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COKER'S CAMPAIGN

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

F“-ll_ll

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !

-

b B i hE

R That brief but  emphatie
statement was made by Horace
{.11-1..".' ) ?!Li' b ifth Form it

Crevirats.

(Colker was spraking to his study-mates,
Potter aud Greene. But at ieast a dozen
fillows heard himi. Coker was standing
i the guadrangle, his hands driven deep
mito his pockets, and his brows kimitted.
His boomine voice could be heard for a
considerable distan 2. atied fellows looked
round. Colker did not mind, He had no
abjeetion to all Greyfmars hearing his
remarks if they liked. 1In fact, he pre-
ferred 1t.  He had a fixed opmion that
his remarks were worth listening to.

“*Hallo, halle, hallo ! muwmmured Bob
Cherry., *Coker’s on the bawl again !’

Horey Wharton & Co. stopped on their
way to Lattle Side.

Caoker looked excited, and they were
imberested.  Potter and Greene digd not
look interested. however, They merely
lanked tired. Coker frequently had that
efect upon his studv-mates,

" Now, look hEh', t'lId ll_-lli[[]-— S
mured Potter.

*Rot 1"

Coker repeatcd that telhing maono-
evilable with snll greater emphasis,

* But " began Greene feebly,

i R‘lt !.1‘1

It was a shout.

“What a conversationalist ! remarked
Frank Nugent. 1 should hke to sharve
old Coker's study—1 don'’t think !

And Huarree Jamset Ramm Singh re-
marked that the “don’tthinkfvlness was
terrific. ™

“Rot 1™
toriously,

* Coker, old chap. chuck 1t !” implored
Potter, " There's those fags histening to
you !”

*Let "em hsten !?

“Wingate's looking out of his win-
ow———""

“Let him lock !

“Tt's about tnine we went n to tea,”
remarked Greene, mn a casual sort eof
WAY.

*Never mind tea . said Coker, “ Now,
I was saying &

* But, look here ——"

*Rat

Lrreene gave it up.

“Utve a fellow a chance to speak
went on Coker warmlyv., 1 was saviug
that I've stood it long encugh, and 'm
not standing 1t any longer. 'That's plain
English, isn't it 1"

Coker paused, but not, like Brutus, for
a reply, He went on without giving
Potter or Greene a chance of replying.

“A chap expects to be backed up in
his own study. I count on vou two
fellows. T rely an you. That's enough !
Wingate’'s got to have 1t put to him
plainly. As I was saying when vou in-
terrupted me with your idiotic remarks,
Potter, there's too much Wingate in this
school.”

Friur-

satd Coker once more, vic-

T

q

| sorrow than in anger,
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“Too much Coker, if vou ask me,”

murmupred Bob Cherry.

Coker did not ask him, however. Coker
did not even hear him. Ile went on. in
his: powoerful tones, audible auite gy
distance.

“"Yaou necedut tell e that Wingarte's
head of the Sixth and ecaptan of the
school. 1 know that. I've said, and savw
it again, that Greyfriars wants a new
captain, The fellows don't- seem to
agree with me”

"'th:‘.' .I..“'f. for a cerg!l”
Potter.

1‘.1[“ Il: Lhix I".-!r AEREL= H I.u]_l [ed WWalil
a skipper who doesnt koow o goaod
cricketer when he sees one, let "ein have
ham [ sand Coker generously, T sha'n't
mtertere,”

“You couldu't very well, could you?”’
ventured CGreene.

“Dan’t be a chunp, William Greene !V

* Ahem !” .

“But,” conunned Coker, having
crushed Greene —**but there's a * but.’
Wingate may remain captain of Grey-
friars till the school goes ta the bow-
wows for all T care; T sha'n't mterfere.
But when 1t comes to interfering with
me, then 1 get my back up!”

“This way, gents ! called Bob Cherry.
“This way to see Coker with his back
up! No charge !

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Colker bestowed a frown on the Famous
Five, aud went on:

*Look at me! _
l—’n_'_ul_'tq_-r1 s you i-_'ﬁil'k'-' ::i.'ll'lh_‘t]lil'lg Eihl-.}ll.lt
the ganie, did you ever =ee a ecricketer
quite like me ¥

“Never!” said Potter fervently. “In
all the wide world, Coker, there isn't a
cricketer quite like vou! There never
will be, unless Charlic Chaplin takes up
cricket,”

“What *” roared Coker,

“I—T1 mean .y

“1I may as well say, Poftter, that I
don't want any of your idiotic jokes on
a serious subject, aw, as I was saying,
I'm a ericketer. 1 don't brag of it, but
there it is! Few fellows understand the
%rnnw as 1 do. Few—very few—play it us

al

admitted

do !

“The fewfulness iz terrifie!”
mured Hurree Singh.

“Yet—I ecall on you as witnesses—yet
I'm consistently left out of the ericket—
never given a chanee in the Iirst
Eleven,” said Coker. * That's the kind

muar-

| of ﬂki[iper we've got in Gwnrigf- Wingate,
I

Well,
forward in any way

“No?" ejaculated Potter.

“No!" voared Coker. “Not at all! 1
stand eut of the cricket, and let the
matches go to rack and ruin. DBut that
isn’t all. 1 look on it as my duty to keep
the fags in order. It's not my fault that
the Ilead doesn’t appoint prefects from
the Fifth Form. 1 can manage fags
better than any Sixth Form prefect. 1
know that. ut—you’d hardly believe
it——Wingate chipped in when I was chas-
tising young Tubb, He calls it bullying,
Bullying """ repeated Coker, more iIn

1 not the chap to shove myself
2

I ask you, Ceorge:
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“Well, wasn't it *" arked Greene.

“No, it wasn't, you ass ! Certainly not,
you chump! And that isa't all. T'm
not complaiming personadly ; hut, as a
putriotic Gresyfnars chap, I'm not satisfied
with Wingate, [ disapprove of him and
all his miethods. lle Jdoesn’t act in the
least as I should if I were captain of Grey-
friars.”

“1 say, what about tea$”

“IDa shut up about tea a minute,
Greene! You're like d sheep’s head—all
jaw, you know!”" gaid Coker. *“Yon

never give a fellow a chance to speak,”
COh, my hat ! said Greene,
That was all he vould sav,
“"Now, I can’t sack Wingate from the
captatucy ; I could if the fellows would

back me up, but they won't,” said
Coker. **But T feel it my duty wo take a
stand on the subject. Henceforth L
“That's a good werd!” said Bob
Cheryy.

“*Henceforth 1 refuse to recognise

Wingate as captain of Greyfriars!” an-
nounced Coker. 1 disregard him; 1
look vpon him as if he isn’t there! 1
go on my way regardless of him! That's
the progranune !

Quite {wenty fellows had gathered
round by this time to listen to Coker.
He seemed rather pleased to have an
audience. Evidently indignation had long
becn smouldering 1 the breast of Horace
Coker, and he was glad that Greyfriars
should learn at last what his opinion
really was.

“What a blessed chump " said Harry
Wharton 11 wonder. ** If the idiot begins
bucking against old Wingate he will get
it i the neek |” |

" And the sooner the better ! growled
Johnmy Bull,

Potter and Greene looked very un-
happy. They could not escape from

Coker; and they realised that the great
Horace was making an ass of himself,
though Coker was far from seeing it.
Wingate's position was not likely to be
shaken by the disapproval of the cham-
pion of the Fifth. If Coker had approved
of Wingate's ways the fellows would have
wondered what was the matter with them.
Coker's disapproval was a testimonial
in itself, i

The fact that his andience were grin-
ning did not disconcert Coker in the
least. He was not unaccustomed to
fellows grinning when he delivered his
OpI11OnS.

“That's the programme,” repeaied
Coker. * And, as fair play’s a jewel, I'm
gomg to tell Wingate plainly how the
matter stands. I'm going to explain to
him that, so far as I'm concerned, he
doesn’t exiet. If he doesn’t like it, he ean
lump it! ILet him change his ways, and
I'll see what can be done. Until he
changes his ways T simply wipe him off
the slate. That's what ?"m going to tell
him, I want you fellows to comi with
me and hear me tell him off | J

“You—you're really going to say all
that to Wingate?” moaned Potter,

“1 am |?

"Sanc:-ee he chueks wvou .out of the
study ™
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“Don't be an idiot, Potter!”

“ Ahem !"'

“Follow me!" zaid Coker loltily.

“DBut, [ say—""

“Rot!"

“ Look here, Coker——-

“Rot "

With that ernshing rejoinder Horace
Coker started for the School House, fol-
lowed by a loud chortle from the audi-
ence. Potter and Greene exchanged a
glance, and started, too—in the opposite
direction. THey cortainly did not in-
tend to_accompany Coker, and witness
that great soan hurling his  defiance
into the teeth of the captain of Grey-
friara, y

But Coker did not lack o following,
The Famous Five gave up all thought of
cricket just then; they were much more
interested 1n Coker than in ericket, They
followed Coker, propared to enjoy the
scene wheén he quitted Wingate's study
on his neck. emple of the Fourth

¥

Jomed up, with Dabney and Fry, and a |

crowd more of the
F'ourth. Even Billy Bunter rolled along
1 the provession after Coker.

In the big doorway Colker glanced
round, and was surprised to discover that
Potter and Greene had vanished. He
gave an mdignant snort. KEven hits own
study was not backing him up in his
declaration, of independence.

“Go 1it, Coker! ” called
Todd.

“Pile 1n, Coker!"

“Shall I feteh vou a enshion to fall
on, Coker "

‘““*Ha, ha, ha!”

Another enort from (‘oker az he strode
into the House. After him marched the
army of jumiors, and the sacred pre-
cinets of the Sixth Form passage echoed
to the sound of many chortles.

ont Peter

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker's Deflance !

INGATE of the Sixth was in his
study, chatting with Gwynne,

when Horace Coker thumped at
the door. The captain of Grey-
friars had, as a matier of fack, heard
t'oker's loud voice from the gquad, so he
was not unaware of the great Horace's
programmc. Gwynne was grinning, but

Wingate looked rather serions. He
rapped out “Come in!” as Coker
thumped.

The door opened, and Coker of the
Fifth marched in, |

He left the door apen behind him.
There were two or thres dozen juniors
in the passage, and Coker was not un-
villing to let them see hun beard the
lion in his den, so to speak.

Wingate fixed his eyes grimly on the
Fifth-Former.

“Well " he snapped.

Coker struck an attitude of defiant
independence.
clear that he did not tremble
Greyfriars captain’s frown.

“I've got something to say to you,
Wingate ! he announced.

“Ray it, then, and clear!™

“No hurry,” answered Coker. “ Don't
think you can frighten me with glaring,
Wingate.  You ean't! This is rather
an important matter. I've been think-
ing over it for some time."”

“You have, Dbedad?”
Gwynne,

“Yes, I have!”

“Sure, I'm glad to hear it!" said
Cowynne genially., “T wasn’t aware in-
tirely that you could think at all, Coker.
We live and learn,”

“You shut up!” samd Coker, raising
hiz hand.

“Phwat?"”

at the

exclaimed

Remove and the |

Ho wanted te make it’

-

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

‘Three-halfpence.

Enter Coker ! (Sece Chapter 2.)

“1 don't want any cheek !

“Cheek ! repeated Gwynne,

“VYes. I don't stand cheek from the
Sixth, any more than from the Second!”
said Coker. **There's a lot too much
Sixth Form in this school, in my opinion.
I don't think much of the Sixth, Some
silly ass in a book said the Sixth Form
was the giddy palladium of a publie
school. That's rot! Utter rot! To he
candid, Gwynne, T think the Sixth Form
is very small beer."

“Oh, bedad !" said Wynne,

“1s that what vou came heore to say,
Coker """ asked Wmpgate.

“Yes, and some more.

“Don't trouble abeut the more. That

will do. Shut the door after yon.”
“T've not finished yet,” said Coker
calmly. “I'm going to give you a plain

tip, Wingate. I never beat about the
bush. 1'm a plain chap.”

“You are!”’ came a voice from the
pRssagoe, . L

“The planfulness 38 terrilie, my - es-
teemed Coker!” _

Coker did not heed those still, small
voices from behind.

“] don’t think you are any good as
captain of the school, Wingate,”” he went
on. T think you're a well-meaning
chap enough in your way; but yon're
dense. You don't know a mood cricketer
when you see one, for one thing., You
don’t understand how to manage fags.
You don’t understand anything, in fact,
You think too much of your blessed
Sixth Form! You're ioo Sixth-Formy
by half! You don’t mind my speaking
plainly, do yon?" _

“Not at all I" said Wingate.

‘“ As a matter of fact, it would be all
the eame if you did. I'm speaking from
a sense of duty. Personally it doesn't
concern me, really; but I've a sense of
duty as a Greyfriars chap—a prominent
member of the Fifth Form. I'm not
satisied with you as captain of the
school, Wingate !

“Thanks !”

“T don't agree with any of your
methods !’

“Thanks again!”

“Of course, I don't want to hurt your
feclings," said Coker kindly. I feel
bound to speak out plainly.”

“My dear man. you don’t hurt my feel-
mmgs by paying me compliments,” eaid
Wingate,

“Eh? TI'm not paying vou complis
ments ! ejaculated Coker 1w surprise.

“Yes, you are., 1s there anything
about me that you approve of 1" asked
Wingate,

“ Nothing !

“Nothing I do that vou'd do In my
place 7"

“Nothing at all!”™

“Goed! It's very kind of you, Coker.
to como herc and give me a testimonial
like that!™ said Wingate heartily.

Thera was a chuckle in the passage,
and Coker locked bewildeved.  His
mighty brain worked rather slowly.

“You don't seem to understand, Win-
gate ! he said. * As I've remarked,
yvou're a bit dense. 1 disapprove of yon
in every way as captain of the school.
If the fellows would back me up, I'd
shift you out of the job. They won't !’
But having thought 1t over, 1 feel that
I can’t allow the present state of affuirs
to continue. The gchool i going to Lthe
dogs. Ifrom this moment, Wingate, I
warn vou that yvou're not captain of the
school, so far as I'm concerned. T dis-
regard you, and regard -you with indit-
ference [V

“You disregard me and regard me at
the same time? Ounly yvou can do these
thines, Coker,” remarked Wingate.

“1 mean =

““ Never mind what you mean. There's
a door behind you, Coker,”

“Eh? T know that. What about it¥"”

“Get on the other side of it.”

“I've not finished yet. I'm going to
buck up against you all along the hne,
Wingate. I'm going to try to bring the
fellows to their scnses. 1 offer you the
chance of resigning the captainey. 1
give you till to-morrow.”

“My hat!"

“H you don’t, I'm against yomu,
along the line.”

“Ig that all?” _ .
“Pm going to raise the Fifth Form,
said Coker. “I'm going to buck up the
whole school, in fact. 1'm not going to
rest till Greyfriars has a captain the
fellows can have confidence in. And in

Toeg Macyer Lisrarv.—No. 56l.
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any case, Wingate, T warn you not to
come the caplain over me. I'm done
with you!”

“Oh, you're done at last, are ou?”
said Wingate, unmoved. e W{-ﬂ. the
door’s still there.” -

“And 1 don't want any Sixth Form
swank !’ roared Coker.

Wingate rose to his feet, '

“Would you mind walking out of this
study, Coker?” he asked, with elaborate

liteness,

“T'1ll do that when I choose !”

“You prefer to go on your meck?”

“If you can put me oui on my neck
you're welcome to do it!” said Coker
with a disdamnful snort.

“T'll try,” said Wingate.

Coker pushed back his cuffa.

“Come on!” he said. “I've thought
for a good time, Wingate, that a jolly
good hicking would do you good. -I'm
ready to give you onel"

e, Even

There was a gasp in the pa
the egregious ﬁﬂ' had not been ex-
peeted to go to the length of challenging
the head of the Sixth to a scrap. Win-
gate stared at him.

“Are you quite out of your scnses,
Coker " he asked quistly.

il Rnt!!.*

“Get out of this study | enapped Win-
‘gate. You can’t help beinrig a funny ass,
Coker, but I'm fed up. Travel!”

”RH{GI”

Wingate gave Gwynue a glance, and
the Irish Sixth-Former jumped up. It
was quite miles bé&low the dignity of
the captain of the schaol to enter into
a scrap like a fag of the Fourth or the
Remove. Horace Coker had no sense
of the fitness of things.

The two prefects advanced on Coker
with grim looks.

“Ready!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Lobk out, you fellows! Give Coker
room to fall!” |

““Ha, bha, ha!”
Coker put dp his handes, * o
“One at & time!” he exclaimed indig-

nantly. “Do you call this fair “‘flﬂ]’?"
“You don’t eeem to wunderstand,
Coker,” said Wingate. * You can't fight

the captain of the school; that's not
allowed. You can't cheek the Sixth;
that’s nat allowed, either. I can make
allowances for a born idiot, but you pass
the limif. You're going out on your
neck |

“I'll jolly well—— Oh! Ah! Yah!”

The two Sixth-Formers collared Coker
before he could finish. _

Burly as Coker was, he had no chance,

He wae swept off Lis feet, and tossed
into the passage like a sack of coke.
He came down there with a heavy
bump, the juniors crowding back #o
give him room.

“Yaroooh ! roared Coker.

He sat up in a dazed state. The
door of Wingate's study closed on him.

Coker staggered to his feet.

“ Ow | ow!” he mumbled. * What
E}TE jou cackling at, you cheeky fags?

w !

“Do it again, Uoker!” chortled
SBquiff.
Coker gasped.

