt-
ful way.

“Don't ba a silly ass, Greene!"

“ Ahemn 1"

“You fellows have read eome histm';f

reswmed Coker. “I dare say you've

-noticed in history that every emergency

brings to light a man capable of deali
wit.hL it--thaghhour and the man, Fﬂ
know, come together,”

“Do they ' yawned Polter. “ Pase
the prawns, These prawns are L

G hour and the man!"™ repea
Coker. “F'rinstance, in this war, you ]
know; think of the number of strong
silent men who have come to the top—
chucked up into public view by the war,|

u know, just as rubbish is chucked up
{f';r the sca. Given an emergency or &
crisis, ﬂ!.'] nf:rtl:i.ng: in that !I.I'Iﬂ'fu the
sirong, silent man aiWays crops

”EE:{:, and you koow hlmnij the
amount of g |
Fitzgerald, “1've always noticed that
about the strong, silent manl!™

“Don't be an ass, Fitz!”

“ Ahem I ‘

“In the present erisis,” resumed Coker
victoriously, I feel that it's my duty
to comie to the top, like—like—"

# 7 ike rubbish chucked np by the gea?”

“*No, you ass " roared Coker.

“Oh! What's the crisis, by the way?"
yawned Fitzgerald. ' “I haven't noticed
it myzell, hat merry crimis have you
spotted with your eagle eye, Coker?"

“1 su vou know that things are
not going on as usual at Greyfriars,” said
Coker saccastically. * Dr. Locke is away
il

“Well, he's been gone
and- we're gefing used to
nuii:;m' remarked.

There was trouble when the new
headmaster came, and a barmn -nui
o

-

uite a time,
at!" Bmith

a the juniors—like their ch
course ! gaid Coker. ““But there vyou
are! The fiew headmaster's bunked out,

and our Form-master, old Prout, is made
temporary Head till Dr. Locke comes
home.” ’

“Qh, yea! What about it?" : _

Coker was epeaking very impressively.
But as he was only ﬂtaﬂn%' what all Grey:
friars had. known for a long time now,
his. audience was not very much im-

‘pressed.

" They only wondered what Coker was
driving at, and wished he wounld conclude
in the shortest possible time.

“Well,” continued Coker, “our Form-
master's Head fer the present., Now's the
time—I think I said that before. I'll say
it again—mow’s the time! My opinion 1s
that the Fifth have never had a proper
show in this school. The Sixth take all
the limelight. I don't think much of the
Sixth myeelf I" J

“HMear, hear!"” said Coker's guests,
with some heartiness. . :

It was a point of honour with the Fifth
Form not to think much of the Sixth.

When, in the fulness of time, they
should pass up into the Bixth, doubtless
their views would change. At present,

he does!” remarked |in

i
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however, they were unamimous in nob
thinking much of the Sixth.

“Profecta are always appointed from
the Bixth Form,” continued Coker. "1
thiink that's a rotten idea!™

“Ahem !"

“Bome time aro I got old Prout to
recommend me to the Head as a prefeet
—vyou fellows remember——*'

‘Ha, b, ha 1"

“What are you cackling at?"

“Abhem ! Nothing [”

“Go on, Coker!”

“It didn't last long. Dr. Locke is con-
gervative in his ideas, and he dide’t see
what a3 magnificent improvement it was,”
‘said Coker, “‘It was only an experiment,
and it was dropped. The Sixth cut up
rusty, teo, But, don't you see, now our
Form-master 36 Head of Greyiriars, now's
the time to claim our rights in full, My
belief is that things would go much better
with, say, four prefects ntpnintl!d from
the Fifth Form, We could keep the Sixth
c..r‘:lal.‘_._!J 5
“Oh, my hat 1"
** And the juniors, too; they want keep-
ing in order. Look at-Wharton and his
got in the Remove, for instance ! Do they
treat a Fifth-Form chap with proper ie-

spect 7 Why, Cherry biffed my hat cff
with a footer only this mm'nmf;w
“ Awiul!™ zaid Fitzgerald solemnly.

“Well, not exaetly awful," said Colelr,
o nelr]?wduduédtm wldign his :fa ;m&
eing pulled, * but very disrespectiul to's
san]il-:-gr Form. Naw, m;rF ?ieﬁf that while
old Prout is headmaster we ought to
claim our rights, and get in as prefects,
and then, when old Locke comes home,
ho won't care to make alterations; it
would be rather a slight to Prouty. Bé-
gides, by then we shall have shown our

value as prefects, and the Head will ges:
what a eplendid improvement it is on the
old system.”

i Hl‘m !H

“ Nothing te *h'm’ about, George
Patter ! T've thought it out, and you

can take my word for it. Now's the
time—the hour has struck, you know,
and I'm the man—the strong, eilent~man
u—l};u {;]?t:’?s the helm, you know 1™

“I'm going to head a deputation to
Prouty,” said Coker, * You fellows are
the g?ﬁummm"

LR 1 ‘J‘J

“"We'rg going to point out to him that
we claim our undoubted rights, Prout's
a sensible man. He will gec it.”

“Buppose he doesn’ti” suggested
Graene,

“Then I shall insist."

“VYou'll whatter "

“Insist 1"

Coker’s guests stared at Coker.

“You'll insist—with Prout!™
Bmith major.

“Oh, cErtain],}r!'ﬁ

“Great pip!’ '

That was all 8mith major could say.

“¥ou know how the Lower School
dealt with the new headmaster, who was
a bit of a Hun,” said Coker. * They
barred him out. Well, of course, I'm not

said

-the chap to borrow a wheeze from junior
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kids. 8tll, it's a good atunt. If Prount
docsn't sce reason, when we'vae given him
a chance, we'll bar him out.”

“What !"” roared Potter & Co.

“ Why not?” demanded Coker. “That
man Jeffreys was brought to reason by a
barring-out. Why not Prout "

*Oh, my hat!"

The Fiith-Formers simply blinked at
Cokor. Evidently the successful junior
barring-out had got into Coker's head, so
to speak. He felt himself impelled to go
and do likewise,

“But we'll give Prouty a chance
firat,”" said Coker generounsly. "I belicve
in giving & man a chance. We'll talk to
him kindly, and put it to him. If he
don't see the point, we mention the
bu{'rmq-ﬂut—-—l:hﬂ.t'n our trump card, ¥you
know.’ .

“Our—our tromp card?" zaid Potter
faintly.

“ Exactly.

“0Oh, my only Uncle Sam!”

Coker rose from the table.

“Come on!" he said. * Strike the iron
while it's hot! This idea may ocour to
Blundell, and thon he'd rush in and got
all the credit of it. You fellows follow
me. Leave the talking to me—you'd put
your foot into it, I'm afraid, it you had
miich to sny! Comeé on!™

Coker threw open the study door and
marched ont.

The reat locked at one another in sheer
consternation.

“Ie can't mean it!" muttered Smith
meajor, aghast

otter gave a hopelees shrug.
“He's equal to that—or anything!"

¥

he said. “I hope he'll only get licked,
and not sacked! He's not a {ud sort—
when ho's sana!”

“Come on, you fellows!” shouted
Coker from the passage. *“"I'm waiting
for you."

Thers was & hurried whisper in the
study, and then Potter & Co. followed
Coker. The great Horace led the way
with big strides to Mr. Prout’s stody,
He tapped at the door with calm assur-
Anee,

“"Come in ! called out Mr. Prout.

Coker opened the door and walked in,
as bold as brass. At the same moment
his followers melted away down the
passage and vanished. The deputation
that waited on Mr. Prout was a deputa-
tion of one; and that one was Horace
James Coker.

T wm mem

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major on the War-path |

L1t ATS!" said Bolsover major.

R “"Bosh !" said S8kinner.

“Yep, I guess rats and bosh

about fill the bill!'" femarked

Fisher T. Fish. * Ring off the chin-wag,
Wharton "

Harry Wharton frowned impatiently.

There: wae rain out of doors, and the
junior Comman-room wae pretty well
crowded after tea,

The Famous Five of the Remove were
there, rhatting about the prospects of the
weather and the footer, when Bolsover
major began. PBolsover major was fed
up to the chin with the rain, as he
declared, and he was not in a
temprr. Bolsover had bronght a footer
wto the Common-room. He proposed a
game indoors, with the fircgrate to serve
as ote goal, and the opposite window
receas a8 the other. And a good many
of the fellows concurred. e

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove, abjected,

Footer in the Common-room might be
a lark; but it was pretty certain to bring
down the prefeets. And if Mr. Quelch,
the Remove-master, came on the scone,
there would be trouble,
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In gquite normal times Bolsover major
would never have dreamed of it. But
things were not gquite normal now.

T]E: recent barring-out by the Lower
School had not been forgotten. The new
Head who had taken Dr. Locke's place
had becn a tyrant, and there had been a
rebellion among the juniors, and it had
been successful.

Wharton, who had a lsvel head, was
of opinion that it was up to the fellows
to keep order with more than usual care
after such an outbreak. They had been
auccessful. But dizsorder in itself was not
an admirable thing. But many of the
fellows were vestave; and hot-headed
follows like Bolsover had an idea that
after a successful barring-out they could
do as they liked.

It was, in fact, hard for the juniors to
settle down to low and order again. One
successful defiance of authority was likely
to lead to more.

Harry Wharton pointed out that a
resistance against tyranny, with right on
their side, was very different from sheer
lawlessness. But Bolso
could not, or would not, see it.

The more sensibla fellows backed up
Wharton. But Bolsover major had his
following, too. There was restlessness in

the lower Forms, especially in the Re-
move, which had led the recent rebel-
licn. It was known, tco, that Mr. Prout

waa far from being & resolute man; and
Mz, Prout was headmaster for the time
being.

Bolsover major & Co. were already
clearing the furniture, to leave a
clear space for the fmtbn]l'. Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth seemed m-
clined o join in, too.

“"Tock here!” exclaiged Wharton
sharply. *This won't do! You know
jolly well that the prefects will hear the
row, and come here!"

“Let "em come!” said Bolsover trucu-
lently. “We'll jolly soon deal with pre-
fecta! We've qiant with them bafgm,
haven't we "

“Hear, hear!™ said Trevor.

“And how will you deal with them,
fathead!"” demanded Frank Nugent,

“Kick "em out!"

“I'd like to see you kickin
gate or Gwynne!” eaid Jo
with a grunt, “(Gaa!"

“I expect all the fellows to back me
ulll:ll" paid Bolsover major, We've
shown that they can’t handle the Re-
move, inion is that we ought to
buck ug; and stick it out. I'm done
with ‘Yes, #sir,’ and ‘No, sir,’ and
‘ Please, sir,” and * Oh, sir,’ for one. Eas
enough to have another barring-out if
-tlteiy Hga‘; ruety !

“Hear, hear!” :

“Rot!” said Bob Cherry. *Do you
think the scheol will back up against the
Head for the sake of playing footer in-
doora? Ass!”

‘* For the aake of freedom and independ-
ence,”’ snid Bolsover major loftily. ** You
can take the lead, Wharton, if you like.
[ don’t want to take it out of your
hends.” :

“Rats!" said Wharton,

“You'ro afraid of the prefecta!™
snecred Bolsover major. * You want to
toe the line again, after wo've only lately
downed them.”

*The estecmed Bolsover is a silly oss !™
romarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
;j[t Js necessary to toe the honourable
g, !

“¥ou'ra another funk !" said Bolsover
scornfully. * Clear off, if you're afraid of
the prefects. Blow the prefecta! Now,
then, sidea!” ;

Harry Wharton shrugged his shonlders
and was silent. It was not much uso to
argue with Bolsover major; but Whar-
ton was aunoyed and cxasperated. Stand-

out Win.
ny Bul,

ver major either | 8T

One Penny. 3

ing up for one's rights was very different
from reckless defiance of proper autho-
rity ; but Percy Bolsover did not secm
abr;- to sec it. Wharton knew, too, that
if Mr. Quelch came down like a wolf on
the fold,. Bolsover major would End his
backers in a revolt remarkably few—if
any. Mr. Quelch was not a man it was
easy to defy.

“ By ga.ci', vou're gottin® rather soft,
Wharton, I must say ! remarked Temsl;
of the Fourth. *“ ﬁa'ﬁan't we dished
masters once "

“There's a diffcrence. There was a
reason for that.” ]

““There's a reason for this. I'm bored
stiff with the dashed weather!" said

Temple, *Let's have a game, for good-
ness’ sake, If we break pny of the win-
dows we can pay for them 1™

*“Oh, rather!" eaid Dabney.

“Line up, Smithy!" called out
Bolsover major. "“You're not funky,
anyway."

ernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
frisrs, looked up from his beck with a

n.
“"Count me out!” he said. ** What's
the good of playing the fool? You know
that footer in the Common-room isn't
allowed !” . - 3
“We allow it oursclves, fathead I
“Rats! We beat Jnﬂ"rﬂp & Co. he-
cause he was in the wrong. Even then
it was a risky bizney, though it turned

out well. This is only playing the giddy
ox! Don't do it!”
“0 Lend & hand

“Dh, go and eat coke!
with this table, you chaps.”

The big table was m;ﬁfﬂi to the wall.
Chairs were piled on it, and the sofa
stood on cnd. The fender wns stacked
on the piled chairs. The long room was
left free for the footer. Bolsover major
chalked out the goal areas and the half-

wng line.
good many fellows were on, and two
elovens were made up of Fourth and Re-
move. The Famous Five looked on
Eriml;y. It was not like the Five to be
ft out of any fun, cepecially of a risky
sort. And it was very exasperating to
have their common-sense al.trihutng to
funk. There was nothing funky in refus-
ing to play the reckless fool. Bolsover
major gave them a sneering grin, and
waoved his hand towards the door. -
© “Clear ount, if you're nerveus!™ he
said,
“The nérvousfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed Bolsover,” murmured the

‘Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Well, why don’t you join in, then?"

“¥Yes, join in, dear boys!” snid Coell
Reginald Temple. “I don't suppose
erther masters or prefects will come in.
They know we'ra not going to stand any
more rot. We've proved that!"

“Fathead !'" growled Wharton.

“Any more playing?" bawled Bols-
over. “"Needn't stick to the exact
number. Remove against Fourth. Line
“E ﬂ.‘,ﬂ&* every mon whe's going to
piay.

A number of the Remove, who gene-
rally backed up Wharton, gathered round
him—Baquiff, and Peter Tod, Tom
Brown, Penfold, Mark Linloy, Delarey,
Vivian, Bulstrode, and some othors, The
Bounder joined them. But they looked
dubions now. There was a crowd of the
Fourth, and they had all lined up with
Cecil Reginald Temple. Some Removites
wore up in their studics, and the Fourth
were in & majority. Skinner and SBnoop
and Stott backed up Bolsover, chiefly
from opposition to Wharton, but they
were not much use in the footer game.

“ Back up, Remove !" roared Bolsover.
“Are you gninf to stand there like a
lot of moulting fowls, and let the Fourth
walk over us ;

That appea]l was not in vain.
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Ogilvy and Russell, Kipps and Jazel-
dene joined him, and & good many
others.

Squiff and Tom Brown followed. They
were not going to see the Remove
beaten, even in am informal game
indoors. ;

“That's better,” said Bolsover major,
“This game won't count in the school
record—"

* Ha, ha, ha I

“ But we're going to beat the Fourth,
gll the same.”

“Rata!"” zaid Temple.

_ “Bixteen a-gide ! said Bolsover, count-
ing. ““Wa want one more man to make
# even. You'll do, Toddy.”

“Bow-wow ! said Peter Todd.

“ Cherry, then, Come on, Bob !

Bob glanced. rather hesitatingly at
Wharton.

As a matter of faect, the uproarious
game in the Common-room rather
uppealed to Bob Cherry, who was seldom
in & subdued mood.

“May as well, Harry!” he murmured.

“Do as you like,” said Harry shortly.

Bob joined the footballors,

“Whao's going to ref ?” agked Russell.

“I say, you fellows, 1°'ll referee," said
Billy Bunter, coming forward. “You
want a chap who knows the game inside-

out—"
*Get out, vou fat duffer 1"
“Oh, r . Bolssver——  Yarooh I”

roared Bunter, as Bolsover major he
him out of the way with his boot,

“Wharton, will you ref #"”

“No, I won't!”

“Zo and eat coke, then! You'll do,
Browney. Don't be a rotter !

“0h, all nght!" zaid Tom Brown.

. The ball was on ths chalked
line, and Bolsover major tossed with
TemE?I-E. The kick-off fell to Tomple,

“Play up!"

Tom Brown was not provided with a
whistle. He banged the poker on the
tonge A8 a4 SIgMA

emple kicked off, and that remark-
able game of footer began. ’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Ravolt!

1! ACK up, Remove ™
“Go i, Fourth!™
“On the ball ™
1 Hﬂ-. hﬂ-.,, he 1™

The Hemove plavers rushed the ball
into the Fourth-Form half, and Temple
& Co. wera driven back, The window-
recess behind them was the goal, and
Dabney was keeping goal.

Yells sounded as some of the players
slipped on the floor and sprawled. - gul—
sover major fell over Temple, who yelled
vigorously. The Removite was up
again in & moment, leaving Cecil

ginald gasping. The attack swept up
to the window-recess. But Dabney in
goal cleared—very fortunately, or the
window would certainly have been

mashed. 'The ball went back to mid-

eld, and Fry of the Fourth rushed it on
and kicked for goal. Hazeldene was on
guard at the fireplace. The ball whizzed

past him, and crashed on the clock,
Crash !
“Oh, erumbs 1™
“My hat! Look at the clock [™
L 1'131 hﬂ., hﬂ. 1
“You asa! Why dida’t vou save?”

bellowed Dolsover major.

