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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Alarming !

“l URRRGII '™ _
That strange and mysterious
sound proceeded from Horace

Coker's study in the Fifth
Form passage at Grevirviays, _

Five juniors, who were wdvancing to-
wards the study on tiptoe, lalted sud-
denlv, startled, and a httle alarmed.

The five were Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Nugent, Johnny Bull _anz
Hurree Singh, the Famous Five of the
Remove. From the fact that they
carried rulers or cricket-stumps in their
hands, and were approaching Coker's
study on tiptoe, it might have been
ruessad that the heroes of the Remove
were on the wav-path,

=0 they were, as a matter of lact,

Coker, who prided himself on having
a short way with fags, as he called iy,
had **whoepped 7 Nugent minor, of the
Second Form, in his high-handed way.
He had done it for Nugent minor's own
good, of course. Coker’s intentions were
always of the very best. But the fag
had not been grateful, far from it, and
his major in the Remove was distinetly
wrathy., Hence the visit of the Famous
Five to the Fifth Form studvy with
weapons in their hands, Coker of the
Kifth,  also, was to be ‘“whopped »” for
his ewn good.

“Gurrrgh |7

“Yoroooch !

“Greogoch 17

The five stopped outside Coker's door,
astounded.
thoughts vanished at once.
sounds from the study indicated that
Coker was ill ; or, at least, that there was
something seriously wrong with him.

“What on earth’s the matter with
him?’ murmured Harry Wharton., 1t
sounds like suffocation.”

* Botter see,” said Bob Cherry.

The door was thrown open at once.

Horace Coker was there. He was
alone in the study. Potter and Greene
were at footer practice.

Coker was standing by the study table,
with his rugged face twisted into an
extraordinarv expression.,

His mouth was open, amd as the
juniors entered he was emitting a repeti-
tion of the weird sounds that had startled
them.

“Gurrrgh ! Yoooorgh !

“Coker!” exclaimed Wharton.

Coker did not speak. He waved his
hand impatiently at the juniors as a sign
to be gone.

“Yurrrrgh !
monuth. |

“Mad as a hatter!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in utter astonishment. *“Heo's
not ill, he’s potty !

“The pottifulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Singh.

“ Uroooooch |7

“It must be apoplexy!"” said
Wharton. “Are you ill, Coker?”

“You silly fags!” exclaimed Coker
suddenly, finding his speaking voice.

came from hig open

dazedly.

Theiwr wrathful and hestile
i Those weird

Harry |

Eoker.,

“ What are you bothering here for? Get
out of my study! Youre interrupting
me,"’ |

“What's the matter with vou?"” roared

Baol,

“Eh? XNothing! Hold on,
though ! exclaimed “Just
Listen to this!”

** lasten to what?”’

“Gurrrerregh 17

T'ne Famous Five simply blinked at
him.  Coler was not supposed to be
very bright in the intellectual line, and
it really looked as if he had slipped at
last over the horder between fat-headed-
ess and sheer idiocev—a border he often
approached, in the opinion of most Grey-
friars fellows,

“You heard that?" asked Coker.

“Eh? Yes. What——"

“Where did it seem to vyou to come
from?” asked Coker.

“Eh? From your grub-trap!” said
Baob [.'hﬁl‘l'j'.

Cokey frowned.

“You don’t think it seemed to come
from under the table?” he asked.

Get ont!

Coker,

“Under the—the table?” stuttered
Bob,
“Yes. Listen again. Gurreesgh !’

Coker squeezed out that weird sound
with an expression of intense agonv upon
his face, and then looked inguiringly at
the jumors,

They blinked at him.

“ What about that*” he inquired.

“Wha-a-at about 16?7 said Wharton
"1t sounds as if you're trying

to burst your crop. What are you doing

it for?  Got something in your neck #”

“You don’t think i1t sounded as if it
came from under the table?’ asked
Coker anxiously,

“No. Why should it

" Well, my impression is that it did,”
said Coker. * After all, vou're only a
stuprd fag, Wharton! 1 say, Potter!”

The Removites backed away from
Coker. He spoke to Potter just as if
Potter was. in the study, and Potter cer-
tainly wasn't in  the study. Harry
Wharton & Co. had ascertained thag
Potter and Greeme were both on the
footer-ground before coming to the Fifth
Faorm quarters,
their minds that it had come at last, and
that the next step was to take Coker
quietly away from Greyfriars and put
him 1 a padded ecell.

“Potter!” repeated Coker, just as if
Potter was there.

T'hen, to the further amazement of the

Jmiors, he squeezed up his throat and |

replied to himself in an expiring veice :

“"Ere I am!”

"“Good heavens ! murmured Wharton.
“1—I say, you chaps, something ought
to bo done about this. We'd betier tell
Potter and Greene!” .

“¥Yon heard that?’ exclaimed Coker
trinnmiphantly.

“ Yes, old chap,” said Harry sooth-
ingly : “we heard 1t.” .

“Potter’s voice, wasn't it?? asked

I

It was quite clear to |

- them as far as

“Eh? What?"
“Humour  him,”  whispered Bob
Cherry. " Yes, (Coker, that was Potter’s

voice,  Certainly, No doubt about that,
old scoug!” ;

“ It came from behind that armchair—
what?"” asked Coker.

" The—the armehair ? Oh,
yes !
“ Listen again!™ said Colker.
“Oh, erumbs !

" rapped out Coker,

Certamly !

*Greene!

The juniors looked at him in silence.
After his previous performance they
were not surprised to hear him reply to
nimself :

" Yes, old man?”

“You'd think Greene was standing by
the fireplace there, now, wouldn’t you?"
said Coker affably,

" Greene—standing by the fireplace?™
sald Wharton faintly. “*Nco—I—I mean
yes! Oh, yes! Certainly!”

“You're not such a young idiot as I
thought, Wharton! Now, listen to this.
Yureergggh! Where did you think that
came from?"

“Oh, erikey!” said Bob Cherry,
aghast. “ We—we'd better fetch some.
body. Mind he doesn’t get near that
poker!”’

* What's that?” shouted Coker.

“ N-no-nothing, old chap!” stammered
&)b' e _[_ S -
“If you're being cheeky, Cherry 3

“ N-n-not at all—oh, no ! I—1—1 know
You can’t belp being potty, poor old
::hnp! -

. You cheeky young sweep!” roared
Coker, making a stride round the table
towards the juniors,

~ Hook it!” yelled Bob, in alarm.

With one accord the Famous Fivae
rushed out of the study. Coker followed
the door in surprise. I
was not usual for the Famous Five of
the Remove to take to their heels in that
way. He was in time to see them vanish
down the passage, '

" Cheeky monkeys!” growled Coker,

He slammed the study door. And a
minute later the weird sounds from that
study were resumed.

“Gurreg ! Yoooch!
gug-gug ’

rrd

Grocooch ! Gug-

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker’s Latest !

b E'S at it ! ,
“ Listen !
“Poor old Coker !

" Fetch Prout, somebody !’

Outside Coker's study. in the Fifth
Form passage, a crowd was gathering.
Harry Wharton & Co., much alarmod
for the unfortunate Coker, had told the
startling news to Potter and Greene, and
they had come in, Potter and Greens
were listening outside the door now; with
scared faces. Potter had gently tried the
handle, but the door was locked ingide.

Fitzgerald and Blundell and Bland,
Hilton and Tomlinson, and several other
Fith-Formers, were with Coker’s chums,
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aud all looked alarmed. Farry Whartor
& Co. were theére, ready to lend aid if it
was required, with some more of the

Remove. The startling news had apread, |

bringing fellows from all sides. Temple
and Dabney and Fry of the Fourth had
arrived, with Hobson and Hoskins of the
Shell. Nugent minor of the Second
came, with half a dozen more fags, fully
forgiving ilorace Coker for that * whop-
ping,’”’ now that he heard the unhappy
ifth-Former was bereft of his senses.
Billy Bunter, of the Remove, was hover-
ing on the edge of the ecrowd, keenly
interested, but ready to flee if Coker’s
door showed a sign of opening.

The crowd thickened every minute,
till the Fifth Form passage was almost
swarming. There was a subdued buzz
of alarmed voice; but throungh the Lhuzrz
there came clearly the sounds from the
locked study,

“Gurrrrg !

“Groooch !

“Gug-gug-gug '

“Where are vou?”

“'Fre I am!”

“Yurrrgh'!

To hear Coker uttering those horribla
sounds, atid asking himself questions and
answering them, was not merely startling
—1t was unnerving. Potter and Greene
looked at one another with pale faces.

“1've seen this coming on, I thnk,
for some time ! whispered Potter. “ He
was always a little—a little—-""

“lLioose in the tiles,”” said Greenc—
just a little—from tl'm time we first
knew him! I never liked .to say so;
but there 1t was!"

“The way he plays footer, f'rin-
atance ! said Hilton. “We ought to
have foreseen this, really, from the way
he plays footer !"” ,

“The Head ought to be told !”

“Poor old Coker!™

“Listen "' breathed Bob
“There he goes again!” _

Coker’s voice came clearly through the
locked door, alternately in loud tones and
in expiring squeaks:
“Where are you?”’ *On the roof!”
““Is that yvou behind the chair, Potter "
“*Yes, 'ers I am!”

“Somebody fetch Prout!" exclaimed
Blundell. “He's got to be scen to!”

“Hold on!"” said Potter resolutels.
“ After all, he's our chum. We may be
able to calm him !” He tapped soitly at
the study door. * Coker!”

“ Hallo?”

“ILet us in, Coker, old chap!”

“Keep back if he opoens the door,
bedad ! exelaimed Fitﬁarald. “He may
have the poker in his hand !

There was a quick ecrowding back as
Coker's key was heard to turn in the
lock. The door opened.

Horace Coker looked out, evidently
astonished to see so large a crowd in the

passage.
“ Hallo! What's asked,
He

staring.

“Up?” repeated Potter -feebly.
tried to speak calmly, but he was watch-
ing Coker like a cat, ready to dodge if
Coker sprang at hin.

“Yes! Anything on?" asked Coker.

“On?” faltered Greene,

“ Blessed if yvou don’t lock as if vou
were all potty I"* said the amazed Coker.

“ What's the matter with vou?”
IFI____I iy

('herry.

up? he

L}

“We—we
“Poor old chap!” said Fitzgerald
feelingly. “Try to be calm, Coker!

Sure, we know it's not your fault!”
“Kh? What’s not my fault?”
“ Ahem!”
“ Are you all mad?” shonted Coker.
The crowd in the passagze looked at
one another ﬂ]ﬁquently. This put the lid
en, 30 to epeak, Tt 15 well known that

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

3

Three-halfpence.

1 (SR
Ml ‘ e “rj 1

i

.....

______

For Coker’s sake !

(See Chapter 2.

e

an insane person is very apt to think
E!-TEI':,"GIIEI E‘}.Eﬂ' IMEATIR,

“Poor old echap!” said Potter
almost with tears in his eyes. * Be calm,
Coker!”

“Calm?*”

“Yes! As—as fquiet as vou can, you
know ! '

“Ain't T calm?” thowled Coker.

“What do vou mean? What are you all
blinking at me for, like a set of moulting
owla? Do you want me to come out to
you?"

There waa a hurried surge back. Un-
doubtedly the fellows in the passage did
not want Coker to come out to them.
The boldest there would have taken to
his heels if Coker had come out to hun.

“You two can come i1n,"” went on
Coker. “It's time for tea! What are
vou hanging back for? Why don't you
come in ?"’

Potter and Greene hesitated.

“You chaps come in with us!
pered Greene.

“Bedad, I'm staying here !

“Soam I!™

“Same hero!”

“ Are you coming in or not?" roared
Coker.

“We—we—we

“We'll come in with you, DPotter!™
gaid Harry Wharton. “We'll handle
him all right if he gets violent!”

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry.
“We'll back you up!"

“ Better collar him at once and hold
him - down!” ' saydd Johnny Bull
“There's no telling what he may do.
He may get hold of a knife!”

Coker, with a furious face, strode out
into the passaze. To his amazement, the
whole crowd rushed away towards the
ataircase. Coker was looking so excited
by this time that the suspicion in regard
to bhis sanity really seemed to be borne
out by appearances.

“You silly idiots!” roared Coker.
‘“Are you all mad? Potter! Greene!”

But they did not stop.

Coker, with an angry exelamation,
went back into the study and slammed
the door. In a few minutes the crowd
began to streain back, cautiously, and
treading lightly. In awe-struck silence

X

whis-

y

i

they listened to the renewed sounds of
insanity within the study.
“Grooogh ! Yurrrgh! Are
there? Yes, 'ere I am! Yurregh!”
“ Better fetch Mr, Prout,” said Pottesr

Fou

at last. “He's got to be put under
restraint. He may do -himself some mis.
chief! I'll fetch Prouty!”

Potter hurried downstairs, and - ihe
crowd waited with bated breath for him
to return, listening meanwhile to the ex-
traordinary sounds from Coker's study.
In a few minutes Potter came back,
accompanied by the master of the Fifth
Form. Mr. Prout whisked along the
passage with rustling gown, an impatient
and annoyed expression on his face.

The Greyfriars fellows made way for
the Form-master, and he whisked up to
Coker’s door. |

“Yurrrgh! Are you up the chumney?
Grooh! 'Ere I am!"”

Mr. Prout’'s expression changed as he
heard that, and his look was now one
of alarm and concern.

“The unfortunate boy !"" he exclaimed.

“It's horrid, str, tsn't 1t ¥" said Potter.
“He's—he's a bit excited, sir—better
take care—"’ .

“Keep near me!” said Mr. Prout.
“In—in case he becomes violent, seize
him at once—take great care that he
does not get hold of any dangerous
weapon!  Potter, Greene, Fitzeerald,
Hilton, enter the study with me!”

“Ye-e-e-cs, sir!”

Mr. Prout cautiously opened the door,

Coker was standing by the table, just
as Harry Wharton & Co. had frst seen
him, with his mouth wide open, and his
face glieerly twisted. From his open

mouth proceeded wemrd and woeful
sounds.
“Gurrrg! Yurrrgh! Yooooch !”

He stopped suddenly at the sight of his
Form-master. Mr. Prout stepped in
very gingerly, making a soothing gesture

with his hand.
said < Mr.

“My dear,
Prout.
Coker jumped. His Form-master had
never addressed him like that before,
“Mr Prout!"” he ejaculated.
“Calm yvourself, Coker!"”
Tar MacxeT TLisrary.—No. 561.

dear boy!”



* Wha-a-at 7"

“Calm yourself! VYou are among

friends, Coker, who will take the best of | h

czre of you!™ said Mr. Prout soothingly.
Potter & Co. had followed Mr. Prout

in, and they were edging cautiously to-

wards Coker, who stood as if petrified.
Mr. Prout made a sign, and ithey sud-

4

dlenly seized Coker, pinioning his arms
to his sides.
Coker struggled. i B
“Let me go.!” he roared. i

“It’s all right, Coker g

“Leggo!” roared Ceker, strugghng |
furiously. " Wharrer at? Leggo at
otee T .

“Calm yourself, Coker!” stuttered

Mr, Prout. ““My poor boy, no harm will
he done you. - You are simply being
restrained for your own good. Secure
him, please—mund that he does mot get
loose! He may seize some dangerous
weapon. Calm yourself, my unfortunate
boy !’ -

The Fifth-Formers saw that Coker did
not get loose, They pinioned him on all
sudes, and even the burly Horace was
powerless in the grasp of many hands.

“ Perhaps his hands should be tied!”
sitd Mr. Prout thoughtfully.

“Tut-tut-tied I’ stutted Coker. -

‘“My poor boy, do not be frightened—
it 13 for your own good! A doctor shall |
be sent for at once!” said Mr. Prout
soothingly.,

A dud dud-doctor!?

“Yes, yes! Calm yourself!”

"“Has everybody gone mad?’”’ vyelled
Coker. * What's the matter? What are
vou holding me for? Can’t a ehap prac-
tise  ventriloguism in his own study
without all this fuss? What do you
mean? That's what T want to know!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Not Insane !
Hl" Y ENTRILOQUISM 7
111 Wh&t !?'!‘
“(Great pip!”’
It was a buzz of amazement
—and enhightenment !

Coker was not insane!

Certainly he was somewhere near it,
if he imagined that the weird and woeful
sounds he had been producing were any-
thing like ventriloquism.

And evidently he did!

" Ventrilogquism !”  murmured Bob
Cherry, fanning himself. * Oh, my only
hat! Coker—ventriloquist! Ye gods!”

“He, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter,

Billy Bunter possessed the queer gift of
ventriloquism, and doubtless it was that
circumstance that had put the idea into
(‘oker's head ; but Bunter had not recog-
msed Coker’s efforts as ventriloguism—
not at all.