“I've been chucked out!” he spluttered.
“Me! Well, you watch me, and esee
me sling Wingate out on his neck, and
Gwynne after him! You watch!”

“Oh, my hat!” _

“The watchfulness will be terrifie.”

“Go it, Colier!”

“Chuck ’'em out, Coker!” yelled Bob
Cherry. “We'll wait here and count
'em as they fall.”

““Ha, ha, hal” |

Coker evidentily meant business. He
tore open the door of Wingate’s study

rushed 1n. ) | '
re was the sound of a scuffle in
MaokET LiBrarY.—No. 551,

| any person who

‘the study. Then a whirling form came

hurtling through the doorway, landing
with a crash. -

“One!” counted Bob Cherry.

“Yarooop'!”

“Why, it's Coker!"” exelaimed Bob.

“Ha, !la., ha!”’

ﬂ: was Dni:r&r! ¥ :

e sprawled in the passage, gasping.
The Greyfriars captain's door was closed
again. Coker struggled up.

“Do it again, Coker!” yelled the
juniors. _ _

But this time they were disappointed.
Coker was a warlike fellow, but those
two terrific bumps in the passage had
taken some of the truculence out of
him. He had a variety of aches all over
his burly person. | _

Instead of charging into Wingate's
study again, Horace %oker turned and

limped away. A howl & laughter fol-
lowed him. The entertainment was
evidently over.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Only Way !
b OW-OW-WOW "
i That sound of anguish
greeted Potter and Greene
when they came into their

study in the Fifth Form passage for tea.

Potter and Greene suppressed smiles.

Coker of the Fifth was not in every
way a desirable study-mate, but there
was no doubt that hé added considerably
to the gatety of existence.

The great Horace was in the armchair,
and he looked a little dismal. His
handling in Wingate’s study had not been

gentle, and he had several bumps and
bruises.

“Hallo! T thought you'd have tea
ready, Coker!” remarked Greene,

i \an !rl J

“ Anything the matter?”

i WGW!I!

‘“By the WAy, how did you get on
with Wingate?” asked Potter blandly.

Coker glared. '

“1 waa chucked out!” he said.

“You don’t say so?”’

“Yea, I do!"” groaned Coker.

“Well, what the thump did you ex-
pect?” asked Greene. ““A chap isn’t
allowed to cheek the qaptain of the
school in his own guarters.” _

“] don’t regard Wingate as captain
of the school. Bo far as I'm concerned,
he's sacked from that job,” said Coker.
“T think so more than ever. We don’t
want a funk for caplamm of Greyfriars.”
* % A what?” yelled Potter and Greene
together.

“A funk!” snapped Coker. _

“Don’t be such an idiot Coker!” said
Potter impatiently. “You know Win-
gate isn’t a funk. You'll get jolly well

ragged if you say that outeide this
Et F-:"
“T'Il say it to all Greyfriars! I chal-

lenged him, and instead of standing uE-
to me like a man, he set on me wit
Gwynne, and chucked me out. What do
you call that?”

“1 don’t see what else you could ex-

pect. He would get jolly well rnigﬂd
}11' the Head if he started fighting hke a
ag.

ﬁRnt i~ |

“Look here, Coker——""

“Tain’t as if he was challenged by
doesn’t count—you,
f’rinﬂancﬂ’," said Cloker. *“ With me, it's
different.’

I ﬂ,ht” - )

“My idea is to lick him, and bring
him down off his perch,” eaid Coker, I
think it's a g,nnd way. Well, he won't
ficht me, He's a funk!”

“Fathead! If he wasn’t a jolly good-
natured chap he would report you to
the Head for your cheek!|” exclaimed

Potter. Supposa he did fight you?
The IHead would very likely hear about
it, and what would he say to him7 The

head of the Sixth fightinz a fellow in
the Fifth, like a couple of fags in the
Remove! Dr. Locke would shiff him
out of the captaincy pretty quick,
think.”

“Well, that would be a
for Greyfriars. Besides, the
not know.”

“Don’'t bo an ass, old
Potter. * Let's have tea.”

“If you call me an aes, Potter, thero
will be trouble in this setudy,” said
(loker, *“What's happened tn_d)%y only
makes me more determined. or the
sake of the school, I'm going to shiff
Wingate out of his job. It's up to
somebody, and I'm the man tc do 1t!”

“Bow-wow!" said Greene disrespect-

fully.

L{:kﬁr stared at his study-mates 1n
surprise and wrath. As a rule, Potter
and Greene were very careful how they.
managed Coker. Life was not wortn
living in the study unless Coker was
given his head. But Coker’s latest de-
velopment was too much even f{or his
study-mates, and they made no secret
of their opinion. Even the worm will
turn, :

“So you're not backing me
ejaculated Coker at last.

“ Agamnst Wingate? No fear!”

“You're afraid of him, like all the
roet. then?”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Potter,
without ceremony. “ Wingate's captain
of the school because he’s the best chap
for the job. Everybody knows it ex-
cept you. You don't think so because
you're a frabjous ass!”

Coker jumped up.

“That’s enough, George Potter!  Pul
up your hands!” ‘

“Order!” murmured Greene., “No
rags in the study, yon fellows! I—I sy,
Coker, why not call a meeting of the
Fifth on the subject? [I’ll pass the word
along, if you like.”

“That’'s a good
pacifically.

Coker %o_werad his fists.

“Well, if you're going to back me
up——" he said.

“Let's have tea now.,”

“Never mind tea!” said Coker., “A
meeting of the Fifth 1s a jolly good idea.
I'd thought of that already. I'll address
the Form, and you two fellows can sup-
port me., Let’s sce about it at once.”

Groene closed one eye at Potter.

The tweo Fifth-Formers wanted thar
tea, and they did not want a seérap with
Coker. '

“Come on,” said Greene. “ You get
into the Form-room, Coker, and we'll
tell the fellows to come along.”

“Now. that’s what I call pally!” sa:d
Coker heartily, '

%ud thin
ead nee

chap!” =said

up?”

idea,” said Paotler

Coker was r ﬁ for business, in spite
of his bumps. He strode out of the
study. Greene murmured a few words

in Potter’s ear, and they followed him.
Coker strode into the Fifth Form-room,
deserted at that hour. Potter followed
him in, and stopped juet inside. He
glipped his hand bechind him, and . ex-
tracted the key from the door. b
“Buck up and pase the word, Potter|"”

said Coker. “I'll make a few notes for
my address. I'm going to put it very
plain.”

“T should,” agreed Potter. )

He quitted the Form-room, closing the
door behind bim. Coker, with a pencil
and an exercise-book, proceaded to make
some notes for his speech. Potter slippad
the key in outside the door, and turned
it,

Then he joined Greene, and they went
back to their study. '

Without the genial company of Horace



Every Monday.

(‘oker they procesded to have tea, leav-]
mgz Horace to wait [or the meeting to
arrive in the Form-room. It was the
simpleat way of disposing of Coker,
Potter and Greene thonght.  Besides,
there was a food shortage in the study,
and the rationz went further with two
than with three. _
[Horace Coker was busy with his peneil
for about ten minutes. By that time he
had, his notes complete, and he was
heginning to wonder why the meeting
n:hj not arrive. Somewhat eurprised, he
went to the door. But the door did not

open. Then he noticed that the key
Vs misaiug(.
Horace Coker drew a deep, deep

breath., His feelings were really too deep
for words at that moment. He was
tocked in the Form-room, and it dawned
upon him that Potter and Greene were
at tea in the study, and that there was
not going to be a meeting of the Iifth.
With feclings that were really inexpress-
ible in anv langnage but German, Coker
began to hamimer on the door of the
I"orn-room.

T e ——

THE-FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bobs for Bunter !

W SAY, vou fellows—"

I Billy Bunter blinked in at the
door of Study No. 1, where the
Famous Five of the Remove were

at tea. There was a grin on Bunter’s fat
face.

“ Hallo, hallo. hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in astonishment. “ How did
Dunter know we had a pii‘leﬂppéﬂ "

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 didn’t know
vou had a pineapple 1" ¢xeclaimed Bunter
warmly., *Still, I'll have eome. 1 say,
you fellows, Coker—— He, he, he 3

“What about Coker?" asked Harry
Wharton, laughing. ‘' Has he appointed
limself captain of Greyfriavs?”

“He, he, he! He's locked up in the
Fifth Form-room!" .chuckied Bunter.
“Me's thumping at the door like any-
thing. Somebody’s locked him in, and
taken the key away.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 believe Potter and Greene know
something about it,” said Bunter, “I
heard ’em langhing no end in their
study. Do wou fellows want any of this
pineapple ¢ "

“0Oh, no!" said Nugent sarcastically.
“Don't worry about val” .

“Right-ho! T won't!” said Bunter
cheerfully. 1 say, it's rather good! T'll
finish it, aa vou're so pressing.”

And he did, while the chums of the
Remove gazed at him open-mouthed. It
did not take him long.

““Well, my hat!" ejaculated Johuny
Bull. ;

Bob Cherry rose to his feet, and made
a stride towards the corner whera a
cricket-stump was standing. Bunter
biinked at him.

“[ eay, wvon fellows, T'll be getting
along,” he said, backing towards the
door.

“Wait 2 minute ! exclaimed Bob, as
he grasped the stump.

But Billy  Bunter did not wait a
minute. e did not even wait a second.
He was gone long béfore the stump could
reach him, The Owl of the Remove was
disappearing dJdown the stajrease when
Boh glared out of the study doorway.

Downetairs he found Cecil Reginald
Temple and a group of Fourth-Formers
chortling. The news had spread that
Coker was locked in the Form-room ; but
1o one seemed melined to help him out.

“He's kickin' up the dickens of a
row,” satd Temple. *'IHe'll have some
of the masters along soon if he doesn't
chuck 1t."” -

“FHa, ha, ha!”
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“1 ecalled to Lim tleough the door,”
said Temple. **He promised me a thick
car 1f I didn't wet the key and let him
out. Coker's so tactful!"

The Fourth-Formers chortled.

“] =ay, vou fellowe, do you know
where the key 187" inquired Bunter,

“ Botter ask Potter. I believe he's got
it.” said Temple. “1 {fancy Coker's
booked for a long etay, unless hie climbs
out of a window or up the chimney.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

Billy Bunter rolled away in the direc-
tion of the Fornmi-rooms. His eyes were
glistening behind his spectacles.  Coker
undoubtedly was kicking up a shindy 1o
the Fifth Form-room. The noise conld
be heard at a considerable distance.

Thump, thump! DBang!

Billy Bunter stopped at the deor, and
tapped. The thumping within ceased.

“Ts that vou, Potter?” came in sul-
phurous tones through the keyhole.

“1 say, Coker—it's me.”

“ Bunter ! Opeu the door, Bunier!”

“He, he. he "

“Will vou let me out, Bunter? 1f you
don't get this door open for me Tl give
roared

‘olier,

Coker had his own way of asking

favours, '

“1 sav, Coker, would you like me to
get the key 7" purred Bunter,

“1'Il smasgh vou if you don’t ™

“Ahem! Iesay, Unker "

“Go and get the Lkey, you fat idiot!”

“J say, Coker, the postman’'s been,”
said Bunter,

“HEh?
head 7"

“I’ve been disappointed about a postal-
order.”

“What 7"

“] was cxpecting a postal-order,
Coker,” maid Bunter calmlv. * There's
beenr some delay in the post, and it
hasn't come.”’

“You fat dummy, get the door open !”
“] suppose you counldu’t lend me five

bob, Coker——~

“Ill lend vou 2o licking!” howled
Caoker,
“Till wmy postal-order comes? Of

course, I'l hand it to you immediately it
comes, Coker,”

uI I I "

“If you refuse to oblige me with a
small loan, Cloker, I'm afraid I cau’t get
the key,” said Bunter. “One gond turn
deserves another, yvou know. It's ouly
till my postal-order comes.”

“(tet the key, and I'll give you s
bob!" said Coker, breathing hard.
“You'll find it in my study. Potter’s got
gl

“Did vou say you'd lend me five
hob ¥"

“T said T'd give vou a bob, you gncak-
ing little fat beast!”

“T hope you don’t think I could accept
a gift of ‘'money from you, Coker,” said
Bunter, with dignity, “I should cer-
tainly decline to do anything of the
sort !”

“Wha-at?"

“Somo fellows might; but T'm not
that kind of chap. 1 was merely refer-
rin‘g to a loan.”

I —JT—T'Il— Will you get that key
from Potter?" Fa&mi Coker. “TI've
been shut up nearly an hour! TI'll smash
‘emy! I'll scalp ‘em! I'll——"'

“Woll, good-byve, old scout!” eaid
Junter,  “ Borry I ean’t do auything for
you !”

“Stop ! roared Coker. “Let me ont !
Look here, I'll give vou five bob if you'll
let me out, Bunter! There!”

“Once and for all, Coker, I want vou
to understand that I couldn’t accept gifts
from 1 said Bunter calmly,

What Jdoes that matter, fat-

oL
“Oﬁ. if there wasn't a door between

ue " gasped Coker, |

L]

Three-halfpence. 5

vuderstamd  a
Coker. Your

“You don't &ccm to
decent fellow™s  fedlings,
coffer is simply an insult. A loan 8 a
different matter. If vou re prepared to
lend me five shillings till my postal-order
conies ——""

“—-I--T'l—— Al right!™ stuticre!
Coker. “T'1 lend it you, then!”

“On that understanding, T can accep
it."” said Bunter.

“Well, go and get the ey 17

“8hove it under the door.” eaid Bun-
ter cautiously, “There’s plenty of room.
Then T'll go for the key at once”

There was a sound in the Form-room
as of a lion growling in his wrath. Buot
Coker was getding desperate.  An hour
in the Fornrrom was ¢nough for him.
Five shillings wore shid under the door,
ane after another. and Billy Bunter’s
fingera gathercd them up greedily.

“Thanks, old chiap!” he said., **That's
really decent of vou. You can rely on
that postal-order,”

“Go and get the kev!™

“Now I come ta think of i, it's harely
poseible that my letter may not anvive
m the morning, Coker. Wauld vou mind
waiting 4ill the next day. in that caee 7"

Coker geemed to be choking.

“Will you go and get the Key "

“Yon haven't anewered my question.

“No — yes — anything  you  like!
gasped Coker.  “Go and get the key,
haug you!”

“Right-ho!  Now that’s understood,

I'Nl po and ask Potter for the key.”

“ Neo good asking him ! roared Coker,
“(Get it somehow ! He won't give it to
vou, vou far idiot ! Get it !”

“T'lIl do my best, ¢ld chap,” said Bun-
ler.

The “old. chap " made Coker of the
Fifth long to be within hitting distance

of Bunter., Ile ticard the retreating foot-

cteps of the Owl of the Remove, and
watted furiously for him to return. Billy
Bunter rolled away to Coker's study, and
biinked in. Pottar and Greene had
finished tea. and were chatting away
cheerily, apparently in great spivite, No
doubt it was a relief to be deprived of
Coker's company for a tine,

“1 sav, yvuu follows- o Lu.'-g:m Bun-
fvr.

“Neat !’

“(Coker’s sent me for the Form-room
key—"

“T've got a boot vou can have,”
replied Potter.

Villiam George Bunter haetily vetired.
He did not want Potter’s boot., As a
matter of facr, he had neot had the
clightest expectation of being given the
kev, and he did not care & brass farthing
whether it wag given or not. Hia far
conscience was quite satiefied with what
he had done for Coker.

Coker was raging in the Form-reom,
when there came a tap at the door again,

“T =ay, Coker :

“Gor the kexy 77 chouted Coker,

“Nunno!”

“Why haven't von got it, [athead ™

Y Potter dechines to give 1t to me.”

* You—you--vou * Coker splnt-
tered. ‘‘Get it somechow ! Of conrse he
won't give it to yon! You've got to get
it! I'll smash von if you den’t! I'H
sealp yvou! Go and get it at once! Do
vou hear?” |

There was no reply.

“Bunter! Do you hear?’

Still na reply.

Coker realised that Bily Bunter had
gone. Ile had no further business there,
and he had deparfed. While Horace
(Coker raged in the Form-room Billy
Bunter was busy in the tuckshop ex-
pending Coker’s five shillings on articles
that were still unrationed. Billy Bunter
was fecling quite satisfied with the tran-
shetion, though Coker was not.  DBut it
was impossible to entisfy everybody.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Family !

Ll OME ON!V
' Vernon-Smith shouted along

the Remove passage from the
stairs.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!

“Loker!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“He's got out of the Form-room win-
dow ! chortled Vernon-Smith. “T've
just spotted him. He came a cropper,
and 1 think he hurt something. Anyhow,
he yelled. Now he's gone to lock for
Potter and Greene, I think there’s going
to be trouble.” : _

And the Bounder hurried downstairs
again. Trouble in Coker's study was ap-
parently regarded by Smithy in the hght
of an entertainment.

The Famous I'ive followed him fast,
with a ¢crowd more of the Remove.

They did not want to miss the enter-
taimment. |

Potter and Greene, in shutting Coker
up in the Form-room, had deub felt
that it was the only way. But, naturally,
(‘oker could not be expected to see eye
to eve with them on that point. Climb-
ing ot of the window was a dreadiully
undignified proceeding for the great man
of the Fifth, and coming a cropper had
not improved his temper. Coker, as he
made tracks for his study to interview
his study-mates, was a good deal like a
wild Hun on the war»Pa.th.