The clock-face was in fra
tha hands twisted., The ¢l
had stopped.

“HBend out that ball!” shouted Frv.
“That's a goal 1"

“Tain't s goall” shouted Bolsover
major. “The grate’s the goal !™

“Look hera—"

Tae Maiaxer Lisrary.—No. 508.
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“Rats! Play up!”

Morgan cleared the ball, and Bolsover
gent it on again. ‘There was another
rush of the Remove. The Fourth closed
up, and a terrific struggle for the ball
followed. It went under the table, and
had to be feftched out and thrown in.
Then there was a scramble round the
table, which ended in the pile of chairs
and the fender coming down with terrific
crashes,

Heedless of the din and the damage,
Bolsover captured the ball and rushed
it on. "The Fourth Form forwards were
struggling among the: crashing chairs,
and Bolsover ha.f his chance. ﬁa rushed
right on and kicked for goal, and Dabney
elutched at the leather and missed.

Crash! Smash!

“(h, rn;i; hat 1"

Right through a window-pane went
the whizzing footer, dropping in the
gquadrangle outside with a of

'E L]

-II.-Phew!F“ .

“Czoal 1" roared Bolsover major.

‘* Hurrah 1"

“Buze off and fetch in that bail,
‘Bunter "

“Brave! Goall™

Billy Bunter started for the door.
Bot he did not go out-to fetch the ball,
As he reached the doorway the door
opened, and an awe-inspiring figure
appeared there, It was that of Mr,
Chielch, the master of the Remowve, and
his face was hke a thundercloud.

w

Bunter dodged back,
behind Wharton.

Tha roar of voices died away suddenly.

Mr. Quelch strode inte the Common-
room. He looked round him—at the
scattered chairs, the smashed clock, the
broken window, and the other signs of
havoe and disorder.

The Remove-master seemed scarcaly
able $o believe his eyes. The Common-
room looked as if a horde of Huns had
passed through it.

“ What—what—what does this mean "
exclaimed Mr, Quelch, at last.

Silence.

Now was the time for Bolsover major
to stand forth and proclaim the infile»
ndence of the Remove, and its loft
isregard for masters and prefects and a

their works.

But ho didn't,

Somehow, Bolsover major felt a strong
disinclination even to meet Mr. Qulech’s
steely eye.

The Form-master took no note of him.
He fixed his eyes on Wharton,

“ Wharton, you are head boy of the
Remove, and captain of your Form!
El?“i I suppose, are responsible for

is 1]

Harry Wharton bit his lip, and was
silent. e had been against the reck-
less outbreak, but he d?d not feel in-
clined #0 say so,

“Ia this a school,.or a bear-garden?”
| said Mr, Quelch, with cutting sarcasm.

ower

and scuttied

END” 30 LIBRARY. "3t"

“ Are vou Greyiriars boys, or hooligans ¥
What doez this mean? Who is the
leader of this riet?"
Silence.
- There wore expressive glances cast aff

lsover major. He was the leader.
But the bully of the Remove did no
speak. It was not much use to think of
backing up against the Form-master.
Mr. Quelch’s authority was unguestioned
evan by Bolsover himself now that it
had come to the teat.

“Yery well,” said Mr. Quelch, as
there was no reply. “‘ Every boy present
who hus taken part in this riot will be
severaly Elltliﬂ]ied—tha Remove bovs by
me, the Fourth hx their own master.”

“I—I—I wasn't—I never —]1—"
began Billy Bunter. .

gnid

' Bunter wasn't
Wharton.

“Ve [i‘m:rd. You may go, Bunter.”

The 3:# of the Remove gladly scuttled
out of the Common-room.

“Every Remove boy will take five
hundred lines, and will go to hiz study
immediately to write them out,” said
Mr. Quelch. *You, Wharton, as the
ringleader, will be caned !"

E‘:%hﬂl‘tﬂn set his lips grimly, and did
not spealk.
But the looks that fell on Bolsover
major from all sides were too much for
him. He spoke up haltingly,

m it, =ie!"

“If you please, sir—I—I was the
leader !

lllndeed‘?‘ﬂ

U Yes, sir!"

“Very good! You will come to my
study, Bolsover, The rest of you, go to

our studies at once. I shall ask Mr.
‘apper to come here and deal with the
Fourth."” -
The Remove-master rustled out, sign-

to Bolsover maljur to follow.

e Remove bully hesitated,
“Ton't go!” whispered Skinner.
Bolsover major gave him & fierce look.
It was easy enough for Skinner to
advise him not to go. Bkinner hadn’t
the ronsequences of a refusal to face.

The Bounder burst into a chuckle,

“Whait about the merry rebellion 7 he
veried. * Aren't you going te buck up,

lsover. an’ declare the independenco
IE,;E;J, the lg.emuvei:h;andw-_:luwn with every-

AT &y ing

Hﬁlsnwr ma?nr 1ﬂ-§k¢d round dubiously.

“Who'll ‘back me up if I do?” he
asked, 2 z

There wns & unanimous silence,

“What about you, Temple ¥

“0Oh, rot!” said Ceeil Reoginald un-

n

easily, *“What's the good of playin’ the
giddy ox? I don't want a floggin’.”

“Np good playing the fool,” said
Hazeldene. “]&etter

igut after Qualch}v
befora ho comes back for you, Bolsover.”

That advice was too good not to be
taken. Bolsover major tramped. away
in a subdued mood to the Remove-
master’s - study. The rest of the Form
dispersed to their quarters, with lines to
write. Bolsover major came up to the
Remove passage a little later squeezing
hiz hands and scowling. He looked as if
he had been through it.

There was a chuckle from some frllows
in the passage.

“Well, did you defy him to his meorry
beard "' grinned Russell,

“Did you take his cane away and
whack him with. 1it?" chortled Peter
Todd. '

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Gentlemen and chaps,” said Harry
Wharton, from the doorway of Study
No. 1, *I said at the time that it was
a fool's game. I say it again! Bolsover
major’s got ua five hundred lines cach.
Bucking againat the masters is all rot,
and silly gas! there's any moro of
it, the chap who starts it will get into
trouble. I don’t want anpy more lines !"
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“Hear, hear!” said Bob  Cherry.
“*Nuff's as good as a feast, and Bolsover
hasn't barred out Quelchy after all, or
caned the Head!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bolsover mojor stamped into his study,
aud slammed the door with a ternific
slam, The Removitea sctiled down
wearily  to  their impesitions. Long
before the lines were half written every
fellow in  thoe Remove .was feeling
inclined to scalp Bolsover major, It was
sufe to say that if Bolzover sought to
start another rebellion his life would
not be worth living in the Greyiriars
Bemova,

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Ultimatum !

1 OME in, you chapa!” said Coker
C of the Fifth, as he opened Mr.
Prout's door,

He pglanced  round, and
obhaerved  with sarprise  that he was
alone, Potter and Greene and Fitz-
gerald and Smith major had vanished.

Coker frowned.

“Well, what ia it, Coker?" asked Mr.
Prout, somewhat teatily,

“They—they're gone 1™

“What

Cloker was cxasperated. It was too
bad to be deserted by the whole ﬂﬂ?ut&—
tion ad the critieal moment! But Coker
was o sticker, and he did not think of
retreat. IHe faced Mr. Prout on his
own. After all, Coker was the spokes-
man, His Form-fellowz had only been
brought there to play the part of admir-
ing chorua, Coker had to do without his
chorus, that was all.

Mr, Prout was leoking annoyed.
Mr. Prout had twinges of rheumatism,
and it affected his tempor a little. Heo
had other canses of annoyance. DMr.
Prout had been a mighty hunter in his
vouth, and his study was adorned with
guns and antlers and a bearskin ru
nnd a buffalo-robe, and all sorts of wﬁirﬁ
and fearsome weapons arranged os
trophies on the walls, Ever since July,
1914, My, Prout had been restive because
he. couldn't place his valuable services at
the disf:-os::] of his country—rheumatiam
and all. Since the voluntary age for
enlistment had heen ralsed to fifty, Mr.
Prout had jovfully taken the oppor-
tumty, and rushed to join HE. Ty his
his ad b

amazement, SETVICEs BTl
declincd. It was s facer for Mr. Prout.
He was a dead shot—at least, he

believed he was. He had more brains
than all the General Staff combined-—in
hiz own estimation at least., And if he
was o litkle fnt, and o little bald, and a
little short-winded, and rather given to
rheumatism, that counted for very little
—-in fact, nothing—according to Mr.
Prout. He had pictured himself in the
trenches mowing down Huns; but it was

not to be! He was thinking over his
disappointment, and mournfully cyein
the puns on hizs walls—which would

never be used to diminish the number
of the German armies—when Cloker camo
in. He was not in a mood for Coker.
His foce showed as much, But Coker
was blind to any consideration of that
gort. When Coker had an idea in his
head he wus bound to carry it out,
Heedless of the frown on Mr. Pront's
face, and the gleam in his eyve, Coker
went ahead.

“T hope I'm not interrupting you, sir?
T have thought of an excellent idea
which I want to discuss with you, sir!
While Dr. Locke's away, sir, there's an
epportunity for you to improve the
arrangements in the school, and I've
thought of the way. While the cat's
away, you know, sir!" added Coker
sgrreably. ;

br. Prout glared at him,
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[ Footer in the Common-room! (See Chapter 8)

*“What ?" he ejaculated.

“Hitherto, sir,”" said Ooker, who had
thought out a little speoch in advance—
“hitherto, the discipline of the school
has suffered considerably from the fact
that prefects are appointed only from
the Sixth Form. ']im Fifth Form are
not satisfied with this. They claim
their right to have at least four of the

refects appointed from the Fifth, I
Eug to submit that idea to you, sir. I
suggest myself, Potter,
Smith major as prefects,”

“Coker ! .

“Four of the heat, sir—especially my-
self, if I may say so. I have rather a
way of dealing with juniors. And the
juniors have been unruly of late. I
don't exactly blame them for bucking up
against old Jefireys. He was a rotter !

e caned me! Still, it's a bad state of
affairs. There's a row going on in the
junior Common-room st- this very
minute, I should jolly scon stop that
if I were a profect!”

Mr, Prout ppened his li
a bwinge in his leg can
moment, and he gaspe
rubbed the painful place.
his advantage, and went on:

“You see what a splendid idea 1t 1s,
sir. I thought I should only have to
point it out to you. What a prefect
needs to upheld authority is a command-
ing personality—like mine, f'rinstance.
He ought to be a fellow whom the whole
school respects—me, for example. It's
NOCoSsary gﬁ*chim to be a good all-round
sportsman—footballer and  cricketer,
tBnll, I'm all that. I've no doubt, sir,
that I shall be able to save you no end
of trouble—in -fact, I'm convinced that
I shall be able to take the management
of the Lower School quite out of your
hands. What do you think, sir?

“You utterly absurd boy!” shouted
Mr. Prout.

“Wha-a-a-at "

“On a previous occasion, Coker, I
recommendod Dr. Locke to give you a
trial as a prefect. You were an abject
failure s a prefect, and the Head very
rightly deprived you of the position.

Greene, and

to roar; but
t him at that
instead, and
Coker took

1 ¥ou may leave my study, Coker !"'

Coker did not move.

“I may mention, sir, that I am only
vqmm%' the view of the whole of the
Fifth Form,” he said firmly.

“I do not think so, Coker! I do not
beliove that my Form contains any boy
of such utter stupidity as vourself I

“Mr. Prout!"

“You will take a hundred lines,
Coker, for interrupting me with this
nonsense ! Now leave my study I

Coker drew a deep breath,

Whether it was the rheumatism, or
his military disappointment, evidently
Mr. Prout was hot in a reasonabln
frame of mind, It was time for Coker
to be firm; and Coker was prepared to
be firm—-very firm !

“I'm afraid that won't do, sir!" ha
said,

' “Thnti A
“Tha Fifth Form—through mo-—
insists upon its rights!”
“Insists !"" spluttared Mr. Prout.
“Inaiata " repeated Coker. “I'm

afraid, sir, that if you persist in injustice
to the Fifth there will be troubls.”

“Injustice! Trouble !

“Yes, sir. You haven't forgotten, sir,
how Mr. Jeffreys was dealt with when
he was unjust? Let it be o warning to
you, air "

Mr. Prout tried to speak. but ne words
camn. He sat dumbfounded.

“May I take it, sir, that you will
reconsider your decision " asked Colker
under the 1mpression that he had ﬂ'ﬁ"ﬂti
Mr. Prout at last. ‘I am prepared
to act as prefect. and to recommend
others for the post. Will youn ;;:ut the
announcement on the board, sir ¥’

“Bless my soul! I-I have never
heard such impeortinence ! gasped Me,
Prout at last. “This, I presume, iz a
result of the late unhappy disturbances
in the school. You, a Fifth Form
sonior, deem that you are able to follow
the lawless example of the junior boys!
Bless my soul! I ghall disabuse your
mind of that idea, Coker I

Mr. Prout rose, and looked round for
hia cane,

“Beally, sir—" said Coker.
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“Hold out your hand!" thundered
Mr. Prout, mtnhin%:hun the cane.

“*I'm afreid, sir, that I cannct do any-
thing of the kind I said Coker firmly.

“What! Arc you insane, boy "

“MNot at all, sir! In fact, I may as
well givee you my  ultimatum,” said
Coker. “Lither four prefects are
appointed from the Fifth Form, or there
will be troublo—serions trouble! I shall
eull & mecting of the Fifth Form, and
direct them to begin a barring-out !

“The boy must out of his senses!™
murmured Mr. Prowt. " Coker, for the
last time, will you hold out your hand 7™

“"Tmpossible, sir!"

"Bless my sanl!™

“ Kindly reply to my nltimatum, sir !”
said Coker. I may as well eay that I—
we—we nre in dly earnest. I——
Why—what—wharrer you at? Yaroooh !I"

r. Pront did not explain what he
wan at. He loft Coker tor guesa.

Hir left hand grasped Coker's collar,
and swung him round, His right
wiclded the cane. And the cane rose and
fell on Coker's shoulders and back with
terrific vim.,

Whack, whack, whack !

“Oh, crumba! Yah! Oh! Leave off!
By Jave, I'll punch you—— Yarcoooh !

Thack, whack, whack !
~ Mr. Prout was putting his beef into
1.

Coker struggled and roarcd, wild with
wrath amd ° indignation. This was a
pretty return for an ultimatum !

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yarooh! Rescue, Fifth!” yelled
Coker.

Horace Coker's powerful voice rang
far and wide. Probably some of the
Fifth heard it. But, like tha gladiator
of tuld, they heard it but they heeded
not.

Whaek, whack, whack!

“Oh, crumbs! Reacue! Look here—
Yaroooh! ¥Yooooop!™

Mr. Prout opewed the door, and
bundled Coker into the passage. A last
lash of the cane sent Horace Coker
srudding away, roaring.

The Fifth Fdrm-master torned back
mto his study, eomewhat comforted,

Horace Coker was not feeling either
Erata{ul or comforted. For a good half.

our Coker was busy, in his study,
rubbing his shoulders and groaning; and
—ifor some reason Coker could not under-
stand—there were sounds of loud
laughter al along the Fifth Form
passage.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !
‘H
Study Neo. 1.

Harry Wharton and Frank
who had not taken part in the riot in
the common-ropm. They had shared
feel inclined to explain that to Mr.

uclch. Tt would have locked too much

ALLO, halle, hallo!”

Bob Cherry looked in at
Nugent were grinding out their lines.
It was hard on Wharton and Nugent,

the punishment, hdwever,
The fellows who had stood ocut did not
like * beiyﬁ ﬁiﬁﬁd-" 30 they took the
impots wit rest, and groused over

them.
“ Not finished yet " asked Bob.
“ Nearly !™ growled Nugent.

“Checrio, old scout! All in the day's
work,'” said Bob. “I've had a go at
somae of mine, and left the rest over,
Five bhundred in a lump is rather too
steop for one sitting. Quelchy i a bit

of a Tartar. But I've got news, m
sonE—gorgeous news—news that  will
chasc away that stern frown from sour
brows !™
“ Fathead 1™
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L AWAY,

*Coker I"” said Bob, with a chuckle.
“Eh?! What about Cokeri™
h“lﬁ}ukﬂrt” repeated Boh. “Ha, ha,
&

Wharton and Nugent joined in the
langh,

Seriously as Horace Coker took him-
self, it was encugh for his nama to be
mentioned, to start & smile anywherc

i friars.

“Coker's a philanthropist " said Bob.
“Ho does these thiogs on a rainy day
to cheer fellows up; at least, I suppose
he does. He's done it, anyway !

“What on ecarth has he
asked H-n.Er, laying down his pen. He
WaE of & rest.

o you remember that some time
:ﬁﬂ Coker persuaded old Prout to ask

e Head to give him a trial as & pre-
fect?” grinned Bob. *The Head didn't
like to refuse old Prout, I fanecy—any-
way, he consented, and Coker was &

efect for & day or two—and you know

w it ended. a, ha! If 1t had gone
on for & day longer there would have
hean bloodshed. Well, now Coker——

ha, ha !"
Hf"Hu., ha, ha 1" roared Jﬂhnn;r Bull,
coming up behind Bob. *Coker's at it
i

“The Cokerfulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Singh, grinning over Bob's other
shoulder,

Wharton and N t jumped up.

