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COKER COMES A CROPPER!

{An exciting incident from the Growd School Yarn inside.)



2 "UP THE IRON!" NEXT WEEK'S FOOTER ARTICLE DEALS WITH WEST HAM!
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HO are the real “rnuts ' of foot-
ball—and why? BSuppose you
found that query staring you
in the face among the general

koowledge questions on an examination
paper, what would be your roply? You
don’t know? Well, in that case I had
better tell you, because therc is always
the passibility that the question may be
ut.
P The “nuts™ of hbig football are
Leigester City., Why? Tl tell you that
alsa. Listen. The first big football team
in Leicester—called the Fosse—had its
home in Walnut Street. Later the club
moved its headquarters to Filbert Strect,
and there it remains to-day. Walnuts,
filberts. Now you see the conmection,
don't you—the right of the Leicester City
players to be considered the nuis of
football ? ] .
And they look like nuts, too, in their
smart. royal blue jerseys and white
knackers. And weo counld tell stories of
“nutty ¥ doings in the old days, too.
I will content myself with just one such
stary, and in advance ask to be forgiven
for recalling the circumstances.

The Reason Why?

There was s day near the end of the
football season of 1908 and 1809 when
Loieester Fosse, as they then were
kmown, played MNotts Forest in & League
match. The Forest were not considered
a good side, but they won by twelve
goals to nothicg. As that victory made
their position in the League much more
roay, an inquiry was
held mto the why and
the wherefore of such
an amazing result.
Same people sug-
gested that the Fosse
players hadn't tried.

The result of the
ingoiry didn’t prove
that the players who
wore the Fosse jer-
scys on that memor-
able day bad deliber-
ately allowed the
Fargst to win by such
» big margin. But it
came out that on the
dlay before the mateh
was played some of
the Fosse players had
attemded the wed-
ding feast of one of
their eolleagues, and
god things
east might
thetr

that the
of that
have affected
[oatball.

The Leicester [ool-
ball team hasn't been
notable for the num-
Ler of trers it has
pulled uwp. Admis.
sion ta tha Second
Division was gained
in 183 There the
clubr stayed uoatil
1507, when they won
promotion to the top
class with a fine

Raading from lelt to right; photo

[ §
record. Alss, they fell from grace, and
one sesson in the top class was enough.
They were sent down again. And there
in the second class they stayed until
1925, when they again rdse to the giddy
heights of the First Division. Never
has the First League championship gone
to Leicester, and the club has never
appearcd in either a final or semi-final
for the Cup. DBut to-day the team i3 one
of tha beat tha club has ever possessed,

and honours are sure to core sooner or
later.

The Penalty King!

_ The players who represent the elub
in these days—the “nuts *—have been
gathered from many “trees ” growing in
different parts of the British Isles,

Goalkecper Jimmy McLaren, by way
of example. ~omes from Falkirk, but he
played a lot for Bradford City before
he joined Leizester City last May. His
speciality 13 the stopping of penalty
kicks, and though any fmﬁ i5 supposed
to be ablg te score from the twelve
vards spot, the man who thinks it is

casy to shoot past McLaren with &

venalty kick has a shock in store.

In front of MecLaren and on the right
there is some more Scotch 1n Adam
Black, a sound-as-a-rock defender. He
won tha DLC.M. during the War., and
has on many occasions been worthy of
the distinguished conduct medal since he
first donned the Leicester jersey in 1920.
Bathgate is ns native town.
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The “nuts” of big football.
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Loicester has not always been com-
sidered a fashionable place when [oot-
ball honours have been going round, but
lately the autharities turned their atten-
tion to the City playvers. Or, ratber,
pechaps ik ahau!i be said that ti'uz:.r were
compelled to notice one or two men,
.-!'mc-n%r these was left-back Reg. Osborne,
who played for England against Wales a
few weeks ago. Reg comes of a football-
ing family; hiz brother Frank plays at
centre-forward for Tottenham Hotspar.

The Finest Half~Bach Line.