Harry Wharton & Co. heard sounds of
strife as they arrived in the Fifth Form
passage. Coker's door was closed; but
they knew that Horace was there., Fur-
niture seemed to be on the move, to
judge by the crashing, and there was a

What's up?”’

roar of excited voices.

“Sounds like trouble,” remarked
Frank Nugent,

“Terrific !"* grinned Hurree Singh.

* Bedad, are they breakin’ up the happy
home ¥ exclaimed Fitzeerald of the
Fiith, coming out of his study.

“* What'’s that thunderin’ row about?"”
roared Hilton from his study. * How’s
a fellow to work—eh?"

“It's only Coker!"” chortled Bob
Cherry.
Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,

came along with Bland. Blundell kicked
open Coker’s door.

A startling scene was revealed,

Coker was raging. *

Ha had not stopped to talk to his
study-mates. He de made a frontal
attack immediately on arriving in the
study. Potter and Greene, who were
nearly as exasperated as Coker, had col-
lared him, and Horace was struggling in
the grasp of his dear pals.

The burly Herace was very nearly a
. match for the two of them, and he
drngfied them to and fro as he struggled.
All three of them were showing signs of
damage, and so was the study. The table
had been bumped over, the chairs were
scattered far and wide, books and papers
and pens littered the r.

“T'll stnash you!” Coker was roaring.

“Locking me up—me! I'll show you!
YnhT!“ Rotters! T'll wallop the pamr of
you !

“Stop that row!” reared Blundell.
“Do you want the Head here?”

“Rats!"

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Here comes Win-
gate!” yelled Bob Cherry from the pas-
sage.

The erowd of juniors made way for the
Greyfriars captain.,

Wingate, with a stern brow, strode
imto the study.

** What's-this awful row ?"” he shouted.
. }f it at once!”

“How ean we stop 1t when Coker
won't?" gasped Greene. “ Do you think
we're doing this for fun? Yow-woop!”’
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“Collar him, can't you?” howled
FPotter.

Crack !

Coker had got his grip at last, and he
brought the heads of his study-mates to-
gether with a sounding crack.

Potter and Greene %e led with anguish.

Wingate strode at Croker and grasped
him by the collar, and Blundell ang Bland
and Hilon grasped him at the same
time,

The truculent IHorace was dragged
away from his unhappy victims.

“ Bump him !” shouted Johnny Bull.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Wingate did not heed this. That junior
mode of punmishment was not in accord-
ance with Sixth Form ideas.

“Coker, you fool !”” he rapped out.

“Leggo!” bellowed Coker.

“What's this row about?"

“ Find out "

“What?"”

“(Go and eat coke!”

“Do you know you're talkin
captain of the school 7" shouted
shaking the Fifth-Former.

“Yarooh! o! You're not my
captain ! Haven't I told vou s0?" eplut-
tered Coker. “Far as I'm concerned
you're sacked! Yah!"

‘“‘ Potty, bedad ! murmured Fitzgerald.
“Coker, darling, take it easy! BSure, if
it runs in vere family ye can’t help it.
But take it easy!™

“Leggo! I'l—"

““Lend me a hand with him,” said Win-
gate quietly. “We'll take him to the
Head. Dr. Locke’s the man to deal with
the bowling ass.”

“Good eggi” said Hilton, “Yank
him along !”

Coker ceased to struggle at that. He
did not want to be marched in to the
Head like an unruly fag. -

“Hold on!” he gasped.

“Come along, you idiot !"

““Hold on, I tell you! I'm jﬂlle‘ well
not gomg to the Head ! stuttered Coker.
“1 don’t mllleuﬁe the Head would un-
derstand. here’s no need for you to
interfere here, Wingate. 1 was simply
thrashmng Potter and Greene.”

“You can explain that to the Head,”
said Wingate coolly. ‘‘ Are you going to
walk, or are you going to be carmed 7"’

“Carry him!” yelled Bob Cherry. “T'll
help. Let me have hold of his ears!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Clear off, you fags!"” snapped Win-
gate. 5

“Hold on!” gasped Coker, “I-TI'H
let Potter and Greene off f you like.
've licked them enough, anyway. 1
don’t want to go to the Head. Hilton,
you cad, let go my neck! Fitz, you
rotter——"’

Wingate paused.

to the
mgate,

“I don’t want to report you, Coker,” |
he said, ‘“You can’t help being a born
diot. But there's got to be no more of

this. T've told you before that I won't
allow bullying!” :

“Bullying ! stuttered Coker.

“Pake him to. the Head!” gasped
Potter. *“We're fed up with him !

“Fed up to the chin!” hooted Greene.

“Well, that’'s a nice way to talk of a
pal !’ exclaimed Coker indignantly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Coker was only bein
lated Bob Cherry. “ My !
care to be a pal of Coker's!”

Wingate released Horace Coker.

“No more of this, then!"” he said.
“Mind, if there's any more rowing in
this study you go to the Head at once!
I'm fed up!”

And the captain of Greyfriars walked
out.

Horace Coker gasped for breath. The
Fifth-Formers followed Wingate, and
Coker was left alone with his study-mates,

pally !"" ejaca-
t! { shouldn't

who eyed him morosely. Coker looked
at them more in sorrow than in anger.

*“You're a precious pair of rotters,
ain’'t you!” he asked.

“Oh, shut up!” said Potter.

i Wlmr&t?!"l'

“Shut up!”?

Coker breathed hard.

“I don’t want to begin on you again,
Gﬂar%e Potter——"

o jolly well take a bat to you if you
play any more tricks!” growled Potter.
“Don’'t be such a silly fool !

“Look at the study !” hooted Greene.
“Look at 1t!"”

“You locked me up in the Form-
room ! roared Coker.

“ Well, you ought to be locked up in
Bedlam !

“I—I—-I—"

“Dry up!” sakl Potter, ‘" Any more
of your vot and we'll call Wingate in.
S0 mind your eye!”

“Do m think I care for Wingate?
He's nobody—less than nobedy! 1 look
onn bim with scorn!"” hooted Coker,

“Oh, don’t be an ass! If you go
before the Head you will very likely gel
a iﬂc-{;gmg, and serve you jolly well
right "

Coker contained his wrath with diffi-
culty. Although he had *‘sacked " Win-

" gate, it remamed a fact that Wingate

was head prefect and school captain, and
had all the autherity of that tion.
Wingate had the Head's support behind
him, and that was rather a hard nut for
Coker to crack. He transferred his

‘attention to the juniors grimming in the

doorway.

“Clear off, you cheeky fags!”, he ex-
elaimed.

“Is the circus over?” inquired the
Bounder.

“Hand me that bat, Greene!”

“Oh, bosh!”

Coker ran for the bat, and the grinning

juniors retired from the scene rather

Coker looked on as if he might
have done some damage with the
bat. He slamamed the door after them.

“Pretty state this study’s in!” he
remarked.

'** All your fault, you ass!”

“Did you think I was going to let you
lock me in ?” roared Coker,

“You ought to be glad we didn’t tie
you to a desk to keep you quiet. We
will next time !” snorted Potter.

Coker stared at his study-mates. This
was quite a new line for Potter and
Greene to take. Generally they were
very patient and longsuffermg with
Coker. 1t was hard for Horace to
realise that the worms had turned, so to
speak—that even ks faithiul followers
could poseibly get fed up. -

“Be you're not backing me up!’” he
said, after a long, long pause,

“No, ass!”

“No, fathead!”

“Fed up!”

“Go and eat coke!™ |

“Well, my hat!” said Coker, wnh a
deep breath. ‘' All right! I don't wang
yvou! I sha'n't speak to you alter thus,
of course!™

“Thanks !"

“That's really kind, Coker!”

“And T expect you to

astily.

this study |”

“You ean expect!” jeered Potfer

“I can't share a study with feillows I'm
not on speaking terms with 17
decidedly. *That’'s impoeaivic
can clear!”

LE ] mtﬂ Iii

“Po you want me to eling you out on

You

| your necks?”’

“Go ahead!” said Potter, picking up

' & bat.

“Pile in!" said Greene, taking the
pcker out of the fender.

clear ouwt of .

sz Uoker

3 -
- o Jl_r-"u-'. y
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Coker scemed to breathe with diff-
culty. He had been acenstomed to being
monarch of all he surveyed in that study,
and it looked as if his reign had come to
a sudden termination. cé more the
great Horace had bitten off too large a
mouthful. ,

He did not turn Poiter and Greend
out of the study, but there was a grim
and deadly silence as the three TFifth-
Formers sat down to their prep. Coker
was wrathful and indignant, and he
ignored his etudy-mates, That was a
suitable punishment for them, for they
were to be under Coker's frown until
they saw the error of their ways. Polter
and Greene endured it with great forti-
tude. The loss of Cokar's conversation
was not really such a blow as Coker

supposed.

T ez

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Rally !

ONG !

P Harry Wharton smiled as he
came along to Hobson’s study in
the Shell and heard that sound

from within,

Hosking' tuning-fork. Hoskins, the musi-

cul genius of tﬁe Shell, was evidently at

it again, Wharton looked into the study
with a smile.

[Tobson was there, with an expression
nf patience on his rugged face that would
have done credit to a member of the
noble army of martyrs. Claude Hoskins
was standing up, tuning-fork in hand,
and he had just “ponged™ it on the
table. He was talking. When Claude
Hoskins talked he talked of music: on

other sulyjects his conversation generally
consisted “Oh!” “Ah!" *“Yes!”
“EKh?" and suchlike monosyllables.

Hobson knew as much shout musiec as he
knew about botulism, but he let Hosking
run on. He had no choice about that,
as a matter of fact.

“I had it that time!” said Hoskins,
with a smile of satisfaction. “Did you
recognise it, Hobby 7" '

*“ Eh—which "' yawned Hobby.

“A flat " said ﬁmhm

“ Do you mean Wharton ?"” asked Hob-
son, catching sight of the captain of the
the Remove in the doorway. “‘Draw it
miild, Hosky, old man! ’Tain't very
polite to call a visitor a fat.”

“I—I meant the note!” rapped Hos-
kins. “1 mean, I've got the note {"”

Hohson looked more interested as he
nodded to Wharton to come in.

“Good!" he exclaimed. “Even a ten-
bobber would come in useful just now.

Tip from your pater—what?"

“Eh? What do you mean?” .
“You said vou d the note,” said
Hobson. “Is it a currency-note or a

banknote 7"

“1 say, Hobby, you are a chump, you
know! T mean that note,” said Hos-
king, dabbing the tuning-fork on the
table again. “That's A flat. Don't you
know A flat when you hear it?”

*“Oh, that kind of note !" said Hobson,
Lis interest in the note evaporating sud-

denly. “Isee! You call that A flat, de
you "
“Yes, ass "

“Well, T don’t mind. Squat down,
Wharton, old man. 1 suppose you've
come about the cricket?”

“That's it |” said Harry, taking a seat
on the corner of the table.

“For goodness’ sake,” said Hoskins
peevishly, “don't talk of cricket now!
You heard that note, Hobby ?"

“¥Kh? Oh yea!l"

“Now, listen."” .

: tli;mkim opened his mouth, and ejacu-
ated :
“A-a-a-a-ah!”

He knew the jingle of]
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Hobson stared at him.

" Bomething wrong with your neck, old
nut?” he asked anxiously.

“No!” roared Hoskins.

“What are you yelling for, then?"

“That was the note!" shouted Hos-
kins, *“ A flat!1”

“Oh, was it? All right."

“Don’t you see?” demanded Hoskins
exeitedly. ““That's the note 1 got hefore
| ta%pe the fork. I can produce A flat
unaided. That's pitch! 'Tain't every-
body who's got prich.”

“Blessed if 1 know what anybody
would want pitch for, unless he's a road-
mender or something !” said Hobson,
puzzied. “What do you want with
piteh 7™

“I tell you I've got pitch!”

“In this study *"' exclaimed Hobson.

“Yes, vou fathead! This minute!”

“Well, don’t get it emeared about.”
said Hobson. 1 gay, it's rather a
mucky thing to bring into the study,
Where have you put it?"

‘*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton.

Harry Wharton knew a lttle more
about music thun James Hobson did.

“Oh, of all the asses,” exclaimed Hos-
kins feebly, “you do take the ecake,
Hobby! I tell you I've got perfect
pitch

" Blessed 1f T knew there were different
qualitics of pitch !” sxid Hobson in sur-
prise. * Better let it alone. I don't sec
what you want it for. Besides, vou
can’t touch pitch without beng defiled,
you know."

“Not that kind of pitch!” shrieked
Hoskins. “*Haven't you ever heard of
the other kind of pitch ?”

“I've heard of a ericket-pitch, if that's
what you mean! 1 suppese you're not
telling me that you've got a cricket-pitch

in the study %"
“The pitch

“ Pitoh !" roared Hoskins.
of a note—pitch in music—""
“I didn't know pitch was used in

music. What do they use it for?"” ox-
r_tla.uined Hobson. *“Jolly sticky, I should
say !

“Pibch!” gasped Hoskins. “ You're
an ass, Hohson! Now, listen to (his—
a-a-a-ah!” Hoskins ejected that long-
drawn sound in A flat, but it might have
been C sharp for all Hobson knew to the
contrary., “8Sece? That's A flat. Now I
tap the tuning-fork.” Pong! *“That's A
flat. I had the pitch exact!”

"1 see!” said Hobson, thinking it was

| time he saw, whether he really did or

not. Tle mever dikl understand Hosking'
musical explanations, as a matter of fact,
"That syueak was A flat?”

“That note, you ass(”

“I mean that note. And the tuning-
fork is A flat. T see! So wyou were
makmg the same row as the tuning-fork
makes. Is that it?” asked Hobson.

Hoskins ehoved the tuning-fork into
his et.f Hoakirif was I'verhyhkee?t on
getting perfect pitch, a waluable gift for
auynng to ss. But he did not feel
equal to making his study-mate under-
stand. Hohby's tastes ran rather in the
direction of cricket and football, and he
was not musical.

“ About the cricket——"" zaid Hobson,
addressing Wharton as Hoskins did not
answer,

“Never mind cricket now ! said Hos-

kins, “Come to the music-room !
I'm going to play you my march in F
sharp. harton can come, too.”

Harry Wharton coughed.

“I've got to got back to the fellows,”
he remarked. “1 just looked in to see
Hobby ahout the match on Saturday.”

“ Stamps pitched at two, if that suits
you,” eaid Hobson,

“Right you are!
umpire.””

“I don't think you've heard my march

Potter's going to

Th.rcc-hnll:pence. 3

]1;:} ¥ sharp, Wharton,” remarked Hos-
s, "

“Is that tho one you mm ]
Nugent?' asked Wharton.: **'The one
that bristles with consecutive fifths ?”

Hoskins snorted.

fifths 1" he

“I like consecutive
amwﬁmd. f

“Matter of taste, T suppose,” said
Wharton blandly. “Hul}aﬂ! Here's
Coker |”

Coker of the Fifth came into the etudy.

general grin greeted him. Coker
epemed destimed to raise grins wherever
he went. Even Hoskins forgot his march
m I sharp for the moment.

“Hallo! Have they made you captain
of Greyfriars yet, Cokey?” asked Hob-
son cheerily,

Coker frowned.

. Hobson had been his pal when he was
in the Bhell; and he had passed up and
left Hobby behind. @ertainly, Coker was
rather big for the Shell: and the juniors
opined that he had got his remove on his

81z2, not on his brains. Billy Bunter
averred that Coker's Augnt udy had
threatened the Head with her umbrella

if he didn’t give Coker his remove. Bun.
ter decla that he had actually seen
Aunt Judy flourishing the umbrelia.
Onee in the Fifth, Horace Coker took
the view that Hobby was only a fag, and
was very lofty towards him: and since
then there had sometimes been trouble.

“Don’'t be checky, Ilobson!” said
EH{I:EE;I:. “I came here for a little friendly

“ You want some help with your Form
work ?"" asked Hobson.

“No!" roared Coker.

“You want to hear Hoskins’ march in
K sha .

“I p!” velled Hoskins.

“I mean F sharp. Trot along to the
music-room with Hoskins, old scout, and
bhe'll pour it ont.”

“I don’t want to hear any of Hosking’
silly rot—" .

“My what ?"' demanded Hoskins.

“Silly rot ! said Coker. “I heard you
making a row in the music-room this
morning, and I jolly near came along to
atop you. It sounded to me like an air-
raid. You onghtn't to do it. But never
mind that. I want to speak to you chaps.
You ean out off, Wharton !”

“Thanks !” gaid Harry, remaining at
the table.

Coker stared at him.

f;I told you you could cut off ! he
said.

“And 1 said thanks!™
. "“"Bleas your cheek! Lot Wharton
alone!” exclaimed IHobson wraihfully,
“You can cut off yourself, Coker !"

“I don’t want a cheeky fag here!”
said Coker, frowning.

“Well, T don't want a Fifth Form
dummy here, if you come to that. I'm
talking business with Wharton! There's
the door, Coker!”

“ Like an air-raid was it ?"” murmured
Hoskins, almost pale with fury. “Mv
music was like an air-raid—my march in
¥ sharp! You crass ass—"

Coker did not heed.

“Well, I'll go ahead,” he said.. “The
fact is, Hobson, I'm sorry we haven't
been so friendly since I left the Shell.”