« What iz it, fathead?” demanded
Frank.

“The Fifth are cackling themselves
blue and pink over it!" chortled Bob
Cherey. “ Coker sprung it on them sud-
denly. While D, Locke’s away, he
wante Prouty te appoint prefects from
the Fifth Form. He's to see
Frout, to threaten him with a barring-

4 he refuses—I heard Potter say
m——-—

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“It's all through our row wth old
Jeffreys,” grinned Johony Bull. “ A lot
of the fellows seem to have got it into
their heads. There was Bolsover major
this afternoon—and now Coker—ha, ha !”
“0Old Prout him out of his
study, and whacked him,” maid Bob.
“Hobson of the Shell met him coming
r«:m.rmg—mrﬂizu1_«5r rOaring. a
epotted,old Prout's chivvy at tgc door
and says he looked like a Hun who had
been under & Tank. The Fifth are yell-
ing over it: But that ien't all. Coker
is sticking to it 1"

“The stickfulness iz terrific "™ said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “There is
an esteemed notice on the board——"

“In Coker’s fist!” gurgled Bob.

5 'I‘lﬂnmnﬁdﬂwn Ea[am:l BEe E;ﬂ!&’ shouted
ohnny Baoll. “It's too to miss,
DBother the lines! Gﬂmag and sea it
before the prefects take it down!”

“ Righto ! ]

Wharton and Nugent hurried from the
study after their chums, They found
o good many other fellows heading
for the notice-board in the Hall. .

er's paper on the board seemed to
be an object of general interest.

There was a crowd before the hoard
when the Eamoue Five arrived. Fellows
of the Remove, the Fourth, the Bhell,
were there -cimckl.ing. Fags of the
S8ccond and the Third were howling
with mirth over it—which was very dis-
respectiul to Coker of the Fifth. The
Co. shoved their way through the crowd,

and read the famvous announcement,

It ran—in Coker’s hand and Coker's
spelling :

“ Notice to the Fifth!
_ “"WHEREAS it has been decided that
it is the rite and duty of the Fifth Form
of Greyfriars to fernish a certain number
of acts for the school.
- " And whereas My, Pront, now acting

done now 1™

in the place of the Head, has rcffused
to appoint prefocts from tﬁa abuve-men-
shoned Form

“A MEATING is called in the Fifth
Form-room for 8 p.m., to considder the
matler, and the messures to be talion.

“ A1l the Fifth-form are exspected to

fatend. The Chare will be trken at
?.Iqht o'clock by Horace Coker.
‘ROLE U FOR RITE AND
LIBBERTY ]

 Sined,
“HORACE J. COEKER.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"™ roared the Famous
F”?I in chorus. ;

“He's going to take measures!™
sobbed Nugent. “Is he going to cane
old Prout, or e¢xpel him from Grey-
frinys 1%

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

* Bolsover major over again P grinned
Johnuy Bull. * Bolsover's chucked it,
but Cloker is waiting to be chucled 1"

“The chuckfulness will be tervific!"

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Wingate !

The roars of laughter had drawn Win-
gate of the Sixth to the spot. The cap-
tain of friare came up inquiringﬁ.

“What's all this thumping
about 7" he demanded.

“The joke of the season ! said Bob.

“Hallo! What'a that?™

George Wingate stared at the paper
on the board. His face was a sthdy for
& moment or two.

“What checky ass put that therei"
he demanded.

“Ha, ha!l Coker!”
~ Wingate grunted, snd jerked down the
paper, and strode away to the Fifth Form
passage.

Like an army the crowd marched after
him. They wanted to see the jntorview
between the captain of Greyfriars and
Horace J. Coker,

Wingate hurled open Coker’s door and
strode in.

Coker and Potter and Greene wore
there. Coker was talking, Potter and
Greena were smiling.

Wéngate- held up ttl;:ll: paper,

“Did wou put this on the board
Coker ?” he asked. '

“Certainly I did! What the thump
do you mean by taking it down?" de-
manded Coker warmly.

“That Lkind of rot isn't allowed,”
sald Wingate. “What on earth do you
mean by * measures to be taken®?”

“Don’t you understand English? Tt
means that the Filth Form are going to
take measures, under my guidance |

. You utter ass!" exclaimed Wingate.

“Ha, ha, ha I"' rpared the crowd in the

VR

. pagsage,

C-‘:}tli::r cast a majestic glance towords
or,

“Cut off, you fags! You'll be kept in
a bit better order when I'm a prefeet 1™

“When ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“The whenfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed and ludicrous Coker !

“Clear off 1" roared Coker,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, Coker,” said Wingate
quietly. **There's n some trouble
lately in the school, Things have scttled
down now. Bome young idiots ameng
the fage began again this afternoon, and
they've had a rather gevere lesson. I
ghould think the Fifth Form would have
more sense, "

:: FI.['h'EIJI' have ! mur:,tl;u_lzad ]].3‘}2!:1'211 o

suppose you can g a si
ass, Coker!"” continued Wii:; at:E..ng " E-ill;
asses are born, not made, I believe. But
don't let there be any more of this rot.
Insubordination will be put down with a
strong hand. Take a tip from me, and
don't play the fool”

Wingate orumpled the paper in his
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hand and tossed it into the grate, and
strode out of the study.

Coker stood almost petrified for a
moment.

“ Why, the cheoky ass!™ he gasped, at
lnst. “ He's chu my notice away | My
notice, you know! I'ﬁ jolly soon show
him! Give me that pen, Greeney ™

¥

*“1 say, Coker——"'

“Give me that pen, you ass! I've got
to draw up & new notice to put on the
board. I'll show him!"

“ Coker, old man—"

“0Oh, r.irg up! You talk too much,
Greene !

Greene gave a hopeless shrug, and
dried up. Potter winked at the ceiling.
Coker, with a wrathful brow, wrote the
uotice out again on a sheet of foolacap,
and murch:g down to the hall with it.
The juniors marched after him, in great
spirits. G'eriainl;i- Coker of the Fifth was
s regular windfall on a dull d&g,

“ Bravo, Coker!" yelled Bob Cherry,
15 the great Horace pinned up the new
notice in & m determined way. ;

“ Let an y touch that paper again,
that's all!™ said Coker truculently. *
don't allow the Sixth to interfere with
me! I don't think much of the Bixth["

““Ha, ha, ha!"

And Coker strode away. And the fel-
lows wondered what would happen if
Wingate came by and saw the notice re-
placed. 8o did Fitzgerald of the Fifth,
and as soon as Coker disappeared Fitz
took the notice down and put it in his

ket. He felt that that was ouly
riendly towards Coker, .

Coker half expected another visit from
Wingate. He wos ready for it—he pushed
hack his cuffs in veadiness. But the visit
did not rome. And Cﬂk&r‘, quits unaware
of Fitzgerald's thoughtiu! act of frisnd-
ship, t'eﬁ that he had scored.

THE S51XTH CHAPTER.
A Merry Meeling !

TUBT before eight o'clock Horace
J Coker strode into tho Filth Form-
roor. -
Coker was in deadly earnest.
Like the young man who had so pecu-
liar & toste for Alpine climbing in bad

weather: “His brow was set, his oyo
bencath flashed like a falchion from its
sheath. "

As Mr. Prout had refused Cokor's

reasonable request, and had replied to o
respectiul ultimatum by laying his cane
sbout Coker, measures had to be takan,
or else the whole scheme had to be given
vp. 'The latter alternative was impoassible,
from Coker’s point of view. Coker was
the atrong, silent man called forth by an
emergency. And cvidently it was not tho
business of o strong, silent man to give
way at the first reverse,

Coker had told his study-mates so.
Potter had replied frivolously that it was
not the business of a strong, silent man
to go on making an asss of himself.
Perhapas Coker thought it was. At all
events, he was going on.

It was understood 1n Coker’s study that
there would be a row if his study-mates
did not suppert him Potter and Greene
did not want a row. Coker's remittance
was not all spent yet ; besides, they rather
liked old Coker, and he was amusing in
wet weather., SBo they agreed to attend
the meeting in the ¥Form.room. - They
doubted very much whether anyone also
would #2me, howeveor.

Coker was rather surprized to find the
Form-room empty. Qutside, in the pas-
sage, there were plenty of fellows—
mostly Removites. Those cheery juniors
seemed very much interestod in Cokor
and his new departure. Somehow, the
Fifth did not seem to share their interest,
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“ Qlackers!" wled Coker.
posed that the Fifth were late, :

The Fifth had howled with merriment
over Coker's scheme, and now they had
probably forgotten it.

Coker would have been the last fellow
to admit it, buot o matter of fact s
scheme was really the outcome of the
recent barring-out. The bonds of disa-
pline had been locsened, with deplorable
results. Bolsover maggr'a outbreak had
been one result, but Bolsover major had
been very speedily called to order. Coker
was made of sterner stuff, and perhaps he
had just a little less brains than Bolsover
of the Remove. If the Lower School had
been able to defeat & headmoster, surely
the Fifth could put up a successful fight
for their '*rites "—that was how ar
looked at it. They had Coker's leader-
ship, too—a very valuable asset!

Yet they did not seem keen fo avail
themselves of it. Potter and Greene came
into the Form-room, Ncobody else came.

“ Whera ara the other fellows?" asked
Coker, puzzled. .

“Ahem! In their studies, I fancy!”

He sup-

I | murmured Potter,

“They know the time of meeting. Why
haven't Yhey come, the duffera?”
Potter winked at Greens, but did nof

reply.

er to and fro in the Form-
room. o quarter-past struck, but still
the Fifth Form did not arrive.

“Dash it all, this won't do!" exclaimed
Coker, “'Cut off, and tell the fellows
the?'ra lats, Potter!”

** Ahem ™

“Do you hear? rapped out Coker
irritably,

“Oh, all right!"

Potter left the Form-room, and walked
away through a grinnng crowd of juniors,
Ho did not return.

Coker waited ten minutes, (Greena eye-
ing the door longingly. i

“That blessed ass is a long time,” said
Coker at last, " For goodness’ sake, go
and sea what's become of him, Greeney !"

“Right ypu are!" said Groene with
alacrity. And he guitted the Form-room,

Strange to say, he did not return

pither,

Coker waited in vain,

It was really perplexing. Everybody
in the Fifth knew that the “‘meeting "
waa called for eight, and now it was half-

t sight, and nobody had arrived. And
Coker ad his speech all ready on the
important subject of the “rites and
libberty ' of tho Fifth, and the “mes-
sures” to be taken for bringing Mr.
Prout to lis senses.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" Bob Cherry
locked in. * Meeting off, Cokeor?”

“Cortainly not!"” snapped Coker.
“(lear out! I don't want any fags hang-
ing round hera! T'll teach you rather
better manners when I'm a prefect!™
 “But the Fifth doeen’t seem to be
coming,” said Squiff. * How would you
like us for an aundience, Coker?”

“Cuat off 1" roared Coker.
out, I'll warm you!" .

“Cheeky ass!” snorted Belsover major.
Bolsover was quite indignant at Coker's

rojected resistance to proper authority, a
ﬁtt e forgotful of his own intended rebel-
lion of that afterncon, *Cheeky chump!
Tf Prout made you a prefect, Coker, we'd
scalp him!"

“ Yeag, rather!” : P

““The ratherfulness is terrific, my idiotic
Coker " ]

“ But Prouty knows better !”

Cloker went to the Form-maator's desk
and picked up 8 cane, ”

“Now, are you clearing off " he de-
manded, : ;

“Not quite!" grinned Bob. “Come in,
you fellows., There's going to bo a meet-
ing, and we're the meeting |

“If I come

One Penny

""Ha, ha, ha!"

The Remove fellows crowded in. Thera
were over a dozen of them, and Coker
might have considered the odds too }fmi,
if he had been anybody but Horace
Coker. But Coker never counted odda.
Perhaps he felt so sure 6f success in his
scheme that he considered himself a pre-
fect already. He rushed at the juniors,
and laid about-kim with the cane.

There was a chorus of yells

“"Yarooh! You silly ass, stoppit!”

“Ohk, my hat 1"

“Yarocop! Collar him ™ )

“Clear out!” roared Coker, laying
about him, "“I'l keep you in order, you
cheeky fags, or I'll know the reason why!
Out you gol™

“Down him!" welled Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton led the rush, and Coker
was fairly bowled over. He came down
on the floor with a crash, and Bob Cher
sat on his chest. Squiff and Peter T
seated themselves on his outstretched
arms, and Nugent and Johnny Bull stood
on his thrashing legs. .

The mighty had fallen! Coker wriggled
in vain under the merry juniors.

“Gerroff [ he roared. “'I'll smash
j"{lll. III

“8it on him!"

¢ Keep quiet, Coker!"

“Bang his head on the foor if: he
doesn"t—like that!"

“?amp!.’

“H!‘. h-ﬂnr .I"Iﬂ !u ;

Horace Coker was helpless. And still
the Fifth Form showed no aign of arriv-
ing, and Potter and CGreene had unac-
countab red

Harry

“ Gentlemen—

% Hear, hear!”

“ This meeting has been called to con-
sider the serious case of Horace Coker
of the Fifth Form. ©On.a late occasion
it was the painful duty of the Remove to
back up against a tyrant, and there was
o barring-out. Coker, who never has any
ideas of his own—'

“ Hear, hear!”

“as borrowed that wheeze," con-
tinued Wharton. *But whereas the Re-
move were standing up for their rights,
Coker is only playing the giddy ox.
put it to the meeting that order is going
to be kept in this school, and that tho
i!_i&mal:ra thmhr nppwc:rn}ﬁ_t,h:t]:u:-:'_nllw,-lwi_il;ﬂ pre.

ecta for the purpose cof keeping order :

“Ha, ha, ha! Brave!"

“(oker claims four prefects for the
Fifth. The Remove wouldn't stand
Fifth Form prefects at any price. Sixth
Form prefects are bad enough !"

“Hear, hoar "

“Qur respected temporary headmaster,
Mr. Prout, is a good sort, though he may
be a bit of an ass—"'

“.Hl-. h'!-. !ll

“Coker is not going to be allowed te
cheek him. For the purpose of keeping
Coker in order, & dozen profocts will be
appointed from+the Bemove—us! If the
Fifth can be made prefects, the Remove
can. You hear that, Coker "

“Yarooh! QGerroff!" roared Coker,
“I'll smash you!"

“You are not allowed to talk to pre-
focta like that, Coker!"

“I'll “prefects’ you! T'll smash you!
T'll skin you! T'H—-T'1—"

“Tap his head on the Aoor !I*

Bang! -

“0Oh, erumba! T'll-I'll— Yow-om
ow-ow 1" y

“Coker, this mecting of prefects con-
siders that you have been lacking in re.
spect to Mr, Prout, that your conduct is
subvarsive of all disoipline——"

dk Br-!.-\"ﬂ !‘"

* And that you must be kept in order!
You will give your promise to go haex

Tae Maguer Lizeaiy. —No 508,
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»wour study quietly, and behave your-
,{elf? lika & goag Iit.ili': boy——"
“I'h—I'l—" )
“Otherwise, you will be given the
frog’s-march home. Now, then!”
“T'll amash youl” oy
- “Gontlemen, Coker of the Fifth 18 1n-
teactable. In a few years Coker will be
s conscript, and it will bo very bad for

him if he has never learned discipline,

He will turn his sergeant’s hair grey.
Coker, for your own sake, this meeting
of Remove prefects hos decided that cor-

poral punishment must be administered.” -

“ Oh, won't I wallop you!” howled
Cokers *“I'lI—TI1—"

“March!” ordered Wharton.

“ Hurrah ! !

Colkeor was seized on all sides. Every
limb was held by two pairs of hands, and
other hands fastened upon his ears and
his hair. IHE wa; sﬁifpt up from the
Boor, wriggling and yelhing,

Ha, ha! Fake him home!” zoared
‘herry.

3 Leggn!j" Yarcoop! Oh, crumbs!
I'll smash vou !” bellowed Coker.

P Quick march !

Out of the Fifth Form-room the. mob
of juniors streamed, with Coker in their
midet, Coker was enjoying—or other-
wise—the frog's-march, Down tho pas-
sage and up the stairs they went, in wild
array, amid & terrific din. Coker was
Yumped on every step. With o rush,
-hey brought him into the Fifth Form
JpsEAge, R=r

Potter and Greene wore beginning
prep in their estudy when somethin
heavy bumped on the door and hurled it
opent. It was Coker!

“ My hat !" ejaculated Potter.

“Wea've brought him home!™ roared
Johnny Bull. ~ * Don’t let him loose

“iIE:. ’h.a hg 1™

, ha

Crash !

Horace Coker was landed on the study
table, One of his boots caught Greene
under the chin, and Greene yelled. Hia
liete lashed out as he was released, and
Potter caught one of them with his chin.
The voica of Potter was like unto the
voice of & bull of Bashan.