Nobody had—excepting Coker !

Mr. Prout’s face was a study.

He blinked at Coker over his spectacles
a= 1 he would eat him.

“Coker!” he stuttered. *Coker, yon—
you mexpressibly stupid boy! Do you
mean to say that—that—that you have
only been pretending to be insane——:="

“Insane?” gasped Coker. “I've been
practising ventriloquism! 1 find that Pve
got the gift.” | -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!”  exclaimed Mr., Prout
wrathfully. “Potter, how dared you eall
me here for such an absurd reason?
lake five hundred lines!”

“Oh!Y” gasped Potter.

“As for you, Coker, I really do not
know how to deal with you!” snapped
Mr. Prout. *““You have always been the
stupidest boy at Greyfriars, and 1t ap-
pears that your stupidity is bevend all

THE MaGNET LIBRARY.—No. 561, )i

hmits. Boy, is it possible that you
suppose thuat the ridiculous noises you
ave been producing—— Pah!”

Mr. Prout flung out of the study in
great wrath. |

The Fifth-Formers released Coker.

All alarm was banished now; merri-
ment had taken its place. = The Fifth-
Formers were grinning, and an army of
grmning faces %nuhed i at the door.

" Coker the ventriloquist!” said Harry
Wharton. “ What next?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” - -

“The Cokerfulness is terrific!” chortled

Hurree Singh.

"“Oh, dear!” groaned Bob Chetry.
"“Coker, old scout, you’ll be the death of
us; I know vou will!™ s

Horace Coker glared at the merry
crowd. He could see nothing comie in
the ecircumstances; he was exasperated.

*“Of all the silly idiots!” said Coker in

measured tones. “0Of all the crass asses
—of all the dummies——"

“Are ye sure ye're not mad, Coker
darling?” asked Fitzgerald.

“You cheeky ass!” reoared Coker.
“Didn’t you {nnw I was praetising

ventriloguism !
was, then?”

“You chump, we thought you were
potty !” growled Blundell. “And we
weren't far wrong, either, if you come to
that !”
~ And Blundell snorted and
The crowd broke up, chortling, to carry
the news all over Greyfriars, Once more
Caker of the Fifth was furnishing relief
from war-worry. :

Potter and Greene remained in the
study with their chum. Coker was so
exasperated that they tried to be serious:
but they couldn’t! It was not always
possible to be serious with Coker; and
in the present circumstances it was quite
immpossible, v

“You grinning idiots ! said Coker.

% 50—Ss0 you were practizsing ventri-

What did you think it

strode away.

loquism ?”’ said Potter.
“Yes, ass! Yes, chump! Yes,
dummy! Not that I need much prac-

tice,” went on Coker. ‘‘Ventriloquism
18 really a gift! Some fellows have it,
and some haven’t! I have!™

“Oh!  You—you have?” murmured
Greene,
“Exactly! T never thought of it be-

fore,” said Coker, calming a little. “A
fellow never knows what he can do till
he tries. But I've always ‘matntained
that a chap who's really intellectual can
turn his hand to anything. F'rinstance,
a chap who'’s a dab at Greek can learn
maths on his head—same gift turned in
a different direction—see 7"

ik I sen !!! .

“Chap who's goad at ericket can play
footer top-notch, if he tries—like me !”

“Like you?” murmured Potter.

“ Like me!” roared Coker.

“Yes, yes: quite so! What about
tea?” asked Potter hastily.

“Never mind tea! As I was saying,
ntellect can be turned in any direction,
just like an electric current,” said Coker.
“Man who can do one thing can do
another! Take soldiering, f'rinstance!
Why are British soldiers the best in the
world? Simply because the British are
a people who can do things—and if they
can do one thing well they can do
another well. Now, that young ass
Bunter of the Remove can ventriloguise,
after a fashion.”

di {')11 !l‘!

“I heard him the other day,” con-
tinued Coker., “TIt struck me then that
if that young ass could do it a fellow of
my mental powers could do it with one
hand.”

"“You ventriloquise with your hands?”
asked Potter. :
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“No!” roared Coker. “Ot course
not!” _
* But you said——"

"I was speaking figuratively, of course
I mean, I Eﬂuldgdﬂ it easily. A fellow
who can play cricket and footer as I do,
a fellow whose intellectual powers rise up
equal to any emergency, can furn his
mental powers on anythmg—and succeesd
in it! . That’s what I said to myself,
That’s why I’ve taken up ventriloquism—
with the result you see.” |
“The result that you've been supposed
to be potty——" :
“If you persist in making silly jokes,
reorge Potter, there will be trouble ii
this study !” said Coker darkly. * Mind.
I don’t say that mere tricks like ventri-
loquisin are worthy of my powers. I just
take it up in passing, as it were—just as
I might take up mathematics, and mako
old Prout open his eyes, if 1 had the
tune,
“Nothing but
Potter blandly. ~
“Nothing! Aathematics are hardly
worthy of my powers, though—Ilot  of
rot, 1 call it! Now, ventriloguism ean
be made useful, Suppose, f'rinstance, we

time lacking!” asked

| want an extra half-holiday, Well, I make

the Head’s voice—— -

“The—the Head's voice—-"

ﬂ'l" I make the Hﬂad‘a voice proceed frfim
e passage, say, ordering Prout to let
me off for the afternoon. Prout doesn’t
suspect that it's me ventriloguising, and
he does it. See?”

“He—he—he does it!” said Greene
famntly. *Does he, though?”

“Naturally! Another instance, When
Pm in form I mean to trot down to the
hospital in Courtfield and give the
wounded soldiers a ventriloguial enter-
tainment—{ree of l.‘hﬂl'#ﬂ, of course, It
would cheer them up.’

“No doubt about that!” said Po#ter
with conviction. “1f they had any sense
of humour at all it would cheer them up
no end|” : G

" I'm glad you agree with me, Potter,”
sald Coker, who never could see when his
egregious leg was bemg pulled. ““There
are lots of things, in fact, that a ventsi-
loquist can do. T can lielp the school win
footer matches—" ;

“C-e-can you?” :

“Yes. Buppese I speak in the Head's
voice, ordering Wingate to put me into
the Firet Eleven. Seo?”

" And—and that- would win matches?
For which side?” . oy

“Xou silly ass!” roared Coker. *“ Your
great fault, Potter, is thit you think
vou're funny. You're not!” ° :

“Well, you're funny enough for one
study !” said Potter. *“ What about tea?”’

“Blow teal' Now, I don't say I'm
perfect yet,” said Coker. “Even I need
a little practice in taking up an entirely
new thing. But I'm getting on fairly
well—in fact, quite welll ~ Now, listen
to me while I make vour veice come
from behind the armchair, Potter,”

“Oh, erambs ! .

“Are you there?” called out Coker,
staring at the armchair, while Potter
and Greene stared at Coker.

~Then Coker screwed up his face into
an  extraordmary  expression, and
squeaked : -

“'Ere I am!”

Evidently that reply was supposed to
proceed from belind the armechair, and
Coker was satisfied that it did. Potter
and Greene stared at him open-mouthed.
His delusion was. really marvellous to
them. For if there was one thing that
was quite obyvious it was that that
agomsed squeak proceeded from the ex-
tensive mouth of Horace Coker.

Coker turned triumphantly
study-mates.

“'There ! he said.

to s
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“Well,” gsaid Potter, “go 1!
were gomg to make my voice come
from behind the armchair.”

“Haven't I done 1t?”

“Kh? Have you?”

“Didn’t you heéar me?” roared Coker.
““Meantersay that that didn't sound like
your voice coming from behind the arm-
chair, Potter?”

“Not a bit, old chap! Not in the
least! If that was anything like my voice
I'd go and get my voice amputated!”
"‘%ﬂ my mind, it was exact.”

“What e mind! Besides, you said it
was going to sound as if it came from
behind that chair.”

“Well, it did, didn't iti"” '

“Of conrse it didn't! Did vou think
it did?” _

“1 don't think it did—1I know it did!”
answergd Coker. “ I'me.surprised at you,
Lreorge Potter! I can understand our
making rotten jokes, because you think

vou're funny, but to descend to daE~Iihwaau1:ﬂtﬁa‘1

untruths——"'

“Wha-a-at®"”

“Deliberate untruths,” gaid Coker,
more in sorrow than in anger. ““I'm sur-
prised at you, Potter—surprised and
shocked "

Potter looked dazed. _

“What do you think about it,

CGreene?” asked Coker.

“My dear man, it came from behind
the armchair, or behind the chimney, or
behind the Hindenburg Line, or any-
where you hke,” answered Greene. *I
can't say fawer than that.”

“You silly chump——"

“What about tea?”

“ Bother tea! You can gorge, if you
like, while I'm getting on with my ven-
triloquial practice. Don’t talk to me!
I can't stand your utterly asinine talk!
There's a limit to what a brainy chap
can stand in the way of silly chatter.”

Joker turned to the glass, and began.

“Grooghl Oooocooch! Are you there?
Yurragh! 'Ere I am! On the roof!
Grooooch !

*You have to study to keep your face
in a natural expression, you see,” said
CUoker, looking round. *That's what
{'m doing.” ‘

“Oh! You'ro not practising to look
like a gargoyle?’ gasped Potter. .

Potter left the study hurriedly after
asking that question. Coker was looking
dangerous.  Greene followed him out,
and the two Fifth-Formers went to tea
with Fitzgerald, leaving Horace Coker
to practise ventriloquism at his own
aweet will. And for quite a long time
fellows chuckled when they passed
(oker's door, and heard proceeding from
within, in every variety of anguished
gruealk :

“Groogh!  Are you there?

Yoooch!
On the roof! Yurrrggh §7 i

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Trying It On !
HARRY WHARTON & CO. smiled

when they came across Coker
of the Fifth the next day.
Colier’s latest stunt had a cheer-
ing effect upon them. The things Coker
conldn’t do, and the things he imagined
he conld do, wera innumerable; but that
he should imagine he could veontrilo-
quise, they agreed, took the cake.

All the juniors were eager to see Coker
“at it.”” When they came on him that
morning the great Horace was at it:
he was ventriloquising under the elms.
ITe had told Potter and Greene that he
found he could throw his voice better
in the open air, and they had heartily
conourred that it was very likely, being
rjuate ted up with Coker's extraordinary
attempt to throw it in the study. Tn-
deed, Potier had suggested that while
Le was throwing his voice he had better

L]
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You | throw it away, for it really wasn't worth
nearly

keeping—a suggestion that ‘F."Erf
caused assault and battery in the Fifth
Form passage.

The Famous Five stopped to look on
when ‘they found Coker throwing his
voice under the elms. Thae throwing
certainly eoxisted only in Coker’s own
fervid imagimation, but it was very
entertaming to watch.

(Coker paused to glare at the juniors,
but before he could address them Bob
Cherry exclaimed :

“Final"

“ Splendid !
heartily.

* Splendiferous, my esteemed (oker!”

said  Frank Nugent

said [Turree Jamset Ram Singh,

Horace C(oker condescended (o be
mollified.

“Ob, you can see that?” he said.

“That silly fool Potter thinks I can't
throw my voice at all. I mean, he pre-
tends to.”

“Must be spoofing,” said Bob
solemnly, “If he heard you now he'd
sing a different tune. Iow do you do
it, Coker?” ,

“You see, it's partly a gift,” said

Coker, quite ﬁ{nml -humoured  now.
“Partly that, and partly brains—sheer
brains, you know! Anyvbody with

sutfictent brains could become a ventrilo-
qust.”’

AAAANANANANAAAD

DOES YCUR SOLDIER PAL
WRITE TO YOU ?

Notepaper i3 “some ” price thesze
days, but none of us would grudge
Tommy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheery letters
of his if paper were treble the price
it is to-day. Still, it's no use simply
“gassing ¥ about it; it's up to each
one to do his bit to pay the piper.

It costs the Y.M.C.A., who supply
Tommy with free stationery, no less
than £60.000 » year. BSixpence will
supply your own or somebody else's
pai) with enough notepaper to write
one letter each week for a vyear,
Going to let him have ity Of course
you are!

So send sixpence along to-day to
Y.M.C.A, (Btationery Fund), Totten.
ham Court Road, London, W.(., men-
tioning that it comes from a reader
of this paper,

HMNWWMI

“Then perbaps wo could try!"” mur-
inured Buob,

“1 saicdd anybody with brainsg!™

1 {)II!!.P

“It's simply a question of concentrat-
ing the mental powers on the problem,”
sald Coker. “That's how I've managed
it. Very few fellows could pick it up
as quickly as I've done. ow, just
listen to me makmg old Prout's voice
come from behind that tree,”

- Coker cleared his throat.

“Are you there, Mr. Prout?”

“'Ere [ am!” |

“Yon heard that?" said Coker. “Of
course, with the ventriloquial voice you
have to drop the ‘h." That can’t ho
helped. Bui you heard how exactly like
that was to old Prout's voice, didn't
yvou, and you noticed that it secemed
to come from behind that tree?”

“0Oh, my hat! I—I mean, it's—it's
wonderful 1™

“Well, T dava say it would seem won-
derful to vou kids, but it’s nothing to
ma., That's nothing to what I can do
already,” said Coker.

With manful efforts the chums of the
Remove kept their faces sorious.

“I—T suppose you could imitate Mr.
Quelch’s voice quite as well as Mr.
Prout’s?” asked Bob.

“Quite as easily. - Listen to this.
Hem, bhem! WBoys, kindly be quiet!”
rapped out Coker, in what he fondly
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imagined was an exact imitation of the
sharp voice of the Remove-master,

“* Wonderful ™ |

“The wonderfulness is terrifio!”

“It comes with practice,” explainad
Coker. * Brains, too, of course, No
good you kids trying it.”

“Ahem! I say, Coker, now you're
such a splendid ventriloquist, you ought
to use that gift,” urged Cherry.
" Suppose you talked to Lodor of the
Sixth, for instance, in Mr. Quelch’s
voice. Could you?"

*“Of coursel”

" Loder’s given me lines,” said Bob.
“Buppose you order him to let me off
a8 ——

Coker shook his head.

“Can't back up fags in slacking,” he
said decidedly. “I dare say vou deserved
1if.” :

“I—=1 was thinking of the paper
shottage, you know,” said Bob.

“Oh, that alters the case ! said Coker.
“Well, T don't mind. Of course, it
would have to be arranged for Loder
not to sea me aspeaking. That would
spoil the deception. I could eall to him
in his study from the paﬂﬁa;.;e."

“In Mr. Quelch’s voice?’

“ Exactly 1" _

“Loder’s in his study now,” said Bob

cagerlv. *“(Come on, Coker!™
“I don’t mind,” said ('oker graciously.
He starfed for the School House with

the juniors. It was as much as IHarry
Wharton & Co, could do to keep their
faces serious. How Coker could imagine
that his imitation of Mr. Quelcl's voice
was anything like the original was a
mystery that passed their comprehension,
But he did. And Coker, elated with his
new powers, was not at all averse from
showing them off before the heroes of
the Remove. The unaccustomed respect
he was receiving from those young
;'amls had a gratiffying effect npon him,
00.

“Yon kids keep vour distance,” said
Coker, as they came into the Sixth Form
passage.  “I'll juat stroll into Loder’s
study to speak to him. While I'm there
I'll throw my voice into the passage,
and speak as Mr. Quelch.”

Colker walked on, and, fortunately, his
back was to the juniors, for his last

remark had been too much for their
gravity.
“He—he—he's gomg to throw his

voicg into the passage!” murmured Bob
Chervy. “Well, let's get aiong to pick
it up when it drops. I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if Loder throws Coker into the
pagsage after 1t."

There was a chuckle, and Ciker
gianced round. But he found five faces
of owl-like seriousness looking at him.

The Fifth-Former tapped at Gerald
Loder’s door, and entered. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. trod lightly down the passage
after him. It was amazing that even
Horace Coker's leg could pulled to
this extent, and they did not mean to
miss the entertainment.

Loder of the Sixth was studying a pink
paper by the window when Coker came
in, and he hurriedly shoved the paper
into his pocket as the door opened, and
gave the Kifth-Former an irritated look.

“What do you want?" he demanded.

“Just looked in to pass the time of
day, old scout," answered Coker cheerily,
“ Nice morning—eh 7 '

Loder stared at him,

“You looked in to say it's a nice
morning ¥” he repeated.  “ Well, Yol
silly chump, go and talk rot to somic-
body else! I'm busy!"