“Oh " ejaculated Hobson, in surprise,

“It was really owing to your putting
on airs of‘equality. though you’re only a

fag,” explained Coker, *“I had to put
you in your place. Do shut while I'm
talking, Hoskins! But, as 1 say, Hob-
son, I'm sorry we haven't hit it off

better. Why not bury the hatchet ?”
“Only a fag!"" breathed Hobson. ‘
“Like an air-raid!” gasped Hoskins.
“Now, I'm taking up a new line”’ con-
tinued Coker, apparently unaware of the
Hunnieh fury he was arousing in Hob-
son’s study, “I'm not standing Winpate
TrE i&L&HET Lierary.—No. 551,



® THE BEST 4" LIBRARY D@~ THE " BOYS' FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY. "§{¢*

FIVE vEADS MENCE

GET ONE OF THESE CARDS
TO-DAY
FROM ANY POST-OFFICE.

Fach card iz divided np into thirty-
one spuees. Whenever you have &l to ||
spare vou just by o coutpon al lhe
post-office and fix it on ome of the
gpaces. As soon a3 all the spaces are
filted up you can take the card to a

st-office and exchange it for a 153, 64,

far Savings Certificate.

In five years' time that
will be worth £1.

This is the best way for a patriotie
boy Lo put woney by, Won't you tryit?

certificate

any longer. 've told him so. I've told |
all the fellows z0. I'm heading a new
mov ement in the school. 1" going to |
down Wingate. You'd hardly believe it, |
but my own Form refuse to back me up |
—even my own stndy-mates. But a chap
who's bent on reform must have some
sapport. You see that?"

Coker did not wais for a reply. e did
not want one. Coker’s conversation was
generally a one-zsided affair.

“I've thought it ont,” he continued,
“and " 1'm going to rally the Lower |
School. Rather a good idea—what? 1|
can't let matters go on as thev are: and
the seniors refuse to move,  Well, I'm
going to rally the juniors. Not Remove
fags or small fry like that, of course.”
Coker bestowed a disdainful glapee upon
Wharton. *“T1'mm thinking of the Shell,
and perhaps the Fourth. With the
Shell behind me, that will be something.
Yes, I know what vou're gouing to say,
Hobson, A chap m my position loses
caste by associating with L‘huﬂ fellows.
But I'm not exactly going to associate
with you. I'm going to put myself at

your head. That's quite a differvent
matter."”

Hobson seemad at a lozs for worda,
“But  Coker wasn't., He ran on
cheerily : ]

“Things move go jolly slow, vou know,
even when there's an energetic fellow

like e bucking them  up.  Public
opuion gets set i n groove, Well, I'm

gomg to move it. 1 grane that it's a bit
of a come-down for me to take the
Lower School in haud and get mixed up
with fags, But for the sake of Grev-
fraars I'm prepared to put my pride in
my pockot,” ;

“Oh!" gasped Hobson,

If 1 can bring about a new election
for school captain the votes of the Shell
will eount heavy,” said Coker, ““That's
ome of my aiins, Meanwhile, vou stand
by mie aud I'll stand by vou, Don't have
any nonsensc from Wingate!  If he
gives you lines, ['ripnstance, refuse to do
‘em, and appeal to me for protection. T'11
protect vou. Rely ou that, You kids in
the Shell can look on me as vour leader,
and as your protector. There's only one

int I ehall have to be partienlar about.
“I've got to consider my personal dignity,
to some extent. Don’t come up to me 1n
the quad or the passages in a familiar
way. I bar that. When you've got
anything to say, come quietly to my
study. Sece?”

Ilobsons eyes were fixed upon Horace
Coker as if that great man- had mes-
merised him, '

He did not answer Coker, He locked
at Wharton. :

“As vou're here. Wharton, you may
as well lend a hand,” he said.

“Certainly !"" said Wharton.

“Buck wp, Hosky !

“Like an air-raid ! said Hoskine., “I'll
give hun air-raid !"

To Coker's surprise, the two Shell
fellowe advanced upon him in warlike
array, and Wharton joined in cheerfully,
- Uoker backed away.

“What's the row 7" he exclaimed. “1
didn't come here for a scrup, Hob-
801

“You did !" answered Hobson,

That was ull he said, The serap began

| then.

smee Horace Colier had taken up his
new life he had come in for a good deal
of scrapping, somehow, Now he had
£0IMae Inore,

There was a teivific crash
passage as Uoker luuded there.

He sat up, as much astonished as hurt.
He coald not see in the least why Hob-
sun had cut up rustv,

“Why, vou—you——

1 the

I—=I——"" siut-

tered Coker. *“Wharver vou at? You
cheeky fag, 1'll slaughter you |V
“Come on!" gasped IHobson, “‘I'll

fag yvou!”

T aveeraid yon!" roared Hoskins.
“Come on!"” said Wharton, laughing.
(‘oker came on fast enough. There was

a brief struggle in Hobson’s study, and
then Coker found himself carried along
the passage by his arms and legs. At
every other step some part of Coker
smote the flcor with a heavy emite. He
was quite dizzy when he reached the
stairs, and was rolled down them. ITe
stopped at the next landing, feeling as if
hie had been in an earthquuke,

*Huallo! What's the rew 7" exclaimed
Stewart of the Shell, looking ont of his
study. “Is that Hosking playing his
march in ¥ sharp "

“Yaroooh!”

“ Come back, Uoker!” shouted Hobson
and Hoskins and Wharton from the top
of the stairs,

But Coker did not come back. His
visit to Hobson's study had been a
ghastly failure, for reasons quite un-
known to him, Coker was a sticker; but
he gave up the jdea of rallying the
Lower B8chool. Tt was only too clear,
even to (oker, thal there was nothing
domg.

e ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Seeks Protection !

P SAY, vou fellowa!”
“Nothing doing !”
The Famous Iive made that
reply in unison.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles with deep indignation.

“If you think T waut io borrow any
money " he began.

“Weall, don't von "

“"No!" roared Bunter.

Bob Cherry leaned feebly against the
wall of the Remove passage. Ile seemed
overcome,

“* Fan me, somebody !™ he murmured.
~ "“Bay thut again ! exclaimed Nugent.
“Once more, Bupter! You don’t want
to borrow any money ?"

" No!" hooted Bunter.
“Are you ill?" asked Johnny

Bull.

THE Micxgr LiBRARY.—No, 551,

“The illfulness mnst be terrific!” said I

' several fellows.

IMurree Singh, in alarmo. " Perhapes we
had better patfully smite Bunter on his
esteemed back.”

“Don't play the goat, you ass!”
growled Bunter. 1 say, you fellows,
it’s about my lines!™

“What lines?” yawned Wharton.

“l suppose you know Wingate gave
me a hundred lines vesterday. 1 asked
vou to do them for me then. You re-
fused !” said Bunter, in an injured tone.

“Do you waut me to refuse againt’

“I want to know what's going to be
done. TI'va asked Toddy, and he was
simply ill-bred,” said Bunter. *“I'va
asked Redwing, and he made a low
reply ; just what you might expect of a
scholarship bounder. T asked Smithy, and

e was mde, too. In fact, I've asked

The upshot is that the
lineg nin't done !

“'Why not go and do them 7" suggested
Nugent, .

Bunter gave an impatient grint, That

sunple _ex]ir::dieut. did not scern to find
favour in his eyes.

“Of course, I can’t do them ! Le said.
“I haven'v the time, Wingate said they
were to be luhen in by six. There’s no
time to lose. My suggestion is for you
fellows to whack them out. TI'll do a
dozen to give you a start " added Bunter
generously.

“Bure that wouldn't he too much exer-
tir‘i??‘” inquired Bob Cherry sarcasti-
cally.

“Well, T'il do it for you fellows !”

“Not a bad idea!” said Bob. “You
do a dozen lines for a start—"

“That's it !"

“Then do the other eighty-eight——"

i "Thut‘ l:I!l

“And take ’em along to Wingate,”
said Bob. **And take yourself along,

-mwnfuwww.

CADET NOTES.

Arrangements have now been made
for the admittance of members of
Cadet Units Into the Royal Alr Force
for training as pilots and observers—
4 step which will prove the most
popular means: of recruiting vhe Cadet
Movement that could have been
taken. An Army Council instruction
issued recently provides that mem-
bers of Cadet Corps who are desirous
of joining the R.A.F. (Pilots and
Obgservers Section), may, on attaining
the age of 17 years and 10 months,
apply to the officer commanding their .
Cadet Unit, who, if he considers the
eandidate suitahle, may send him to
the nearest Reception Depot of the
R.AF., with a written recommenda-
tion, under this instruction. Bearing
in mind the large number of lads who
arg anxious to get into the Air Force,
this step of turning the Cadet Units
into¢ & channel for entry into the
Royal Air Force ought to hring an
enormous number of hoy recruits into
the Cadet Movement.

Of course, there are a number of
other ‘provisions in the order, and a
number of details to be attended to;
but. copies of the order are sent to
officers commanding all the Cadet
Units =0 that they should he familiar
with its terms and the steps they
must take to assist their members to
enter the R.AF, when they reach the
required age. During the past six
months some hundreds of boys have
np;i;tied to the Central Association
Volunteer Regiments for information
and advice about how to get into the
Air Force. Here is a door open for
them, and all they have to do is to
join their nearest Cadet Corps, and
wait unlil they reach the proper age
for securing admision to the Air
Force, As hitherto, full particulars,
with address of local corps, ete., will
be supplied to any recruits who will
write to the Central- Association
Velunteer Regiments, Judges Quad-
rangle, Royal Courts of Justice, W.C.2.
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Every Monday.

too,  Your canversgtion isn't entertain-
g, Bantr.”’
“You mean to say that you're not
gnmg to o L]‘u‘m .
H.ti.r't]t
'Well I"Ll" done all T ean.” saud
Bunter, with an air of vosignation, I

3

shall have to apply to Colker,

“Coker!”? exclaimed Wharton,  “If
vou ask a Filth-Former to do lines for
vou you'll get a thick ear, fathead '™

“Uolkar adviseg juniors not 1o do lines
for Wingate,” explained Bunter, ' He's
offered to sce any fellow through who
backs up against Wingate.  I'm sorry
to be down on Wingate. Dut there
vou are ) After all, he ouglitu't to have
wiven me lines, I wasn't really raiding
his jan, I was simiply tasting it to see
what it was like. Perhaps T took a rnLhm
tllgt‘ taste. 1'm g'mng to back up Coker.”

"You silly ass!” «aid Bobh Cherry.

“If you back up againsy Wingate you'll

zet glaughtered,™

“Well, it's your fault.” sauxl Duunter.
“You can’t say I haven't offered to let
vou do the lines for me. Coker says he'll
sce any chap through who asks his pro-
teetion.  Can't make matters worse, any-
way., 1'mrjolly well not Loing to dn the
Iines. I've no time!”

“ Look here, Bunter

“Are you gomg to do the lines?’
manded the Owl of the Reniove.

“*No, ass! But

“Enough said !” answered Bunter.

And he rolled away.

The Famous Five stared aflter him.
They did not quite see what value Coker’s
peotection would be to a junior who re-
fused to obey the head prefect’s orders.
But Bunter evidently thought there was
a chance, at least; and anvthing was
botter than work, from the Owl's point of
1He,

“That siliv ass Coker ought to be
stopped ! said Harry Wharton, ** There’ll
be tronble if he begins setting silly fat-
heads up agamnt Wingate, ™

And the Co. agreed that Coker ought
to be stnppm‘ The great llorace was
evidently  hunting for more trouble,
Trouble was likely to he the portion,
also, of the fags “hﬁ sought his protec-
tion against the powers that were,

Billy Bunter presented  himself  in
Colier’s study, and found silence reigning
there. Potter and Greene were stul
Horace's black books, and he declined
to take any mnotice of their existence.
For two whele daxs Coker hadn't spoken
to cither of his study-mates, It was a
erushing punishment for disloyalty, in
Coker’s opinion, DBut Potter and Greene
had confided to [Fitzgerald that they
found life in that etudy quite worth
Living naw.

Coker was rather restive, He was
much given to talking. Ile prided him-
gclf on being a fellow of the strong, silent
hind; ara, like most characters of that
kind, he liked to hear the sound of his
own vaoice, The punizshment really fell
move heavily upon Coker than upon lis
studv-mates, Potter and Greeme were
certainly [11':}1}&1*&& to keep it up as long
as he did,

It was veally & relief {0 Cukepr when
Buanter looked in. Bunter blinked ot the
Kifth-Former, and did wot heed the pen
which Potter pointed ot the doorway.

“1 say, Coker—"*

“ Hallo *"

. Wingntn’ﬂ oiTon e iines,"
Bunter pathetically. “1 think I
to comiplain to you, Coker.”

Potter and Greene staraed,
their work in their surprise, Coker as
a receiver of complaints against the
head prefect was something new,

But Coker snuled gemally,

This was the frst [}Ll-]‘_l']j.ﬂ recogmation
of his great impertance as leader of tle
new movenient in the school, which was

" de-

eaid
ought

stopping
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1 One of Coker’'s twenty !

(See Chapter 9.) I

to put down thie mighty from their scats
—perhaps.

“*Quite g0 !" he said, *' Exactly ! Come
on, Bunter! You've come to the right
shop. Now, what's the matter? - Win-
gato's given you lhnesi”

“Yesi—a hundred.™

“WWhat for?” o

“He thonght 1T was alter lus jam,
Coker,” said Bunter sorrowfully. * As
if I’d scoff 4 man's jam—in war-{une,
too! 1-—-I was just tidying up his cup-
board; [ only wanted to be obliging.
He—he jumped to a silly conclusion. Just
like Wingate, you know. He's silly ! And
he gave me lines. 1 ﬂthll&lli I ought lo
tell you about it, Coker.’

“Quite right! Don't do them !
(Colker,

“But—but suppose Wingate asks for
tham 7"’

“Tell him to go and eat coke!”

“Ahem !

Bunter was not likely to tell the head
of the Sixth to go and cat coke. Not
very hlkely !

“If he makes a fllﬁ“. refer nm to me,”
sail Colker loftily. “I'll answer for it.
Refer him to me. In fact, you can leave
the matter in my hands. 'Dell ngnte
I’ ve nnimml vou not to do the hnes.”

“Good!" said Buuter.  * Thanks,
Coker ! You're a jolly gnmi sort ! T wish
vou wore captain of Greyfriare, You
ought to be !

“T shall bhe, if the fellows ever conie to
their senses !’ said Cokoer, l‘mn'l VOl
be afraid, Bunter! Rely on me!”

“T will " said Buuter,

And he rolled away, {uﬁng satisfied,
Certainly, Colker had 10 right to eorder
himi not to do his lines; hm. Bunter felt
that that answer would do for Wingate,
A fag in the Remove couldn’t be expected

sa1d

to stand up agamnst a Fifth-Former: and
Wingate could settle the matter with
Coker.

Potter and  Greeme  looked  very

enriously at Coker. Horace gave them a
lofty stare, and they shrugged themr
shonlders and went on with their work.
(‘oker worked at his prep in silence,
rather nuder diffienlties, ITe was accus-
tomed to getting help from Potter in his
work—in a lofty way—without acknow-.
ledging the obbegation, of course, But

that source of assistance was= cut off now,
so long as he was sending DPotter to
[_'lﬂ.'{urlls‘_

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker Minor Does His Best !
““ \TL’] Reggie ! Trot in, kid!”
uLt:'r minor of the Sixth
Form came into the study.
Potter and Greene had finished
their prep, and they left the study, leaving
[Toraee and his brother to themselves.
Coker's voung brother had a doubtful
ﬂ.mi ht“utnhug ook. Horace did not ob-
sorve it, however. Ile was not very
observant.

“*Squat down, kid!" he esaid. *“ How
are von getting on?  Anybody m the
Sixth bothering you? If <0, give me his
name, and I'll call on him.’

Coker minoyr shook his hﬂad.

Regiie Coker was much younger than
Horace, though he was in the Form above
b,  As orace had sometimes re-
marked, he had the muscle and Reggie
had the braius; that is to say, tho kind
of brains required for scholastic attain-
ments, which Coker did not held in very
high Pﬁtuuatmn Coker's brains were of a
supertor kind, and certainly did not help
him much in his Form,

Horace Coker's muscle, however, Lad
bren quite as useful to Reggie as his
own brains, for he was young and smal!
to be in the Sixth; aud fags hke DBolsover
major of the Remove or Hobson of the
Shell could have licked him with onoe
hand. But juniors who did not treat
Coker minor with the respect due to a
Sixth-Former had to reekon with Coker
major; aund Coker major was alwaya
ready to fight his brotheir’s battles. Coker
hnd h1s good ponts, and affection for his
clever 'rmmgLr brothey was one of them.

“I— just looked in to—to speak to
o, Hnrace, said Reggie, in rather a
faitmmg volce,

‘o aliead, old son!”
“ Ahout—about Wmgate,”

“Wingate been down on yon ?" asked
Coker, frowning. *“ By Jove, I'll go 1o
his study and fairly—"

“No, no!"” nterrupted Coker minor
hastily. “ Nothing of the sort! About
THE H.-xr;:qm" Linrsry.—XNo. 551.
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vour setting up against Wingate, I
moan,” _

“ Right-lio, kid " said Horace heartily.
“I'm glad vou approve of it. I mean to
lm'nF gim down off his perch, I can tell
you ! -

“T—I don't'mean that. I say, Horace
it means a lot of troubls for you,” sat
the little Sixth-Former hesitatingzly.

“T know it! I'm preparved for that.
You sece, somebody must take the matter
in hand. I'm the man to do 1t.”

“But—but Wingate isu't a bad sort,
Horace.”

“ Not at all,” agreed Coker. * A good
sort, in his way. But rather an ass,
Reggie. He doesn’'t play a bad game
of cricket. DBut he's zot simply no
indgment in picking out a man for the
I'irst Eleven—none at all.”