Harry Wharton & Co. streamed out of
the study roaring with laug-lz;er. Coker
sat up, m the upset ink on the table, and

EARTH,

P TN

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Backers !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
sighted Coker the next morning
wgen the Greyfriars fellows were

going to the Form-rooms.

reat Horace wore a majestio
sides other things, of course

The happeninges of the previous day
d not, appurently, pleased Coker. The

gk:m;i;[ui laek of enthusiasm in the Fifth
orm was even worse than the disrespect-

ful hilarity of the juniors,

Coker felt that he was misundersiood;
but he was not discouraged. Ele had hie
faults; but he was o sticker, Vg,

Heoe frowned loftily at the grinnin
Removites, and stalked inte the Fift
Form-teom. The other Fifth-Formers
emiled as they saw him. Really, Horace
Coker was a first-rate antidote for war-
WOITY. .

Mr. Prout had not arrived yet.

The Fifth Form-master had stopped in
the passage to chat with Herr Gans, the
German master, who was disengaged that
morning, Mr. Prout was confiding his
military ambitions to the Gander. It
was hig favourite topic. He confided to
Herr Gans how he would bhave potted
Prussians if he had been sllowed to take

Tha
frown—

to the Front the famous rifle with which-

Tuz Macuer Lsrany.—No, 508,

destruction among the
buffaloes in ild West, in the dear,
dead days beyond recall. As the Gander
was. a Hun, 1% was not cxactly tactful of
Mr. Prout: but the Form-master was too

he had wrought
the
g

pleased at getting a listemer to think | case
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our rlﬁhu, same 48 the Bixth—see? 1
hear that Dr. Locke is returning pretty
soon, so there's no time to waste. Are
you prepared to back me up? I may as
wall atate that I am going ahead, in any

about that. But it did not matter, for “Fathead |”
Herr (Gans was a Saxon, and hated Prus-| * Asal”
sians even more than Mr, Prout did. “Chump 1"

The Fifth Form had to wait. They
did not mind. In fact, they preferred to
wa!t and talk footer in the time usuall
devoted to firet lesson. Horace Coke
like the strong, silent man he was, ael:aci
the opportunity. The Fifth were all
there now, and could not aveid listenin
to his eloguence, if Coker chose to swite
it on. Bo Coker mounted on his form to
address the Fifth, b

“ Faith, is it an acrobatic trigk ye're
jz;‘fther‘i‘” asked Fitzgerald, staring at

ina.

* (rentlemen——"

“Bit down, Coker, vou ass!"” amd
Potter. “ Buppose Prout comes in?"

“Blow Progt!™

“¥oun can’t blow a Form-master,” re-
monstrated Greene.  “Prouty’'s rather
waxy with you already, Coker.”

“Bother, Prout! Gentlemen, I have
s few words o say——"

“The fewer better I remarked
Blundell, the aa}Etain of the Fifth.

"“Hear, hear!

“Shut up, Blundell " shouted Coker.

o What " b

*1 know you're captain of the Form,”
said Coker sarcastically. * But a captain
who doesn’t lead can E&ep hig head shut.
It's fallen to me to take the lead in this
crisis, and you can Jdry ui::. If the Fifth
knew what was what, I know who'd be
Form-captain 1”

“You uﬂ; chump !” roared Blundell.

“ Bilence ¥’

“(h, my hat !

“Gentlemen, I have s few words to
aay,” repeated Coker, while Blundell
g!ured at him as if he could cat hum.
“You are awere that I have delivered
an ultimatum to Mr. Prout on the sub-
jeck of the riﬂ:hn of the Fif#h Form—-"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“There’s nothing to lat.gh at, you silly
asses ! This im't & joke !

“Faith, 1 thought it was!”

“If you want a thick ear, Fitz, you've
only got to go on interrupting me in that
idiotioc way ! Gentlemen, Mr. Prout re-
fused. to consider my ultimatum, and, in-
deed, treated me in a ruffanly manner !

“Yia, ha, ha!"

“You are aware how the juniors
bucked against that man Jeft‘rﬁvs when
he was here, and beat him all slong the
line. I supposa the Fifth can do what
juniore can do—especially with a first-
rote leader. Me, you know !

“Do you think there’s going to be fag
b rringe-oub in the Fifth?" roared Blun-

Il, * You unspeakabls idiot [

“And what in
demanded Bland.

* Our rights!”’ said Coker firmly. “We
demand that prefects be appointed from
the Fifth Form az well as the S8ixth—"

“Oh, rats 1"
“And su the 8hell demand pre-
grinned Smith

fects from the Shell 1"
major. *‘ What about that?”

“That would be cheek, of courss!”
said Coker at once, “I should be down
on that, heavy I”

"H&, : hﬁ- !'H-

“If you can't leave off cackling—"

. " Bure, how can & chap lave off cack-
ling whale ga’r& talking, Coker? Be
raysonable !

“Bilence ! Gentlemen, I am prepared
to place mysolf at your head, and lcad
you to victory. Prout will have to give
way if we stand firm, and he will have
to concede our rights. Then, when Dr.
Locke returns, we shall be established in

there to bar-oot forf"

Judging by their replies, there did not
seam to be m backing for Coker
aml:ri:&g the Fifth.

"My plan,” continued Coker, “iz quile
simple. When Prout comes in, we collar
him—--»"

“Clggcollar

gene,

* Certainly I

“0Oh, crumbs!” ]

Then we put it to him plainly. Un-
less he agrees, we give him a taste of his
own canel”

“Xe gods !

“Cane Prout!” said Blundell duzedly.
“Cane & Form-master "

“The juniors licked Jeffreys when he
was here——"

“Jeoffreys was a rotier, and the scheol
governors wouldn't back him up when
they knew abont his goings on,” suid
Poiter, “Can’t you see it's quite
different, Coker

“No, I can’t1”

“Then you're a burbling ass!™

“ Gentlemen, Prout will be here in &
mnuto or two. Will you back me up and
collar kim, and bring him to reason®™

* Fathead !”

“Do you know vou'll bs sacked if vou
touch Prout?' roared Blundell.

ilmm 1!!

The captain of the Fifth strode towards
Coker

e -

“Get down off that form 1™ Le said.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Coker
E)oht-el_j'. “I shall stand on this form ns

ng #8 I like, I've got some more to
say, too "

“Get down !®

{F'Ratﬂ III

“We're fed up. You're poing to rin
off now,” said Blundell. Eﬁﬁglmad 0
the Fj[ti‘u, T tell you to dry up!”

“I don't acknowledge you as head of
the Fifth,” said ker disdainiully.
“You're rather a white-livered follow,

Prout ™ stuttered

| Blundell. You're afraid to strike for the
nq]'ltaﬂf tl:-athrm* 1 dcapise you !*
By gad!

It was o little too much for the eap-
tain of the Fifth. He made a jump at
Coker, grabbed him, and yanked him off
the form

There was & terrific crash as they went
to the floor together among the cdesks,
*“Yavooh!" roared Coker. *“Uh, my
mfpeﬂ Yah 1"
Cavsl” gasped Potter.
r. Prout, his little talk with iTerr
Gansz finished, came into the Form-

room. ‘There was a sound of a terrifie
atrug‘ﬁ'le going on among the desks, and
Er. roit started, and whisked towords
La - ) .
“Bless my soul! What is this 1™
“Yarooh! You rotter! Tl smash
vyou 1" :
“You ailly ass, I'll pulverise you !™
“Coker! Blundelll” thundered Mr,

Prout, hardly able to believe his eves
and his ears. ‘'Cease this iﬂstmltfy!

How dare vou fght in the Feorm-room!
Cease, I tell you!"
Blundell disengaged himsell, and

stroggled up. Ceker sat up dazcdly,
rui.:r'ifiig his dusty head.

“Ow ! he posped. .

“Blundell! I am surprised at you—
the head borv of the Form! This is dis-

r.-a-:ai'l:I! You will take five hundred

nes !’

Blundell grunted.

“ As for you, Coker—"
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“ Yow-ow-ow "

“Get up immediately !

Coker scrambled up. He was hurt,
and he was dusty. He glowered at Mr.

Pront, mot at all respectfully.  Mr,
Trout glowered at hin.

“Coker, wou unruly, obstreperous
h‘ﬂj" !H

“Oh, draw it mild ! said Coker.

Mr. Prout staggered. Never in all his
experience as a Formemaster had a boy
told him to draw it mild before.

“What " he gasped. * What—whal
did you suy, Coker? Did my ears deceive
re "

Potter made a terrifie face at Cokor.
But Coker was past reasoning with.

“1 spid dreaw it mild ! he repeated.
“The fact is, Mr. Prout—"'

“Yaou must Hmiti\'ul be out of your
genscs, Coker!™ gasped Mr, Prout., 1
really think you need medical atten-
tion."

“Taowok here, Prout—"

‘Oh, my hat!”™ greaned Potter.
“That's done it "

It had ! .

My, Prout laid an rom grasp on

and drvagged lam  out
Iis face was like a
Coker wriggled in his

rAED.
. “Eﬁack up, you fellows ! he shouted.

The Filth Foum did not back wup.
They wera much more inclined to bump
Coker than to back lnm up.

“Tilesa my soul!” murmured Mr
Prout. ““Are vou actually attempting,
Coker, to incite my Form to insubordina-
tion? Are vou insane?"

“ Leggo, blow you!” howled Coker.

“ Potter, kindly hand me my cane !

“PDon’t | shouted Coker.

But Potter did. _

The cane whirled in the air. and came
down across Coker’s shoulders.  Ile
roarcd and struggled. The burly Fifth-
Former waa rather a handful for the
Form-master; and Mr. Prout was far
too pormpous 2 personage to cnter into
a struggle. He shouted to Blundell,

“Blundell — Bland — Smith | Come
herc! Hold that boy over a desk "

Coker's  collar,
from the desks.

thunderclowd.

* Certainly, sir!” .
The three seniors ran to the Iform-

master's aid. Coker was whirled over a
desk. and held mm a convenient position
for Aogging.

As Coker wriggled spasmodically in the
prip of his ungrateful Form-fellows, Mr.
Prout laid on the cane.

Whack, whack, whack !

Coker’s roars rang through the Form-
room, and iote the outer Fonm-rooms, |
and the Fourth and the Remove heard |
him quite plainly. DBut Mr. Prout did
not apare him. He could not understand
{oker's extraordinary conduct in  the
least; but he was quite sure that Coker
needed severe correction. That corree-
tion he was prepared to administer,

And he did, with terrthe vim,  [le
Aogged Coker with the cane till his arm
ached.  Coker was aching more than
Mr. Prout’s ario by the time he Lad
finished.

“There!" panted Mr. Prout at last.
“Therve, you stupid, wicked, unruly boy !
here, [ trust that that will bring you

o vour senses! Let him go”

“ Yow-ow-ow-woooop 1

“*Cease that ridiculous noise, Coker,
and go to your place!”

And Coker wont ! Even Coker was
aubdusd, for the time, by that tre-
mendons lit-kir:]q;- He fairly ecrawled to
his place, and sat down. 'The ncxt
instant he jumped up again, as if the
sent wus red-hot, and yelled,

“(oker! 8it down at once!™

“"Yow-ow! I=—1 eccan't!"™ stutlored
Coker.

Mr. Prout
then Le emile

“Ahem! Yon may remam standing
at present, if you prefer, Coker!”

Coker remadned standing all the morn-
ing. Mr. Prout took no further notice
of him. Coker was very glad to be taken
no furtier notice of, e war-path had
no more attractions for him just then.
He had resolved that morning to stand
up for the righta of the Fifth Form.
He was standing up undoubtedly ; but it

zf]urml for a moment, and

Cin form.

was for quite a different reason. And
Coker did not want any more jusi then,

One Penay.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fed Up!

R. QUELCH, in the HRemove-

M room, had some difficulty in

keeping his pupils’ attention

upon lessons. & Removites

had heard Coker's mighty rearing, and

they knew that there was trouble in the

Fifth. They were keenly interested in

Coker's progress—much more than they

were in E‘urm work. Mr. Quelch had to
use his pointer several times.

Bolsover major was somewhat inchined
to understudy Coker. He could not for.
get how the Remove had defied autho-
rity once. But there was no spirit of
revolt in the rest of the Remove—amd
neither did Bolsover, when he met Mr.
Queleh’s gimlot-cyes, feel quite equal to
dnfy{ilng ¢ Remove-master. IHrh Tni.
tured upon one impertinent v but i
Was hiapﬂl&nt-. Mr.Pardelt!h l:*urf‘.t?}& him on
the apot, and Bolsover major toock the
caning with exemplary meckness. As
Vernon-8Smith  humorously  remarked,
after roaring like a lion in the Common-
roont, he cooed like a dove in the Form-
room, )

When the Remove were dismissed,
most of them congregated in the Form-
room passage to see the Fifth come ont.
They wanted to see Coker.

It was a very subdued Coker who came
out with the Fifth. He gave the juniors
u dispirited glare.

"’ﬂ)allq-, hallo, hallo! Have they made
you a prefeet yet?™ asked Bob Cherry.

Coker did not even answer.

He limped away down the passage.

“Poor old Coker!" murmured Sqniff.
“Prouty seems to have Iaid it on this
time! He hasn't risked spoiling the child
by i;ga.n'ng the rod."

i &, ]].-I]., ha!™

It was a half-holiday that afternoon,
and as the weather had mended a little,
the Remove fellows mostly went down to
footer practice. The 8t. Jim's mateh
was coming along, and they had to be
Harry Wharton had had a
letter from Tom Merry that morning, in
which was mentioned a circumstance
somre interest to the Removites. Levi
san, who had ence belonged to Grey-
friars, and was now a St. Jim's fellow,
was coming over with Tom Merry's
Eleven when they came.

Harry Wharton & Co. remembered
Levison well, chiefly as a “:smoky
bounder” of the "“blade ” tyvpe. Thoy
were curions to see him as o member of
the 5t. Jim's Junior Football Eleven.

Coker of the Fifth was cohserved
mooching about the playing-Gelds while
the Remove were at practice.

Ho did pot jein the Fifth at footer,
however.

Greater wmatters than footer werae
occupying the mighty brain of Hovace
Coker.

He was recovering from the hcking he
had received i the morning, and as lie
got over ‘it  his ambitions schemes
revived, Undounbtedly Coker was a
sticker !

Potter and Greene were at practice,
and it was in vain that Coker called to
them tg come off. He wanted them, and
he considered that it was like their cheek
to be playing looter -when he wanted
thom.

But his study-mates were deaf to tha
voice of the charmer. Potter and
Gzrecne did not leave the lield until the

ractice was over. and then they came in
wngry to tea. They found Coker in the
study. He met them with a lofty and

gloomy stare,
he asked

“Finished your
sarcastically.
“It wasn't a game—only practice,”
said Polter. " You might have had the
Tre Magxer Lisiany,—XNo, 508,
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kettle on, Coker, as you were slacking

about.”

“Blow the kettle! This. fairly beats
me,” gaid Coker. “Here am I, ‘pre-
pared to take the lead in ﬁﬁhting'fm-
the rights of the Fifth, and all you
fellows can think of is kicking & hball
about a field, Talk about Pontius
E’nﬂﬁt'? fiddling while e was burn-|

g!

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, George

:: gﬁter ' I: happened this ing?
what happe: morning "
“That on malncaa me more deﬁhr-

mined | said Coker calmly.
- “But how are you going to manage a
barring-out when the Fi[%h won't have
anything to deo with it, or with youl"
ed Potter, with great patience.
“That's what I'm going to. tell
It's Xﬂiﬂg to be n al:u:ﬁ barring-out.
- W_’“ whn_l:t-&r!‘i;'}
e're goin
Us th

I{':I'L'h

have a barring-out

Potter?” : in this study. ree against old Prout,
“Wae it Pontius PFPilate?™ grinned )| you.know, till he gives in.”

Potter, as he sorted out the Lettle. “Us—us three?” gasped Greene.
"Well, Alexander the Great, then,”| *That'a it|"

said Coker hastily. “You howling idiot!" roared Greens,
“ ﬁ:’k& H{thﬁéﬁclm " said Potter, ™ ur“ lmmngh:a“ pakicacs.

Xerxes, or Archimedes. Any old l’t.flli'lzlg,' what you say, Greeno! T don't

will do! Get that fire gﬂinﬁ, Gresney,
while I fill the kettle, as Coker couldn’s
keap it in."

ker glowered. Polter and Greene th

and wanted their tea, and

wers hungri’, .
they were less careful than wusual with
Coker. The great Hornce glowered af

themn as they made their preparations.

2o that's all you think of—tea!™ he
meered. ; '

“Well, it's the thing a chap usually
thinka of at tea-time, isn't u#?" said
Greene. *“You'd be hungry if you'd
!:-er.-? doing something, instead of slack-
In Fr

‘Never mind tea now,"” said Coker.
“The question 13, what's to be done?”

“The eggs are, I hope.”

“T didn't ask for a fat-headed
(ireene!” said Coker. “ The Fifth
refused to back me up, like rotten funks!
I suppose I can dapemi on my own study-

oo

ave

mates and pals for support?’
“0Oh, yes!” yawned Potter. “Cer-
tainly ; -anything you hke. Don't overdo

it with those eBEY, Greeney. there
ROy sugar, Coker?” _
*T don’t know, and don't care, either!