* Loder 1"

Coker rapped out the mame shavp!v,
under the extraordinary belief that it
sounded like Mr. Quelch’s voice coming
from the passage outside.
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throwing his voice., Unfortunately, Loder
remained blissfully ignorant of the fact
that Coker was throwing his voice; to
Loder it seemed that the word came in
Coker’s voice from Coker's own lips,

“Well 7" enapped Loder,

“1 understand that you have given
lines to Cherry of the Remove!” pur-
sued Coker, still under the impression
that he was throwing his remarkable
voice,

* What's that got to do with you, you
wiot 77 snapped Loder,

“Loder! How dare yvou address a
Form-master in such a manner 1"

Loder jumped.

1f that voice had been Mr. Quelchs,
from the passage, the remark would have
ccemed natural enough. But from Coker
it was startling,

“Wha-a-t 7”7 ejaculated Loder.

“You are to mform Cherry that he
need not do the lines, Loder |7

wil \‘Thﬂ.-ﬂ-*ﬂt '.f”

Coker smiled.

“Hallo! Mr. Quelch seems to be
rather ratty with wyou, Loder!” he
remarked.

“Mr. Queleh #'' repeated Loder.

i X -t
You heard him calling 1 from

w10

“ Yes,
the passage, didn’t vou

“What "

“He rounded rather yatty—didn't vou
think so 7" |

Loder stared at Coker, and backed
away a pace or twq  He was so
astounded that he eould not find his voice
at aonce. .

“What do you mean ¥* he stuttered, at
last. **Are you off your rocker, Coker?
What do you mean by telling me to let
Cherry off his lines?”

It was Coker’s turn to jump,

“1%" he ejaculated.

“Yes, you, you cheeky idiot !” shouted
Loder. *“ IHow dare you come into a pre-
fect’'s study and play this fool game!
What do you mean by calling vourself a
Form-master? Are you maf‘i‘”

Coker blinked at him. Apparently
there was eomething wrong with the
throwing of his voice, after all.

“Are yonu tty 7’ repeated Loder
angrily. ”“Tﬁt are you up to, you
lunatie 7"’

“Look here, Loder!"” gasped C(loker.
“ Meantersay that you didn’t hear My,
Queleh’s voice from the passage just
now #” :

“1f this is a joke,” said lLoder, “I
don’t see the point! T don't take check
irom the Fiftm Get out!”

* Look here '

“Outside !”’ -

The prefect took Coker by the
shoulders and hustled him to the door,

“ Hands off I” roared CUoker, “I—-"

“QOutside |

€'oker was not a fellow to be pushed
ount of a study even by a prefect. IHe
ralhed in the doorway, and charged, and
Loder of the Sixth found himself sitting
on his carpet with a nasty jar. There
wae a howl of laughter in the passage.

*Ha, ha, lia "’

“Go it, Coker!”

“What's this thumping row about?"

"

exclaimed Wingate, coming up tho
passage, “You young rascals
flallo !”

The Famous Five vanished along the
passage.  Wingate looked into Loder’s
study in surprise. Horace Coker was
displaying a formidable set of konuckles to
Loder, who was sitting on the floor and
ZAspIing.

“What the dickens—-"
eaptain of Greyfriars.

“Wingate !” gasped Loder, scrambling
up. Lend me a hand——"

“What's the row 77

“ That—that—that,” FLoder gasped—

THE MACNET LIBRARY.—No. 561,

exclaumed the

| place—with the trifling

ias

]

“that howling idiot came into my study
and ordered me—ordered me, you know,
a prefect—to let Chorry off the lines I've
given him ! He’s mad, 1 suppose !”

“Coker, you ass—"’

“ None of your cheek, Wingate,” said
Coker truculently. “Loder knows
exactly what happenced. “I don’t take
any cheek from the Sixth, I can tell
you; and if Loder thinks he can push
me out of a study Yaroooooh !’

The two Sixth-Formers grasped Coker
before he could get any further, and the
great Horace went through the doorway
if propelled from a ecannon. He
landed in the passage with a bump.

“Now clear off,” said Wingate sternly,
“or you'll be kicked along the passage !”

“Yarooooh!”

“T'I1 get my ashplant ! gasped Loder.
“T'll lay into him! Tl larrup him like
a fag! T'll—I'l—— Keep him there
till I get my ashplant !

Coker did not wait for the ashplant.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Serious State of Affairs.

g SAY, voa fellows——""

l It wue tea-time, and the Famoue
Five were gathered in Study No. 1
when Billy Bunter rolled in.

The Co. were looking a little damaged.
After due reflection, it had dawned upon
Horace Coker that his ventriloquism
could not be up to the mark of per-
fection he had supposed; and it had
further dawned wpon him that the
Famous Five had been pulling his leg in
taking him to Loder’s study to ventrilo-
quise. When his powerful brain had
assimilated that knowledge, Coker looked
for the Co., to give them a tremendous
whopping. He had found them after
lessons, and the whopping had duly taken
ifference that it
was Coker who got it,

But the Co. had ieceived some
damages, and Bob Cherry was dabbing
his nose, while Nugent was rather con-
cerned for his ear. However, they were
in a satisfied mood; Coker was, as
Johnny Bull expressed it, laid up for

repaire,
“You fellows having tea?” said
Bunter. "1 dont mind ¥ 1 join
you—"

“But we do!" =aid Bcb.
and eat coke !"

“If you tlank I want any of your
measly sardines, Bob U(herry, you're
mistaken! 1 say, you fellows, I'm in
rather a fix.” : .

“Hasn't your postal-order come?”

“Buzz! Go

asked Johmny Bull, with withering
sATCASIN,
“Exactly! TI've been disappointed

about a postal-order,” said Dunter. “ But
that 1sn’'t all. My cousin Wally—you
know my cousin Wally "

“1 remember- lhm,” said Wharton.
“What about him " ‘

“Not a bad chap,” remarked Bob.
“Bleased if T know how he came to have
a cousin like you, Bunter !”

* Oh, I'EH,IY Cherry ! Well, you
remember Wa iy—a chap a good deal like
me to look at, only not so distinguished
looking———"

* Exactly like you to look at, only be
looked as if he washed himself,” said
Johnny Bull,

“Look here, you ass—
checked himself. **He, he, he!
you'll have your little joke!
he !”

“ Have you got an alarm-clock in your
pocket, Bunter?” asked Bob Cherry, in
surprise,

“Eh? No.”

“Then where is that weird row coming
from?"

““Oh, really, Cherry! Now, T say, vou

-

¥

Bunter

I know
He, he,

i to say

fellows, I've had a letter from my eousm
Wally,” said Bunter,

“ Any news of him?"” asked Wharton,
with some interest.

The Co. all looked interested, and
Bunter snorted. Wilham George Bunter
never could understand how it was that
his poor relation, Walter Bunter, had
won regard and respect from the Grey-
friars fegl'mws, who never had any regard
or respect for William George himseli.

“Is he still at the office in Canter-
bury #"* asked Bob,

“Well, no. From what he says,
therc’s been a bit of & change in his
proepects,” said Bunter. * He says he's
coming to see me next week, to tell me
all about it. He thinks I’'m interested,
for some reason,” :

“Well, g0 you ought to be, you fat
bounder !” snapped Johnny Bull.

“Of course, I take notice of Wally,”
sald Bunter condescendingly. *“I’m nof
the chap to cut a ﬁour relation, so long
azs he’'s civil and keeps his place, and
all that, and doesn’t put on airs of
equahty. But as you [ellows seemed
rather to hke Wally, I thought vou'd
rally round, under the—the circs. TI've
been disappointed about a postal-order I
was expecting. One of my titled
relations——" :

“Chuck it !

“That’s 1jmﬂ: like you, Bull; you think
a chap hasn’t any titled yelations,
because all your own people are common-
place! You're a very ecom ace
fellow, Bull, if you don’t mind my men-
tionmg 1t. Fm not like that. The
Bunters have never done any work.”

“Well, a man who doesn’t live by

working must live by stealing, or e¢lse
on charity,” said Bull. “I don’t envy
the Bunters, in that case.”
_“That’s how a commonplace fellow
like you would look at it, Bull. But, as
I was saying, one of my titled relations
lﬂn—.—

“ Bow-wow !

“One of my titled relations is sending
me a handsome remittance, but it has
been delayed in the post, or something,
and——""

' Or something !” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Most likely something !

*“ And as the matter stands, I'm stony !”
said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five
through his big spectacles. “With a
handsome remittance on the way, I'm
stumped for cash. 'That's how the matter
stands.  Considering that my cousin
Wally is coming, I think you feHows
might lend me a quid or two. I want to
do him decently while he’s here.”

“You can bring him to tea in this
study if you hke,” said Wharton.
“When is he coming 1"

“ Next Wednesday."”

“That's the day of the 8t Jim's
matech,” said Bob Cherry. “Leave him
to us, Bunter; we’ll look after him.”

Bilii Bunter snorted. 'That was not
what he wanted at all. .

_ I say, you fellows, if you could make
it a quid I'd—"

_ “You'd go round on a grub crawl, try-
ing to get shopkeepers to sell you things
over the rations!” grunted Johnny Bull.
“Don’t tell us you'd spend it on enter-
t.mmrng your cousin! You see, we know
you !”

“Oh, really, Bull! The fact is, Uncle
Clegg at Friardale has got some new
tarts in———"’ !

“And you're going to lay 'em in for
Wally, and keep them for a week till he
comes ?"’ grinned Nuqent. “They won't
be new tarts by then.”

“Ahem! The—the fact is, I—T mcan
Look here, considering that
you were so friendly with Wally, vou

{ might lend a chap a quid.”

"My dear porpoise, we'll-take Waliy
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right off your hands if you like ! said
Harry Wharton. “There’ll be a tea of
sorts for the 8t. Jim’s crowd, and Wally's
welcome to his whack. But you can’t
stick this study for cash to blow on
Uncle Clegg’s jam-tarts for vour un-
carthly inside. Buzz off !”

““Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Watch me, you chaps!" said Bob
Cherry. “I'll lay you two to one that I
catch Bunter fairly on the nose with this
war-loaf. If it hits him anywhere elso
it doesn’'t count. Now-—— lallo, hallo,
hallo! He's gone !”

“ Beasts | ™

That was Bunter's parting remark as
he vanished. The chums of the Remove
chuekled, and went to their tea, quite
unmoved by Bunter's opinion.

The Owl of the Remove drifted dis-
contentedly down the passage.

Uncle Clegg’s new supply of tarts
haunted his imagination, and he had a
dreadful fear that those tarts might be
sold out if they were not bagged at once,
And he was in the unpleasant state known
ad stony, which was not a new state for
him, but extremely exasperating under
the circumstances.

In Bunter’s opinion, the war had
lasted too long. When a fellow couldn’t
get jam-tarts it was time for the Paci-
fists to be given a chance.

It might be weeks befors Uncle Clegg
had a new lot of tarts, and here were the
present lot, as it were, eating their héads
off because Bunter was short of cash.

Never had Bunter so fully shared Brutus’ |

contempt for those who * lock such rascal
counters from their friends.”

He had played cousin Wally as a trump
card in Study No. 1, but the result was
nil, and there was really no prospect of
the long-expected postal-order arriving
tuat day. Bunter's titled relations were
remarkably remiss in such matters,

* Hallo, Billy !

Bunter grunted as his minor, who be-
longed to”the Second Form, came up
from the stairs,

* Hallo, Sammy !
home 7"

No."”

Grunt from Sammy Bunter.

"I say, the pater’s getting jolly close !™
he said disconsolately.  “ Undutiful, T call
it! I've tried him for a new Latin gram-
mar, making out I'd lost mine, and he
only wrote to ask me whether it was the
same Latin grammar I'd lost a fortnight
ago. 1 forgot I'd used the wheeze that
time. Look here, Billy, you try it, and
make it a dictionary.”

“No go!” grunted Billy Bunter.
“I've worked it dry. T.ooks as if I'm
gomg to be stony till Wally comes. 1
can get five bob from him, T dare say.
Look here, don’t you get wedging 1n
when Wally comes, Sammy !”

“Not if you go halves!” said Sammy.

. You're a greedy little beast, Sammy,
and you're not brotherly! Wally’s a
rotten poor relation, and both of us can’t
stick him for a loan. Be decent !”

" You begin!" suggested Sammy.

“If you've come hers for a thick car
—" said William George darkly.

“I've come to tell you Coker of the
I'ifth wants to speak to you,” grunted
Sammy. “Look here, if he's oing to
ask you to tea, Billy, you can take me.”

Bunter swelled at once.

“I'm afraid I can’t take fags with me
when I call on my friends in the Upper
Forma,” he answered loftily. And he
rolled away towards the staircase, leaving
Sammy quite speechless,

To be asked to tea by a Fifth-former
was an honour,

Had anything from

Have you?”

£
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A Lesson for Coker, and One for Bunter.

1 UNTER? Come in!" said Coker

B of the Fifth genially.

The Owl of the Remove was
blinking rather doubtfully in at
the door.

What Coker wanted him for was a
mystery to Bunter, and he half suspected
that it was a licking. He couldn’t
imagine any other reason  why Horace
James Coker should want to see him.
But Coker's study was a land flowing
with milk and honey, and the umpe-
cunious Owl had come in the faint hope
of picking up some of the erumbs that
fell from the rich man’s table.

Coker was alone in the study, and his
gemal manner reassured Bunter. After
all, he reflected, Coker was a howling ass,
but he had sense enough to see what an
engaging fellow Bunter really was—more
sense than the Remove fellows, who
never could see it,

Why shouldn’t the Fifth-Former ask
him to tea, if only for the sake of his
cheerful, bright, and witty conversation ?
There was really nothing to be surprised
at 1n it, and Bunter rolled into the study
quite briskly.

There was no sign of tea about. how-
ever. Bunter stood blinking at Coker,
who was reclining more or less gracefully
i the armchair.

“Squat down ! said Coker.

The fat junior squatted down.

* Like me to help getting tea?” he
asked.

“Eh? We've had tea!”

“Oh!"” said Bunter., “I thought—"

“If you thought I'd asked you to tea,
Bunter, that only shows that you're a

bigger checky chump than I thought

you! I'm not likely to ask Remove fags
to tea 1n my study ! said (oker, frown-
ing.

“I—I say,

“Well#”

" My cousin Wally’s coming next Wed-
nesday. Could you lend me——>

" I've got something to say to.you,”
said Coker, apparently deaf.” “You go
in for some rot that you call ventrilo-
quism, Bunter,”

“I'm a jolly good ventriloquist ! said
Bunter warmly. \

"I believe you can do something in
that line, after a fashion,” said Coker

‘okor——"

disparagingly. “Don’t brag here, Bun-
ter ! Well, I'm rather interested in ven-
triloquism. Let's see you do it.”

“Eh?”

“ As a bit of a ventriloguist myself, I'm
curious to see the way you produce your
rather poor effects,” explained Coker.

Bunter blinked at him in great wrath.
He understood now. -

Coker had tried ventriloquism, and
macde a hopeless failure of it. Now he
was going to watch how Bunter did it,
and learn from him; and he was going to
do that in a lofty, patronising way, with-
out acknowledging the obligation in the
least, or allowing the junior to think
there was any obligation at all. That
was Horace Coker all over.

“Go ahead!” said Coker, half encou-
ragingly and half scornfully. *ILet's see
vour queer little tricks, kid.”

Bunter rose to his feet.

“Borry I can’t stop!” he remarked.
“Rather important engagement, So-

1"

fon
Cﬁ:—ker sat up.

*“Hold on, Bunter !

“Sorry! Rather pressed for time 1"

" You cheeky young sweep!” roared
Coker, “I'll—I'll—I—I meau, there's a
cake in the cupboard, Bunter, if you'd
care to sample it,”

Billy Bunter winked at the passage
wall, and turned back. .

“Well, as you're so pressing, Coker, 1
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don’t mind if I stay a few minutes,” %e
said negligently. ~ “Can’t spare you
mich time, I'm afraid, old chap. Fellows
expect to take up so much of a ehap’s
time, and I have to ration them, as it
were. Can’t call on everybody at once.”

Coker appeared to be choking for a
moment. With feelings that could not
really have been expressed in any lan-
guage but German, Coker took out the
cake and set it on the table.

Bunter sat down to it cheerfully.

He was master of the situation, and
he knew it. Coker had failed in his new
stunt, but he could not admit failure.
When Horace Coker admitted failure it
was time for the skies to fall.

But the fact of the matter was that
Coker wanted instruction from Bunter,
thongh nothing would have induced him
to confess it; and Bunter eould afford
to be independent. He could even ven-
ture to call Coker “old chap” without
being kicked out of the study.

“Now, let’s see what you can do
kid,” said Coker, whon he had controlled
his feelings.

“Certainly,” said Bunter. *“A cake
this size isn’t much to me. I can polish
off the lot, Coker.”

“I don’t mean in the eating line, you
fat idiot! Let's hear some of your ven-
trilogquism.”