“Hasn't he?"

“No. He passes me over!l’

“Ahem!”

“He doesn’t know how to treat fags,
either. Now, I've gol a short way with
fags,” said Horace Coker. *It's my
system. | find it answers.”

Horace, old chap, T wish you wouldn’t
set up againuzt incate,” said Coler
minor, cominz out plainly at last,

“RhL?

“He's a good sort. You kuow, cads
like Loder and Carne wanted to make
things very difficult for me in the
Sixth, as I'm so young to be a semior.
Wingate never lots them mupose on rge.”

# Igcl jolly well lick him if he did!"

i M}Em !P!

“You see, I'm not really down on
Wingate personally,” explained Coker.
“It's as captain of the schoel that I
object to him, That's what I'm out to
alter,”

Reggie Coker sighed. Arguing with
Horace was always a very difficult task,
if not impossible.” :

“J—I hear that you've been telling
the fazs not to obey Wingate's orders,
Horace,” murmured Reggic,

“That’s so.”

“ But—but you mustn’t, you know.”

Coker lnughed.

“That's a beginning,” he said. “I'm
backing up everybody who backs up
against Wingate. Mustn't isn't a word
in my dictionary. I set myself a job,
Reggic, and go straight ahead with 1t
regardless. That's efficiency. 1 pride
myvself on being efficient. If I were cap-
tain of Grevfriars you'd hardly know the
school. 1'd keep the fellows up to the
mark, I promise you, Discipline! Thnt's
the word."”

“ But if vou were caplain, Horace, you
wouldn’t have a Fifth-I'ormer selting
the fags against vou, would you?”
ull”Nn jollvy fear!” said Horace emphatic-

Y.

“ Well, then, as . Wingate's
now =

“That's diflevent.”

“How is it different, 1Torace?" asked
Rezzie mildly -

“Well, vou take my word for it. The
fact is, Reggie, you're a bit dense, with
all vour brains. Yon can chew Greek
~ and gtuff, but in practical matters yon're
a bit dense.”

“ Ahem!"

“You leave it to me,” sund Coldr
eheerfulls.  “Don’t you worry! You
cen depend on it I'm not making a mis-
¢aze. I've mot sense, you know—horse-
sense. You can walk all over me in
Greek and Tatin, but what a fellow wants
fs gumption. Now, you haven't gof
much gumption.”

There was a heavy step in the passage,
and Wingate of the Sixth loomed up in
the deorway. Reggie Coker glanced at
him nervously, raa&ng trouble in the
prefect's knitted, brows.  But Horace
Coker eyed him with perfect calmpess.
Wingate strode into the study.
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captain

g to

“J've just scen Bunter, Cckor!” he
rapped out. “He hade't done the lines
I vave him, and he tells me that you
ordered him not to.”

“Qnuite so,” said Coker calmly.

“ You admit it?"

“Certainly.” »

Wingate breathed hard,

“J want to know how the matter
stands,” he said. “If you've been bully-
ing Bunter into this, Uoker, I shall not
punish him.”

“You wou't punish him anyway,” an-
awered Coker,

“What!"

“T sha’'n't allow it!"

“ You won't allow it?" shouted Win-
gate.

“ No. Bunter's placed himself under
my protection, and [ decline to allow
Lim to be bullied.”

“ Bullied?” stuttered Wingate,

«That's the word,” said Coker cheer-
fully. * However, if you had a good
reason for giving Banter lines, I'm will-
hear it. You can place vour
version of the lacts befure me”

“P.pplare my verson of the facts
before you?" articulated Winzate, who
seemed to be speaking with difficulty.

“ Precisely.,”

Regzgie Coker looked quite scared.
The idea of the captain of the school
and a fag of the Lower Fourth entering
into a dispute, and placmg the facts
before Coker of the Fifth for judgmout
was really unnerving. Coker did not
spem Lo see anything extraordinary in
the suggestion. He seemed surprised,
in fact, at Wingate's excitement.

“ Are you mad, Coker?” nsked the
Greyfriars captain at lest.

“T don't want any cheel, Wingate.”

“(Ch-e-e-0k?”

“Ves. You'd better clear off, T think.
But bear in mind that Bunter's not to
be mterfered with.™

“ Non-not to be interfered with?” mue-
mured Wingate dazedly.

“That's it! By my orders!"™ added
Coker.

“Yonp orders?

“1 hope I'm speaking planly, Wm-
ante,”’

“Horace!" murmurcd Reggile.

1 think this is about the limit!™” said
Wingate, breathing hard. * Yon can't
help bemng a fool, Coker; but if you are
setting the fags to disobey orders you
will have to be dealt with., [ have no
resource but to report this to the Head
or else hand von out a prefecls’ lick-
g

“Report and be blowed!” said Coker.
“T ahould expect a funk to sneak behind
the Tlead!”

““A—a—n what?"”

“Funk!” satd Coker.

Wingate looked at him speechlessly.

“T've told you before,” went on Uolker,
“that I'm prepared to give you a licking,
which 18 what vou deserve, in my
opinion. A fellow who doesn’t toe the
line when he's invited to a scrap i3 a
furk. A funk isn't good enough for
captain of the school. You ought to re
signn, Winezate, If you get out, there's
better fellows ready to t-;ﬂm on tha job—
no need to look further than this study
for one, in fact. As for Bunter, you're
to let him alone. Interfere with him,
and I shall dvop on you heavy!"”

Wingate looked at him. Horace Coker
was very near at that moment to bemg
used as a duster for the dusting of his
own study carpet.  But the prefect
vestrained himself. A fight with a Fifth-
Former was too undignified a proceeding
for the head of the Sixth. A fellow n
that position was supposed to have done

with scrapping.
“(o to the Head!” said Coker iﬂﬂﬂv
pendently. “I'll go, too! Tl ask him,

plain, whether he thinks a funk ought
to be captain of the school.”

Wingate drew a cdeep breath.

“You will be dealt with, Coker,” he
said briefly, and he left the study.

Horace Coker stmiled.

““That's the way to tell him off, kid,"
he said to the terrified Reggie. “I'm
going to make him toe the line. You
rely on me.”

““1—I say, Horace, therc'll be awiul
trouble,” said Reggle falteringly. I
think Wingate will call 2 meeting of pre-
fects.”

“Let him!”

“But they'll take you and lick you
with a bat,” said Reggie. * That's what
the prefects do when a senior plays the
goat. I—I mean 4

“l1'd like to see 'em lick me with a
bat!" said Croker, with a warlike look.
“1'm ready for 'em !”

Reggio Coker gave it up. He was
concerned for his big brother, but there
was evidently nothing to be done., He
looked worried when he quitted the
study, but Horace Coker did not look
worried.  Everything was going swim-
mingly, from Horace's point of view,

IIe turned to lus work when Reggie
was gone. But his work was interrupted
a guarter of an hour later.

There was a tramp of feet outside, and
fonr Sixth-Formers marched in. They
wera Gwynne, North, Loder, and Walker.
Coker jumped up.

“Hallo!  What's wanted!”
claimed.

he ex-

“You are, my pippin,” said Walker.
“You're to come before the prefects.”

“1 decline to recognise the authority
of any prefects.”

“No harm in that.
all the aume,”

And Horace Coker did come. He put
up his hands, but the four big seuiors
¢ollared him at once, and Coker of the
Fiith was marched away to the prefects’
ropin, londly expostulating.

You're coming,

&

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Prefeets’ Licking !

1 SAY, you fellows!” yellad Billy
Punter, in the Remove passage.
““Hallo, hallo, hallo!™
“Como on!"” yvelled Bunter, in
grreat excitement. © *Coker's got it at
lgast. They've taken him to the pre-
fects' room!”

There was a buzz of laughter at once
and a rush downstaire. The heavy hamj
of authority had fallen upon the rebel of
tho Fifth at last. The fellows were
really surprised that it had not fallen
gooner. Kverybody wanted to see the
fun. It was fun from theDEmiur point
of view, though Horace Coker was not
likely to find 1t funny. H&ﬂ? Whar-
ton & Co. and a crowd more of the Re-

-move hnrried away to the prefects’ room.

They found a crowd already outside.

“('oker’s there!” chortled Temple of
the Fourth. “They've got him. They
fairly had to yank him in.” -

“ e was puttin' up a fight!” chuckled
Kenney. £

“He punched Gwynne
roared Hobson of the Shell.
the eve! Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, yvou fellows, open the door!”

A junior, greatly daring, ventured to
open-the door of the apartment sacred to
the Sixth-Formers. For a moment
the crowd in the corridor had a glimpse
of the interior.

(oker was standing there, rufiled and
red, and all the prefects of Greyfriars
were in the room, FLoder had a fives-bat
in his hand, evidently the instrument of
punishment. )

“Qhut that door!” shouted Wingate
angrily.

The door was hastily closed.

in the eye!”
“Right in
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“Poor old Coker !" said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. * He really might have
cxpected thie ™

“I dare say it will do him good,” re-
marked Lord. Mauleverer thoughtfully.
“ He's been askin' for it, yeu know.”

“1 say, you fellows, what a silly ass,
vou know, telling chaps not to do their
lines ! chuckled theo ungrateful Owl of
the Remove. “I sy, Harry, old chap,
I wish you'd do those lines for me.
They'll have to be done,”

b RﬂtSIi.

“Listen for the band!" said Vernon-
Smith. “Thoere will be musical henours
when Coker gets the bat.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The door opened from inside, and
Loder put an angry face out.

“ Clear off, you fags!” he snapped.

The crowd cleared back to the end of
the passage, but as soon as the door was
closed they came on again. They were

keenly interested in the procecdings of |

the Greyfriars prefects,

Within the prefects’ room there was
solemn debate. Coker was arraigned on
the charge of defying just anthority, and
he did not plmj gui}tf. On the con-
trary, he hurled defiance in the tecth of

the whole august body.

“Who are you?” Coker demanded.
“The Sixth? Blow the Sixth! What
do T care for the Sixth? Set of noodles,
if you ask me|”

" Perhaps you'll care soon !™ remarked

or.

“Rot |

“1I leave it to the prefects,” said Win-
gate quietly. “ You know how the mat-
ter stands. Personally, I don't mind
Coker's silly rot. I've gone cagy with
bim because T know he's 2 born idiot.
But he has taken to setting the fags
against the prefects. That's got to bo
stopped.”

“I should jolly well
claimed Walker,

“I've offered to hear your version of
the affair, and decide between vou and
Bunter, Wingate !” snorted Coker. A
chap can't say fairer than that.”

"Bo you're setting up as a court of
appeal for prefects of the Sixth to come
to—what " exclaimed North,

“Exactly,” -

“Oh, my hat "™

“"Nuff  said,” remarked  Ow nne, |
“Uoker's got to have his lessan, Sug-
gest twenty.”

" Twenty !" agreed the prefects,

Wingate nodded.

“Lay "em on ! he said.

“Hands off I roared Coker. “Mind
Fil hit out! Il jolly well—  Varooh }
Leggo my mneck! Yooop! I'l smash
yeu—— (Gerrrrrh 17

Coker, in the grasp of the Sixth-
Formers, was swung across tho table and
laid faee downwards. '

Then Gerald Loder got to work with
the fives-bat.

Thwack, thwack, thwack !

“Yarooh! Oh! Yah, yah!
roared Coker.,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
bawd " ejaculated Bob Cherry.

There was a chortle in the passage,
The “band " certainly could be heard
without difficulty, ,

So could the swipes of the fAves-bat.
Loder was laying on the strokes with
hearty vigour,

Coker struggled and roared, but he
rcceived the lashes to the very last of the
twenty, well laid on,

By that time even the
man of the
" That will do,” said Wingate. * Let
him go.”

Coker rolled off the table, panting.

BlY so!” ex-

Oh!"

There goes the

: great ﬂghting-
Fifth was feeling a littlc su
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Wingate. “I don’t want the maticr {o
come before the Head, C'oker.  Tf there's
any more of wvour nonseuse it must.
[ Think it over, and don't play the goat !

Coker spluttered.

“Get out ! said Norih.

Instead of getting ont, Coker made a
rush for Wingate. Immediately half a
dozen pairs of hands seized him, the door
was opened, and he was pitched into the
pagsagre.  There was a how! from the
juniors he came in sudden contaet with.
Five or six of them rolied over with
Coker.

o YHTi'mﬁ 1

“Yow-ow !
Ow !

“*Ha, ha, ha I

The juniors cleared off, and (oker
scrambled to his feet, He shook his fist
at the grinning prefects in the doorway,
and limped away to his study s and for
some time afterwards sounds were heard
from that study of mingled fury and
:'l.i;g‘v..ill.':!].

Mind my glasses—  Oh!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Horace Has His Way !

HAT'S up?”

Harry Wharton paused as
he came in with his bat under
bis arm the next day after

lessona.

There was a erowd before the notice-
hoard, greatly interested in a paper
newly pmned up there.

“This way!"” called out Bob Cherry,
“Come and squint at it. It's a corker 1"

“The corkerfuluess is  terrific 17
chortled Hurree Singh. *The esteemed
F Coker is going it Cokerfully !

Harey Wharton joined the ecrowd
before  the board. Fellows of ivarly
every Form were there, chuekling with
glee,

It was a notice in the well-known
sprawling hand of Horace Coker, in
Coker's celebrated orthography, that was
attracting attention, It ran -

“NOTISS TO ALL GREYFRIARS !

" Wingate is a phunk !
“1 hearby denownce Wingate of the
VIth Form as a rottenn phunk.”
“Sined, Horacr Coger.™

“My only hat!” ejaculated Wharton.
“What's a—— Obh, a funk ! T see."

“That's the way they spell in the
Fifth I roared Johnny Bull,

“You young ass!? exclauned Hilton
of the Fifth. *That's ouly Coker,
Coker would spell like that if he were
Head of Greyfriars. ITe can't help it.”.

“The EELJ("fU?]iEEE is terrific!”

" SBomebody ought to take that paper
down,” said Wharton uneasily. * Coker
must be polly to stiek it up there.”

"Well, he i potty ! vemurked
Nugent.

"“Ha, ha, ha!”
| I say, you fellows, Wingate will be
wild if he sces it!"” prinned Billy Bun-
ter. “L think I'd better feteh Win-
gate.”

“Shut up!” growled Peter Todd,

“0Oh, rtJ’iHF, Toddy, Wingate ought to
see it—"'

“Hallo! What's that
to sce 7”7 broke m
tain of Greylriars.

* Abhem 17

The chuckling died away ng (Qeorge
Wingate came up. The juniors realised

Wingate ought
the voice of the cap-

Larn.

Wingate pushed his way through the
crowd, and loocked at the notice. For a
monment he was pozzled, and then he
frowned,

“Now, let there be no more rot,” said !

The original spelling made the papee

.Ejrminua dignit

that the matter was taking a serious |

Three-halfpence. 11

look funny enough, but it did not detract
from its colossal nerve and impudence.

“Oh, bedad!” murmired Gwynne,
who was with the Creyfriars captain.
“That's about the limit tively I

Wingate looked grim.

He jerked the notice from tlic board,
and strode away to Coker's study with it
crumpled in his hand,

"Now look out for squalls!”™ mur-
mured Vernon-Smith,

" Another prefects’ lickin’® for poor old
Coker !” remarked Temple.

“Why doesn’t Wingate fight him %"
sneered Angel of the Fourth, “Perhaps
Coker's right, and he is 2 funk.”

“"The captain of the school doesn't
scrap,” said Harry Wharton, with an
angry glunce at Angel.

The Fourth-Former
shoulders.

“Any excuse is belter than none—
what 7" he sneered.

“And a Fourth Form cad isn’t allowed
to slang Wingate," added Wharton.
“Give hun a bump, you chaps!”

“Hear, hear!™

Auvbrey  Angel was  collared and
bumiped on the spot, Coker's campaign
against Wingate was all very well: but
the cad of the Fourth was- not allowel
to ¢lang the popular captain of the
scchool, By the time the jumors had
finished with him Angel was sorry he
had spoken.

ehrugged Tis

Meanwhile, Wingate strode ) int-:.a
;C}f;:kder"u study with the paper in his
wand.

He found Coker there, at tea with
Potter and Greene, in stony silence,
Potter and Greene were still in disgrace
with thew great leader,

Wingate held up the paper.

“Did you put this on fhe baard,
Coker 7

“Oh, ves!” answered (loker

“Isn't one prefects’ licking
you?” demanded Wingate,
Coker snorted,
"1 say what I mean!” he exclaimed.
I've asked you to meet me in the gym,
or anywhere you like, You've refused.
You shelter  yourself behind  your
as captan of Greyfriavs.

call that finking. I always say what
I mean. It's my system !”’

Potter and Greene exchanpged
but they did not speak.

Coker sliced the war-bread with cheer-
ful coolness, e wanted to make it
clear that he did not cave for Win gafe, or
# whole battalion of Wingatee.

The captain of Greyfriars stood looking
at him,

ITe seemed undecided. -
= a man!” said Coker enconrag-

carelessly,
enough for

Wi

a glance,

mgly,

“What 77

“Take your licking! 1i may do you
good ! said Coker jocularly., * Pon't
sneak behind a gang of prefecta] Take
it like a ‘man!”

“ For goodness’ eake, shut up, Coker !
brea.hhmf Potter.

“Don’t talk to me, Gearwe Poiter!
I'va done with you!”

“0Oh, you ass——""

“Shut up ! ecommandird Coker.

Potter ahut. up, breathing hard.

Wingate was still cilent, us if in deep
reflection, He spoke at last.