The “Fiﬂ'.h have refused to back me up

“(Give it a rest, old chap!” implored
Potter. “Can't you put on 8 mnew
record? That one's getting old!" _

Coker stared nt his study-mates. This
was rather a mew tone. DBut the fact
was that Coker's pals were getting fed
up. There was, as Potter had re-
marked to Greene, a limit to a chap's
capacity for bei bored, and they were
getting near the limit. i

“Wall, I'll tell you what I've decided
on,” said Coker, after a pause. **Prout
licked me this morning. You chaps
stood by and never made a sound.”

UYou were making row encugh, old
scout ! _ .

“I'm willing to overlook :% " gald
Coker magnanimously. *“But I expect
vou to back me up. I throw over the
Fifth. They'ro all funks! But I keep
up my claam to a prefectship. Thﬁta
an];ﬂjﬁast, I've written Prout a note.

l“

“Hore it is! I'm going to send it fo
him by a fag, Look atit.”

“ After tea, old chap.”

“ Look at it now!” roared Coler.

Peter and Greene resigned themselves
to their fate, and looked at the note.
They grinned as they read it. It ran:

#Zir —T, the under-sined, insist u
my rite to ba made prefect. I am willing
to moddify my oclaim, and will be
sattisfied i¥ I am made prefect, and
pever mind the uthers, If this r -
able olaim is not sksceded to, I hereby
inform you that there will be a barring-
out. I daﬁ'{l injusl:imh Eh:.:!dl_f Eﬁ]l]d Fuut.r
er by the fag who brings this noat.
anew I“Einad,g Horace J. Coger.™

& Ynu—;uu—_wu‘m going to send that

to Prout?
Tus Magrer Lieiry,—No. 508,

want o have to punch you!" said Coker.
“Naow, T'll call & fag, and send Prouty
that note, and if his answer's in the
negative, as those burbling asses say i1n
@ House of Commons, then we start in,
Beel™

“MNunno, I—I don't quite sea! I
kEnow I'm noft doing any barring-out in
this study,” =said Greene. "1 know
Poiter isn't, either. We're not asking
for the sack!™

“It's a ques

*Oh, rats!”

“The righta of the Fifth Form—"

“The rights of your grandmother!
Don't be an ass!™

Coker glared.

“1 shall be sorry to handle my pals,”
he said. *But I may as well say out
plainly that if I'm not backed up in this
study there will be trouble. Best to
speak plainly. Are you going to back
me up, or have I got to hammer you?"

Potter picked up the note from the

ion of justice—-"

table, and pitched it into the fire. Potter |

considered that the fire was the safest
place for it. Coker watched him with
almost incredulous amazement. The
heel was being raised against him in his
own study ! E?en his faithful followers
were falling away!

“What does that mean, Potter?” he
gasped, at last.

“ It means that we're fed up with your
sill t'nt!"ka:aidr}']""&j:tar %elﬁ}emﬁ?l]i “As

re apea ainly, CUoker, ef you
have it in pT&n English. We're fed up!
I euppose you understand what that
means, even with a brain like yours?

“Wha-a-ati"

“There's not going to be any barring-
out in this study, and you're not going
to check Prout. Underatand?”

“M-m-my hat!"

“If you cheek Prout, we're done with

you! We're fed up. And you're not
oing to bring trouble on $his study.
nless you stop playing the giddy ox, we
shall turn you out!”

"Turmn me out?" repeated Coker
dazedly, “‘Me!"

":H?as, you, and sharp, too! Now shut
up!

Coker was rooted” to the foor. He
could not find his voice again for p full
m.'i?ul:-ﬂ. Then he burst out: i,

Why, you—you—you—you—

“Shuy upl" roared Pottar,

#Yes, shut up!" said Greene. “"Nuff
satd! Put on a new record or else dry
up! You are getting too big a bore,
Coker. There's a limit!”

“Why, T'l wallop you &ill—till you
can't howl!"” roared Coker. * You—you
talk to mel Who's head of this study,
I'd lLike to know! Why, wyou cheeky
rotters— You—you—you—"

Words failed Coker. He rushed at
Potter. It was a time for action, not
words. Mutiny in his own study had to
be nipped in the bud.

“Lend me a hand, Greeney|” panted
Potter.

“Yhat-ho ™

-at the door like a bull.

“I'll lick the pair of you!™ roared
Coker truculently. *Come on!"

Potter and Greene wera coming on
fast enough. Even Coker, burly as he
was, was not quite a match for the two.
Etr_;l‘ﬂghﬂg furiously, he was yanked to-
w . tha door.

“"Out with him!" panted Greene.

Crash! Potter went down, yelling, and
Coker turned on Greene, ut Potter
was up again i a twinkling.

Coker's study-mates were as exas

perated as Coker himself, and they were
in deadly earnest, Pobter’s arm went
round Coker's neck, and he was dragged
OVar.

With a final effort Potter and Greene
hurled him into the paesage. He landed
there with a terrific bump.

Then the door closed, and the key wan
turned in the lock.

Cokar picked himeelf up. and charged
He grabbed the
handle and rattled it. ¥He thumped on
the panels. He roared blocd-curdling
threats through the keyhole,

Potter and Greenc went on with their
tea, and let him roar.

Coker went on his way at last. He had
to go down to Hall Yo tea, in a state of
amazement and wrath quite indeserib-
able. He, Horace James Coker, monarch
of all he surveyed, had been turned out
of his study—pitchéd out on his neck, in
foct! It was astounding—incredible ; but
thera it was! It was time for the ckies
to fall! Coker munched war-bread in
Hall in utter amazement.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Coker Asks For Ii!
L ALLO, halle, hallo!
Coker "
Harry Wharton & Co. were
in the Rag when the great man
came in: It waa a meeting of the Re-
move gardenera to discuss work on the
school allotments—a matter that was miles
beneath Coker's lofty notice, Certainly,
Coker hadn't ¢come &em to discuss euch
subjecta as i-l'l!'l'tﬂ']lil'li the ground prepars-
tory to sowing in the spring.

o Romovites amiled at him. They
found Coker more entertaining even than
usual of late; and he was .a great re-
gource in rainy weather. All Greyfriars
knew that Coker had been sjec from
his own study, and had howled over 1t.

"En:FE 1uu-:, CTH " said Harry Whar-
ton itely. ““Are you going to giva ua
a haET:l wiih the tr&nchﬁg (ﬁl thg allot-
mﬁ‘ﬂtﬂ-?”

““Eh? Don't be an asa, Wharton "

o ﬂE:hin]ﬂ' not ! I won't poach on your
ground, Coker "

“I haven’t come here to listen to fag
cheek, Wharton, I warn you!"

. wie}l, what i:tn-.re you come for?** in-
quired Frank Nugent. “You'ra inten
rupting the merry meeting, Coker!”

“Listen to me!” said Coker. “T'va
got something to say rather important I*

“ About potato-growing i

“Bother

“Nol"  roa Coler.
potatoes !

“Cabbagea?” asked Johnny Bull, “ Do
vou know a dodge for keeping caterpillars
off our winter cabbages "

“You silly young 1diot! I don't know
anything about cabbages, or coterpillars
either. De you think I've got time to
bother about such rot? Now, listen to
me! You kids bucked against that man
Jefireys when he waa here, and you gok
rather the best of it, thnuﬁ'a gnu hadn'}
anything in the way of a . Well,
I'm going to let you hack me up !

£ ﬁhﬂ-l-ﬂt L&

“ Which?"

_“Tha Fifth hava left me in the Iurch—
they've got no pluck. You fags are un.
ruly young scoundrels, but you've shown

Here's
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that you've got some pluck. Well, I'm
wp against Prout—you know that. He
won't give us justice, I've demanded
Fifth—F%rm pref]ecta,
atand npfor my rights; but I've dropped
the claim for the other chapa, They can
go and eat coke! But I am bound to
inzist on my own rights; you see, my
personal dignity i concerned in  the
matter ! Coker explammed.
“And your personal digmty & 1m-
portant 7'" asked Bob, with great serioas-

e,

“Of course, you voung idiot!”

“0Oh! Al sevenc! Ggentlameg, chaps,
and fellows, Coker's personal dignity is

eoncerned in the matter, and Coker's per-
gonul dignity is important. I am serry to
see you fellows grinning. This is a serious
matter. Isn't it, Coker?”

“Yeg, it is!" sna Coker. “Now,
as I insist upon being made a prefect,
and Prout refuses, I'm going to bar him
out. The Fifth won't back me up, and
I'm going to let vou fags do it!"”

“Great Scots!™ . _

“Yau barred ont Jeffreys,’ eaid Coker.
“You did it well—I admit that! Under
my leadership, you could do better, We
shall acon bring Prout to his senees. As
soon as he makes me a prefect the matter
drope.™

“ And when yvou are m>de a prefect
vou will be awfuily nice to “he Remore,
of couvee ?” asked Peter Todd, with a
winl: at hiz comrades, .

“T ghall jolly well do my daty!” said
Coker warmly. ““And I shall keep fags
in their place, never you fear!”

“What an inducement for us to back
him up ! murmured Squiff.

i H-ﬂ-; hﬂ. ha I

“ Mind, it's understood that I'm ieader
and that I allow no arguing from fags,’
said Coker. He scemed quite anxious to
make that point clear, “I'm gong to
gtart tho barring-out in the Form-room.,
Vou'll take & note from me to Prout,
Wharton. And if he refuses my just de-
mand, we go ahead! Bee?”

T see,” said Wharton demurely.

The juniors gazed at Coker in wonder,
It never seemed to dawn upon the great
Horace that he was taking too much for

raoted. - :

y 'gbﬂ_h]y.]ﬂp considercd t-l'.::: the hﬂgﬂ:;
L7 in I up Was quits enoug
delight tga faga Pand render them en-
thusimatic,

Wharton closed one eye at hie chums.
‘gg was guite willing to lead -Horace
oker an, and pull his sublime leg,

“Twe pot it all eut and dried!™ eaid
Coker briskly. *“1I fancy the Filth will
be .a bit ashamed of themselves when
they' find that I've had to call in the
fags to help, It's & come-down, of course.r
¥ .can’t say I'm proud of it. But a chap
must nse what materisls he can get, how-
ever rotten they are, if he can't get
better, I've thought that out."

“You're &0 ﬂatt&ring, Coker,” mur-
pmvred Dob Cherry, “1 don't see how
anybody could refuse you anything when
you sk it so nicely I

“if that's mecant for cheek, Cherry,
1 warn you to chuck it! I'm not stand-
ing cny cheel from you scrubby little
scoundreis 1"

“QOh, my hat!" said Bob, almest over-

nte.

“The Cokerfulness is terrific!"™ re-
marked Hurree Jameet Bam Singh.
“What are the ceteemed orders, my
worthy and lndicrous Coker 7

“*8hut up while I write the note |*

id [:Ih !1‘!

Coker sat down at the table, and drew
ink and paper towards him. He wrote
out a fresh copy of the ultimatum Potter
had impertinently destroyed in his study,

“There ! he eaid, “Take that to
Prout, Wharton !" 2

Wharton rose, He had been whisper-

and he's refused. I

fully.
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ing to his companions while Colier was
writing, and they were all looking very
meek and very sertows. The discussion
on the allotment question was postponed.
Coker was much more entertaiming.

“Wait for an anewer?” asked Whar-
kon.

“Vea, Br’ing me the anewer here.”

“ Right-ho 1’
thHh“F Wharton took the note, and left

e Rag.

Cﬂkef paced to and fro majestically
while he waited for his return, The
juniors waited in solemn seilence,

Harry Wharton did not present himself
in Mr. Prout’s etudy. Me had noe inten-
tion whatever of presenting Colier's final
ultimaetum.

It was only too probable that both the
bearar and the sender of that note would
be made examples of if it reached Mr.
Prout’s hands. :

4 Whm:.:lmt?l tore it into tgcwral. EB‘!E&, h:igd

ro e pi into a gutter outside
a wﬁrﬁuw. 'ngn he returned to the Rag.
_ Coker eyed him inquiringly as he came
in. _

“YWell, what did Prout say ! he asked.

fHe didn't say a word,” said Harry.

That reply wae in exact accordance
with the facts, Certainly Mr. Prout had
said nothing to Wharton, as he had not
even geen him. )

“ Not a word ?” exclaimed Coker,

1] Nﬂt a E}'ulj}lﬂ.u

“That'a rather queer. He didn't say
I wae to come to himi"

& Nﬂ- LFd

“He didn't say I was to'be a prefect 1

“ Nothing of the kind.” -

*1id ;I'IE send the note back "

(1] D.l
“Rude old bunke!" said Coker wrath-

“Treating me with contempt!
ou know ! I'il jolly scon show him
whether I'm to be treated with con-
tempt ! The barring-out goes ahead now !
When Pront finds us barred in the Form-
raom he may come to his senecs.”

“When ! murmured Bob Cherry.

Hurree E:l.l.':gh mupmjred that the
"“whenfulness wag ternific I

“Follow me!” exclaimed Coker

loftily.
Igiyitmde from the . The iﬂiﬂiﬁm,
reasing their amiles, followed him.
ernon-Smith and Shinner met them
in the e
b I‘Ill:iﬂ[ EWhat’u this pame$” asked
Bmithy.
“We're [ollowing

Me,

[ LF]

in father's foot-

steps,” explidined Bob Cherry. *“We're
following the dear old dad !
““Ha, ha, hal™

“ ot g0 much jaw !" rapped out Coker.
“Come on!"” :
“It's a barring-out, Smi
“ Another barring-out!"™ ejaculated the

Bounder.
“¥ea: Coker’'s! We're backing him
defy eversbody and

up. We're going to
E"-:F:-Bl' thing, and never sheathe the sword

]!-I

which we have not lightly drawn, till
Pruesian militarism—I mean, until Prout
is foiled, diddled, dished, and done !
“Oh, my hat "
“Join up, Smithy! The more the
merrier ! ]))Jind you treat Coker with
respect, Coker's rather ashamed of

having to fall back on fage to back him
up, and he’s a bit touchy.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” : .

Vernon-8mith and Skinner joined up.
S0 did some more fellows when they
learned what was on. Nearly half the
Rm;:n{m:gkarrimd at the Fifth F-:-rm-r«:rm::
with Coker. Fitzgerald was coming out,
with a book in his hand as they arrived,
and he etared blankly at Coker and his
Army.

“%hiﬂlfﬂ an " he inqguired,

* Barring-out 1" id Coker loftily.
‘" As you fellows refuse to back me up;
I've called up the fags 1"

One Penny. 11

Fitzgerald blinked at him, Coker
gtrode past into the Form-room, and the
juniors followed him in, eome of them
winking at Fitrgerald as they paesed.
Fitzgerald, almost euffocating, tottered
away to tell the Fifth of Coker’s latesh.
In the Form-reom Coker was giving
orders in g loud voice. Horaco Coker
meant business; and &0 did his followers,
though the business they meant was quite
diﬂ'ere:!lt from the business Coker
meant

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
And Gets It!

ORACE COKER was quite himself
now. He felt that he bore a
;;:.:katgh ﬁﬁhﬂu to Ajax de-
ing the ing.
Prout had refused to come to
reason, Mr. Prout was to be brought to
resaon.

It was a little annoying to be backed up
by Remove fags instead of seniors—it was
]ﬂu :l.'td!l:- tﬁw Coker l.}':hchﬂd COn-
sida & 1 noee to his Fersmw,l
dignity. But there was no help for that,
and the fault was not lus. Certainly, he
had done his best to rouse the Fifth Form
to revolt for their * rites.”

Coker was a little excited, but he made
it & point to be calm. All f}rﬂyfrim*u Was
to see that he was the “'strong, silent
man ' regquired in an emergency.

“Take op all the forms and desks.
They're to. be stacked against the door!
All the windows {0 be fastened. Half a
dozen of you buzz off te the tuckshop to
and get in grob—we may have to be here
for di}ra, perhaps. Some of you scoot off
al:'ud get in mchhahrmmﬁ nﬂup?,' and
things—we might have to fight for it
And—"

“ Anything else!” grinned Bob Chan-f-

“You wouldn't hke us to fetch old
Prout’s head on a charger?’ asked Ver-
non-Smith.

“"Shut up, 3mith!™”

“Gentlemen,” said Harry Wharton,
“you see the idea! Coker's going to bar
| out Prouty—and get sacked! a can't
afford to let old er be kicked cut of
Greyfriara! There would be nothing left
to entertain us in dull times!"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Zilence, Wharton ! roared Coker.

“We're not exactly going to bar out
Prout!” eontinued .':E'hlr‘tnn. “Coker’s
little joke has gone far enough in that
direction——="

“*It’s not & joke, you young ass!”

“Your mistake, er—it 18! But if
Coker wants to hold the fort in this
Form-room he can—and he's going to!
Collar him!"

“Why, yvou young rotters!” shouted

Mr.

Coker, as the grinning Removites closed
in on him, * er you at?"
“Boving you from getting sacked, old
1 kled Bob Cherry.
“Hands off] Why, I'll— Oh, my
hat!™
Bump !

Cloker came down on the floor. He was
swept off the floor, however, and whirled
along to & form. On that form he was
plumped down hard.

His struggles were not much use, He
was fi ~held on the form by the
chuckling juniors while Wharton pro-
duced i cord and bound him there.

The cord wound about Coker's lega and

dy, n“hda wfnn knotted _Emﬂ.“l him amd
O t o keepi mm sitting.
Then his hnndiniwam tied down to hia
gides. Then he was released, and the
]i;:ﬁura crowded back, with roars of

ghter.
Coker glared at thems, spluttaring with
vage, {nly Coker could have been duffer
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enough to suppose for a moment that
the juniors would have backed him up in
& barring-ont. Even Coker supposed it
no longer.