“Oh, that wouldn’t interest you!" said
Bunter, with his mouth full.

It was hard for Coker to admit- that
he could be interested in anything done
by a fag of the Remove; but he made
the effort. .

“The fact is, it does interest me,” he
said.

*“All right—when T've finished this.”

Coker controlled himself again, and
watched Billy Bunter travel through the
cake, which was a special gift from Aunt
Judy. At least a dozen times, whilst
Bunter was engaged on the cake, Coker
came near jumping up and slinging him
out of the study. But he exercised self-
restraint, and refrained. The cake was
finished at last to the uttermost crumb,
and, considering the size of it, Bunter
had made quick work. He was an expert
in such matters.

“Not bad for a
Coker,” he remarked.
“Glad you liked it!" gasped Coker.

“Well, it's not like the cakes I get
from home,” said Bunter calmly. 1
dare say your aunt doesn’t keep such a
good cook, Coker. Really good cooks
only go to really good establishments, I
believe,”

i I___I__I___'_F! i

Coker seemed to be seized with a £t
of stuttering,

“8till, thanks all the
Bunter generously,
next time I have a

war-time cake,

same !” said
“T'l remember yon

: cake, old fellow, Ta-
tﬂ. mn

“S1t down, kid!” gasped Coker.
“ You—you—you were going to show me
some—some of your ventrilogquism——"

“Oh, I'll give you a sample with
pleasure !” said Bunter. “TIll turn my
back to you, and—"

“I'm rather curious to see how yon
hold your mouth when vou do it."”

"“lgh, that wouldn’t interest you at
Hil -

“The—the fact is, it would. Stand
there, and let me watch you,” said
Coker, coming out iuto the light at last,
as 1t were,

Billy Bunter grinned. If Coker was
going to get anything out of him, Coker
was not going to get it in a patronising
way for nothing—not if William George
Bunter knew it.

“Well, go ahead, you young jacka-
napes!” snapped Horace.

“It's really too bad,”
meditatively. '
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“Jhe Slacker !’
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ARE YOU GNE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don’t slack
about the streets in ‘'civvies" if
yﬁu can join a Cadet Corps.

HELP TO WIN THE WAR BY

applying to *“C.A.V.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,” who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

“1h! What's too bad?”

“1 find I'm quite off my form.
Couldn’t veutriloguise just now to save
my life,”” said Bunter affobly.

To judge from Coker’s look at that |
moment Bunter was rather hikely to be:
under the necessity of doing something
to =ave his life. But once more. Coker
exercised herolc self-restraint.

“Try!” he gasped.

Bunter shook his head.

“Sorry: it can’t be done! T find 1
ventriloquise better after eating tarts,”
he remarked, “If you've got any tarts
abhout——"’

“1 haven't!” growled Coker.

“Well, ta-ta, old sport!”

“Hold on, Bunter! There's
chocolates i that box.

“Very thoughtiul of you, Coker. T'll:
try the choecolates, if you insist on it, old |
son, though 1 couldn’t answer for the
vesult.”’ '

Bunter tried the chocolates—till the
last one had vanished from the box,

“Now, get on!” hissed Coker.

“By the. way,” remarked Bunter
casually, ‘' I was t&linking of asking your
advice, old fellow, I'm a jolly good
ventrifﬂquiat? when I'm in the mood.
}'ve beeu thinking of giving lessonus——"

* Lessons "’

“Yes,” said Bunter calinly. "ellows
think tjmy’d like to pick up ventrilo-
quism, you know, and I'm a very clever
teacher, though I say it myself. 1 gave
sonie lessons once to a chap named
I’Arvcy, at St. Jim’s. He was highly
satishied. You can ask him about it, if
you like, when the St. Jim's chaps eome
over here on Wednesday, If 1 took this
up, Coker, do you think people would
pay me half-a-crown a lesson?”

Coker did not reply for 'a moment.
But he realised that the Owl of the
Remove was quite up to his secret inten-
tlons m asking hnm to the study, and
that it was not much use to try camou-
flage with the wary Owl.

To confess that there was anvthing a
fag could teach him was a bitter pill for
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A Grand School Story appears in

; r{eniall_}'.
{

- Buunter cast a hasty glance towardas the

. M.

This
Week's

the great Horace to swallow.
seemed no help for it.

“1 don't mind standing
crown, Bunter!” Colker
lust.

“Now you're talking!” said Bunter
“Quite pleased to give you
sssons, old fellow [V |
Coker writhed,

The expression

But there!

you half-a-
avticulated at

on  lus face made
door; but Coker c¢onivived to turn his
terrific frown into a ghastly smile.

“All right!” he stuttered. * We—

we'll call 1t a lesson, Bunter, if yvou like
—quite a joke! Ha, ha!”
-1 don’t see the joke,” said Bunter,
unmoved. - “You said half-a-crown, 1
think? Now, what's the lesson you
want?”

The Owl had not the shghtest inten-
tion of sparing Coker’'s lofty digmity. H
it was going to be a lesson, it was going
to be understood to be a lesson, and no
nonsense about it. Bunter was quite as
self-important as Coker, in his own way,
if it cume to that.,

“Well, let’s see how you do 1t,” said
Coker.  ""Mind, 1 don’t think much of
vour tricks, and 1 don’t suppose you can
do it properly; but I'm just curious.”

“If you don't think I can do 1t pro-
perly, Coker, it's not much use my
giving you a lesson. You'll be wasting
your money and my timel”

“Get on, 1 tell you!”

“1I'm afraid 1 shouldn’t be justified n
taking your money, Coker, unless you
had confidence in me as a teacher,”
answered Bunter, with a shake of the
head.

Coker choked.

“Well, perhaps you're
Bunter, come to think of it,”” he
managed to say, at last, “‘In faect, I've
heard fellows say you're clever at it.
Look here, here’s your money. Now,
get on!”

Billy Bunter slipped the half-erown
wto his pocket. But the payment of the
fee did not lessen the swelling import-
ance he had assumed. On the contrary;
now the fee was safe in his pocket, it
was safe to be as assuming as he chose,
only taking care to dodge (oker's boot,
M  necessary, —at the psychological
moment. L.

“I'm afrald you won't make much of
a ventriloquist, ("oker,” he remarked.
“It wants a lot of sense. It's really a
gift, too, and a fellow with a bull neck
hke vours isn't likely to make much of
Still, I'11 do the bést T can for you.
Now, don’t talk so much, and listen
carefully to what 1 tell you.”

“If anybody had told Coker the pre-
vious day that he would allow himself
to be talked to Like that by a Lower
Fourth fag Coker would probably have
punched his nose. But he was in for it
now. He had started as a ventriloquist,
and had over-rated his powers, and to
admit failure was impossible, Bunter’s
cheek had to be swallowed, if Buuter's
assistance was to be obtained.

“Go on! I'm listening,” said Coker
in a suffocated voice,

“Btand up!” rapped out Bunter.

(Coker stood up.

Mt Assume o an ordinary  expression.
Don’t look more like an idiot than youn
can help!”’

“Wha-a-at 1"

“And don't
Eniltm*_

Coker's “fingers worked feverishly.

“Now, first of all, you've got to learn
to produce the ventriloquial voice.” said
Bunter. " Open your mouth slightly,
and produch the vowel ALY

“ Aa-a-a-a-ah!” came in a
(Coker,

not so bad,

stutter !”  commanded

gasp from

War-time

| quism,

“Don’t try to understudy a pair of

13d. Order How.

Price,

that’s not ventrilo-
Say ‘ah,” as I do.”

“Ah!"” spluttered Coker,

“Rotten !” commented Buuter, “ But
you'll imiprove with practice. After
about a hundred lessons——"

“What{”

“Say a hundred and fifty, vou'll be
able to get on further; but {ill then 1
shall have to keep you on vowels,” said
Bunter. “You're mnot very bright,
("oker, but I'll do my best for you. Now
fay—— Yaroooooop |7 '

Bunter did not really mean that Coker
was to utter that remarkable ejacula-
tio1l, He wuttered it on his own as
Horace jumped at him. The Owl of the
Remove had overdone it, and Coker’s
long-pent-up wrath overflowed. It came
out with the suddenness of a volcanie
eruption,

“Yarooh! Help! Leggo! Murder!
Yooop!” roared Bunter, as one of
Horace's big hands grasped his collar,
and the other smote him in a suecession
of terrific spanks,

Hp}auk} spank, spank !

“Yow-ow-gw-woooooop !"’

Coker's hand was aching at last, and
he used his boot instead. The Owl of
the Remove travelled at express speed
into the passage.

He did not linger there.

Before (loker could follow him Bunter
rolled out of reach, and fled for his life,
He did not stop till he sank - down,
breathless and almost apoplectic, in the
armchair of Study No. 7 in the Remove.

And when, having gained his second
wind, and feeling equal to a walk down
to Uncle Clegg’s, Bunter felt in  his
pocket for the half-erown, and discovered
that it had fallen out of his pocket when
he rolled out of Coker's -study-—then
William George Bunter's feelings were
too deep for words !

worn-out bellows ;

P

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Success at Last ! ,
ARRY WHARTON & C(Co. in-
quired politely next day how
(Coker was gettuig on with his
ventriloguism. Coker's reply

H

was the reverse of polite; and as he




Every Monday.

introdueed a ericket-stump into the dis- |
cussion  the Famons Five beat a
strategic retreat, according. to plan,
Coker's temper seemed very shori; per-
haps because he was getting g0 many
kind inquiries frem the juniors and so
much chipping from seniors.

Colker's fame had spread. TLoder of
the Sixth was now aware of the trme n-
wardness of the amazing incident in his
study, and Loder told ﬂﬁ the Sixth, and
all the Sixth roared. The Fifth, Coker's
own Form, fairly howled.

The Fifth-Formers got into the habit
of looking into Coker’s-study and askng
him where he was throwing his voice,
and whether he had thrown 1t away,
and whether he didn't think he had
bﬁfltﬂﬁl'- .

(oker was no hand at throwmg his
voice, but he was rather a good shot at
throwing cushions, war-loaves, and sar-
dine-tine, as the merry visitors found,
and some of them looked out of the study
more quickly than they looked m.

Potter and Greene were very diplo-
matic with their study-mate. When
(‘oker’s temper was restive he had to
be given his head, or there was trouble.
4o when (‘oker fixed them with a chal-
lenging and menacing eye, and demanded
whether his voice didn't scem to eome
from behind the armchair or up the

chimney, Potter and Greene agreed that
it did, for the sake of a quiet life,

This pleased Coker for a little while,
and made him feel that he was succeed-
ing handsomely. till one afterncon he
heard Potier make this remark to Hilton
of the Fifth:

“ And the silly ass actually thought we
really thought that his voice came from
up the chimney, you know! Actualiy!”

That chance remark, which was not
intended for Coker's ears, enlightened
Lhim as to the real opinion of his study-
Hiales,

Coker made bitter allusions in the study
to false friends, hypoerites, and pals that
a pal couldn’t rely on to tcll the truth.
He said that he could understand a fellow
humbugging an unreasonable or hot-
headed chap; but he himself expected
to be treated with frankness, being level-
headed and reasonable and patient, Tis
patience, he pointed out, was exemplified
by the way he stood the twaddle of
Potter and Greene., A coolness in the
study resulted.

Meanwhile, Coker went on assiduously
with -~his ventriloquial practice, and
wugged and yugged at a great rate.

On one occasion Coker fondly ima
gined that he had succeeded in throw-
ing his voice behind the door, and was
very excited when lie discovered Bob
Cherry was outside, speaking through
the kevhole; and there was a hot chase
down the Fifth Form passage, which Bob
won by a neck. -

(‘oker was. growing morose.

Failure with .Coker was  impossible;
or, at the very least, it was impossible
to admit it.. He had started out to be a
ventriloguist, and a veptriloquist he was
%“5”3, to be. ' He found. the job a little
warder than he had anticipated, but that
anly spurred himi on, Coker prided him-
eclf on being -éfficient—one of those
Etrm}F, gilent characters who say little
and do much. e had not yet learned by
“wider experiencé that those characteérs
are exiremely Dable to do & great deal
of talking and little elses =

Gugging and yuggmg n the study
Jdid not seem to materialige in throwing
the voice, however, and %uker thought
of Bunter again, Thera was no doubt
that Billv Bunter ecould ventrilogmse,
and still less doubt that it must be a-
gift, for if it had required brams Bunter
would not even have been an also ran.
To put up with Bunter's cheek, for the
gake of getting instruction from Ium,
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Coker’s way of obtaining a candid opinion ! (Sce Chapter 8.)

S

was a bitter pill, and Coker’s patience
had failed him once, But after two or
three days of yugging and gugging he
made up his mind to it.

Hle went along to the Remove
case to look in on Bunter, Unfortun-
ately, his intentions were misunderstood ;
(Coker had often come to the Remove
quarters with hostile intent, The stair-
case was crammed with merry Re-
movites as soon as Coker was spotted,
and he was greeted with volleys of
missiles: and when he eharged up in a
fury he was collared and rolled down.
Even Billy Bunter had a shove at Ium
as he went. |

Coker returned to his study w a
breathless state; and later he looked
round for Bunter in the quadrangle. He
found the fat jumior there at last, with
his fat nose glued to the window of Mrs.
Mimble’s little shop in the corner of the
guad, feasting his eyes upon the good
things within, which were now so near
and vet so far.

“Oh, I've eaught you!"” growled

stair. |

“Did you say ‘t-t-tea,’ Coker” he.

gasped.

‘r‘l‘.t’es.’ I've got a new cake—sultana,
and-——'

“T say, vou fellows, I wish vyou

wotldn’t erowd round my friend Coker
like that and shove him about!” said
Bunter reprovingly. “ Can’t a chep speak
to a friend in the TFifth without all you
fags rushing up like a gang of hooli-
gang? I'm really surprised at you,
Wharton !

“Wha-a-at1”

“More like a gang of Second Form
fags than the Remove!” said Bunter.
“] really wish you'd keep your distauico
when I'm chatting with & friend in an
upper Form 7

And Billy Bunter rolled away with
Coker, leaving the Removites simply
sprechless.

The Owl of the Remove trotted after -
Coker into his study, Potter and Greene
were there, ready for tea, and Coker's
new cake was on the table. Potter and
Greenc gave the Owl glances expressive

Coker, as he dropped a heivy hand on
the Owl’s shoulder. * - :

Bunter spun round.

““Look here, Bolsovers—-

“You blind owl!"” |

“Oh, it's you, Coker! Leggo! Tl
vell!” howled Bunter. *“I say. you
fellows ! Help ! ™ ¥aroooh! Fire !
Help !’ - .-

“You fat idiot !*? roared Coker. “'I'm
not going to h}gﬁ you !~

“Yow-ow !} Woop !, Help!”
- “Hallo, hallo,” halle !”
Cherry. *“ Coker on thé war-path again!
Resene !V

A dozen of the Remove rushed up,

“You cheeky young sweeps.”’ roared
Coker, -as he was hustled on all sides.
“Hands off ! T'll spiflicate you!” . =

“PBump him !” velled Bunter. “ Collar
him ! Rag him! Mop him up! Yarooh !”

“a, ha, ba! Roll him over!” yelled
Ogilvy.

“ilands off ! raved Coker.
only going to ask Bunter to teg—

ey

“What?”

Billy Bunter's expression changed. Ile
realised that he had been rather hasty,

““I was
13

b I

shouted DBob ) marked Potter

| your company,

of great disfavour.

*“What's that tub rolled for?"
asked Potter pomtedly. |

“Oh, really, Potter——"

“Punter's come to tea!” said Coker
grufily.

“ 1 didn't know this study was a home
for fags in search of a frée meal!” said
Greene, with deep sarcasm. * Hadn't we
better vput a notice over the door: * Lock-
 hart’'s—New Branch’?1” :

“This isn’t a communal kitchen,” re-
casually. '

“8it down, Bunter,” said Coker. un-
heeding. *“If these fellows don’t like
there's a door to the
study, and they know 1t !"

Potter and Greene looked at Coker.

“1 don't usually have fags to tea,”
said Coker. *““But fags are better than
friends who say one thing to a chap's
face and another thing; behind his back.”

“ You silly cuckoo !’ splutiered Potter.
“What did you do when I told you the
truth about your silly rot?  Told me 1t
was deliberate untruths! ~Ass!”

“Didn't you brandish a cricket-stump
at me when said your silly howl
didn't come from the roof?” - roared

1n

and jumped to a eonclusion too soon.
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Greene. “If you want to be stuffed up,
it's your own look-out! If yon want the
truth, and here it is: You're a silly, con-
ceited ass, and you can’t ventriloguise,
or play footer, or do anything else ex-
ce ft' make a thundering idiot of your-
self 1"

With that Potter and Greene strade
out of the study; and really it was
time, for Coker was making a jump for
his bat.