“I don’t quite know how to deal with
Egu, Coker. I don’t want to take you

fore the Head, and get vou into serions
trouble. T thought a prefects’ licking
might help to bring yon to yeur senses.
I suppose you know the captain of thae
achﬂﬂPﬂn.n’t serap with every hot-headod
idiot in the place.”

L Rﬂt IJJ
- “But,” eountinned Wingate quietly.
“I'm going to make an exception in your
favour. 1 think that perhaps vyour
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seculiar form 6f imbecility may be cured
Py a jolly good hiding. T will try tha
bofore 1 bring the Head down on you.”

‘(tood!"” said Coker. “I'll let the
fellows see me knock the stuffing out of
vou, Wingate. 1t may have a good effect
on the school.”

“YVery well, said Wingate. “We'll
have it out with the gloves on, Coker.
1’1l sot aside being captain of the school
for once. I'll expect you in the gym
after tea.”

“(iood man!" said Coker heartily.

Wingate tore the notice 1into four
pieces, fossed them into the grate, and
quitted the study with a very thounghtiul
expression on his face. He hardly
noticed five or six excited juniors in the
passage. Those juniors soon spread the
hews far and wide that the captain of
Creyfriars was going to have tho gloves
on with Coker of the Fifth after tea.

The sensation excited by that news was
trenrendous.

Immediately there was a procession to
ihe gym. Fellows wanted to be in time
to get good places.

Nearly cvery fellow at Greyfriars was
Leen on seeing George Wingate mop up
the floor with Coker of the Wifth. This
was a way of dealing with the rebel that
quite accorded with junior ideas  at
least.

Coker would probably have been sur-
prised if he hatr known that the record
crowd was gathering to see him mop
up. - His mopping-up seemed to be taken
as a foregone conclusion. Coker was a
ureat fghting-man, and he feared no foe.
{{is strength was tremendous, and he
had heaps of bulldog pluck. But nobody
excepting (oker thought for a moment
{hat he could lick Wingate of the Sixth.

Coker thought so; in fact, he took it
for granted. But possibly he was going
to be undeceived on that point. .

Coker smiled genially as he finished his
tea.

Potter and Greene looked grave.

“This is just what 1 wanted,” said
Coker. *“Dash it all, you can speak, you
follows! [ overlook your rotten tricks!

Once I've licked Wingate, I faney 1
won't be so hLard to rally Greyfriars!
Nothing like licking a chap to show what
e¢mall beer he really is. You can be my
second, Potter.”

“You're not really going to fight Win-
aute ?” exclanmed Potter.

(‘oker stared at him.

“Kh? Didn't you hear me arrange it,
Potter "’

“Bit vou can’t be such a howlng

asz!”  shouted Potter. “You'll pget
smashed up !

“Oh, don't be funny!”’

“Do yon think you can stand up

against Wingate for two rounds, you
funny chump ?”" hooted Greene.

“T doubt whether Wingate can stand
up  against me for more than two
ronnds,” answered Coker calmly.

“Oh, crumbs!"

“I'm going to give him the licking ol
his life,” said Coker, with great satis-
faction. “1I faney that will help on the
campaign no cund. You fellows cau see
me do it.”

“we'll carry you home after Win-
gate's done with you,” saul Tulter.

“0Oh, talk sense !

loker rvose from the table.
eager to begin,

“Come on!™ hLe said,
Fie gym ! I'm rather sorry for Wingate.
in & way—sorry he's going to be badly
hurt. ut &

“ Better keep your sorrow for your-
self 1" suggested Dotter.

“Rot! Come on!"

And Coker strade out of the study, fol.
lowed by his reconciled study-mates, who
were guite anxious for him.
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He was

“Let's get to

Potter and Greene felt that ther could
forgive Coker for everything, in con-

gideration of the terrific thrashiug he had
asked for, and was now about to receive.

— T —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker !

i ERE he comes!”
H Cherry.
“1Turrah !”

“Liood old Coker!”

There was a cheer us Horace Coker
strode into the gym with his chums.
Coker acknowledged it with a smile and
a lofty nod. He did not know that the
juniors were cheering him for the enter-
tainment hie was about to afford them.

“ Like a merry lamb to the slanghter,”
erinned Vernon-Smith,  “Well, he's got
pluck. T shouldn’t like o be in Coker's
shoes.”

“The pluckfulness is as great as the
fatfulness of Coker's esteemed head,”
arveed Hurrce Singh. “ The lickiulness
will be——"

“Teprific " chuckled Bob Cherry.

The crowd thronged round Coker at
once. As lLis adversary had not vet
arriverd. Coker put on the gloves for a
spar with Fitzgerald. Ie cousidered that
he was in great form. Theve was a fresh
roar as Wingate of the Sixth came m
with Gwynne aud several other Sixth-
Formers.

IF'or the captain of Greylriars to be
engaged in a fight was o unheard-of
that it almost constituted a record.
Nobody intended to miss the fight if he
could help it. The ring that was formed
was six or seven deep.

Wingate was looking eerious.

After due reflection, he had decided
that thie was an effective way of dealing
with the obstreperons Fifth-Former; but
he was very much exasperated. To be
dragged into a serap was humiliating,
and it was certain that the Head wnufd
not like it if he heard of it." Coker had
to ANW for the annoyance he was causing,
and Wingate had grimly resolved that he
should pay dear.

Wingate threw off hia jucket, and took
the gloves from Gwynne. Coker gave
him a cool nod.

#HI'm ready !" he called.

“1 won't keep vou waiting,”” said Win-
gate yuoietly.

“Made vour will, Coker?” called out
Bob Clierry. And there was a roar of
laughter.

Coker did not reply to that query.

S8mith major of the Fifch was
appointed to keep time. There was a
buzz of suppressed excitement as the two
adversavies %am.-d one another.

Coker looked full of confidence—per-
haps a little too full of confidence. He
was go big and burly that he was not a
bad mateh even for Wingate. There
were other fellows in the Sixth whom
Coker could Lave licked easily enough.

But strength and pluck were not
everything; and Coker’s boxing was
not too clever, while Wingate was one
of the finest boxers at Greyfriars. No-
body but Coker was in any doubt as to
the result of the combat, but certainly
there was likely to be a struggle.

“Time!” satrd Smth major,

And they began.

‘oker started the attack with a fine
rush. He was going to knock Wingate
fairly flying, as a sample of whal was
to come. Hae anticipated the thunderous
cheers as Wingate went over

But Wingate did not go over!

Somehow. Coker's fierce drive was
turned aside,- and Coker rushed on to a

yelled Bob

fizst that met liim on the jaw with a )ar

lite a battering-ram.
Coker =at down.
He was quite dazed.

Bui for the

boxing-glove, Coker would have been
very badly hurt. As it was, he felt as if
his jaw had been driven into the back
of his head.

“Ow!"” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Go it, Coker !”

“Do that again, Coker!"”

Ymith major was counting. Coker
hardly realised it till he heard Smith
mainr at ¢ eight '; then he jumped up.

He came on again wrathfully.

With keen and intent gaze the swarm
of Greviriars fellows watched the Gght
that followed.

(Coker was probably as strong as
Wingate, but in science he was nowhere
near him. He got a few blows home,
and they were harvd ones; but the cap-
tain of Grevfriars seemed hardly to
notice them. Hea was punishing Coker
all the time.

Two rounds were Fought out, and the
general expectation was that Tlorace
Coker woulld have had enough. But he
came up quite cheerfully for the third.
In that round he was badly punished,
and he hardly touched Wingate at all
Potter made a knee for him when
Smith major called time,

“ Better chuck 1it, old chap!"™ whis-
pered Potter, as he sponged Horace
Coker's heated face.

Coker blinked at him.
extremely blinky.

“ Chuck it?" he repeated. * Chuck it—
when I'm licking him! Are you
potty ?"

“Oh, my hat!" said Potter; and he
gave 1t up.

Coker was evidently for a fight te a
finish. The finish was likely to be a
painful one for Coker.

“Tune !"

“By Jove, he's aticking it!" said
ITarry Wharton, as Coker camme up to
time. ‘Ile can take his medicine. Li
he had as much brains as pluok—"

“My hat! Thers he goes!”

Cloker was on the floor again.

But he jumped up, panting, and
rushed at Wingate. So furious was his
attack that the Greviriars captain bad to
give ground, and Coker got in a drive or
two that made him gasp.

“Time!"

Coker retired to Pobter’'s knee with a
breathless but gleeful look. He had bad
the best of that round, at any rate,

“Tooks like business—what?" he said
to Potter.

“(all it off now,” advised Potter.

“ Fathead !” ;

“Time!"

“Fifth ronnd!” said Vernon-Smith.
“(tood old Coker! Who'd have thought
it? [ fancy this is the last, though.”

But the huunder was not quite right.
It would have been the last round for
anvbody but Coker, for he was knockel
right and left, and finished gasping
the floor. But when Smith major called
time again, lloraca Coker staggered in
for the sixth-round.

Cloker was looking badly punished by
this time in epite of the gloves, Tis
nose streamed red, and his eves were
nearly closed. Some doubt of final
victory was in his mind at last; but he
was game to the end. He had confided
to- Potter that he waa fighting for the
knock-out blow. He was going to get
it instead of giving it; that was all the
the difference,

He waz down twice in the sixth
round, and only just managed fo avoid
being counted out. ~ When the round
finished, ha sank on Potter's knee with
a gusp like very old bellows.

otter did not venture to give himany
advice. When Smith major called time,
Coker staggered into the ring.

“You ecan't go on, Coker!” rvapped

out Wingate impationtly,

His eyes were
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Horace Coker winked at him pain-

fully. |
“Do you give up the iight?!” he
askad,
“Eh? Of course not!”

[

“Then 1'in gomg on!

“ Bravo, Coker!” yelled out Bolsover
major. ‘““We'll carry you home after-
wards.” -

“Time " -

("oker stood up to 1t gallantly in the
seventh round. Even fellows who did
not like Coker had to admit that he was
showing tremendous pluck. Iis punish-
ment was severe, but he fought on
ramely, though even he no longer had
any hope of victory, There was a erash
ag he went down under a heavy right-
hand drive.

“One, two, three, four, fAve, =x,
seven—— ' |

“Go 1t, Coker [”

Coker made a manful effort to rise.
But he rolled back again helplessly. He
was utterly spent—licked to the wide!

“Eight, nine—OUT !

Smith mfajor put his watch back into
his pocket.
Wingate f;uietlf

p

peeled off the gloves,
and Gwynne he

ed him on with his

‘iacket-. The {:&Etain of Greyfriars had
iad some hard knocks, but he was not
looking much the worse for them. Dut

the unfortunate Coker had had a licking
such as had never fallen within his ex-
perience before—a licking which Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh justly described as
terrific.

He sat up feebly. :

One of his eyes was quite closed. He
blinked round dizzily with the other.
Potter took one arm to help lim up.
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| Hasry Wharton  seized the  other,
and he wus sot upon his {ect.

“Ow ! gusped Coker.

“Hold on, old chap!™ said Pucter,
qumte affectionately. **You put up a

terrific light. Lean on me.”

“Ow! [—1 feel rather bacd ! gasped
Coker. = ““1—1 say, T'm:—I'm hcked!
I’'ve been licked, Potter. Would you
believe 1t 7"’

“ Aham "

Wingate was furning
Coker called to him.

Y Wingate! I say !
The Greyfrtars captain turned baclk,
“Well 7 he saud grimly.

“You've had the best of it,”" said
Coker manfully, “You're a better man
than I thought you, George Wingate!
I take back what I said about you're
being a funk!”

“You needn't bother,” said Wingate
coolly.

“1 speak as T find—that’s my system !”
said Coker tirmly. “You'rec a better
man than I thonght, and T own up! A
chap who can stand up to me for seven
rounds, and lick me at the finish, is a
chap I can respect. T'm not going to
interfere with your being '
Greyfriars! Mind—noil because I've got
the worst of this, but because yon were
able to do 1it. You ain't such a noodle
as I thought——"

“What 7"

“There's sothething 1n  vou,” saud
Coker. 1 own up! Chap who can
lick me is quite fit to be captain of Grey-
friars! BStick to it! TI'll back you up!
I can’t say fairer than that.”

Wingate stared at him for a moment,
and then burst into a laugh.

away when

' He was

| "“Are

captain of |
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“You're not a bad sort, Coker, if you
weraen't a born-idiot!” he said.. *I'm
glad, anyway, that you're gpiving up play-
ing the goat. All serene ™

Horace Coker imped out of the gym,
supported by Potter and Greene. Ile was
not seen again that eveming. e had to
recuperate, and when he was on view
the next morning the signs of his combat
were thick upon him.
rather a Coker,
Georga Wingate had evidently im.
pressed upon his mind the fact that he
was quite a suitable fellow to be captain
of Greyfriare. He had convineed Coker
of that in the only way Cokor eould be
canvinced. And Coker, being convineed,
admitted it.

Harry Wharton and Co. grinned when
they saw Coker’s face that morning, I
was rather a picture. ‘
ou still sacking Wingate,
Coker 7" inquired Bob Cherry.

Horace Coker frowned.

““None of your cheek, Cherry! Don't
speak of your captain in that fippant
way !’

“What?”

“I'm backing up Wingate ! Any dis-
respect to the captain of the school, my
boy, and I'll drop on yeu—heavy !”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob.

The IFamous Five chuckled as Coler
atalked away. Evidently there was an

subdunerd

end to Coker’s Campaign !

(Don’t miss ““ DICK RUSSELL'S
CHUM !" — next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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For Next Monday : |
“DICK RUSSELL’S CHUM!”
By Frank Richards,

Dick Russell’s chum is, of course, Robert
Donald Ogilvy, We do not often find Qgilvy
playing a very prominent part in the stories;
but I kpnow that he is a favourite with many
readers, and especially, az i3 only natural,
with Seottich ones, He shows up well in next
week's yarn. Russell bardly flgures to o
much advantage ; but then Russell, though he
iz & good fellow, and knows how to be loyal
In another's irouble, is rather over-sensitive,
and inclined to be nervy in trouble of his own,
How he got himself into what looked like
proving a masty mess, though there was no
real guilh in what he did, and how Ogilvy
bucked up to get him out of it, the story
now announced will tell,

AN OLD-TIME CHAT.

Owing to the publication of the list of
Greyfriars stories in this column, I have not
had, for a long time, a chat of the old sort
with my readers. But I have the chance now,
and am going to take it.

The letters which have reached me lately
show that the stories are just as pular
as ever, which is always a cheering thing to
know, Now, I want to ask you to do what
I have often asked you before, and never
without result. Days are drawing in, and
the time will soon be here when evenings
are short, and people who read at all hegin
to do more reading than duzing the height
of summer., Will you—all of you—do me the
favour of introducing the MAiGNeET to any of
your chums who do not already know it?
There must still he many such, and I wan¥
to enlist them as readers. The paper diffi-
culty is gtill with us; but copies cam be sup-
plicd all right if they are ordered in advance,
s0 that we are prepared to cope with a con-
slderable increase of circulation at any time,
owing to our having made arrangements to
avoid any sort of waste, Will you sce that
we goet the increase I ask for? You canm,

you know. Lots of you have helped me in
this way before. In a week or two I am
starting another s=eries of Tom Redwing
stories, in which Vernon-Smith figures pro-
minently ; and these are just the sort of
thing to bring in new readers with. Tell a
chum someéthing of what Has gone before,
and give him the first story of the coming
series to read, and 1 am certain he will want
to read those which follow.,

I am sorry Lhat circumstances have com-
pelled me lately to refuse most notices, Too
many come along—{ar more than we can pos-
gibly print unless the flow is checked now
and then. 1 hive only echecked it to give us
a4 chamce of working off those which we have
already in hand—some of them months old,
In a few weeks I hope to be alile to tell you
that you may =zend along again. But when
youn do, please give numbers instead of titles
in the case of back number notices. It will
save a lot of space; and you ought to he able
to do it now, for I have given you the list
of titles for which so many asked; and 1
don't think it Is 400 much to expect that, if
you want back numbers, you should have
taken care of that list,

FOOTBALL NOTICES.

Br. MARY'R ATHLETIC—I8—want matches at
home and away.—T. Hares, 4, Caroline Ter.
race, Brook Green, W. 6,

Foresr AvsloN want matches.—Hon, Sec.,
104, Goldsmith Avenue, Manor Park, B.

Parg Vs C.C.—Players wanted, goal-
keeper especially.—@Q. Cox, 12, Woolton Road,
Wavertree, Lancs, !

D. Cardoo, 11, St, John's Road, Penge,
S.E. 20, wants to join football club in §8.E.
distriet, age 17. Ineide-right or right-half,

CraYPORD A.C.—154—5 miles radius—wants
matches.—E, Thomas, 9, Harvest Road,
London, N, 7.

BrooEnotUse 2nd XI1.—13—3 miles—wants
home and away matehes,—T. Fenton, 5, Wooad
Street, Chapel Lane, Wigan,

U'nrrep ATHLETIC F.C.—15—5 miles—wants

home and away matches.— W, Lomas, 78,
Norris Road, Hillsbro', Sheftield.

RBULWELL RANGERS P.C.—17—7 miles radius—
wants home and away matches—G. Robinson,
5, Brady Yard, Main Street, Dulwell,

NORWOOD ATHLETIC F.C.—18—5 miles—wants.

home and away matcheg—H., Hawkins, 6,
Woodland Road, Upper Norwood, 8.E. 19,

HuNtTINGRON F.C.—17—10 miiles radius.—W,
Dave, 65, Huntingdon Htreet, Barnshury, N.