“ You young villains!” he roared. ""Let
me loose—let me loose, at once! Do you
hear?"

“Don't vou want to hold the fort!™
chuckled Wharton. “ My dear chap, we
haven't done with you yet.'

The Removites were far from finished
with Coker. Bob Cherry took a chalk
from the cupbosurd and chalked the lower
half of his face, from his nose to his chin,
a dead white. Wharton scooped soot from
the chimney, and sooted the upI:ver half.
It gave Coker o peculiar, zebra-like look
when they had done,

Then a bottle of gum was fortheoming,
and the gunm was worked into Coker's
hair, in spite of his frantic threats,

The hair, thickened with gum, was
wound up to a point on Coker’s head, and
left like a pyramid,

Coker’s aspect was =0 oxtraordinary by
this time that the juniors were almost

vaterics. So was Coker, though for
different reasons.

“My hat!" gasped Squiff, “If Prout
gees him now he'll have o ft!”

“The fitfulness will be tercific!™
Hurree Singh. " How do you feel
my esteemed and fatheaded Coker?”

“Gropgh! T'll smash you! I'll spifli-
cate you! Yow-ow!"

A blackboard was dragged round be-
hind Coker, and set up among the desks.
On it Wharton chalked in large letters:

COEER THE PREFECT!
THE ONE AND ONLY!
THREE SHIES A PENNY!

#There, I think that will do!" re-
marked Wharton, “Arve you geing to
thank us before we go, Coker? Waea're
saving you from the order of the boot,
you know !

“T—I—I'll smash youl™ .

The juniors crowded towards the door.
They had done with Coker. The infur-
ated Fifth-Former roared after them.

“Coma back! Let me loose! You
young rotters, 'iynu'ra not going to leave
me like this! T'll amash you!’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors streamed out of the Form-
room, and Coker was left alone—alone in
his Ef::-r;r! :

The unhappy rebel of Greyiniars gasped
with fury.

He was about to shout for help, when
it occurred to him that he did not want
to be found in that peeuliar position. He
fumed and gasped and muttered dire
threats, hoping that the merry Removites
would come back and release him.

But tiwe Removites did not come back,
The allotment meeting wassresumed in
the Rag, and they had no more time to
waste on Coker. Their idea was that
Horace wanted a lesson, and that he was

oing to have one. After this experience
ﬁ was highly improbable that Coker
would eseek to raise another rebellion in
the sthool. That would be for Coker's

. The way he was going led fo the
aack, little os he seemed to realise ik

Coker remained for half an hour, twist-
ing in his bonds and fuming. Aifter that
he could stand it no longer, and he
shouted for help. Even at the cost of
furnishing mercriment to all Greyiriars,
he had to be releasad.

Fitzgerald looked in at the doorway.
He went almost into convulsions at the
sight of Coker's black-and-white coun-
tenance and conical topknot, and stag-
gered away, unheeding Coker's yells,

Potter and Greene were the next to
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usly,

1!!

arrive. They stared at Coker from the
doorway, and howled,

“You silly idiots!” shouted Coker.
“"What are vou laughing at? There's
nothing to laugh at!, Come and cut me
loose, you blithering burblers !

Potter and (Greene shrieked,

“Will you come and loosc me, you
villaina?" bellowed Coker. *'This is &
piece of fag cheek, that's all! I thought
the voung scoundrels were going to back
me up in o barring-out, and this ia what
tha?r meant all the time!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” \

“I'll smash you, Potter! TI'll pulvarise
you, Greene! Come and got me loose,
can't you, you gurgling dummies?™

“"Ha, ha! We don't want to be smashed
or pulverised, thanks!™ gasped Potter.
“¥You'll de very well as you are, Coker!

I gay, come back!

But Potter and Greene were gomne.
Their howls of mirth died away down the
Form-room passage,

Coker gasped with wrath,

There were footsteps in the passage—
many footsteps. The news was spread-
ing. - Dicky Nugent of the SBecond Form
come in, with o crowd of fags, They
roared at the sight of Coker. Bolsover
minor led & party of the Third, And the
notice on the blackboard behind Coker
?eemad to be taken quite seriously by the

4,
‘Three shies a penny !" yelled Nugent
minor, ‘““Go it!"

And the fags went it,

Crumpled dusters and fragments of
chalk and paper pellets were the massiles,
and they rained on Coker.

The unhappy Horace dodged his head
from side to side frantically, but aas fast
as he dodged one missile he got ancther.

The fags were enjoying the game im-
mensely, The same could not be said for
Coker,

In the puaaFE a crowd gathered—
Fourth and Shell and Remove came along
to look on. There were cheers for every
hit the fags.

Cloker roared for help.

But the Fifth. though they certainly
must have heard him, did not heed. They
were fed up with Coker. He had asked
for it, and now he had got it—that wos
how ker's ungrateful Form-fellows
looked at 1t.

But Wingate of the Bixth came along
at last, aroused by the uproar from the
Form-rooms.  Wingate almost fell down
at the sight of Coker.

* What—what—what—" he stuttered,
“YWhat's that?"

“Ha, ba'! It's Coker!™

“Coker the Prefect!”

“Coker the Great! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let me loose, Wingate!” shrisked
Coker. *“You silly fool, what are you
standing there staring for? t me loose,
or I'll punch your aiﬁy head! Call your-
self a prefect? Yah!"™

Wingate stared &:’ him, and walked
out of the room. Coker's way of asking
a favour did not seem to pleaze him,

s v ped Coker. “W
“M-my hat!” oker. “Win-
gate, you idiot! ﬁa'a gone! You young
scoundrels, if you shE
again—-— Yarooh! Oh, my nose!
spiflicate the lot of you! Yoooop!™

“Cave!” velled someone in the passago.
“ Form-master {"

The crowd melted away like butter in
the sunshine.

vAs Mr, Prout, with stately stride, ap-
proached the Form-room, the last of the
juniors disappeared in the opposite direc-
tion at top speed.

A sudden milence followed the uproar
a3 Mr., Prout came up to the deorway.

anything at ;?ﬁ

| Prout, recoverin
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“Dear me!” mormured Mr. Prout,
M1 am sure I heard a noise—in fact, I
am positive I heard a very considerable
din! Why — what—— Upon my
word 1"

Mr. Prout blinked in at Coker.

Coker blinked back at him.

“What—what is that dreadful object 1"
said Mr.. Prout faintly,

Coker splutteccd.

“I'm Coker!

“ Coker !
turbances,

I'm tied up! I—I—"
You arc cavsing further dis-
Coker I thundered My,
himeelf. ' Are you
mad, Coker? How dare you engage in
such a childish frolic—you, n member of
& senior Form! Are vou utterly out of
your senses "

* I—I—I—" stuttered Coker.

“Leave this room at onee, and wash
your face!"” shouted Mr. Prout.

Sl I_I_HI

"Will you obey me, Cecker?®

“I—I gmx't! "

“I order you to rise from that form at
once, Coker 1"

—

"I can’t!™ sghricked Coker., “I'm
tied 1"
“Tied? Blesa my soul, you arve tied!

Yes, I perceive it now. You have gone
to this length of sbsurdity, Coker, in &
childish game with boys of the lower

Form ou, a senior ! I am ashamed of
ml:ér" ou are s disgrace to the school,
g .l?

“I—I haven't—I didn't—I wam't!™
babbled Coker.

“Bilence! I seriously suspeci that you
are not in your right mind, Coker! I
will send someone to release you, and you
will clean yourself, and take a thousand
lines! T have never heard of a Grey-
friars senior behaving with such an
utter want of dignity! Pah!*”

Mr. Prout flounced .out of the room,
leaving Coker fairly foaming. It was the
last drop in the cup thet he should be
sup to have entered into that game
of his own free will. He. Coker, playing
a fag game with fags. having his face
blacked | It was too much!

Coker was in a frame of mind that a
wild Hun might have envied when
Trotter, the pelt_fé, came in. grinning, to
release him. aving been released, ho
rewarded Trotter with a shove that made
him sit down suddenly, and stamped out
of the Form-room, ¥Yells of Taug;,?tr-r
greeted him in the passages st the sight
of his face and his hair, as he streaked
for the nearest bath-room. Coker was
're:rdy busy in the bath.room, with woap
and steaming water, for a long time, but
when he appeared in public again he was
still rather chalky and sooly and gummy,
snd his temper was positively hmni:‘i’&naf !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Squashed !

ARBRY WHARTON & CO felt
that they had done Coker a real
kindness, ‘They did not expect
any gratitude, and certainly they

did not get any. Coker eyed them like a
savage Frussian when he saw them
again. Bub it was pretty certaln that
Coker would not seek to induce any part
of Greyfriars to arise in ita might against
authority any more, If Coker wanted a
barring-cut, it was clear now, even to
Coker, that he would have to hold it en-
tirely on his own.

Even Coker could hardly go to that
length, the fellows suppesed. But they
didn't quite know Coker. True, Coker
spent most of that evening in gouging
gum out of his hair. But on the follow-
ing morning Coker was ready for busi-
ness again. At breakfast he was seen to
wear & very determined look.  After
breakfagt he disappeared.

Where he had disappearcd to waa
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dAiscavered as sooa as the Fifth went to
their Form-room. The Form-room door
was locked.

Blundell tried 1t, and found that it
would not open. As the handle rattled
Coker's voice was heard from within,

“{Clear off |™

“Coker!™ gjaculated Blundell. * Open
the door, you ass! What the merry
thunder have vou locked the door for 7"

“It's a barring-out!™

Y“What?” i,'elln:i Blundell.

“ Oh, crumbs " gasped Potter. “IHe's
fairly off lis onton! This means Coluey
Hatch for Coker 1"

“You thundering idiot!™ shouted
Grecne. " Open the deor at once!”
* Rauta !

* A—a—a barmmg-out !"" stuttered Fitz-
goeeald.  “Oh, it's too rich intirely!
Uoker, you are too funny! Chuck it1”

“I'm going to chuck it when I've

secured my rvights!” said Coler. *¥You
can i-r:- and tell Pront so! Tell him I
defy him !

““Sure, I'm likely to tell him that!"
chortled Fitegeruld. I don't think I™

“*Coker,” howled Blundell through
the kevhole, * dou’t be such & silly idiot !
Open the door before Prout comes 17

“I'm not uafraid of Prout, if you are!”

“He may be here any minute, you
mad duffer! He's gone out nto the
guad for something. There's a visitor
conie.  But he may be here m a tick 1

*Let him come, then !

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo!™
Eemovites came along
“What's the row ¥ Coker again?”

“A barring-out!” wept Fitzgerald.
:j‘(_':ﬂlit:’r’ﬂ barring everybody out! Oh

ear !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherrs.
“Good old Coker !

“Go if, Coker!"™ shricked the Re-
movites,

The passage echoed with laughter. In-
side the Form-room Coker snorted with
angry indignation, He could see nothing
whatever to luugh st. 1t was a decided!
sortonz budiness, from Coker's point
vIEW.

Y“Dear me ! What is all this erowd "
exclaimed Mr. Prout, coming along the

passago,

A crowd of
the passage.
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“ Ahem I

“Why are you boys not in your Form-
rooms? Do you wish to greet Dr. Locke
with an uproar on the morning of his
return 1"’ exclaimed Mr. Prout severely.

“Oh! Has—was that the Head, sir®"
stammered Wharton.

“¥es, Wharton, Dr. Locke has re-
turned. Pray be quiet! Allow me to
pass |

Mr. Prout turned the handla of the
Form-room door,

It is locked !

““Bless my soul !

“Hallo! Is that Mr. Prout " boomed
Coker’s voice from within. * You can’t
comse 1o, sir!”

“What? What?"”

“I'm barring you out, sir!"

“Rless my soull”

“Unless 1 have m
appainted a prefoet,
to bar you out!”

Mr, Prout looked dazed.

“Blundell,” ho esaid faintly, *kindly

o to Dr. Locke and reg:lleat_ im to step

re. Tell him I fear that Coker is mot
in his right senses 1"

“¥es, sir!" gorgled Blundall,

He hurried away. Ina few minufes he
returned with Dr.. Locke. The Head of
Greyfriara was looking very fit and well,
eviden uite recovered from the illness
which had kept him away from the school
g0 long. The fellows saluted him respect-
fully as he came up, and Dr. Locke gave
them a kind smile. He stopped outside
the Form-room door.

“It—it—it is Coker, sir!" multtered
Mr. Prout. *“He—he has locked himself
in the Form-room! His conduct for
some days has been strange—very
stranga indead, and I fear that his brain
18 giving way."

“DBleas my soul ! said the Head.

He tapped at the door.

“Coker I

“You're not coming in 1" came Coker's
voice, “I'm standing up Jor the rights-
of the Fifth, and—"

“ Coker 1™

“Oh, crumbs!" Horace Coker rocog-
nised the voice. “JIe—ip—is that the
Head 1"

*“Yes, Coker,” said Dr. Locke quietly.
"O'Tpeu the door at once !

here was a breathless pause, and then

rights, sir, and am
congider it my duty

One Penony. 13

the key turned back in the lock. The
big door of the Form-room swung open.
lf‘.'r, Laocke stepped in.

Coker, with a crimson face and a hang-
ing head, stood before him. The sudden
appearance of the Head fairly dumb-
founded Coker.

“Well, Coker, what does this meani"
asked the Head.

“ M-m-m-m-m-mean, Sir
Coker.

“ Aro you out of your senses, or is this
an {-xtrmrdmalg piece of impertinence
detr;na.nr]!nd the I ead sternly.

“YWell1?

“I-I1—-I-I1—"

“1 fear, Coker, that you have becn
taking advantage of my absence to ba
impertinent to your Form-master. I am
very disinclined to inflict severe punish-
ment on the day of my return, Coker, or
I should adminster a flogging. Vou will
apﬂiO%l!ﬂ- te Mr. Prout at once, and per-
haps he will overlook your extraordinary

" gtammered

conduct.”
di I_IMI_?I
“ Otherwise,” said the Head. in a deep
voiee, “ I ghall send you away from Grey-
friars by the next train, Coker!™

“You—you see, sir—" stuttered
Coker,

“1 am waiting to hear you a 180
to Mr. Prout, Coker!” uidythe lygi??in
AN ominons voice.

Coker gulped.

“I—T—I apologise, sir !" he gasped.

“Ve wa?l?" said Mr. Pl‘ﬂfﬂ?, “ the
matter is closed. Go to your place, and
pray be more careful in ﬁtﬂ:c, Coker.”

oker went to his place without.
andther word.

Harry Wharton & Co. moved off to tha
Remove Form-room, chuckling. Coker’s
barring-out had come to n sudden end—
which was very fortunate for Coker. The
Ehrgat I'ﬁﬂr:ne 1E _nmhmcure:t & prefect-

. i} t
Coler the Rebell = " 0o longer

(Don’t miss “A GENTLEMAN
RANKER ! "—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharten & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

For Next Monday :
“A GENTLEMAN RANKER!*
By Frank Richards.

The gentleman canker is one Brown, who
comea us a boot-hoy to Greyfriars. His edu.
vation, manners, and appearance mark him
out as one worthy of occupying a higher
place; and a mystery grows up aroumd him,

The Famouws Five take to Brown, who is a
plucky fellow snd o rare good footballer. Hut
dkinner and others of the cad brigade are
down upon him, and DBunter tries to black-
mail him: and altogether, thoupgh be has
found frienda there, lifé at Greyfriars iz not
& bed of roses for Brown.

How the mystery was cleared up you will
learn next week, There is a good moral to
the story, though it is mnot presented

obtrosively. PBrown i3 capable of hetter
things—all who read the yarn will feel that.
But the knowledge of it doez not make him
an ineflicient boot-boy, Whatever lessons he
he has to learn, he has at least learned one
good ohe—io pet on with the work that falls
to him as well a2z he knows how : not to turn
ur his nose at it, and slack while dreaming of
higher thingz. Showing that one feels above
one's ‘work Is no proof of any ability to do
better work, Hut if ong can do well the thing
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given one to do, there is a fair presumption
thut one might do well other and more diffi-
ciolt things, See? I don't often preach to
you, but I could not let thizs chance go hy.

WEEE AFTER NEXT!

The Great Special Christmaz Nomber of
the “{rem ! o better number has ever
heenn published, I am cerftain,

It will contain & splendid long--extta long
—complete story by your old friend Martin
Clifford, Many of you will remember two
stories some time ago which dealt with the
coming and going of & hoy named George
Outram—a Lremendously strong fellow for his
age.  You will meet him again in the Christ.
maz Numher stOry.

By the way, are you reading

“THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA"?

And if noty why not?

A GRUMELE,

M. ¥.,, Wood Green, writes that he was
under the impression that 1 had annonnced
the discontinuation of the Portrait Gn]lerf.
Xow, this is the sort of statement that people
who want to argue often make, failing to =ee
that it carries no weight., The facts of the
case matter. H. F.'= wrong impresslons con-

CHAT.

FEFIPHEFHIFEESIBFHEHFIEIITEFFETEIIIITISEIRGHIFFFSIIHEES %

cerning them do not matter at all. I made
no such anncuncement. As a matter of fact,
I am no longer accepting photos, hut T have
few in hand—not more than a couple of
pages at the outiide, I think.