Unheeding the trouble in the family
circle, Billy Bunter was tucking into
the ham and eggs. Coker joined him,
but Bunter was an eaay first at the finish.
Then he commenced a frontal attack on
the cake, Coker was wondering so mnch
where Bunter put it that he almost forgot
to help himself.

When the table was cleared—and not
tlll then—Billy Bunter gave a fat sigh of

contentment, and leaned back in bis
chair.
“Now, about those lessons,” eaid
Coker.
Bunter smiled - genially, apparently

having forgotten his mode of exit from
that study on the occasion of his lest
want some more

visath

**You old
fellow ?"" he asked.

The “old fellow ” made Horace Coker
cast a glance towards his bat.

“T don’t mind,” continued Bunter,
“The fact is, Coker, thinking the matter
over, 1 fancy you're the very fellow to
learn ventriloquism !’

Coker's brow cleared,

“You think so?" he asked genially.

“Seems certain to me,” said Bunter,
with an air of thoughtfulness. * You see,
it needs a fellow with brains a bit above
the average.”

“That’s me, all over!” assented Coker,
thinking that Bunter's own brains
seemed to have improved a little since his
last wvisit.

As a matter of fact, the Owl had been
thinking while he was eating, and he was
quite assured that he did not want to
leave the study as he had left it last time,
and he did want to annex as much as
possible of Horace Coker’s spare cash.
And as both ends could be secured by
pulling Coker’s leg, Bunter had sagely
decided to pull it.

“Only, as it happens, T have a lot of
calls on my time,” said Bunter, “I'd
be jolly glad to tell you what T know
. about 1t, Coker, but I'm afraid I should
have to ask war-time fees. If five bob a
time would be agreeable to you, I'm vour
man !"’

Coker began to glare again.

““Not that you'd need many lessons—
with your brains and your quickness of
perception, and all that!" said DBunter
glibly. * Beaides, yvou've made a lot of
progress already. 1 heard vou the other
day, and 1 was astonished—simply
astonished !”

The glare disappeared.

“You remember—in the Rag vester-
day,” said Bunter—“you were nnitating
the—the Head's voice——"

“Mr. Prout’s voice, you mean.”

“Yes, of—of course! I meant to say
Prout’s! I wonder what made me say
the Head, now! You made it come from
out of the window ’

“From up the chimney.”

“I meant to say the chimney. And it
was amazing! T was quite startled for a
moment, really thinking that the Head
—I mean, Prout—was up the window—I
mean, the chimney., It was—was quite
starthing 17 said Bunter,

“Well, you should be a good judge, as

you can ventriloquice yourself, in a

lesson,

way, "~ said Coker, quite graciously.
Only in_ a way,” said Bunter
solemnlv. “T don't think T ean do it as
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ﬁuu']l do 1t after a little practice and a
sson or two, Coker!”

It looked as if Bunter had learned a
lesson, whether Coker could or not. He
had learned how heavy Coker's boot was,
and he was not risking the boot again.

“Just what T think!” agreed Coker.
“You're a much more sensible kid than
I thought, Bunter! Have some choes?”

“Thanks; I don’t care much for
sweets; but I'll have some, as you're so
pressing, Coker!”

There was a pause while the chocolata-
box was emptied.

“Now, about that lesson !’ said Bun-
ter. “In fact, it isn’t exactly a lesson—
you don’t need that; say a few hints.”

“Well, that's really more like!”
assented Coker, his opinion of Bunter
rising still higher.

“Five bob being nothing to you

“I don’'t know about that.”

ha |

““No, don't say ten, Coker! T should
refuse 1t! Fair's fair!” said Bunter
calmly. * Make it five bob, and five bob

only, and I'll do my best: and I'll tell
you what, we’ll judge by results. If you
don’t succeed in throwing your voice
while I'm here, you don’t pay the five!”

“T'll make it five!”

“That’s settled, then,” said Bunter.
“*Now, just you begin, and I'll point out
if you do it wrong—not that it’s likely !”

Coker began, and gugged and yugged
away heartily, Billy Bunter watching him
and wnodding approval with owllike
gravity.

“I gay, Coker, I never really thought
you'd get on like this!” said Bunter en-
thusiastically. “ Blessed if T don’t begin
to believe you'’ve been pulling my leg,
and you're a born ventriloquist all the
time !

“No, really?” said Coker, flushed and
flattered.

“Well, it’s jolly odd, to say the least,
a fellow making such progress in such a
short time,” said Bunter. “Now throw
your voice Liehind the bookecase. Do it
just as you were doing it then—you had
vour mouth exactly right! But I needn’t
tell you that; you really seem to know
it better than I do!”

Coker threw his voice behind the book-
case, At all events, he fancied he did,
end he looked at Bunter for confirmation.

“Splendid !

“All right—what?’' asked Coker.

“I say, there isan't anvbody hidden
behind that bookecase, i3 there?” asked
Bunter with a suspicious air. *You're
not taking me in?”

“No, really!” exclaimed the delighted
Coker. *“ Look for yourself, my boy!”

Billy Bunter made it a point to blink
behind the bookease, and was satisfied
that there was nobody there.

“Well, my hat!"” he said, as if that was
all he could say.
“Looks like

Coker.

“Simply amazing, Coker! Tt beats me
how you do it in such a short time!”

“Brains!” explained Coker.

Bunter nodded.

“1I suppose that’s it!
zatisfied, Coker Thanks! 1 really
feel as if I'm robbing you; you're so jnll,y
clever at it yourself you really didn't
need me! Thanks! Ta-ta, old chap!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study
with five shillings jingling in his pocket,
and not assisted by Coker's boot this
time, He did not even grin till he had
turned the corner, But his fat face was
wreathed in grins as he came up to the
Remove passage.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whom have you
beenr diddling?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Coker!" answered Bunter cheerfully.
“The crass idiot kicked me out of his
study last time because T told him the
facts: now he's patted me on the

success—what?”  smilad

Well, if you're

shoulder because T haven't! Queer,
ain't it? He thinks he can chuck his
?ﬂlﬁ’vmcn behind the bookcase! He, Le,
10

“And can he?” asked Bob.

*Not that 1 know of. It didn't sound
to mo lika it. I say, Bob, will you sell
moe your sugar this week? I'll give you
fourpence——"" '

“1 won’t sell you my sugar for four-
pence, but I'll give you a thick ear for
nothing——"

Billy Bunter hurried on without wait-

ing for the gift.
came back to the study for prep.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The calm and superior smile on
Horace Coker’s face indicated complete

Coker is Satisfied !
OTTER and Greene could see that
there was something up when they

success and satisfaction, if anything
could.

“Hallo! Come in, vou fellows!"” said
Coker ir}m{—hummnm ly. “You'll be
E;lutdfntu ear that 1've been successful at
ast !

Grunt from Potter.

“Now, I want you chaps to tell me the
truth,” said Coker. *“The truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
Don’t be afraid; just tell me the facts.
Mind, I know I ean throw my voice
now; I've done it, and received the
upmé:iln of a chap who can do it himself !

(1 |i|:li

“Young Bunter of the Remove! He's
a bit of a ventriloguist, yon know—not
in my style, of course; but he can do it
s0-80,”" said Coker. “Well, he was so
astonished when I threw my voice hehind
the bookcase that he went to see if any-
body was hidden there. What do you
think of that?”

“Pulling your leg, I should say!” re.
marked Greene in a thoughtful way.

Coker fixed his eyes upon Greene as
the fabled Gorgon might have fixed them
on Perseus.

“What did you say, William Greene?”
he asked, with almost painful politeness,

“Pulling your leg!”

“You think T am the kind of fellow io
have my leg pulled?” asked Coker, with
the same deadly calm.

“ Born for it!” answered Greene reck-
lessly.

“You think a fat-headed fag of the
Lower Fourth could pull my leg?”

““ Anybody could, old sport!”

“Look here, Coker——" began Potter.

“Perhaps you agree with Ureene?”
remarked Coker. “ All right: I'll attend
to you when I'm finished with (Greene'’
Upon the whole, we needn’t bother about
gloves! Ready?”

Joker made a step forward,
Greene made a step backward.

Coker’s study-mates had come there to
do their prep, not for a battle-royal with
Horace.  Fighting Coker was a tough
proposition, and there really wasn't timo
to fight Coker two or three times a day.
It was simpler to give him his head.
~ “Can’t you see that Greens was only
joking, old chap?” said Potter, elesing
one eve at Greene, “For goodness’
sake, don't rag now! We've got to do
prep!”

“If 1t was a joke, T don't see the
point,” said Coker coldly. “I've stated
a fact! TI've thrown my voice behind
the bookcase, and a fellow who knows
was surprised at the masterly way T did
it!  If Greene chooses to throw doubt
on my statement——"'
~ ““Not for worlds !” eaid Greene, debat-
111[;;( mentally whether he should humour
Coker or take the tongs to him, and
deciding on the humouring as less strenu-
ous. “ What I really meant to say was,

anid
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let’'s hear you do it, Coker.
gift of this kind, it’'s up to you to show
a fellow what you can do—yvour own pal,

too !’ |
“That’s it !"” said Potter. ‘‘Let's hear
vou, Coker! You want a free, full,

unbiased opinion?”

“Exactly., You hear me do it, and
tell me what you think. And for good-
ness’ sake don’t pretend that I can’t do
it, out of jealousy or stupidity !” ex-
plained Coker.

“I understand. Go ahead!”

(‘oker coughed, and went ahead.

*“ Are vou there ?’ he called out.

“Splendid !’ exclaimed Potter
Greene together,

“What ?” ejaculated Coker.

“Wonderful! Right -from bhehind the
bookease ! said Greene,

“You silly ass, Greene; use your ears!
T was only calling, then, to someone sup-
posed to be behind the bookcase. I
wasn't ventriloquismg.”

“Oh ! pasped Greene,

“Now listen, and don’t jaw. Use
cars, and not vour chin, for once!
always did ta.ll?x too much, Greene.”

Greene suppressed his feelings, though
ins thoughis wandered to the tongs
“gﬂ‘.l]l.

‘““ Are you there " repeated Coker,

This time the chums remained silent
and serious, Uoker screwed up his neck
to produce his ventriloquial voice, and
in tones resembling the last notes of an
expiring frog, squeaked:

i-l.'Erﬂ I ami!‘

if anything ever was certain and
obvious, 1t was that that expiring squeak
came from Coker’s own tormented neck,
But it was equally certain and equally
obvious that if Potter and (Green said
<0 there would he a ehindy. And they
had their prep to do.

“Well, my hat!” said Potter, with an
expression of amazement worthy of the

and

our
Q11

highest traditions of the Fifth Form
Stage (Club.  ** Was that you—really you,
Coker 77

“Not really you, old chap?” echoed
Greene.

“J thought I'd surprise you a bit,”
said the gratified Coker. “ Now that
vou really take the trouble to hear me
do it, vou see that it comes quite
naturally.”

“That’s all very well; but if you've
zot Bunter hidden behind the bookcase,
answering for you——-"

“ Look for yourself.™

Potter looked.

“Nobody there !” he announced.

“Now, what do you think?” asked
Coker trinmphantly.

“1 think it's extraordinary!” said
Potter. He was stating a fact. He did
think it was extraordinary that any fel-
low could he such an ass as Coker was.
But the great Horace supposed that he
was allading to the ventriloquism, and
he smiled benignantly.

“ Extraordinary 1sn't the word said
Greene.  ‘“ Astounding—that’s it! Al
nost unnerving 1

“You fellows will remember that I
told you, right at the start, that a fellow
with brains could do practically anything
he liked,” remarked Coker. ‘' It's simply
a_question of turning your brain-power
in a new direction, and concentrating it.
That’s what I've done. Bunter gave me
.4 few hints, but, as he said himself, I
| ’imrdl;f needed them. It was really a
guestion of brains.”

“That’s where you score, old fellow,”
saul Potter gravely.

“Yes, 1 flatter myself that it is,™
Coker,

(RL

agreed “Some fellows are
brainy, and some ain’'t. Now, you
fellows ain’t.”

“Oh!”

“Don’t mind my saying so,” said Coker

Having a]
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kindly, “TI den't blame vou for it; 1t
just fmppﬁne like that. That's where
you fellows will find me rather a valuable
pal—1've got brains enough for the whole
study. I don’t brag of it: it just hap-
pens, Now, vou listen while 1 make my
volce come down the chimney.”

Potter and Greene listened, and Potter
said it was wonderful, and Green averred
that it was marvellous, 1f marvellous was
a strong enough word., Then they got
on with their prep at last.

During prep Coker playfully surprised
them by making his voice come from
under the table and behind the chairs, as
he fondly supposed ; but he did not startle
them very much. He was in high good-
humour that evening, and he told Potter
and Green that they were really sensible
chaps, now that tEeg had got over a
slight tendency to jealousy and disparage-
ment. : :

“And I'm going to try this game on
Prout in the morning ! Coker added.

That startled his study-mates at last.

“On Prout?" repeated Potter,

Coker nodded, with a smile, .

“Yes; in class to-morrow morning.”’

“In—mm eclass to-morrow morning?”’
said Greene faintly.

“That’s the idea! I’'m going to make
him give us a morning off—the Head’s
voice from the passage, you know,”
chuckled Coker. * Rather a neat idea—
what ¥ Dr. Locke’s voice comes rapping
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in, and Prout thinks he's there, telling
him to let us off, and there you are !”

“Oh, ¢rumbs !

Coker etrolled jauntily out of the
study in great good-humour, Potter and
Greene looked at one another in silence
for a moment.

“My hat!” zaid Potter at last.

“My word !” murmured Greene,

“On Prout——"

“In class—"

“The Head's voice—"

“From the passage—"

[ nh, El‘ikﬁj’ !!‘I‘

And Potter and Greene went on with
their ;}Jrep. Horace Coker had to be
given his head.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Candid Opinions !
n HARTON !
“f “Hallo?" gsaid the captain
of the Remove, glancin

round as Coker rapped out his
name the following morning m the quad.
“Where's Bunter?”
Wharton grinned.

Coker never could get rid of the delu-
sion that ho could treat fags as he liked
—in fact, often as it had led to trouble,
Coker still prided himself upon having a
short way with fags.

“Do you hear mo?"” demanded Coker,

Three-halfpence. 11

as Wharton did not answer.  “BSpeak

up! Where's Bunteri” -
“Is that a conundrum 7" asked Harry
sweetly.
Horace Coker stared at him.
“Kh? No! Of course not! Yeu

seem to be little better than a born
idiot, Wharton! 1 asked you where
Bunter was."”

“He was in the Form-room -wyester-
day.”

“I mean, I want to know where he ig,
you young imbeeile !”

“You're sure you've got the tense
right this time?” asked Wharton, with
an air of anxiety,

“Will you tell me where Bunter is?®
roared Coker,

“Certainly, 1if i

vou will ask civiﬂi

answered Wharton cheerfully. *“Not
otherwise.”
“The notfulness 1is ferrific, my

esteemed Hunnish Coker ! remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Coker breathed hard.
nearly time for n’lnrning classes, and he
had no time to waste “whopping » the
chums of the Remove, which was per-
haps fortunate for him.

“I want Bunter,” he said. *“If you
know where he is T'll be obliged if you'll
tell me, Wharton.”

“That’s better!” said Bob Cherry ap-
provingly. “You see, even Coker can
be mannerly when he tries. Why don’é
you try oftener, Coker "

Coker nearly exploded.

“ Where's Bunter 7"

Wharton glanced up
tower.

“It wants ten minutes to classes,” he
said. “If he's got any money, you'll
find him in the tuckshop. If he hasn’t,
you'll find him outside it.”

Coker gave a snort like a war-horse,
perhaps by way of thanks for the in-
formation, and started for Mrs. Mimble's
shop. The Co. grinmed at one another.

““He’s been having giddy ventriloquial
lessons from Bunter,” murmured Bob
Cherry. *“I hear that he's going to
spring his new gift on Prouty. Some of
the Fifth were chortling over it last
evening.”’ ;

“The potty duffer! Prout will slay

But it was

at the clock-

" him 1

“The slayfulness will be——"

“Terrific!” chueckled Bob., ‘‘I'd like
to be in the Fifth this morning. But
perhaps we shall hear from the Remove-
room when Prouty starts in with the
pointer.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Horace Coker found Bunter outside the
tuckshop; apparently the Owl of the
Remove had no money. He blinked
rather hopefully at Coker. There was
still time for a snack before lessons, if
the wind could be raised,
~“I've been looking for you!” growled
Coker, as if it were a grievance that he
could not find any fellow he wanted at
a moment's nofice.