Newiranps F.C.—18-17—Peckham Rye dis-
trict.—L. Dennis, 68, Surrey Road, Newlands,
B.E. 15. '

Clubs, efe.

A. E. Catchpole, 368, (ueen’s Park Road,
Brighton, wants members for e¢lub organised
for boys interested in detective work, 24d,
for particulars,

Wallace, Bowker, 2, Bickerstaff Street, Dale
Street, Blackpool, wants members for hoard
of directors for publishing & new magazine,
Stamped and addressed envelope for reply
| A. Reader, 12, Eldon Street, Sheflield, wants
20-25 boys for allotment club, Must be steady,
industrious hoys—14-16.

R. J. Mills, 254, New Crozz Road, B.E. 14,
wants readera and contributors for the
“ Midget.”

Ernest Wisker, 15, Tranmere Road, Earls-
field, S3.W. 18, wishes to join eclub running
magazine in ﬁnginnl!.

Conductor, 514, Vernon Road, Old Basford,
Notts, wants players for orchestra—violins,
viola, 'cello, bass, ete.—aged 15-16 ; near Notts;
| small subscription. 4
J. Barnes, 115, Bullingdon Road, Oxford,
| wants membhers for a correspondence elub,

A. A, E. Akehurst, 60, Daneville Road, Cam-
| berwell Green, 8.E., want: mcdel printing
press, with type, for amatenr magazine,

| F. A. Sandon, 68, Lancaster Road, Notting

Hill, W. 11, wants members for “ F.islug Sun ?
Excimnge and Ceorrespondence Club. -

P. J. Clerice, 98, Gold Street, Johannesburg,
South Africa, wants more members for the
South African Club and “Springbok Maga-
zine.” Bend two id. stamps. ‘

D, Alsopp, 16, Linwood Road, Handsworth,
| Birmingham, wants readers of pass-round
magazine, well-printed—stories, etc., and com-
petition. Price 4d.

A. Webber, 47, Corelli 8trect, Newport, Mon,
wants members for Alberta Club.

T. Waters, 19, Sheepcote Lane, 8. W.11,
wants members and agents for club.
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THE ERRING HERRINGS!

RS (Being the Narrative of Manners Minor),

I.
HY, Third Form-room presentad quite
a homely and domestic appearance.
Desks and forms were piled up at
the back of the room; a table, laden
with several more or less complete cups and
suncers, and platez containing  bread-and-
scrape of thicknesses ranging from an inch to
one and a half graced the centre of the room;
amd, seated round a huge fire, noisy, inky
fags were engaged in preparing their tea,
which consisted mainly of tea, toast, hread-
and-butter, and =ome half-dozen or sO
helated specimens of the piscine race which
Curly Gibson proclaimed to he “fresh
berrings.” The smell which came from them
guggested otherwise; and Hobbs and Joe
Frayne, who were cooking them by holding
them ‘in front of the fire on the end of pen-
holders, got the full henefit of the smell.
Wally D'Arey, the leader of the fag iribe,
looked up from his plate of toast.
Hnifl, =niit ! :
Curly Gibson glared at Wally truculently.
“ What're vou sniffing at, young D’'Arey?”
he demanded.
Wally dived into the pockets of his nether
garments, and produced a sorry-looking rag
which he applied to his nos=e,
- My Wﬂrgi” he gasped. * Don't they niff ?”
‘f E'IDIE ass'" roared Gibson. “Don't what
niff v
Wally gave Lhe herrings
look, and shook bis head.
“ Those—er—what do you call 'em?7”

a disparaging

“ They're herrings!” said Curly Gibson,
glowering upon his humorous leader.
“ Are they, thongh?" inquired Wally.

¢ Thanks for telling me!l”

“ You—you—-="

Wally, with an exasperating sigh, made a
grab at an exercise-book, and waved it hefore
him *as though it were a [an.

W Jee-whiz!” he murmured, ¥They do
hum "

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Hobbs turned a red and perspiring Iace
from the fire, and glared at Wally.

# Look here, voung D’Arcy!™ he roared.
“ Don't you anecr at my berrings! 1 gave
two for threa-ha'pence for them down at
Ryleombe "

Wally gazed at the herrings eritically.

“ Well, you nre a mug, young Hobbs!" he
gaid, ®I wouldn't have given three fer two-
ba'pence for 'em!'"™

“Ha, ha, ha!™ .

Joe Frayne moved uncomfortably away
from the fire, He was glad to get to wind-
ward of the “fresh ¥ fish,

“You don't wean to =ar you're going to
eal those things, do you?" asked Wally.

“Eat ‘em!'"” echoed Hobbs, ©Of course
we're. going to eat 'em!™

“ Well, it serves vou right!™ =aid Wally.

“Ha, ha, ha'" roared the fags, most of
whom had moved away from the spot where
the offending herrings were reposing in their
piece of newspaper.

b [—=]—I——" spluttered Hobbs,

¢ 0h, come off it, Hobbhy!”
seriously enough. “You really
those herrings, vou know!"

“« Well, they do niff a little bit,” admitted
Curly Gib=on gradgingly.

“«T ghounld jolly well say they do!” gasped
Wally, industriously waving his exercize-
hook. - .

“ Well,” said Hobhsz, “I gave fourpence.
ha'penny for ‘em.”

“More fool you!" said Wally.

said Wally
can't eat

“You shnt your jaw, young D'Arey!”
growled Hobbs. “The man seemed all
right—"

1;?:5!' he saw 7Fou comirng, Hobby, old
D

“Look here——" I
“QOh, be quiet, do!"” said Wally. ¥ You've

By H. MANNE

- herrings,

heen bad over that deal, Hobhs; and the
guestion pow is, what's to be done with
‘e Y

“Make Hobby eat ‘em raw,” suggested
Curly Gibson, who, not having paid for the
herring=, now sided with the majority.

SWill von,” demanded Hobbs, backing
hastily awnyv. *T1'1 jolly well cee you don’t ™

“1 know '™ said Wally, struek hy a hright
idea, “We'll let Selby have ‘em ™

% Ass!™ said Hobbs, “How can you? He'll
spot 'em in mo time, and we'll all get it in
the meck !™ .

«0Oh, no, we sha'n't!™ said Wally loftily.
=My idea i: to nail 'em underneath his
chair——"

=EWT

“Getting deaf, Gilvon?” demanded Wally.
“1 said nail ‘em underueath Selby’s chaar,
He'll never apot them there if he hunts from
now till Doomsday. They're pretfy ripe now,
hut in a week or two's—"

“Ha, bha, ha!"

“My word! They
mistake ™

And the fags, greatly
idea of getting rid of the highly-smelling
proceeded to find nails- and a
hammer with which to carry it oul. Four
tintacks and sundey  =mall  nails  were
got, and Wally and.Joe Frayne set to work
to fix two of the herrings underneath their
respected Form-master's chair. A bhammer
Tm not to be found, so they made the poker
do.

Bang, bang, bang! went the poker, and in
a few minutes the herrings were securely
fixed upon the under side of the seal of Mr.

will: be juiey, and no

leazed sl this bright

i selby's chair.

Then, in great goodd hmmour, the fags pro-
ceeded their tea, minns the herrings.
Hall an hour later everylhing was cleared

with

hu.wﬂ:r. and the Form settled down fo the

evening prepuration with Mr, Selby,

IT.

SELBY rustled into the Third
Form-room, and Hxed a choleric
glare Lo his long-=nflering

Formn. He sat dewn in hi= chair,
and Blew Niz nose testilv. The Third Form
remained as still mice, with faces lika
cheruibs, Mr. Selby was in an jrascible mood
this evening, ns usual,

¢ Dear me'"—sanifl, sniff !—=aid Mr. Selby,
onca more applying his handkerchief to his
eather red nazal organ., ®Dear me! What
an unpleasant odour there is in this room,
to be aure!” = '

The Third gave-no vizible szigns of under-
standing.

G 8niff, sniff! Oh, dear! W.what a zmell!l”

Mr. Sethy glared suspiciouzly round upon
hiz innocent gauyg of cherubims, and again
wiped his nose.

~ Keep your face straight!™ whispered
Wally, in an undertone to Joe Frayne,

“D'Arcy

Wally =tood up meekly in his seat,

“Yes, sirp”

“Groogh!” gasped Mr, selhy.
heen cooking—ah—er—fish here
evening, D'Arey?”

GA

“Have you
this—er—

“No, sir. l've hean cooking no fish here,
sir,”  answered  Wally  truthfully. Joe
Frayne and Hobbs had been doing the

COORKING.

“ Well—dear me ' —there is an awiul odour
in this room! Grooogh!"®

“Yes, there is rather a funny niff, =irl”
agreed Wally innocently. And he lugged out
his inky rag and rohbed hiz nose indus-
triously.

Curly Gilhson nearly expioded, and was
suddenly afiected with a violent ft of
coughing,

Jrequent use,

Mr. Selby glared at him over Liie top of
his glasses,

“@Gibzgon—sniff, sniff!'—Gibson,
matter with vou, boy?”

“Ow! Grooogh'! Oh, dear, sir—that awfiui
amell, sir!" spluttered Curly Gibson, burying
his face in his handkerchief, * It —it—it'a

what ia tue

awful! (ug-gug-gng!”
Sniff, suiff! came from all over the Form-
rGom. 3
“Groo-hooh ' gasped  Mr,  Selby, i
smells suspicionsly like bad fish!  =Smilb:

However, 1 will apeak to thg Housemaster
about it, and possibly he will have the drains
seen to. Grooogh! Sniff, sniff

There certainly was an  ecxtremely un-
pleasant odour round about Mr. Selby’a cluar.
The herrings wore more juicy than Wally &
Co. had bargained for, and their smell was
simply terrific.  Mr. Selby felt extremely
uncomfortable, and his handkerchiei was in
However, the lesson started.
The subject was ELatin, and Wally & Co.
were soon struggling with “Cmaar,” to the
:nizgmp:miment of frequent sniffs from Mr,
selby.

Hali an hour went by, and Mr. Selhy hod
not improved the rather decided scarlet of s
nose by frequent and savage rubbing ol that
organ with his handkerchief.

He kept shifting his chair about from place
to place; but, like Mary and her little lamb,
wherever Mr. Selby went the smell was surc
to go. _

At last a crisis was reached.  The smell
heeame too much, and Mr, Selby, with &
hurried dismissal of the Form, dashed out of
the room, his handkerchief ¢o his nosz. He
left the Third in an uproar. )

“Wally, my son, you're worth your wiizht
in bulleves!” trilled Curly Gibson. And he
clasped Wally round the neck, and together
they. executed a war-dance round the room.

There was great rejoicing in the ranks of
the Third that evening. They had had a hit
of their own back on Mr. 8elby for pnast
tyrannies, and got themselves off three-
gquarters of an hour's work inte the barguin.

They did not stay in there, however—the
amell was more than they could stand—so
they marched trinmphantly away, having
secured the herrings under Mr. Selhy’s chair

safely for the might.
N Puring the night the smell had

lessened someéwhat, biut neverthe-
less there-war still that unmistakable odour
which had permeated the Form-room the day
before. Wally & Co. and the rest ol the
voung rascals in the Third looked forward to
another lively time; and they were not dis-
appointed.

Mr, Selby snitfed and snorted. Hia temper
was worse than ever that morning.

The lesson was geography, and Mr. Selby
gettled himself in front of the fire with the
globe before him. It was cold, and a more
than usually large fire was burning merrily
away. Wally & Co. had attended to the

I11.
EXT morning the Third azscmoled as |
psunal for morning leasons.

-chrir that morning, and the herrings, now in

a state of juicy decay, were safely fastened
underneath the seat.

The leszon commenced, .and soon  Mr,
Selby'a temper. began to rise—as did the
amell. Mr. Selby’s handkerchiel came into
active uaa once more.

“Oh, dear!"” he gasped, “There is thab
horrible smell azain! I am sure the drains
muat be out of erder!” Apd he sniffed away
lugabriously.

“D'Arey, tell me the principal products of
Newfoundland,” he said teatily.

“ Rish, sir,” anawersd Wally meekiy.

rin and Bﬂh“lhﬂl weekl

gonts for Australasin: on & Gotoh,

elhourne, Bydney
Oapo Town sad

Johannesburg. Saturday,
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said nothing.- One or two of the Third
seemed to be aflicted with internal spasms.

The lesson went on, with much spiffing and
many interruptions.  The ‘amell grew worse.

Mr. Selby wriggled about in his chair, and
ogve vent Lo many curious grunts and groans
—to the extreme delight of the Third., At
last he tackled Wally D'Arey on the subject.

“What ever can it be —do you know, D'Arey
minor?” he asked, He wuas not without his
snapicinng nf th: 1 cheerful youth.

“IE's jolly Ashy, sin” eaid Wally,  And
arain. the Yorm wriggled n their seats [or
ne apparent reason.

“Tt's positively unhearable ! howled Mr.
Selby, whose nose was beginning to shine. "l
am surc there mnst he some swlacious joke
on foot!”

“Oh, sir' suid Wally, in tones of shocked
astomizhment.

"DPrArey minor, 1 helleve
sihle. | Grool-line ™

The smell becawme too thick, and Mr. Selby
jumped up and banged his chair down on
the floar in his fury.  Then an unfortunate
thing happened. The heat from the fire had
affected the herrings, which had undergone
some degree of cooking ag a result.  Natur
ally the faustening had become less stahle,
and, at the sudden jerk as the chair crashed,
the herrines fell away from the tintacks, and

YOuo arc respoll-

THE CASE OF THE MISSING
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came to rest upon the floor. The Third
gaspied in dismay.

Mr. #elby glared down upon the herrings,
and pearly hurst a blood-vessel in his-rage.

“To my eyes deceive me,” he howleéd, “or
are they herriogs?"

Wally groaned. The game was up!

“T’Arey  minor!" fumed the outraged
maater. “Come here at once, boy!’

Digmally, with many evil forehodings,
Wally made his way to the front.

“DNid vou place these—er—fsh beneath my
chair?”

Il —"

“You dared to pluee bagd fish wmler my

chair, hoy! 1—1—— .
Mr., SBelby, dancing with rage, almost
chioked.

“Thisg is an outrage!
' half kill you! 17 "

Almost foaming at the mouth, Mr. Selby
cintebed at n cane, and made a dash at
Wally, Mr. Selby did uot ook safe at that
moment, and Wally promptly bolted, with the
furions master in fall chase, i

Wally knew that if Mr, Belby caught him
he wonld cateh it hot. He aleo knew that he
must he punished in any case, 8o he madle a
hee-line for the Head's study. Mr. Selby was
unreasonable and uniust, and if Wally's
punistument were left n lns hands things

You yoong villain,

An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes. . - >

1.

b JFE is tame! obhserved  Hoerloek
Sholmes, grating his feet upon the
mantelpiece in his private-room ot
Shaker Strect. “Almost as tame

a8 you are, my dear Jotson!”

“Peue!” I rejoined, marvelling
{riend’s amazing phitosophy.

o1 the mountain will not eome to Maho-
met, then Mahomet must go to the mountain,”
continued Sholmes.  “In other words, if
clients will not come here to send me upon
migsions of peril, I must go forth and roek
those missions af perd mysell.”

The lght of battle was in my friend’s eyc
45 he drained the cocainc-cask at a gulp and
strode to the door.

I was wondering whether to accompany
him on his quest for adventure, or to go and
tend those of my patients who were still
living, when the sound of a lond concussion
rent the air.

1 rushed to the door, and found a portly
genitleman of middle age in the act of descend-
ing the stairs head-foremost, having collided
with the great detective at the top.

Having made the discovery that the bottom
step was the lowest, our client—ior raurh‘ |
presumed him to be—-bounced up again with
the velocity of an indiarubber ball. Sholmes
took him by the nose in Lis playful way and
whisked him into the room.

“Proceed,” he said, “if you have the neces-
gary breath. You may speak quite freely
helore my friend Dr. Jotson.” :

Our vigitor adjusted the back ol his neck
to his satisfaction, and glanced wildly at the
sreat detective.

“ My, Sholmes,” he suid dramatically, "my
wife i3 missingl”

Sholmes beamed. .

“ A thousand congratulations, my dear fcl-
low!? he exelaimed. “That is indeed a stroke
of good fortume for you!” ‘

“0On the contrary, Mr. Sholmes, it ig A
matter for considerable alarm, She has in
her possession our Post Office Savings Bank
book !

“."I.h:“

“My name is Hennesay-Pethwick—pro-
nounced Menpeck—and my wife's disappear-
ance dates from Saturday of last week. I
have advertised in the columng of ‘ Punch’
and * The Fishing Gazette,' but without re-
gult. Upon you, Sholmes, T burl mysell in
my extremity!” |

And our amazing visitor leapt at Sholmes,
clutehing him frantically round the neck.

“Pray remember whom you have the honour
of addressing ! said Sholmes, in the cold, for-
hidding tones he reserved for these occasions.
“flow can I procced with the case il yon
throttle me beforehand?”

M. Hennessy-Pethwick disentangled him-
golf at the expense of bursting my friend’s
shirt-froat.

“You will ind my wife?”

Sholmes nodded.

“QShe will be. on your doerstep at seven
o'clock this evening,” he said.

“ But how—what—" gasped our client

at  my

he asked eagerly.

f

“1 do not make my methods the subject
of vulzar discussion. Leave it to me.”