H. F. asks that I shall put to the vote of
the readers generally the question whether
any more shall appear. I am not going to
do anything of the kind. The photos in hand
were accepted for appearance, and I decline
to hreak faith with their senders, although
conditions hawe altered simce the promises
were made. It iz geldom that a page is taken
up thus now—not onees In a month on
average; 1 quite recogolse the fact that I
cannot spare a page weekly. Rub, while I
like to have my readers’ opinfons, any pro-
posal to do the editing of the paper by
plehizcite leaves me cold. T cannot imagine a
sugceseful or well-halanced paper being rin
ol o voting system,

-
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Extract

B

THIE

i N, young gentlemen, things ain't
what they used to was, what with
pricea up and the Army collaring
0ld Barnéy, my Fat Boy, which he

wasn't for the manner of speaking a boy at

all, though the public thought he was, and

It was near enough.”

Bob Cherry, Harry Wharton, and Frank
Nugent had paused by a hooth as they left
the falr where they had spent the balf-
hnEIdi'Ir. Their attention had heen attracted
by a large-sized man with a blue chin, blue
as the tie he was wearing, who was scated on
the step of a yellow-painted van,

“ Ah, " said Harry Wharton, “I missed the
Fat Boy!"

Dob &:arrr ave n grunt. Nugent appearad
to be lost in deep, deep thought,

“It's precious hard on me, gents,” sald
Blue Chin, who was no other than Mr. Josiah
Bridgar, the proprietor of the travelling fair.
“f laid great store by Old Barney. Eeen
with me, he had, for ten years and a bit
over, though I'm bad at reckoning. There's
ane tHing—he is fat, and If he happens to
drop on & Hun it will be the death of him.™

“ What, of Barney ?* agked Harry Wharton,

“No,® said Mr. Josiah. “Barney's welght
would make any German look silly. But there
it is—ha's gone, and the fair has to gel on as
well as It can.”

“Whﬂ don't you get another Fat Boyi®
msked Hob Cherry.

NMue Chin shook his head sadly, and tapped
the ash off the long, sad-looking cigar he was
smoking.

dCant!” he said mournfully. “Aren't
none now, They are all looking for the Kesser
in~Franca; and I huﬁr: they'll ent the blink-
ingTEIighMr when they lay their bands on
“im !

“It's rough luck!" said Harry Wharton
thoughtfully ; and he looked at Nugent as if
gomething had crossed his mind,

“I¢t Is rough luck,” replied Mr. Bridger.
“I'd give a chap good pay and his grub and
a cosy van to sleep in i I could find the right
gort, But it's past hopin' for, I 3"pose I

“ Just the job for Bunter!™ sald Nuogent,
nudging Earry Wharton.

 Not {617 zpid Wharton, with a langh,

Mr. Bridger leaned forward. It almost
looked as though he intended to get up from
hiz zeat: but bhe epared himsell that -extreme
trouble,

“What are yom voung gents whispering

g e Fl (L I I Tl

abont?" he asked, “You don't h?pan Lo
know of n chap what wants a berth, do you®
o No-o,M said Nugent slowly.

“ But we jolly well do!® ¢ried Dob Cherry.

“Don't be an as3, Bob!®

“ ¥ou were thinking of Bunter yoursell. I
WEFM it,” said Bob, with a grin. “Here's
R chance for the porpoise to get some Iree
grub, and we should be doing this merchant a
good torn,®

Mr. Bridger rose slowly and majestically, a
gleam of interest in his eye. He was by no
means & Jight-weight, and furiows. exertion
obylously told on tim, He wriggled the cigar
he was smoking into the cormer of bis Ilnrga
mouth, and smiled dewn at the three juniors,

“If you know ‘of a chap what would fit the
job,” he sald, “I—1 tell you stralght I1'd
make It worth zour while to bring him aleng.
"Paln"t & hoard life, as things go these days;
and all the feller has to do is to sk and look
pratty while the aundience gapes at him. He
peedn't do no ecross-talk or no patier unless
be likes: and the pay's good, likewise the
victnals.”

i Wouldn't it Just sult Dunter!™ said DBob
Charry.

“ He wouldn't come,” replied Harry Whar-

n.
“ Ha would, hecaunse he wonld not know till
he was fairly in the jobr!™ grinned Nugent.
Mr, Bridger gazed at the three through
half-closed cyes.

m “TH
and “TOM

FUN

MERRY’
OF THIE

By R. D. OGILVY.

“T can see you gents do know of a cha
who'd do,® he said weightily. ©If you'
bring bim along 1'd make it worth his while
and no questions asked. You see, there's al

T i

the kids coming day after to-morrow, and

they'll be rare ﬂismpﬁninted if there's no fat
apecimen as we've always had, just because
Sir Douglas Halg couldnt be happy without
sneaking Old Barney. Mebke Old Barney will
win the war, same as Bill Adams won Water:
loo. But I miss him, and the show suffers a
goodish bit.»?

Harry Wharton moved away, and the others
followed without stopping to Indul in
further parley with the ownoer of the double
blue chim,

“ He said he'd make it worth our while,™
sald Bob Cherry, with a laugh. “We don't
want it made worth our while, but it would
ba a jape to trundle Bunter up one alternoon
and make him sit and amuse the kids. He'd
only think Lthey were taking his portralt or
gomething. It'd be doing that old bird a good
turn, too,™

“ Nohody in his senses would want to take
Bunter's portrait,” said Nugent. * He'd break
the camera.”

“ Anyhow, I am not going to have the kids
dimgpnmteﬂ!“ said Bob Cherty nobly.

“You couldn't get Bunter to the fair with-
out telling him what it all meant,” said Harry
doubtlully.

But that was just where Harry Wharten
made a mistake.

Bob Cherry said it would do Bunter good to
do something for someone else for once in a
way ; and t.hinﬂgs would have gone without a
hitzh if it had not been for & certain over-
eagerndss on the part of Nugent, who acted
as emissary to the Owl.

Bunter was rullil;F across the quad pext
day but ome, when Nugent approached him.

* (foing out, Baonter?? he asked affably.

“ Yes,” anid the Owl. “[ have—er—private
business at the post-office.” by

“ That will wait,® said XNugent, with n
glance towards where Harry Wharton stood
with Inky, Nugent, and Bob Cherry,

“0h, really, Nugené, what do
about it7" inquired Bunter,
plelonsly.

“It can,” answersed Nogent. “We were
thinking of asking you to come along to the
fair, Bunter, old secout, if you'd cara to.®

“T am afraid I can't this afterncon,” said
Bupter importantly, shifting his spectacles,
and wondering why Frank was so amiable all
of a sudden.

% {Oh, but you must!™ replied Nugent,

“Eh? mormured Donter,

“1 menn,” dnid Nugent hastily, =it would
be a pity for you to lose a jolly alfterncon,
with plenty of grub.”

“ Grob!” returned the Owl. ©There's mo
grub at a falr, except a lot of mouldy old
gingerbread and stuff! I am thinking of
looking in at Mrs. Mimble's after I have been
to the post-office.” .

“The Postmaster-General will forgive you
it you put it off,” sald Nugent quickly, link-
ing his arm in the Owl's.

B‘Eipb Cherry hurried up, followed by the
othera.

“Tt'a all serene, Bunter,®™ he said. *You
had better come with uva and hava a jolly
}uf%ainmn. All sorts of giddy sprees at the
air.

Bunter surrendered it discretion. He Telt
he was wanbed. It was a proud moment.

“ All right, old chap3a!™ he said loftily. ®Of
course I don't mind coming along and having
a feed with you at the fair i you really
want me.”

There was no doubt Lhat the others did
wont him. It was something of & mew ex-
perience to the Owl,

Bob Cherry surrendered Bunter's arm to
Inky, and.dropped behind to speak to Harry
Wharton.

oun know
blinking sus-
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“ Bunter would scoot like a frightened
bunny if he knew what was going to happen,”
he said. “ Buot he isn't-going to know. 1 saw
Uncle Josh yesterday, and he has had a por-
trait of the porpeoize painted. HRather ke
Bunter, too.”

# Tpele Josh?™ said Harry Wharton.

i ¥az. Josiah Bridger, you know. He was
delighted no end, and wanted to pay me; but
I told him to hand the eazh over to the
hospital, as we only did it for the sake of
Bunter and the kids who want to see him.*®

Bunter was conducted through the turn-
stiles. Nugent paid. Somehow the porppise
did not think it as extraordinary as he might
have done had he been quicker In the intelli-
gence department, He considered it was only
right that he should be regaled hondsomely
on all the delicacies which the Feod Con-

‘troller’s rales permitted.

He stared open-mouthed al a huge poster
of & boy in an Eton suit, which was giving
s nice, decorative nir to the entrance of a
booth.

“Why—why, It's me!" he roared out,
drawing back, while Inky hung on one arm
-and Nugent on the other.

“@ot it In once!” said Bol: Cherry.

“fnt what's it mean?" asked Bunter un-
caslly, reading the writing beneath the like-
ness of the goggle-eyed celebrity. It says 1
am nuin%' to appear this afterncon. I'm not

Iy wall golng to do anything of the sort!

ere, I've had enough of this rotten fair!
Lemme go!"

“We cun't,” zaid Bob Cherry, who had cut
off ‘retreat behind. “You are appearing
before the nobility and gentry and the kids
and the populace in genetal, and half the
proceeds are golng to war charitles™

“Blow the war charities!” eried Bunter, In
real alarm now. He was prehably thinkin
of the horrible insult to himzel! as descendan
of the famous De Buntéer who, by a foreed
march, seizgd the Brighton Aquarium in the
intereata of his boss, William the Conqueror,
who had just brought off the Battle of
Hastings, and was natorally anxious about
the other coast towns.

“You couldn't refuse to «o a noble deed,
Bunter,” smid Harry Wharton.

“I jolly well Sould,) said the porpoise;
Hand I jolly well dol” .

“That's not like you,” eaid Nob Cherry
pathetically.

“TI'm not going inside that blessed booth, 1
tell yau!" shouted Tunter, strogeling
furiously. “Catch me!™

“There is not the slightest need to catch

you, Bunter,” said Nugent solemnly, "seeing
that we already hold vom. It Is for your
good. You have been selected as the prize
porker of thia neighbourhood, and—"

Bunter had got free. It was clear as mud,
or anything you like, that Bunter did not
want fame. He Aew from it in the noblest
spirit of modesty—or something.

“ After him!" sang out Bob Cherry.

Mr. Bridger and two of his men appeared
from & side door in the long Looth.,

EBunter roan. Bunter ia not precisely a

.gazelle, but at o pinch he ¢an run.

Bob Cherry came to griefl over a rope, and
Harry Wharton fell on top of him.

“Hallo! He's ﬁn:!" cricd Eob, freeing
himsalf and mrimi: g ap.

Bunter was fleeing from the fame to come.
Nugent ran, but he ¢ould not eateh Bunter.

Bunter's fat little legs were going llke
machinery.
“gill,* roared Mr. Dridger, "just cateh

that lktle toad! He's my new Fut Boy!™

Bill was n vast arrangement on two legs,
with arms as long-as coincidence.
“Nah, then!" he shouted, as Bunter

agprinted past him. “Nah then, you don't
come any of them fancy games here!”
“Yow! Yarocoh!" cried Bunter, as he felk

and poblished weekly
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himsolf scized apd held fast like a long-lost
brother of Bill :

. As Bill vanked him into the booth, Bob
Cherry and the others. followed, lnughing.

“You beasts!™ yelled Bunter, as he foind
himeell sitting on Bill's-knee-oas . helpless as a.
Baby., “I'll pay you out for this!"

“No, no!"™ mid Bob.
pood. Dunter, you know,
would like to help the war”

“I jolly well wouldn't! roared Buonter
wrathfully. *I don't care a scrap about the
niouldy old war! Here, keep him off me!™

AMr, Diridger came up behind, and tweaked
Tiis car lightly. :

*1 won't have {t! I tell you, I won'tl”
roared Hunter.

“1t's all right, me little dear,”- rald Mr.
Bridger benevolently. “We ain’t geing .to
cat you, only to show you to the kide this
rricrnoon.’”

“I won't he shown!" roared Bunter. "1
want to go home." 3

=Rless his heart ! prinned Josiah.

“Yon ought to be grateful for the chanece,
Bunter," said Harry Wharton. “It means no
end of money for the war charitiea.”

“The thankfnlpess of the esteemed. and
Judicrous Bunter js not execssful," chimed in
the Nahab of Bhanipur.

Bonter  blinked. When Mr. Rridger
asgnred him that all he had to do was to
git in & chair, look pretty, and have a square
meal while the show was on, and another
‘when the ghow was over, he thought a little
hetter of it. Anyway, argument was lost on
Bill, who had a grip like a gorilla.

: Bunter pglowered at ﬂ“ Famous Five, and
hen began to propose Lermia.

e Fﬂuﬁc made me a show,” he sald, “and,
nt eourse, I am not golng to stand it; but
it you wil order this hulking brute to let
me go, perhapa 1 wili look over it thia
ﬂ“m 1

"I'fn:ihndy made you a show, porpoise! You

#It's all for your
We Lkprew you

that Mr.
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are n resdy-made -one,” said Nugent.. “It
would have: been o rotten shame to do the
kids.out of their treat.” )

ristng,

- “'Ere,.-.come on!" sald CRill,
dragring the prize up the’ baoth.

From the other slde of the curtzin cam
the sotind of stamping. ‘The crowd waxe
impatient. ]

“I've changed my mind!” shouted Bunter.
“I'm not going to hive 161" -

Hut there he made a mistake. 1Tn Bill'g
hands he svas werless, and he had to ghn-
He was conduag to the stage, and what he
saw thera cansed a smile to ad- aeross fiis
extensive .features. . A table. laden ‘with

ovender stood im the middle of the plat-
orm. Thera was & chair beside it. Bunter
wag pushed into the chair.

“Iiy I have these?” asked Bunter -e-ngerﬁré X

" Yugs; lyoﬂ can wolf the lot if you like,
replied Bill pleasantly. _

he music struck up; the curtain rose, and
the famous Bunter was revealed eating like
a dozen or so. Bijll, with an impressive wave
of Iﬂzﬂ :ﬂa:him “d““tﬂ thatgmhcatrn to
regpectiv oe, be?m orate, ;
- “You see ‘ere, ladies and gentlemen,” h
snid, “the champlon Fat Boy of Yurrup. He
has eaten tarts afore hall the Crowned 'Eads
of the universe. He gits fatier every day.
t‘;il'tr::li_gha geighteen stone, ten ounces, an’ a

“Bless my soul!" sounded in a deep volee
behind the five.

“Quelehy ! exclaimed Bob.

It was Mr. Quelch, sure emough, though
what Le was doing 'at the fair théy none of
them knew till afterwards.. The th was
Quelch had heard that the
menngerie was worth inspecting, and he had
gtrolled ioto the wrong booth in error.

“Bunter, come down at once!™ he com-
manded angrily.

FEars had been provided Bunter, but he
did not choose te hear the voice of the

and

4 the back, ferce criea of  Food-
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master. The audience wae delighted with
him, and chécred enthusiastically as Bunter

h-I.';led up -the good things on  the tuhile;
hat fs, most of the orowd echeered, hut
there were in tha mob certain disgruntied,
envious wights who glared at the reckiess
behaviour of the fat champion.

“8hameé, and in war-time, too!" yelled &
rough-looking individual, who was evidently
going. easy on the water, for he was un-
waghed. . d

BiT! Bang! Bomething hard hit Bunter
on the cheek. .

“Give the hog another!” sang out a voice.

Bunter got another missile, and the nim
was unerring. The Owl rolled out of his
chalir, and Mr. Qualeh strode angrily’ through
the hooth in an attempt to reach the Btage.
He did not succeed. There was a rush from
! rent the
fir, and Bunter would have n_  badiy
ﬂ“lﬂd head it not been {for the Famous

Vi, :

* “Caome on!" roared Bab. A |oke was a
joke, but there were limits. “File in!®

The roughs were invading the stage, hat
they met a stout reslstance, and Bunter did
not come off so badly after all. For whils
Nugent and Inky bundied him outside, the
attackers were routed, even Alr, Queleh
lending a hand.

Qutaide the booth Bunter pleked himsel
up from the graes. . i

“It was a most disgraceful exhibition,
Bunter!" said Mr. Quelch angrily.

“Ho-bu-but,” began Bunter, *I—]—"

*Bunter waa doing it for the wor charlties,
gir,” said Bob Cherry.

Because of that Bunter eseaped punish.
ment. Bub, though Mr. Bridger offered him
quite handsome terms to join his =taff, the
Owl refused. He has realised the dagpger of
food-hogging in publip!

THE ENS,

THE LOTTERY-TICKET!

An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes.

Herlock Sholmes.
We were looking out of window
at our rooms in  Shaker Street
g;il*.m my samazing friend made that remark.
H{;caue, Sholmest” I inguired.

I:
b ! KOTHER case, Jotson!" temarked

e, polnted carelessly with-the stem of his
nipa; %3 a mon who was coming along,
geanping each door ag e passed. :

“Yeou think he Is comiug kere, Bholmes®™
41 do not think, Jotson. 1 never think. I

koow .
“wrprge! But your reasons?”

g.)ﬁ:mea smiled. .