Under other circumstances Bunter
would have inquired whether Coker sup-
posed that he—Bunter—was kept hang-
mg on a nail, to be taken down when
Ucﬁier required him. But at present his
fat mind was running on Coker’s cash,
and he replied in a different strain.

“Sorry, Coker! I'd have come if I'd
known you wanted me. It's very kind
of you to speak to me, Coker.”

“Well, T don’t mind being kind to
fags when they know their place and
keep a civil tongue in their heads,” said
Coker, more’ graciously. “Now, I'm
going to start my ventrilogquism on Prous
this morning, Bunter, and get a mormng
off lessons.”

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter. :

“I'm glad to say I’ve got on rippingly
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with . Even Potter and Greene are yvoleasing Buntoer's ear at laat.

convinced that I can do the trick.”

“ Are they?" asked Bunter, in astonish-
ment.

““1 don’t wonder that you're surprised.
They're obstinate dufters; but they
couldn't holdl out against actual evidence,
you see.”

“I—I see.”

“I've tried it on Fitzgerald, too, and
it was a great success. I went into his
study and did it. 1 was ready to give
him my left if he started any of his rot;
but he spotted the voice was coming
down the chimney at once.”

“D-d-did he?”

“Yes. Btill, it's a bit ticklish landing
it on & Form-master., Prouty isn't too
sweet-tempered in the morning since the
rations came in. I want to make asssur-
ance doubly sure, as it were,"” explained
Coker. *I never leave anything to
chance. I'm efflcient, you know. 1
believe i efficiency; having evorything
vight up to the mark. Now, just hear
ine throw my voice.”

““ Another lesson——

“Lesson'!” Coker: sniffed. “I'm not
likely to be taking lessons from a
Remove fag, I hope. Don't call it a
lesson! Just a few hints, because you
do the thing after a fashion yourself.
That's what I mean.”

“That's what I mean, Coker, of
course,” said Billy Bunter blandly. * The
fact is, 1 shall be very pleased. I've been
disappointed about a postal-order this
Cmorning-——-"" :

“Don’t talk rot to me, Bunter!”

“And with my Cousin Wally coming
next week—"

(43

“Bless your Consin Wally!  Now,
listen to me———"

“Iid vou say five bob?”

“No, I dido't!” roared Coker. *"Do
vou think I'm built of bobs? I'm not

soing to give you five bob every time I
open my mouth, you fat Hun! Listen to
me, and tell me if my voice 1s thrown
into the shop here.”

“Sorry! I'm in rather a bhurry—
Yah! Oh! Leggo my eav!”

“I'm holding on to vour ear a bit.”
answered Coker, compressing the grip of
finger and thumb, ‘1 want you, Bunter.
Now, hsten!”

“Yaroooh!”

HStop that vow, and listen, vou {at
idiot ™

“Rescue!”™ yelled Bunter, * Help!
Fire! Wharton——"

The Famous Five grinned, but did
not approach, Billy Bunter's gratitude
for their help the previous day was still
in their minds.

“Shut up!” roared Coker. * Now,
listen, and give me your candid opinicn,

Bunter.”

“My only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. ““He takes hold of a chap's ear,
and asks for his candid opinion!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, you fags!” said Coker,
frowning round at the Famous Five.
“Now, Eiistm'n to me, Bunter! Are vou

there?! ’Ere I am! That all right?”
© “No: rotten!” gasped Bunter.

“What!”

“ Rotten ! Simply fat-headed! Yarocoh!
Lergo!  I—I mean, it was ripping!”
Taii}?‘d Bunter. “Ow! Leggo! Splen-
(RBLN

“T don’t want anv exaggeration either
way,” said Coker, still holding Bunter's
fat ear. “Lasten again, and give me
your candid opinion—mind, the exact
trath,  Are vou there? 'Ere I am!
Now, how's that?"

“Wonderful !

‘“ Marvellous!”

“You really think so?”

“It's astonishing! Leggo!”

“That's all richt, then,” said Coker,

Tue Macxer Lisnany,—No. 5561,

stuttered Bunter,

loasin “You
mxﬁl;h just as well havo answered frankl
at first, Buntor. I nover stand anv chee
from fags. Get off !”

(C'oker stalked away quite satisfied; and
Bunter rubbed his ear, and glared after
him with a glare that bade fair to crack
his spectacles.

“Beast!” he gasped. “I'm jolly glad
he's going to try it on Prout! Ow-wow!
I hope PProut will skin him! Yow-wow !”

Coker walked away to the School
House in great spirits. By the use of his
wonderful ventriloquial gift he foresaw
a morning off for himself; and he had
| kindly told PPotter and Greene that he
would get them off lessons, too.

It was casy enough—simpie aa A B C,
according to Coker, He simply had to
imitate the Head's voice, and give
directions to Mr. Prout in that voice, and
there you were! KEasy as falling off a
form, Coker told Potter and Greene; and
they did not venture to say him nay. As
in the case of Fitzgerald, Coker’s left
was ready if they started any rot. And
they really did not sea why Coker should
not ask for it if he liked, and get it.

“8kinner!” rap out Uoker, as he
spotted Skinner, Snoop, and Stott head-
ing for the School House,

*Hallo?” said Skinner, looking round.

“You've heard .about my
loquism "

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“Do you want me to twist vour neck,
Skinner?” o

“Nunno!”
grave at once.

said Skinner, becoming

“Then don't cackle when I speak to
you! Listen to this. Tell me whether
it sounds like the Head's voice coming
from behind that tree. Mind, I want
vour candid opinion; and T may say that
i don't want any Remove cheek, or T'll
mop up the quad with you! Now,
listen!" |

Coker proceeded to throw his voice.

““* Are you there, sir? 'KEre I am!"”

Skinner & Co. blinked at him.

“Did that reply sound like the Head's
voice?”" demanded Coker.

“The Head's voice!” murmured
Skinner.  ““Oh, my hat!” :

“I've asked vou a question, Skin-
ner!”  Coker ecame a little nearer, his
fist  doubled. “RKindly answer —
candidly 1"

Skinner looked at the big fist, and
answered—not very candidly. °

“Exact!” he said.

“And it seemed to come from behind
that tree—what?”

“I could have sworn to it, Coker, if
you hadn't told me what you were going
to do,” said Skinner meekly. ‘“In fact,
it quite startled me as it was. Look and
seo if the Head's there, Snoopey!”

“He's not there, kid,” gaid Coker
smiling. “Only my ventriloguism! All
serene! It will work all right with

Prout—no mistake about that!”

And Coker went cheertly into the
their way to the Form-room.

“Only his ventriloquism!” murmured
Skinner. “And he's going to try it on
his Formi-master! FPd give a week’s
pocket-money to be in the Fifth Form-
voom when he tries it on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Coker!t
Coker!”
passagoe,

(‘'oker glanced round,.

“Well?” '

“* Make your vorce come from the
cellars, Coker. Sqnff here won't helieve
that vou can do 1"

“T'll believe it when I hear it,”
Squiff, shaking his head.

“T don't mind,” said Coker genially,
“Listen to this!” He fixed his eves on

I say.
called out Bob Cherry, in the

ﬁﬂitl

the floor, and rvapped cut, “* Are you

-said Coker loftily.

veniri-

House, and joined the Fifth-Formers on |
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thero?” And went on, in tlie ventri-
loquial voice, “I'm ’ere, down below!”

- It was an anguished squeak, and it
made the Removites jumf.

“Hurt your neck, Coker?” asked
uiff, with great solicitude,

" *“Eh? No. Whyt” .

“What were you squeaking liko that
for, then?"

“You utter young ass! That was the
ventriloquial voice. 1 was throwing it
below,” said (Coker, with scornful amuae-
ment. “You are a young idiot, Field!
Couldn’t you hear that it appeared to
come from under the floor?”

“Oh! Ah! I see! Wonderful!™

“The wonderfulness is terrific!”

“ Amazing ! stuttered Peter Taodd..
“It fairly puts the lid on! Who'd have
thought that Coker could do these
things?"”

“Little enough to what I can do!”
And he walked on,
leaving the juniors” on the verge of
hysterica.

Horace Coker was quite assured now;
not that he often lacked assurance.

Having received so many candid
opinions on his ventriloquism, there was
no further room for doubt; and he was
full of confidence as he prépared for the
experiment uponn Mr. Prout,

Loty

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Put to the Test !

R. PROUT was not looking
M amiable when he came into the
Fifth Form-room that morning.

Rations did not agree wit

Mr. Prout, and he had complained
bitterly to his friend, Mr. Capper of
the Fourth, that he was losing weight.
He certainly looked as if he could afford
to lose it., but that appeared to furnish
no consolation. The kidneys and bacon,
the cutlets and stealk of the dear dead

L days bevond recall, hauntead Mr, Prout,

and his temper suffered.

In these days the Fifth were very
careful with their Form-master, wonder-
ing sometimes whether they would be
able to stand him until the end of the
war. As Mr. Prout came in, with o
knitted brow and a scarlet nose, Potter
and Greene turned imploring looks upon
(oker. They knew the danger-siguals;
and they would willingly have saved
(oker from himself. |

But the great Horace did not heed.
The fact that Mr. Prout was in a
specially tart temper that morning only
made him more defermined to have a
morning off. It would be no end of a
relief to be safe outside the Form-
room. - -

Coker did not even ece his chumg’
looks. He was waiting his opportunity.
It had to be done before Coker was called
upon to construe; for in his aublime con-
fidence he had neglected his prep the
previous evening. -

Ile glanced at the door., The Head's
voire was to saill in, as 1t were, as 1if
Dr., Locke had spoken to Mr. Prout
hurriedly .in passing. But there would
be a certain improbability about it if
the Head spoke through a closed door;
ovidently the door had to be open.

“ Ahem ! Please, sn——"'
('oker.

Mr. Prout turned a steely eye upon
hum,

“Did you speak, Coker?”

“T did, sir! May we have the door
open ? Rather warm in here, sir.”

It was the only dodge CUoker could
think of ; but it was rather unfortunate,
for owing to the coal rationing tho
Form-room was decidedly cold. DMy,
Prout’s eves became more steely.

“You are warm here, Coker®"

“Well, siv, T—-T1"d like the door epen,”

began
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“The door will remain ehut, Coker'
The room 1s ecold. Your remark is
foolish, Coker; I may say, idiotic! The
room certainly is cold. Do you find the
room too warm, Blundell 77

“No fear, sir—I mean, no, certainly

‘ot 1 ;

“Do you, iilton?”

“Jolly cold, I thmk, sir!”

““Perhaps your remark is intended as
a joke, Coker!” suggested Mr. Prout.

“*Nunno, sir!” stammered Coker.

- “Then bhe silent, and do not be more
foohsh  than is, unfortunately, unavoid-
able in a boy of your limited intellect.”

“Oh!"” gasped Coker.

He was crushed; but not for long.

1lorace Coker never was crushed for
long; he had wonderful recuperative
POWers.

Hilton was eonstruing when Coker
started up like a jack-in-the-box,

“Shall I see who's at the door, sir?”
he asked.

Without waitting for Mr. Prout to
reply, lest his reply should be a command
io sit strll, Coker darted to the door.

“Coker,” rapped out Mr. Prout, turn-
ing to stare after him, * take your seat
at once! There 18 no ene at the door,”

But Coker had the door open,

“Oh, wyou, sir! Dr. Locke!” ex-
claimed Coker, pretending to eee the
IHead in the passage. This was really a
immaster-stroke.

“Bless my soul! I certainly did not
hear the knock,” said Mr. Prout, looking

towards the open doorway in surprise.
“Mr. Prout!”

1t was Coker speaking, but he was
speaking in the ventrilogmal voice, fondly
mnagining that 1t resembled the Head’s
tones coming from the passage.

The Fith-Formers understoed,
they sat almost shivering.

Mr. Prout did not understand, and he
blinked at Coker,

“What 7>? he ejaculated.

“Kindly give Potter, Greene, and
(‘oker leave from class this morning, Mr.
Prout.”

“Wha-a-at?"”

Mr. Prout stood rooted to the floor as
he gasped out the word.

Why Coker should stand hy the door-
way and utter those remarkable words
was a mystery to his Form-master.

But Coker, in the full behef that Mr.
Prout took the voiee for the Iead's, and
upposed that it came from the passage,
went on happily :

“I trust I make myself clear, Mr.
P'rout. The three boys I have named
are excused from lessons this morning.”

and

|

I
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Mr. Prout seemed to breathe with
difficulty.

Coker closed the door ; another master-
stroke, to prevent Mr. Prout looking out
and seeing that the Head was not there.

Then he came back cheerily towards
the class. - y

The Fifth-Formers sat petrified, wait-
mg for the thunderstorm to burst.

“May we go now, sir?” asked the
happy Coker.

“What?"” hreathed Mr: Pront.

“You heard what the Head
gy 77

“The—the Head !

“Very kind of him to give us a morn-
ing off, sir,” eaid Coker; wondering what
Mr. Prout was looking s0o queer for. 1
suppose we can go !’

Mr. Prout found his voice at last.

“Coker!” It was hke a clap of
thunder, and Coker jumped.

“Ye-es, sir?”’ : -

“ Are you out of your senses 7"

“Wha-at 17

“What do vou mean, boy, by directing
me to give you leave from elass, as if
yvou were a person of authority in the
school ¥ thundered Mr. Prout.

“1, sir v"" stuttered Coker.

“Yes, you, sir!” roared Mr. Prout.
“If you are not msane, explain yourself
at once!”

Coker blinked.

“D-d-didn’t you recognise the Head’s
voice, sir 7'’ he stuttered. '

“Boy! What do you mean? Are
hopelessly insane, or—— Ah! Oh!”
Light dawned upon Mr. Prout, as he
remembered the last occasion when the
happy Horace had appeared to be bereft
of his senses, and it had turned out to
be only Coker's ventrilogquisin. “Is 1t
possible,” asked Mr. Prout, in an awful
voice, " that you are attempting to play
ventriloquial tricks in the Form-room,
Coker 7

Coker stood dumb.

Something was wrong somewhere, that
was evident; though Horace could not
quite sce where 1t was.

Apparently, Mr. Prout didn't believe
that the Head had spoken from the
passage; though why he didn't was a
puzzle to Coker.

‘““Bless my soul!” said Mr. Prout.
“Thie almost passes belief! That any
boy in my Form should have the audacity
to play such tricks in the Form-room,
and that any boy at all eould be so
meredibly stupid as to fancy that he
could deceive me by sach a transparent
trick! Coker! Boy! Dolt! Are you
under the air, that the

said,

on

npression,
absurdly suffocated voice yvou spoke in

i
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bore even the moset distant resemblance
to Dr. Locke’s voice? Are you imbecile
enough to mmagine for one moment that
yvou could not be detected as speaking 7
Is it possible, Ccker, that you are o
incomprehensibly -obtuse as vou pretend
to be, or is this merely a deliberate piece
of insolence to your Form-master 1"

“QOh !’ gasped Coker. .

* Whichever may be the right explan-
ation, sir,” thundered Myr. Prout, “I

1 shall endeavour to instruct you, Coker,

that your Form-master 1s not the proper
person to play such tricks upon ! V0,
Coker, you will net be excusred from class

this morning ! On the contrary, you will
be detained this afternoon, and every
other half-holiday this month. And I

ehall endeavour, Coker, by corporal
chastisement, to drive some sense of the
fitness of things into your dense brain !’

The pointer came into play next.

The Fifth Form loocked on as if mes-
merised while Coker took his licking.

It was a licking that beat all records;
and it nearly doubled up Caker. When
it was over—wlich was not till My,
Prout was tired—Coker limped back to
his seat, feeling that life was not worth
living, especially for a ventriloquist.

here was no more ventriloquism in the
Fifth Form-room that morning.

& L3 & L L]

After lessons that dav, Potter and
Greene were not surprised to hear from
Coker that he had decided to chuck
ventriloquism. It was, as he explained.
merely a kid’s game, and quite unworthy
of his powers, now that he came to think
of it. Mr. Prout's pointer had helped
him to see that clearly; though Coker
did not say so.

. Harry Wharton & Co. came along to
mquire of Coker how it had worked with
Prouty. Coker’s reply was not in words;
1t took the form of a sudden charge, as
if he found something irritating in the
mquiry ; and there was trouble for some
minutes,

But a day or two later Billy Bunter,
being in want of funds owing to a dis-
appomntment about a postal-order, ven-
tured to Coker’s study to ascertain
whether the great Horace wanted any
more lessons in ventriloguism. Bunter
was next seen fleeing for his life down
the Fifth Form passage, with the great
Horace after him brandishing a stump.

Evidently, ventriloquism was off |

(Don’t miss ‘“ WALKER OF THE
SIXTH !’ — next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

wmmmm '

ettt
' The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :

“WALKER OF THE SIXTH !”
By Frank Richards.