And Mr, Hennessv-Pethwick wiis ushered fo
the door. Judging by the detoanation which
smote our cars the next moment, he had
again taken the line of least reésistavce with
regarid to the stalrs.

Sholmes lit a Flor de Cabbagio with an
abstracted air. '

“This i3 quite in accord with a smiling
world, Jotson. I foresee half the contents
of that Post Office Savings Bank book trans
ferred to my own pocket. 1 foresee o coln-
plete settlement of arrears with Mrs., Spudson.
I faresee high revels this evening al the fried-
fish shop !®

“But how do you propose Lo run
Hennessy-Pethwick to earth?” 1 agked.
is impossible!”

“Nothing is impossible—except to Scvotland
Yard. Our f(riend left his address, did he
not?”

“Yes: here is his card. 27, Ragtime Alley.”

“Very well, Jotson, 1 you will saunter
rocnd to No. 27 at the time | specified, yon
will see Mrs. Hennessy-Pethwick restored to
the bosom of her family. Did you get me,
Steve, as they say in Persiu?

S0 saying, my wonderful friend tilted wup
the empty cocaine-cask with a gesture of
annoyance, and proceeded to-leave the house,
donning his carpet-slippers  lest Mrs. Spud-
gon should hear him.

——

Li.

IRM as wus wmy faith in Herlock
Sholmes, | confess | conld not quite
ser how, without a single clue to guide
him. he was to be suceessful in bring-

ing Mrs, Hennessy-Pethwick back to the fold.
Resides, the good lady had been missing sinee
the previous Saturday, and in the interval
which tollowed her disappearanee she might
have placed a gulf of hundreds of miles
between herself and civilisation.

Yel my friend had so mani brilliant
achievements to his credit that [ was im-
pelled by instinet and curiesity to visit No.
27, Ragtime Alley, that evening.

I arrived at five minutes to seven.

Seated on the front gate, kicking his legs
with agitated - violence against the poodle
which hovered fthere, was the distracted
hushand,

“Ah, Dr. Jotson!" he exclaimed on my
approach, “You have come to report that
there is nothing deing with regard to my
wifei”

“On the contrary,” |
every reason to hbelieve

Mra.
“1t

have
Iriend

ohgerved, "1
that .my

Sholmes will add yet again to his list of

triumphs. Listen!”

Above the roar of the trafMe and the boom-
ing of the anti-aireraft guns—for a mild aerial
hombardment was in progress—we distinctly
heard the rustle of a skirt.

The next moment the missing wife was
locked in the embrace of her hushand, who
{]ﬂerl;shlf seized the Savings Bank book from

er bag. ,

I turncd away to hide my cmotion, when
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wonld o il with Wally. The Head, on the
other hand, was strict, but fair, aml Wally
ehose to be punished by him.

e dashed up to the door of Dr. Holmes
study, and burst it open. Mr. Selby arrived
hot on his heels, and together they pre.
ﬂpit:tt#:d themselves fubo the presence ol the

cadl.

Then it all came out.
have commeneed assault and
Wally  there and then, but
stopped him, and listengd to Wally's con-
tession of the whole affair. His brow was
erim when Wally finished, and he chastised
him thoroughly, bot not anjustly. Wally
received four cuts on each hand, with all the
foree of the Head's stromg right arm.  And
titere the Head declared the matter ended.
Mr, Selby would fain have had Wally ﬂﬁg:lzml,
hut the Head told him firmly that Wally had
been punished, and nothing more peed he
said on the matter,

Wally was hailed as a martyr by his fellow-
rageals in the Third, and, although his hands
ached and smarted for gquite a long time
afterwards, he stontly declared he wasp't
sorry he did it, and that he would do it
again if Selby kept on with his tyranny.

And the ‘herrings were quietly | buried
hehind the school ¢hapel that evening.

THE END,

WIFE!
By PETER TODD.

Herlock Sholmes loomed up out
shadows.

“A wery happy climax, Jotson!" he said,
rubbing hig hands, “Mr. Henncssy-Pethwick
auee more breatnes freely. His wife is8 re-
atored to him eomplete, and—what is more
important—his Post Office Savings Baok hook.
I think we have every reason to congratulate
purselves,”

“Indeed we have, Sholmes!”

“lExeuse me a moment, Jotson. T must
gecure my commission [rom the happy hus-
band, or our dream of fried cod and chipped
potatoes may not materialise.”

My friend stepped into the house, whither
the couple had retired; and when he re-
turncd a moment later | distinetly heard the
rnstle of a shilling postal-order.

“Lead on, Maecduff!" said Sholmes, prod-
ding me in the ribs in his affectionate man-
ner. “In addition to our fish and chips, 1
faney we shall be able to sport a bottle of
atrang ginger-heer.”

We walked away, and I waited for my
friend to give the usual explanation.

He remained silent, howewer, until after
the first course. Then he turned to me with
one of his rare gnffaws.

“You are wondering how 1 found Mrs.
Hennessy-Pethwick, Jotson?”
“My wonder inereases

Sholmes !

“The thing,” said my friend, mopping up
hiz ginger-beer, with a smile, “ was dead easy.
The good woman was first absent on Satur
day.”

“True!”

“Why are women absent from their homes
on Haturday, Joteon?”

“The lure of the einema?” T sugmested.

“Wrong, Jotson. From wide experience of
this subject I have deduced that the
majority of women are ahsent on Saturday
in order to do their weekly shopping.”

“Marvellous!" 1 exclaimed.

“Not at all. CGranted, then, that Mrs.
Henpessy-Pethwick had got to do her shop-
ping, what commodity would she have gone
chiefly to purchase?”

“1 shook my head.

“Why, margarine, of course’
a national necessity. Very well.

- }llr[' H{!“ﬂ.’ ‘-‘.‘t‘}l‘lld
hattery upon
Dr., Halines

E!' the

each moment,

Margarine is
And where

can margarine be purchased cheaper than
anywhere clse?” -

Again 1 shook my head.

“In Wapping, Jotson, There are many

things that are cheap at Wapping, and mar-
garine is one of them. My course, then, was
clear. 1 proceeded to Wapping, and found
Mrs. Hennessy-Pethwick in the margarine
gene. She had heen waiting there sincc last

aturday !

“dholmes!” 1 exclaimed. “There are
moments when my admiration for you knows
no bounds! Only & master-mind such as
vours eould have deduced—"

“Enough!” said Sholmes. rising to his feet
with a yawn. “This is neither the time nor
place to indulge in heroics. Pay the biil,
Jotson, and we will travel.,”

We travelled.

THE END,
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FERRERS LOCKE.
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ERRERES LOCKE does not belong to
Greviviars, of conrse; hut hiz relation-
ship to the Head gives him o conbee-
tion with the sehool, and he has more

than anee heen called in Lo =olve mysteries
there. He has little time for friemdly visits,
a= sneh; a detective of his class is naturally
n véry husy man. But he is a particularly
genial and likeable man; samd on his official
visitz he haz eome to be well known and
highly. respected by the Famous Five and a
vood many other Greyfriars fellows,

Ile only comes into the life of the Kentich
srhool now and then, and at longish intervals,
Most of hiz work lies in far less pleasant sur-
roundingz, The hoyvish notion is apt te Le
that the life of a private detective, working
on his own, withont takine orders from any:
one, is one full of romance, This is wrong,
however. There is romance in it now and
then, and there iz adventure, and very often
danger,- as all readers of the Sexton Blake
and Nelson Lee yarns, as well as of
witiech deal with Ferrers Locke, know; but
much of it is necessarily. sordid -and unpl a-
sant. It i= by no means all beer and skitt! s ;
and it is not all trinmphs. Now and Then
the criminal noet the detective, gets the
hest of the deal: and that means hitter
chagrin and disappointment (o the man who
by Worked hard to bring the eripinal to
hook. . : '

Lhe Tanmou= Five and William Wihley Tolled
Ferrers Locke anee; and he took their inter-
ference in o spirit which revealett him as a
broad-minded man, and a very good-hearted
one also, ' .

Many of von will remember the story
“0On the Wromz Traek,” it-was ealled—which
sppeartd  about g year hgo,  Skinnper aml

Wibley had gone out in a hoat together, had
quarrelled, amd had pgot upset. Wibley wus
in danger of drowning when an unknown man
dived magnificently from the eliff and rescued
bimi.,, This was done in the sight of the
Famouz Five, who, good swimmers as they
all are, knew that that dive would have heen
antterly- beyomd the powers of the hesy of
them, and who naturally admiréd Mr. Roland
smule on account of it,

They made friends with him, and he told
them a story which was wholly fletitious, He
was living alone Wt a bhungalow hy the shore,
and he =aid that he was a detecetive taking a
brief holiday. Harry Wharton and the rest
saw o suspivious-looking character watehing
his. quarters, and told him about it.  The
news eliciteld more bes. Mre, Smale wis quite
stire that Lthe man wis o were tramp, with
no interest o him,  He laughed at Johuny
Bull’zs theory that the zeeming {ramp was a
dangerous eriminal, known 19 hayve escapcd
from prison, and to have sworn revenge
Aarninst the delective who had heen the means
of getting him =ent there. He was not that
detective, he said. "l

The stranger continuad o keep =smalc under
ahservation, anmd the juniors =aw him @t it
acain, Then they took refuge from o thunder-
storm in Mr., Smuale’s hungalow, and eame
m];rm him struggling with the se¢ming tramp.
They helped their friemdd, and thirough their
aid he escaped. Before that thev had heard
words which should have given them some
notion of tlie true state of affuirs; but the
gallant dive to Wibley's rescue had east o
glamour about Reoland Smale for them, and
they found it hard teo believe that e was
anvthing bzt o white man.

It was impozzilde to doubl thad he had Lied
to them, however, when the shifty-eved tramp
turned out to he Ferrers Locke: and Mr,
Locke told them the story of Haoland Smale,
aling’ Douglas Marsh. Marsh was not a detec-
tive ; he was a forger, and Mr. Locke was hot
on his track, The imterference of the juniors
had thwarted bim, and he was poturally put
ont.

They were sorry, and yet when Marzh called
upon them for aid against the detective thoy
gave him it He convineed them that he badl
repented of his crime—hi« flrat, and, =0 he
vowed, his last—and that he meant to make
full restitntion, They bid him ot Gresfriars
when Locke had almost got i cornered :
they got him owut, disgnised in o master's
gown: amd then Wibley led the detertive off
on a false scent Ly dizguising himsell as
Bouglas Marzh, nnd cutting off on a bicyele,
The five were allowed to go in the car i
which Mr. Locke gave chase. They knew ol

N

thosze -~
‘Ferrer:s Locke to the school once.

it was Wibley abead, not the man whom the
detective wanted, aml Lhey fell just a byt
ashamed of themselves, But when Wib was
riy down they confessed, and handed over to
(he detective Lhe stolen money, which Marsh
huad left in their ebargoe.

Without that evidence of the fellow’s real
repentance Ferrers Locke could hardly hive
overlooked the offenee of which they had heen
guilty —an offence against the law of the land,
remember, a4z well a: against him.  Kvyven s
it was, 1L must have been dificult for him to
take coolly the deceit which had been pruace.
ticed 1o enable Marsh to get away. Bot
he did take it coolly after his first onthreak
of justiinble rage, and in the long run he

wis glad that Marsh bhad got awhy For
lttle Tater, on o buarried visit to Grealirs,
he went over with the Bemove leam 1oo5

mateh nt Redelytio, amd at the station they
<iw Douglias Marsh in khaki, plainly resolyed
to do his best 1o wipe out the past,

Fisher T. Fish was the means of bringing
Fizhy had
been severely caned by Mr. Quelch, and in
revenge  he  started  sending  the Remove-
anonymous threatening letters, It
Asritnies. ol to traee the Jettrr.
Pt it didd not take the astute det
tive long te get on to lun, e diseovered
that the letters had been typed on Mr.
Queleh’™s own typewriter, which natarally nar-
rowed the field of investigution.
which Fi=h had told ahout o mysterious
stranger with -a-knife drew attention to him,
and he was 2oon bowled out.
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It wi= Ferrers Locke who solved the mys- |

tery of little Sylvester' s disappearapec, and
hrought him back =afe and sound to the
school.  Shortly after that the detective came
on oa visit to the Head, and timbled into n
job, 50 to speak. BSkinner had not the samé
high opinion of Mr. Locke as most of the
others had, and he tried 1o spool hm, He
collared Bunter’s wateh—not o very valuahle
article, as= we all know " dne  npight, and
Ferrers Locke was asked-to ddiseaver the thiel,
e did =0, e dhseovered the wateh in his
pwn hathox, where Skwner hiod told the res
he hadd put it. He broogbt it oot with him in
his #leeve, and he used sleizhit-of -hand toegel
it into-Skinmer's pocket,  That japing junior
himzell  produoeed  it. sl cotpletely
stageered,
hegeged im off poa=hnean

Then Wihlev tried atiotior r["ll'il}' Tl
Heleetive, Witdey  sesttesl e ar Colonel
Cholmondeley, of {he Dudom Fasiliers,  He
told o =tory of Goerman spiez In o bhangilow,
and’” Ferref« Locke pgresd to take ap the
case. But, gomd ps Wil©= dis@inize was, aml
well as he plaved hi= part, he was net clever
emotgh 1o take i the deteerive: and 1he
met resnlt owas thal he found him=ell
wp, atd wis ondye released st in time oL 10
he Jate at dhinner,

Wi~

After that Lord M .th"m’t"l'_r.' lost a whole
wadl ol bankuwotes, amd Skinner Tell o amlder
st=pivion, Bl the thief was not Skinner ;

hie wis Muster Begmald Bervie Cecil Fitzroy
Mimble,  otherwi=-e Nasy Mrs,  Mimhili'-
fronthlesore boy, Al Mreo Lockhe 000 -

A .tal]l sudry |

cErace till Mr,

coverod Lthat, cou=ine Skinner 16 enterfpin o
amewhat higher opinion of his capabilities.

[t wite Mr., Locke who howled out Snadth,
too.” He hod brought to the school a lad, ong
Paul syined, whom be had rescuned [rom
Hite of erime in the zhmos of London, It was
omethineg of an experiment on the depoe-
tive's part, and Sydoey did not stay long.
But that was not - heeause he disgraced him-
self, thongh ke stuod in the shadow of "dis-
Locke came along and proved
that it was= Suaith, and noet he, who had
conmitted the thefts in the dormitory.
Natural enough that almost everyone shonld
heHeve Sydney gnmilty when he confessed thm
he hud been o thief before he was adopled
by Ferrers Locke.  But all that was pbt
hehind him now—he was “Straight as a Die”
to use the title of the story -which relaled
his brief stay at Greyfriars—and those whe
haid heen down opon him were =sorry when the
truth was made kpnown, ]

We shall hear of Ferrers Locke again, no
douht, There have heen many stories of him
el<ewhere than in these pages; hnt apon
these thoere 1= e necd 1o toneh here, of course
It 6+ lkelsy thnt dn the fntare thers will be
e stories in bl Mausyir, and 1’”";"”']-'"' in
other papers, For he las always “bddn 0
popular character, as he degerves to bhe,

ST. JIM'S' LIMERICKS.

By Monty Lowther.

Ahe chiel el the =||IH} = ke,

Hiz echoons e would neser forsads
He's ripping at sport ;
It Le onght to be Laught

At the name of Tom Merry to guake.

Next that undersized dufler called Dighy.
LY be only grew taller pe'd big be.

He can think of a wheoeze

With the greatest of ease,
And will, when grown up, a bhigwig be,

There's another whose surtame is Herries,
Ilis feet, when he walks, he near buries;
The¥'re awfnlly large,
“And resemble a barge
But they can't Kiek as bard as Tom Merry's

The fourth in that study s B’ Arey;
Hiz muanner of dressing iz vlassy.
He wearg topping hats,
And the neatest of spats,
LBut hi= manner ol talk 15 juckassy,
-
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TEN LITTLE SCHOOLBOYS.

['These verses are entirely new and original,
aud nothing of the Kind has ever been pub-
lished before, with the possible exception,
perbiaps, of “Ten Little Nigger Boys ™ aned a
few others.—G. FIGHINS ]

| There certainly dogs <eem Lo bhe some re-
semblanee to *Ten Little Nigger Boys,"  DBut
never mand ! Figgy says it s originagl ;) and he
knowz hest !'—KDITOR. |

' Ten lintle schoolbinys hurrving to dine ;

i ' Five little =choelho®s, racuine
1 e |

! CThree it
lorked |

§ o =

| i : hilistere ; 1 T Were
He confe--vil L1et, aiil Mr, Locke | He got 'a blistered hiel, then there wer

One lost his meat-card, then there were niae.

Nine little selioolboys arrived at dinner late ]

The Form-master =potted one;, then there
wore cight.

Eight little schoolboys, sl in the eleven ;

One got out leg-hefore, then there were seven.

seven little schoolboys, up to lots of tricks;
One dropped bis monocle, then there were siy,

Six little schoolboyvs, one was Sldney Clive
ﬂ‘n‘.

Berrymore ,

e turnped the hos<e on them, then there

were four.

Four htule _-11'111"”'5!-!3.‘- ate i rutjoned ted :
(hne partoak  of  “=nbstiinte-" then there
wire Lhree,

el i el
il then there

At l by~ Diadn 't
tivpk  up phiotography,
weEPre | Wi,
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Two little schonlboys, full of ¢mlii-h fun:
O was 100 * Merey,” snd then there was one.

Oy hittle achoalbos nuale o rolten pun;
staneons wipisd Lhe foor with mg and Lhen
Lhere was notie,
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