; e man i& evidently in a very disturbed
frame of mind, Joteon. From the fact that
he is wearing only one boot, and that Lie has

ut.on & bath-towel instead of a hat, I

gduce thet hLe left home in a hurry!

S Truet® '

“From the further fact that his eyes are
rolling like those of a mechanical doll,
Joteon, and that he is foaming at the
mouth, I deduce that he is In a state of
copsiderable excitement !

““ Marvellous !

Not at all, my dear fellow! Deduetion,
k is all! Ae he is looking at the number
on each door, Jotson, I deduce that he fa
gearching for a particular house—"

“Aholmes, you amaze me more and more!”

My dear Jotson, these dedyctions are
child’s play to o brain like mine ™

“But how do you deduce, Sholmes, that
he int.endlu t-u:; iﬂlﬂ.h this building?” I couold
not help Inguiring.

fholmes smiled again, in rather a bored
wWaYy.

’lri deduce it from the fact that he has
stopped at our deor and rung the bell, Jot-
gom. It is quite simple—elémentary, in fact.
Had you trained your intellect to the ob-
servation of detall, Jotson, you would “be
able tb deduce from such an act a desire
on the part of the individual under discus-
sion to enter the house!™

I coutd only gaze at my amazing friend in
ppecchless admiration.

I was still doing so, and presenting some-
what of the appearance of a newly-landed
fish, when our visitor was shown in—thos
t-riumphnntql}{ proving the correctness -of
Hearlock Sholmes' marvellous deductions.

“Mr. 3holmes?” he exelalmed,

'l'.-nufer:.ri

L X ] L 3]
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“Good-morning ! sald Herlock - Sholmes
calmiy. " What can I do for you? You may
speak quite fresly before my friend Dr. Jot-
son, a8 I have had several occaslons to remark

before!”

“Mr. BSholmes, I have lost it!" He
struggled for breath. “ A fortune Is ot stake,
Mr. Sholmes! You must save me! I have
heard of vour reputation, Mr. Sholmes; 1 have
heard how you tracked wn the missing
margarine, and followed e ecent of the
hoarded Gorgonzola. You—and you alone—
can help mel”

“Kindly give me o few details,” yawned
Herlock {mﬂl’ a3 he motioned the visitor
to o seat. ;

*“My name iz Aubrey Bogge."” faltered our
vigitor. "My life, r. Sholmes, bhas been
one of humble usefulnezs. I am billiard-
marker at the Pink Plgeon. A month ago
I was induced to invest the sum of five
ghillings in o ticket in the Grand Continental
held at Spoofersdam, in Holland.
It was in a careless moment that I made the
Investment, and 1 attached: little importance
to it, Mr. Bhulmu—tiildyaaterd:ra—uu

“Till yesterday?” said Sholmea

“Then 1 learned, Mr. Sholmes, that I held
the winning number,” said Mr. Baggs, in
tones of great agitation. “Ticket No. 100001
was the winner, Mr. Sholmes, and [ held
ticket No, 100001, I was entitled Lo the first
prize in the Grand Continental Lottery !

“I congratulate you, Mr. Buaggs!" said
Herlock Sholmes drily.
Mr. Ba made & gesture ol despair.

“I have loat the ticket, Mr. S8holmes! With-
out . the ticket I cannot claim the prize!
Mr. Sholmes, find the missing ticket for me,
and namgo your own réeward—one -half of the
prize if you like!™

Sholmes shook his head.

“I cannot work on those termes, Mr. Bapggs!
Even If the ticket is recovered, by the time
vou recelve your prize from a Conftinental
lottery 1 shall be getting my Old Age
Pengion "

“True!™ I remarked. _ :

“Shut up, Jotson! Now. Mr. Baggs, whan
wae the lottery-ticket in vour possession?®

“Yesterday afternoon!" groancd Mr. Baggs.
*I kept it in the pocket where I keep my
chalk, safe ms huns%s . When IWEmrd_ the
great news 1 took it" out. and looked at:H.

L X ]
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By PETER TODD.

4o mnke sure. There it was, Mrn Sholmés—
No, 10000117

“You replaced it In your podBeti™

u"ll'u‘"

"Your next procecding?”’ :

“I thought, as I was suing to ‘get the first

rize, Mr. Bholmes. I wonld go to Hounds-

iteh and see Mr. Montague Iesncs. Thet

entleman had kindly taken charge of m
Eunau trousers o short time before, hand-
ing me & tlcket and the sum of two ehilllngs
and nimepence in exchange.”

Sholmes smiled. a0 , h

*] deduce from thia that Mr. Montaguoe
Isaacs ts o pawnbroker?” he remurked.

“That [a correct! I ase that wyou merit
your marvellous reputation;, Mr. Bhelmes!"
th.-;Yﬂu ﬂt{l&immaugﬂﬂ‘unm trousera- from

gpout, -Mr. g8

=1 did, Mr. 8holmes!"”

“And thenf"

“On the 'bus home I missed the ticket—
No. 100001, I may have given it to the coa-
ductresa in mistake for a tram-ticket,”
groaned Mr. Beggs.- "I may bave dropped
it. Pind It, Mr. 8holmee, and name your
own reward!” '

“You visited no one but Mr, Isaaca before
you miseed the ticketi”
“No- one."

Sholmes looked very thoughtful.

1 gazed silently at my amazing friend. I
could not Imdgine how he would deal with
this bafling case. A lotiery-ticket, lost in
the ,wide apaces of. the Lon elrects, wos
not easily to be found—unless by Herlock
Bholmes.. But I remembered his marvellous
£ and my conftdence returped. Quly
tecently Herloek Sholmes had succeeded in
golving Lhe long-standl mystesy of who
kiled Cork Robim, and had proved that
A. Sparrow was not guilty of the crime, g8
was generally supposed until Sholmes took
the case in hand. After that amazing
example of my friend's perspicacity, nothing
could shake my faith in -him. =

I was quite prepared for the inscrutable

gmile that crossed bis features.
“Yon find the ticket, Bhoimea?" I
exclaimed.

“1 trust mo, Jotson.”
“Bless you, Mr. S8holmes!" sald Mr. .Baggs

hrokenly.
{Continucd on page 16.}
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{ Continued from page 15.)

“Call again. this evening, Mr. Baggs, and I
ray have news for you,” sal Ferlock
sanlmes rearsuringly.

And our visitor took his leave.

II.

WAS alone when Mr., Bagps was shown
in that evening. HBholmes had
ahzent, and had not returncd. Whether
‘he was busily engaged on the case of

the lottery-ticket, or whether he desired to
leave me to interview the pgentleman who
onlled concerning the instalment due on the
[urpiture, I eould not determine,

Bholmes came in in & few minule:, how-)

red suecces from the playfual

ever, Rnd 1 au
he hooked his umbrella upon

manner in whic
my A car.

Mr. Bagps rezatded him anxiously.

“he ticket, Mr. Sholmes?™" he exelaimed.

Herloek Sholmes siniled.

He slipped his fingers into his waisteoat-
pocket and I:Ier out a slip of pasteboard,

“Xo. 100001} gasped Mr., Bagge.

“The lottery-ticket,” said- Bholmes negli-
gently.

Mpr. Baggs gazed at the recovercd lottery-
tickot in amazement and elation.

“Afr. -Bhbimes, you have saved me! Name
¥our own reward!”
“Two shillings -and sxpence, with the

additlon of tvopence for the 'bus fare,” said
Sholmes, in his staceato, businesslike tones.

He clinked the coing plensantly in the
pocket of his dressing-gown when Mr. Baggs
had-tpken hia leave. " ;

“Sprats for auirp-er thiz evening., Jofsoh ™
he rematked, with on2 of his rare digs in
the riba. . i -

“As you will, Sholmes. But—"

"Let us -defer the unaugl -explanation, my
dear Jotsomn, untll the sprots  bave been
purchased.” ;

“You are right, Sholmes." .

1t was oot till the aprats were slzzling in
Mrs. Spudson’s frying-pan  that Herlock
Sholmes comesemted to enlighten my devouring
curlosity.

“It was simple enough, Jofzon.

on hegring that he had won Ehe ficst prize in

the Girand Congbinental Lottery, rushed off to

Ar. Isaaca’ establishment to  radeem  his
Hunday parments, reposing there up the
gpout. In the execlitcment of the moment,
Jeatson, he banded Mr. Tsaaes the lottery-
ticket insterd of the pawnbicket. This I
deduced immediately. From the faet fhat Mr.
Montague Isancs did not return fhe lobbery-
ticket to him, 1 deduced that Mr. Izaacs hod
kept it.”

“Bholmes "

“A slmple deduction. Jotson: simple, 1
kiean, to & deteetlve's trafned intellect.”

“8imple to you, Bholmes,” 1 remarked. 1t
would pot have occurred to me.  Bult pray
contiuwe,”

“Mr. Isancs must have had a rearon Tor
keeping 11, resumed Sholmes. My lon
acquaintance with the habite and costoms o

avnbrokers, Jotzon, made- it quite well
smown to me that these geéntry do not, as a
tule, retain lottery-tickels which are handed
to them in mietake for poawntickets. 1t
could enly be, Joteon, that Mr. Isagcs knew
that the ticket held the winning number in
the Grand Continental Lottery. 1t was his
intention to diddle the onsuspecting Baggs.™

"uTk is guoite clear, 8holmes-but to recover
th;-'tigkeg-—--"

“That was eaay, Jotzon."

“I confess 1 do not see——>"

"Ratural?'." srid Sholmes cnlmly.

"Trag!” 1 exclaimed. . " But Low, Sholmes,
did you recover the lottery-tleket?”

“By a almple mcthod. Diagoised as*an
olicial of the Pop-Shop Tontroller's Departt-
ment, 1 entered Mr. Tsaac’s' establishment
and searched for i, Voila fp0t!” sald
Sholmes, dropping ecarclessly into French, ad
he often did. :

“ Ampzins " I exelaimed.

“Mot bt all, Jotson.
shrate.”

And . #holiges” -active .jawe were soon husy,
to Foch an cxtent that he could not hear
ey pxelomutions of admiration. Once more
my- emazing friend's efforts had bheen crowned
with - suogess; nand “Aubrey Baggs, in ‘his
humble abode at the Pink Pigeon, waited in
joyhu anticipation of regelving-the handsome
prize -Irbmm thé Grand Continental Lottery.
He iz st waiting!

THE E¥D.

Bt hére -are the

been | stories,

Mr. Bngga, |.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

IKE Arthor Cowrtney, who was dealt
with a week or two ago, Dlundell,
captain of the Fifth, i not one of
the most prominent choracters of (he
Omly on one occasion has he played
the leading part in 2 story—% Blundells
Prize.® Nevertheless, he stands ont cleatly
enough from the ruck—a fellow of the right
sart, with “faults and weaknesses, of course,
but worthy of the place he holds. =7
The leading members of the Fifth at =
public. school are something lke lance-

L

of responsibility. They are expected to show

what they ecan exert by foree of individnality.
Not for them is it to zay “Comc!"—and he
cometh ; “Go!™—and he goeth, '

Our frst meeting* with  Blundell searcely
shows him at hiz best. If memory can be
trusted, it was when Bunter was believed to
have come into goite n whaek of money.
Blundell and hiz chum Bland were hard up.
They stood Bunter a feed by way of casting
bréad upon the waters. Here iz Bonier's own
inventory of that feed: “Hix ples, n plate
of new pastrics, four sansages, a bag of his:
cuits, _and three bottles of pop.” - Runter
deserved  to  have suffered an  exploesion.

!

Bluodell omd Dland dezerved juzt whnt thes
gob out of it—which was nothing at all!
Blundell was the victim of two tricks on a

certain famons First of April. bob Cherry
caused him and the fest of the Filth to go
and play footer instead of pufting in an
aqlmumnce in their Form-room hy a notice
which made them believe that Mr. Prout was
too unwell to take his Form. Then Temple
cansed him to think that the Remove were
uzing hiz mew ball. The Remove were not
and, of course, they ©hjected in o very pric-
tical manncr when Blundell tried 1o dake
eir ball from them,

.The Fifth condescend to ragging at times
Blundell & Co. helped the TUpper Fourth to
rot up the Remove performance of ® Hamlet.™
But in genceral they are inclined to hold them-
gelves above this sort of thing. -

When Coker was translated to the Filth
through the very urgent representations of
hiz Aunt-Judith,” Blondell and Bland gave him
a -hearty welcome inlo . their stud{. Aunt
Judy had come down very hanidsomely indecd,
and the great men of the Fifth were foll of
Lindness to Aunt Judy's nephew. Coker was
even - allowed to “eaptain the TFifth footer
team! * But,- of course; that “lasted but n
very short time. Coker'z airs bhecame quite
insufierable when-the tip bad gone into the
ewigkeit, and the skipper's study  knew
Coker no longer, ¥ :
~ Blondell was art and part in the ernshing

deTent  sustained - by the TFiflth in  their
€ Julive Cwsar * Aasco. But, of course, he pat

corporils in the Army. They have a measure

4 good. example to those upder thern, Rut
they have precions little anthority beyond-

aatarally  eunspected nothing.
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all the Llame on Coker; and really a pood
deal of it helonged there,

The captain of the Fifth is one of the
whitring []i_Fhfﬂ of the seniur cricket and footer
teams, He sccompanied the dPEnlutima which
wenl (o tell Wingate that the licking thw
footer tewn hnd sustained from Redelvife was
due o his mistake in leaving ont Carne and
Levler. But he saw his error when (Coker
hecame Tor o birief space skipper of Greyfrines,
aml he resigned from the team when he
Iejirned] fhat Coker meant to captain it, “Laler
on Blugdell made the mistake of letting
Caker play in 8 match against the Remove
en g day when Aunt Judy was visibing the
schogl.  Vietors was a eertainty, Blundell
held, DTimt the Fiftli were beaten! They weio
nod powerful enough to carry a meddling pas-
senger ke Coker,

When Fish started hiz swindling tuckshop
scheme, and roped in o nomber of other

fellow: ns  sharcholders, Blundell * & Co,,
furions  ab  his  methods, started  smashing
thing=. Bat the .other sharcholders inder-

vened, an'l the indignant Fifth-Formers wero
driven out.

It waz Ulundell. who refereed the extra-
ordinary match in which Sonthgate, led by
Dlwolah Pertab Hamajee Das, played the
Euzger game while their opponents, the
Bemove, played Hocker, and gave the decision
Lhat both sides had won—each wnder ks own
rules, Holomon could have done no hetter!

RBlundell had heen trying to win prizé com-
petitions in “Weekly Jotbings,” and had cog
10 the concluzion that the competition was a
wiindle. Down m the village he saw pomotor.
bike priced at £18, nmd there waz nothing on

<jearth Blundell wanted guite as badly as b

wanted a motor-bike, Then he won o priae

Lirom - Jotkings,” amd Snoop, who hnd lately

hmd Blondell's hand heavy wpon” him  Tor
bliying & villpge ki, got hold of the Yetler
uillllnum:':ing the win, and changol the £1 to

g, :

The cheque was to follow, and Blundell
Wild with ex.
citement, e took Band's tir to secure e
motor-bike at once, as it might be gote af
fee waited for the chogue, :

He tried Coker for o loan, bui Coker-was
nok flush,  Fish ' offercd the sin if Bloodell
would pay £5 interest—on £18 Tpr o Tew
dpxal It feeme] gnite a reasonahle proposi-
tion to Fish; but Bloondell did not see cye o
eve with hine Mauleverer was able to 1end
£12, and Blapdell, without a thought of
hatm, horrovwed the balance from the FHih
Form Games. Fuml, It was a mistake, of
courie ; but thert wis no dishohesty ib it

The bike waz bhought, and Blundell made =
triuvmplal entre into the qgoad opon it. Evers -
one expected to see 6 wrocked dn bhe  wild
ruzh : buk it was not, sawd its rider scetned
aquite cool, He was not =0 cool when {lw
cheque for £1 turned nge  The situation was
a distinebly unplensont-one, and a wire Lo
“ Weekly Jottings 7 did not reliove [t

Bunter got wind of it, and tried Llackesil.
The open-banded Mouly waz ready to lepd
again, but could -not get the eash at.onee.
Desperately Blundell tried to sell the hike,
In vain! Then be came fo smash with iL!

Huk out of the gseeident eame splvation, For
it had chanced in the course of o really
brove rescue of an old gentleman who war
being run gwny with., And the old gontltmin
insisted upon buying the beap of - ccrap-iron
af L= own price—which was £50 at leaxt. Ho
Ilundell got clear, and learned o lesson,  And
Snoaps mean trlck was found out, and Snoop
learned o les=on, too—but lezsons are useless
p: ; :

It might Le goessed that Wlondell and
Coker would  scarcely agree about {he roles
of the Coker Cop, Dt it was for the sake
of the Sixth—for whom Coker insisted upon
playing after the Filfth had been knocked ont
—that Blundell locked up the great Horaes
in the ald tower.

Blunde]l played the man when Coker was
sentenced to expulsion for rebellion sgainsd
Scrgeant Sharp. . It was not the Head's sew-
tence ; Bir Hilton Popper was at the bottom
of it. Blundell led the whole Form ont {o
back -up Coker. DBut a little later one finda
Blundell and Bland pitching Horace ont of
their study when he comes to offer to eaploin
the Fifth in a cricket moteh on the oeepsion
of hiz Canadinn cousin®s visit ! '
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