It is % change once in a way to have a

story which deals chiefly with the seniors, |

though it would never do to leave the Famous
KFive apd the many other well-known charac-
ters of the Remove out entirely. In the fine
story which will appear next week James
Walker and Gerald Loder play the principal
parts; but others come into it—Wingate,
Harry Wharton & Co., 8ir Jimmy Vivian, and,
of ecourse, the egregious Bunter,

Walker is not a fellow who has often pla.{;d
any considerable part in the stories, e
know him chiefly as a hali-and-balf gay dog,
friendly with Loder, and for the most part
following in Loder's footsteps; but not quite
of Loder’s type. for all that. Both Loder and
Carne will do things that Walker would shy
at instinetively, and he iz capable of gener-
n;:itp and self-sacrifice that they would never
show,

|

In this story we see Walker at his best, and
the conciuszion one reaches is that if he eould
only make up his mind to break completely
with the black sheep of the Sixth he might
be as decent o fellow as anyone,

AMATEUR MAGAZINES.

Now and then T receive copies of these with
requests for a notice of them in my Chat, Of
eourse, a favourable notice is meant: the
sender=, naturally, dor't want public
eriticism,

One such paper lies hefore me now. It is
not at all a bad little production as far as
appearance goes. In fact, It is very neally
printed and got up; but that is the printer’s
work. The editore—well, there are difficultiea
about a first number, and I have no doubt
they did their best. But I eannot see how
they expect to sell at twopence what really
amounts to nothing more than an instaliment
of under 2,000 words of a story, with a few
notes. They will hardly get subseribers will-
ing to shell out in order to give them—the
editors—the pleasure of seeing their own stuff
in print.

This is the great difficulty with amateur
magazines, Practically no one buys them
except those who want to write for them.
But if they are all to be reprezented [rom

|

time to time, either contributions must be
very short indeed, or else the paper must he
much bigger than the money available is at
all likely to run to. I should recommend
friends at Ashton-under-Lyne to do all t.tllllg
they can to give their subscribers a show in
print if they intend to go on. TPerhaps I am
pessimistic ; but I rather doubt whether thep
can satisfy them even go. 1 fancy too many
of them will want to see their own stuff in
every number )

There is no harm in this amateur magazing

husiness ; there may be good in it, But there
18 most certainly no money in it !
NOTICES.
Correspondence Wanied By :

H. W. Western, 28, Prior Street, Greenwiely
8.E. 10, with readers abroad.

Eri¢ Ockleshaw, 41, Raglan Streef, East
Kilda, Melbourne, Australia, with rea
14-15—in U.8.A, or Canada.

Fred R. Smith, Lathom House, 04, G
stone Road, Prospect, South Australia,
readers—I1d—in India and America.

YOUR EDITOR
Tt MacnET LiBRarY.—No. 0L
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IHE GHOST IN THE WOODSHED!

e TELL yon Taggles saw it twice: bLe's
positive!”
Monty FLowther spoke quite ex-
citedly. But the crowd of us in the
Common-room were far from convinced.

“Taggles is an old ass!” said Tom Merry.

“Been at the gin again!” said Jack Blake
gruffly, “(hosts are all hosh!”

“Yans, wathah-—uttah bhosh!” _

Lowther, however, looked really serious.
He was the last fellow in the world we would
have expected to believe in ghosts, ;

“If you'd heard him tell his varn,” he aaid
meaningly, “yon'd realise that he meant
every word of it.  The man’'s positively un-
atrung! His dial iz as pale as ‘parchment,
and even his proboscis has lost some of its
lustre.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" L

“When did he see the merry apparition?
inquired Cardew curiously. “After dark, 1
suppose ?”

“Yes. At seven o'clock, the evening before
last, He thounght it was his imagination, for
it vanished instantly. But at seven last
night it was there again.

“Beven hoth times?”

“That's it. He goes to tidy the place up a
hit at seven.,” explained Lowther. *Bnut last
night he fairly flew—left the door open all
night, and didn't go again until this morning,
lie told me.”

“Oh, he was talking out of his hat!” said
Tom Merry disbelievingly.

“But seriously, you chaps, I'm inrclined to

helieve  there’s  something in  it,”  said
Lr.m*th&!',
“Rata! Mellish there for a gquiet smoke,

mosat, likely, and pretending to be a ghost
when Taggles came along!” langhed Tom
Merry, .

Mellish scowled round from the freplace,
where he was hunched over the rationed

cmbers. Buot it wasn't a gnilty scowl,
“Anyway,” said Lowther, “it's five to
BEVen Nnow, and I'm going to investigate.

And you fellows are coming with ma!”
“Are we!" gaid Herries emphatically.

Monty glanced at his watch as if
niitter were settled. '

“No time to lose,” he said, moving towards
the door. “Come on, or we may not be in
time for the giddy spectre!”

Arthur Augustus surveyed him through his
cyeglasgs,

“Weally, Lowther, I for one wefuse to he
dwagged out on such a night, to wun a wild-
goose chase."”

And Fourth and Shell, though in oppositicn
nusually, joined this time in support of
Gussy's sentiment. .

Lowther shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, if you're ail funky of a measly
spectre—"

“Bai Jove!”

“Or afraid of getting its little handies and
tootsies cold!” said Lowther, with rather
more - sarcasm than wisdom. “Did'nmns
mamm'ums tetl ums — -

“Bump him!”

“Yaas wathali! Bump the wottah!”

Fourth and shell swooped down upon the
Inimorist.

“Leggo!" shouted Jlowther.
asses—"

There was the quick rustle of a gown, and
Mr. Linton stood in the doorway,

“Boys, what is all this noise?"

The Form-master was looking jrritable and
annoyed. We saw at once that something
was  wrong apart from the row in the
Common-room.

the

“You sidy

“It’'s only a little argument we were
having about a ghost, sir,” explained
Lowther.

The shade of annoyanece deepened consider-
ably upon the master's face.

“Taggles has already told me an absurd!

By HARRY NOBLE.

sltory of a ghost,
about it! The whole thing is ridiculous, un-
less "—and Le looked at us hard—* inless it
s a foolish trick.”

“No, sir, I don't think so,” said Lowther
quickly, *“As a mfitter of fact, I had just
suggested that we might investigate thg
matter now. This is its time for appearing,
and if you'd be good encugh to accompany
ug—"

“Pooh! There is nothing——" Mr. Linton
paused, and rubbed his chin irritably,

Then he glanced at us.

“If you bhoys really think there is some-
thing in this—this absurd notion of Taggles',
then——-» :

We felt sure now that there was something
in it, Taggles would not have carried it to
Mr. Linton otherwise,

Hesides, a cshost-hunt is always interesting,
wnd our curiosity was arcused.

Mr. Linton saw the lgok in our
understood.

“Then we will visit the shed,” he said.
“The clock is striking seven.”

We crossed the dark quad, shronded in a
frosty fog that made us shiver, and reachad
the shed.

When we stopped outside the
we were all feeling
o'clock, 1 know, is

facesz, and

door-1I faney
i trifle jumpy. Seven
not the "witehing hour of
night ” which ghosts are reputed to prefer
for pedestrian  exercise, nevertheless, our
nerves were rather tense. A

Mr. Linton gripped a cane, and opened the
door. We peered into the dark interfor.

There was nothing. A synare patch in the
wall opposite, not quite 8o dark as the rest,
tﬂﬁ us where the window was,

Then—

] L I A
Oh! + grub after ghosts,” but we weren't expect-

The ery was a kind of chorus, We all giave
tongue, '

For we belield the spectre.

There was no sound. Just a staring face,
with grinning jaws and wild, luminons eyes!

The thing had no visible body. The face
scemed to be suspended about the height of
a man from the ground.
- Even Mr. Linton stepped back a paee in
alarm.

Then
struck,

But even as it swished through the air the
spectre vanished., It went neither up nor

the master raised his cane, and

down, mnor any other way. It simiy
vanrished, and the cane passed through the
empty air,

Mr. Linton struck again, almost frantically.
But the blow hit nothing but air.

“Upon my soul! This is extraordinary!”

Matches flared up, and we looked into cach
other’s startled faces.

Apart from ourselves, the shed was quite
empty. -

II.

6 HIS i3 most annoying!" said the
Head of 8t, Jim's.

Dr. Holmes waa in his study, and
Mr. Linton was with him,
The Shell master had gone along to report
the ghost,
The Head's brows were furrowed
letter he had received. It ran as follows :

"Reverend Bir,—We understand that a
spectral phenomenon has been geen recently
at your school by several reliable persons,
The matter has interested us greatly, and we
have decided to journey down to make a few
investigations. We will arrive at 8.80 to-
morrow wmorning, when you will be good
enough to graut us an interview. -

“We remain,
“ Yours most respectfully,
“THE UTTERLY INDEPENDENT PSYCHI-
CAL RESEARCH PARTY.”

over a

Printad and puhlished weskly br the Prnglrintﬂra at The Fleetway House. Farr
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Let me hear nothing more §

"L resent being pestercd in this manner,
and 1 am convinced that the whole thing is
merely a foolish trick, Mr. Linton! Are you
sure that the window was fastened on the
inside "

The Shell-master nodded positively., 3

“It—it is probably a  trick,” he said
dubiously.  “But how it was perpetrated I
am at a loss to imagine. The face was life-
size, and there is certainly no aperture large
coough to afford its entrance. One or twn
very small portions of glass are chipped out
of the corners of the window, it is true. Bnt
the apparition did not recede in the direction
of the window. It merely vanished!”

“Could it not have been the effect of some-
thing in the nirture of a lantern-slide, thrown
through the window$” ;

“Impossible! The vision was in the middle
of the room, and there was nothing there for
it to be reflected upon.”

“Some luminous objeet m@pended from the
roof above, perhaps?” -

“I have thought of that. But a thick laver
of dust has settled upon the floor oi the loft.
and it is undisturbed save by my own foot-
prints. Besides, the closing of the trap-
door in the roof would have made some
noise, whereas the spectre vanished in abso-
lute silence. I am at a complete loss!”

“Abem!” The Head rubbed his chin, and
looked at the letter again. *I shomld be
glad, Linton, if you would receive these—er- -
visitors when they arrive, I shall—ahem!-
be engaged.”

he news quickly got about that the
Utterly “Independent Psychical Research
Party were to call, and at 8.30 next

morning most of the fellows were on the
look-out. - '

We were all curious to see the people whe
ing the specimens which arrived.

With startling suddenness three stout little
old gentlemen marched in at the gates, arm-
111—‘111'1]1.

The one in the middle wore baggy trousers
Of a sky-blue hue, and the trousers of the
other two were patterned after the fashion of
a gigantic dravght-board. :

KEaeh was be-whiskered and "he-spectacled,
and they all beamed profusely upon each
ﬂlth{:r and the astonished fellows around
them.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Something new from Celney Hateh!” mur-
mured Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hat" _

The Utterly Independents sailed into the
building, and were shown into Mr, Linton's
study by Toby, the page.

Not many minutes elapsed before the
Terrible Three heard a number of footsteps
shuffle along the passage. Threa wheezy
voices all spoke at once, while Mr. Linton
made attempts to get a word in.

Then the door opened, and the face of the
Shell-master appeared before the three.

“Merry. you formed one of the party last
right, did you not?”

“Yes, sir."

“Would you oblige me by showing thesc
gentlemen the woodshed, and explaiping any-
thing that may be necessary?” .

Aund Mr. Linton withdrew, leaving the
Ctterly Independents with Tom Merry.

They beamed upon him with a unanimous
beam, and the Shell captain felt a little
dismayed.

“So you saw the ghost, did you, my boy?*
inquired he of Che sky-blue trousers.

“Y-yes,” stammered Tom. I saw it.”

“You are responsible for what you sec, I
suppose? You don't—er—shall I say, launch
forth upon the razzle—and—er—see thing=
—what? He turned to one of the Utterly
Independents favouring  the graught-board
pattern of trousers. “Do you think he is
responsible for what he sees, old bean?”
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"As a matter of fact, old bean, 1 don't.”

“Not really, old becan?”

“No, old bean.”

“I1f you ask my opinion, old bean,” wheezed
the third Utterly Independent, “he strikes
me as being a littic doggy!”

Tom Merry turned red, and Manners and
Lowther grinnped.

“Nay, nay, old bean!” beamed the first,
-in mild reproof. “But confess to me, my
boys. Didn’t vou really go to the waodshed
for a quiet smoke—ch?  A-ah!  Naughty,
naughty !”

And he wagged a reproving forefinger at
them.

The three glared at him. And, if they
had no other cause for complaint, the irri-
tating repetition of “old bean” was getting
on their nerves.

“Been going the pace—eh? You may well
Mush!” smiled the old gentleman in sky-
blues. “Now, 1 shouldn’t be surprised if
there isn't a cigarette hidden under the
inkpot! You naughty, naughty boys!”

With which he tilted the pot, and a stream
aof ink shot out, swamping a newly-written
impot of Tom Merry's.

“Dear me! I believe some ink has streamed
out of this pot!”

“*You—you My
shricked Tom Merry.

“Then I will put this inkpot: out of the
way of further harm,” said the old gentle-
man, with mild détermination.

Manners had bought a new hat the pre-
vious evening. The old gentleman of the
sky-blues raised the lid of the box and put
the inkpot in with the topper. And as he
put it in upside-down the topper underwent
1o improvement.

Manners glared at him.

*[—]— You-—"

“You had bhetter elean up the ink spilt
on the table, old bean,” ventured the one in
the checks,

“Certainly, old bean!”

The old gentleman addressed pulled a
number of papers out of a drawer. and
ewahbed the table industrionsly. Then he
Hung the papers—the impot included—into
the fireplace.

“And now, old beans,” he remarked in a
satisfied tone, it would perhaps be as well
il; t:iur young friend directed us to the woed-
shed.”

“Right!” replied Tom Merry with alacrity.
“With the greatest of pleasure!”

Lowther gave a gasp of relief when the
Utterlies left the study with Tom Merry.

Manners looked almost murderons.

“Of all the—the——"

“Oh, they're potty!” said Lowther.
it was rather funny.”

“What was funny?” demanded Manners.

“The way he swamped Tommy's lines. Ha,
ha, ha'l” '

“Well, perhaps it was a bit. Ha, ha!"

“And the way he swamped your hat——"

“What was there funny about that, you
chump?”

“Ha, ha, ha! The hat’s ruined, but you
muet admit it’s amusging. Ha, ha!”

Manners glared, and then a faint grin over-
spread his face.

“I wonder what he used to wipe up the
ink with? Lemme see!”

He picked up a few of the inky sheets
from the fireplace, and glanced at them.
And then he handed them to the Shell
humaorist.

“Something of vours, Monty, old son!”

Lowther’'s expression underwent a sudden
change.

“Mum-mum-my Comic Column! Why, I'll
—~I'l——  The raving old lunatic' 1've a
good mind—"

The door opened at that moment, and
Tom Merry entered and sank into a seat.

“Phew! I've introduced them to Taggles
in the guad——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he’s taking them to the woadshed.
We ean see them from the window.”

The Terrible Three stationed themselves
at the window and watehed.

Taggles was pausing rebelliously in the
middle of the quad. His three charges were
all speaking volubly, and their lips con-
stantly framed thé words “eold bean.”

Added to this, the gentleman in sky-blues
was standing on the porter's foot, and one
of those in the checks had just swept off
the porter’s hat with his stick.

Taggles uttered a few words in a most
emphatic manner, and stalked away in high
dudgeon.

“Look, they've got hold of Baggy now!”
“Just patted him on

rained !

impot s

" Stili,

remarked Manners.
the head!™

—_—
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“And not a very gentle pat, either,” mur-
mured Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Baggy dodged to cseape another pat, and
the three old beans beamed upon him and
waddled towards the woodshed.

Trimble glowered after them resentiully.
And when the shed had swallowed them he
crept on tiptoe towards the door.

“Young heast ! exclaimed
“Listening again!”

“Let him listen!” growled Tom Merry.
“I'm fed up with those old bounders!”

And  they left the window, dismissing
Bagegy and the Utterly Independents from
their minds,

But only ifor a few minutcs. Then the
door was flung open, and Bagey dashed into
the room, panting. '

“I—1 say, you chaps!
the woodshed "

“Well 2™

“Guess who they are?”

“Eh? The Utterly Independent—-"

“That be Dblowed!” exclaimed Bagoy.
“They're Gordon Gay & Co. of the Grammar

Manners.

Those hounders in

- School !

L1

. REAT pip!”

We stared at Bagcgy ineredu-
lously. But he was undouhtedly
telling the truth.

“How on earth did they get wind of the
ghost?” demanded Lowther.

“Blessed if I know! But what are vou
fellows going to do about it?" demanded
Baggy. *“Shall we collar them, aud promise
to say no more about it, on the—er—under-
standing that they spring ns a small loan—
what ?"

“Yon fat rotter!”

“Anyway, they're going to wreek all the
studics when we go to lessons!” said Baggy
warmly. *something ought to be done!'”

The Terrible Three looked at each other

in some doubt. Then Lowther's cyes lit up
stitddenly.

“Baggy, my iriend ——"

la Eh?‘“

“My portly friend, we promisc you that
we'll entertain the visitors in this study.”

“All right?” said Baggy suspicionsly. 1
don’t see anything to get exeited about in
that.”

The bell began to elang for morning les-

gons, and Baggy rolled ont of the sivdy
with a grunt.
“Remember ! said Lowther. “We pro-

mised Baggy
“You silly ass!”

“Here ure the Utterly Independents, just |

coming out of the woodshed!” chuckled
Lowther, gzlancing out of the window. *“'Lhe
ﬂlll’hﬂﬂﬂ in the sky-blues is Gordon Gay, 1
het 1™ ;

“And the other two are the Woottonz—

sure to be!” I"Ell]ftrkt‘d Tom Merry. “ But
we can't be late for lessons. What's to be
done "

, Leave everything to Father Montague!”
said Lowther cheerfully. “Come on!'!™

They went along to the class-room, and
Lowther went up to Mr. Linton's desk, while
Tom Merry and Manners stood back.

“If you please, sir—-—-"

“Well, Lowther?”

We've promised to entertain the "L’IElt-\Dl'Ef gagged and bound ‘em '

in our study, sir,” said Lowther meekly.

“You had no business to make any such
promise, Lowther!” said Mr. Linton with
asperity. He was thoroughly fed wup with
the Utterly Independent Psychiecal Research
Party.

“But they're bent on visiting the study,
gir.”

“Very well—very well! Merry and Muan-
ners, too, 1 suppose must go.”

“Thank you, sir!”

And the three left the
ing.

“No need to mention that it was Baggy
we promised,” said Lowther easily. *“Linton
might not have let us off in that case.”

“1 should think not!” chuckled Tom
Merry. ;

They walked softly when they came to the
Shell studies. There came the sound of
movements from within No. 10.

“Now then!” breathed Tom Merry.

The three rushed in. The three Utteriy
Independents spun round with startled ex-
clamations,

But they were bowled over in a twinkling,
and the victorions party wrenched off their

Form-room rejoic-

disguises. )
“Baggy was right!”  said Tom Merry
grimly. “Gordon Gay & Co.!”

The Grammarians ceased to struggle.

CJust struck me, if it

| Independent

15

“Find the floor hard, old beans?" grinned
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”»

tiordon Gay grinned fechly.

“ We're bowled out this time,” he said rue-
fnily. = Did that fat beast spy on us in the
woodshed 77

“Got it first time!

I—— By Jove!™ said
Tom Merry suddenly.

“A ripping idea has
will only work! I'm
afraid we'll have to horrow your disguises,
old beans,”

“I =ay, what's ihe
Wootton major.

“You'll learn all in good time, 1 promise
yYou,” replied Tom Merry smoothly, * Do you
mind if T undress you, Gordon, old bean 7

“Yes, I jolly well do! 1—>

“If I put & cake of soap in your mouth will
youn let me "

“* You—yoq——"

* Wil you let me?"

“0h, hang it!” groaned Gordon Gay, “Do
anything you like! The clobber's no good
to s now, anyway !?

“ You promize not to struggle ?»

“ Yes, you bounder!” o

“There's a good hoy !

And Tom Merry proceeded to strip the
Lrammar School leader of bis garments.
Cushions explained the stowt appearance of
the old heans, it was found,

The Woottons submitted also, They dared
not yell out, or even struggle very much, for
fear of bringing a master to the spot,
Matters would have heen very serious for the
hbogus ghost-hunters in that case.

“And now we'll have to gag and bind yon,»
sald Tom Merry.

*“0Oh, I say—»

. “No help for it. It wrings our hearts, but
it must bhe did ! said Lowther.

Satisfied that the Grammarians were tied
too securely to get free, the three left tho
study with the disguises under their arms,

When they had changed into the clobber
and talked over Tom Merry's counter-wheeze

game?”  demanded

| they went hack into their own study.

Gordon Gay & Co. glared at them speech-
lessly. But it was only the gags that made
them speechless,

“Don't waken the little dears!™ whispered
Lowther. * How quiet they are! They—-
Hallo !

Lowther suddenly drew his hand out of a
trousers-pocket of the baggy checks,

“A packet of wvisiting-cards! What’s this
they say? *Best of love from the Utterly
Psychical Research  Party,
formerly known as Gordon Gay & Co." 1 sup-
pose you intended to leave one of thése in
each of the studies, old hean?»

Gordon Gay admitted with a nod that that
hiad been his intention.

The Terrihle Three again left ihe study,
locking the door after them. And then.
attired in their weird apparel, they set off
for the Grammar School.

Some of the Grammarians greeted them
effusively when they entered the gates. Classes °
had just been dismissed, and they had a few
minutes to spare hefore dinner,

“How have things gone, old chaps?” asked
Frank Monk eacerly.  “Kyboshed the
enemy 77

“I should say =0!™ wheezed Tom Merry.
“ Locked three of them in a study, in fact—

“Hurrah!»

“Still keeping up the old croak?” grinned
Carboy. “What do you call yourselves? The
Uitterly—— Hallo! There goes the bell!
Let's get yom into a study before dinner!
Lucky bounderz, to have the day off!"

They were got to the study occupied by

| Carboy withont being spotted by anyone in

authority, and left there.

That ordeal passed, they
freely.

“We may as well attend o this study first,
as they’'ve been kind enough to zhow us into
it,” remarked Tom Merry. “Careful not to
break anything, you know. Just put things
up:;:;:le. down, and lift the pictures from the
“.H 5["1 5

They got to work, and I think the most
destructive thing they did was to put the
coal rations in the cuphoard and the food
rations in the seuttle. The main thing was to
show that they had taken a rise out of the
Grammarians,

“Just a minute before we leave this study,”
said Tom Merry. “I'll chalk a few words on
the mirror,

And what he chalked was as follows:

“MEET TS AT THE 6ATES AFTER
DINNER. YOU'LL BE AMUSED WHEN-
WE EXPLAIN,”

hreathed more
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And underneath Lie placed onc of the visit-
ing-cards, -

“« 1 think thalt we can sece that Gordon Gay
and the Woottons are at the gates soon after
these  bounders have finished gorging,” re-
marked Tom Merry., “DBut it'll be a bit of a
ruzh, though.”

As they turned to leave the study Manners
pointed to a long, slender rod standing in
the corner,

“ Queer =ort of -a fi=hing-rod ! he remarked.
a1 suppose that's what it is?"

Tom Merry. looKed, and. started
tarily a= a thonght struck hnn,

“ By Jove !"™he exclaimed. ©If 'm not very
much mistaken, this will explain the mystery
of the ghost in the woodshed 17

involun-

1V.
VELRY clight examination proved the
truth of Tom Merry's remark.

The rod was composed of two

picces, one fitting inside the other, |
and worked on the principles of a bicyele- |
When the “handle ® end was pushed |
the |

pumyp.
in a small paper objeet protroded at
other end, opening out like a fan as it did so.

It was, in fact, nothing more than a fun,
and phosphorescent paint aceounted for the
appearance of a luminous face in the darkness,

“The hounders slid this thing through a
small opening in the window, I noliced a
piece the size of a ba'penny is chipped out at
the hottom,” said Tom Merry.

They wasted no more time on the ®ghost
of the woodshed.” He was now a back
number,

They treated =everal studies in the same
way as the first, being careful not to damuge
anything, and being still more eareful to
leave a card in every one they visited.

After which they left the building, and
hurried to St, Jim's as fast as their clobber
permitted,

Having changed into their Ftons, the
Terrible Three returned to the helpless Grani-
marians and removed their gags,

“We're going to dress you again, old
heans,” said Tom Merry sweetly, reproducing
the gorgeousz clobhher.

“In those?” exclaimed Gordon Gay,

“In these!™

That Gordon Gay put up a =trugele goes
without sayving., But with his hands tied
behind him most of the time he was pretty
helpless against three.

The Woottons were served the same way,

The three were then regagged, hut the
whiskers concealed the fact admirably, for
they were specially intended to cover the
most part_ of the old beans' faces.

Thus they left the s=chool looking prac-
tically the same as when they bad entered it
their hands “elasped hehind them suggesting
that they were deep in meditation.

The Terrible Three escorted them along the
road until the gates of the Grammar School
hove in =ight. '

In spite of their hurry dinner had been over
some time, and the Grammarians were wait-
Ing ominously al the gates,

Andd thev didn't keep on waiting
eatching sight of the Utbterly Tndependents!

They_ sped down the lane like cinder-path
champions..

“ This is where we make a move,” remarked
Tom  Merry. “Sorry to leave you in such
haste, old beans!'”

They placed {he unfortunate old heans so
that they faced cach other, and to a casual
observer their wrigglings gave the impression
that they were in animated eonversation,

With that the three Shellites retreated,

“You unspeakahle ehumps!'®

Carboy came up and glared at them,

Behind him appearcd Monk, Lane, and the
rest., :

“Are you going to explain,
manded Monk. “What on earth will we he
amused at? Where's the joke?”

The Ttierly Independent Psychical Re-
search Party seemed to nod pleasantly to the
Grammuarians around them,

“You crack-brained asses!" roared Carbov,
“What's the matter with you?,

Gordon Gay bowed low, It was really in
a great efflort to free his hands,

Carboy glared at him. This new turn of
humour on the part of Gordon Gay, as he
supposed it to be, did not appeal to him,

“Jolly funny ain't you? JI—— Hallo!
Another beginning !

Wootton major bowed nearly to the ground,
and then Wootton minor followed his ex-
ample. They were making frantic efforts to
free themszelves,

“ Bump them ' exclaimed Lane,

“tﬂump the rotters ! came the roar from the
rest.

Gayv?” de-

N

after |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Now then!"™ roared
“ Explain, ¥ou—you-———"

His voice trailed ofl into a falter. The dis-
guises had fallen away from the faces of the
three, and revealed the fact that they were
gagul,

“ Mum-mum-my hat! What the—why—:0"!

No more time was wasted in words, and
Gordon Gay and the Woottons were quickly
freed.

“0h, crumbs!” gasped the Grammar Schooj
leader,

“You ass, Gay!”

Carboy furiously,

Frank Monk.

exclaimed

i “What on earth’s happened? Why did you

wreck the stodiesy®

“ It was Tom Merry & Co. !" groaned Gordon
Gay. “They came in these disguises —"

“ In—in those disgnizes 1" stutlered Carhoy.

| spied, on us,

“We were twigged somehow-—n fat heast
The Terrible Three stripped ns
c0f thiz clobber, and came over here seemingly
Lo wreck the studies, and—and tied us up Like
thiz, and——" - :

“This—thiz iz unbelievable!™ sa0d Carboy
dazedly. -“You go over *tosSr. Jim's-to rag
their studies, and they collar {he diszuises,
and come over here in them to rag ours. My
only topper!” '

Amd you bumped s because vou o dida'
know the facts!™ said Gordon Gay regretfally,

Carboy looked at him grimly.

“Yes! and now we'll hinnp you becatse we
e know the facts! Harder this time, you
fellows! Collar them ! :

Buamp, bump, bump!

THE END.

e e e Tos = so B SR SR BRSSO e S S S e S St S Sttt .ﬁf

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 95.— Sir REGINALD BROOKE, Bart.
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1R BEGINALD BROOKE is a very difier-

ent person from the other representa-

tive of the baronetey of England who

haz appeared in this serics—that very

eruzty  and  wrong-headed gentleman  Sir
Hilton Poapper.

We o not know so much about him as we
(o about Sir Hilton, who has freguently tried
to play the tyrant with the Greyfriars boys
and been a thorn in the side of the reverend
Head of Grevfriars, But from what we do
know we can judge that the difference is about
as complete as it well could be.

For Sir Reginald is a very easv-going person,
That is heyond doubt. He has been Mauly's
guardian for years; and, though no doubt
waking Mauly up is ditlicult,
making Mauly be careful is quite impossible,
1 fancy Mauly might bave been just a trifle
lezs of a slacker if hiz unele and guardian bhad
ever tried very hard to buck him-up.

Of conrse, Mauleverer is not so directly
under his control as is the caze with most
wards in relation with most guardians. Pro-
hably 8ir Reginald, who seems to be a jolly
Lachelor, with nothing to tie him to any par-

ticnlar
abroad in normal circumstances, though, as
he is well above military age, it is unlikely

place, spends a good deal of time

that he has been much abroad lately. When
in town he would generally be found at his
club or in bachelor chamberz. He probably
has a country house; but we do not hear of
it. It was to the ‘house of another relative
of Mauly's—a Mr. Mackenzie—that the un-
invited guests went. . When Mauly needs
money he writes to his solicitors, not to his
guardian, which would seem to indicate that
Sir Reginald leaves very much to the legal
gentlemen the guestion of how much Mauly
should have, while the quantity he gets seems
to chow that the legal gentlemen have liberal
views on the matter. And concerning Sir
Reginald, one very much doubts whether he
is. muech more careful and prudent than his
nephew. There is certainly no evidence of it,

He was highly amused hy the result of the
plot engineered by Peter Todd to make Mauly
huck up. Now, the result, in one respect,
was rather tragic than- comiec. - For no one
could ever have suspected Mauly of cheating

and though | H

in a scholarship exam if Mauly had rot heen
persuaded that all his money was loat,
Nothing short of that would have induced
him to enter for a scholarship.

Mauly had practically heen found guilty,
and was bolting from Greyfriars when' 8ir
Reginald got out of the train into which he
Was about to get, Of course, his uncle did
not believe iu his guilt. He passed over that
trouble very lightly; but he was quite enter-
tained- by the notion of Mauly fancving him-
self a pauper and swotting away to win u
scholarship. ) :

*“Oh, Mauleverer, this is doing me a world
of good ! he gasped. ™ Bless my =oul! 1t's
the funniest thing I have heard of for years!

a, ha, ha '™ '
Now, that was taking it as no man into
whose life the dread of poverly, the néecessity
of having to work hard for a living, and even
then not being too sure of it, had ever come
would have taken it. - Mauly had bheen up
against the stern realities of life for onee,
anyway. D’erhaps Sir Reginald has never been
up against-them at all, They look differently,
scett from a- different anuzle, To regard the
Funny side of the afiair as its chief side was
like a man who all his life ‘long has had not
only enough, but too much.,

But, after all, it is not Sir Reginald's faull
that:- he was born with a silver spoon in his
mouth, as the old phrasge goes,

That he is good-natured his action in the
matter of -Penfold's father showed plainiy
enough. That worthy old chap was in greaf
trouble. Tle was being turned out of his
home by Mr. Snooks—Sir Reginald's agent -
hecanse he was in arrears with his rent
through no fault of his own, And, naturally,
his son was in trouble, too,

Mauly has always liked Dick Penfold: and
Mauly was ready to.lelp., So was Peter Tosid
nnd P'eter was very strong on the legal side.
S0 were the Famous Five; ahd their help was
useful at the erisis, '

Mr. Snooks refused to give up hiz dezigns

against  the old * shoemaker for anyiling
Maunly counld say.. He was not even very
polite.  He told Mauly that Sir Reginald

would think him a young donkey for trying
to interfere, - If he had kunown that Maule
wias a millionaire his atbtitude wounld have
been very diflerent, no doubt; for people of
the Snooks type worzhip the golden calf, and
canuot understand why everyvone else should
not worship it. Sir Reginald was abroad, and
there seemed little chance that anything could
be done. But Mauly cabled to his unele, and
Harry Wharton and Boh Cherry held the fort
at the Penfolds’ cottage. And back eame a
reply cahble ; '

“Wire received, Extravagant
rascal. Rely upon me., Have wired Mr.
Penfold will protect him. Also wired Snooks
to stop all proceedings instantly. Also wired
London lawyer make searching inguiry into
treatment of tenants by Snooks. Tell vour
young friend I am very corry this has hap-
pened.—Your affectionate UNCLE REGGIE.Y

Young

The matter of Sir Jimmy Vivian, found in
the slums and given a chance at Grevfriars,
probably cost Sir Reginald more trouble and
exertion. Bul most of what was done for
Sir Jimmy was done rather through than by
the baronet. 8till, .there remains the fact
that many people in his place would not haye
bothered about it at all; and Sir Jimmy is
distinetly in Bir Reginald's debt. A good
fellow, Sir Reginald!? -
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