The City have this season had a lot of
trouble owing to injuries to their half-
backs. John Dancan, the skipper of the
team, has becn off for a while, and o
has Sid Bishop, the half-back, who was
securad from West Ham some little time
ago. When Bishop and Duncan are in
their places the Etg have one of tha
finest middle lines in the country, but
it should ba said that the deputies have
done wvory well George Carr, for
instance, another of a famous famly of
foothall brotheve, has of e sutprisze? the
followeras at Filbert Strect with his dis-
playa at centre-half.

Willia Findlay, a right-half, came
from 'Third Lanark in 1825, and iz a
nutty  little player—attacker and
defender both. And on the left of the
middle line has also frequently appeared
this season Baxter, another Seot, who
had only a lecal reputation before join
ing the City.

(Centtnued on page 28.)

LEICESTER CITY’S LADS.
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shows t Back row—Care, Black, McLaren, D. QGardner {trainar),
Bishop. Osborne (Capt.), Lochhead. Front row ;| Baxter, Adcock, Hine, Chandler, Findlay, Barry.



CORER ON THE WARPATH! Little things somclimes lead fo big "uns.

Cerlainly, the ¢ Hitle thikg "' thaf cosses

the trouble betiveen Horace Coker of the Fifth, and his Form master develops some alarming and unlooked for

congequences [

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Asks For It!

OKER began it.
Coker always did begin it
Whenever there was trouble

botween Horace Coker of the
Fifth Form, and Harry Wharton & Co.
of the Remove, Ucker always asked for
it—indeed, &3 Bob Chorry declared,
Coker begged and prayed for it.

Mot that the chums of the Remove
wore cxactly avorso from trouble with
Coker. ‘hey found it sometimes
exciting, olways entertaining. What
ho asked for they were quite willing
to grant.

It was quite true thal if Coker
looked for trouble in the dircction of
the Famous Five of Creyfriars he «lid
not have to look long, The five cheery
juniors weroe quick on the uptake.
Coker always began it; but the Famous
Five wore always ready to carry it on.

S50 it happened in the present
instance.

Coker, as he often told Dotter and
{ircena of tho Filth, had & shorl way
with fags. The Remove were not fags;
that was an undoubted f[act. But Coker
was superior to focts.  And it was
*oguite perilous to exercise s Yshort
way " with the chums of the Remove.
Coker was rogardless of the peril. To
his lofty mind, Lower Fourth fellows
wera fags; merely that and nothin
more, and the treatment they required,
to keep them from getting abovo them-
selves, was short and sharp treatment.

Horace Coker, walking the quad
that wintry afterncon was already cross
before he happened on the Famous
Five. Many little things had occurred
to disturb Coker's equanimity, Potter
and Greene, in the study, had remem-
hered an important engagement quite
suddenly, while Coker was tclling them
how to play football. They had
vanished as suddenly as if they wers
Boojums, leaving CUoker to waste Lis
sweetness on the desert air. So Coker
had taken a walk abread; and the
spirit moved hun to stride across the
Sixth Form green.

Only the Bixth were allowed on that
green.  Coker knew il well enongh; but

By

he liked to make 16 known that he

thought very little of the Jixth. Tn
Coker's opinion the Sixth, who thought
n great deal of themselves, were in
roality very small beer indeed; and
instead of keeping that valuable
opinion to himself, ho gave it wido
publicity. Possibly Loder and Walker
of tho Sixth werc glad to see Coker's
long legs striding across the Sixth
Form green; it gave them an oppoviu-
nity thoy had long desired, of taking
down the great Horace a peg or two.

T.oder and Walkor pinned his arms,
and walked him off the green by the
shortest routp. Coker, & hefty fellow,
was quoite able to handle a Sixth Form
man, but not able to handle two at
onge. Ho was walked helplessly off
the Sixth Form green, under the stare
of a score of grinning fellows of the
Shell, the Fourth, and the Remove,
who all scemed cntertained by the
sight,

Catching his large fect in the chain
that surrounded the greem, Coker
sprawled headlong when the two pre:
fects let him go, amid Iauﬁhter and
choors. He sprawled in a bank of snow,
and gurgled and gasped there, whils
Loder and Walker strolled awapr,

smiling.

Cokor extricated himself from the
snow, with a red face, and  wrath
gleaming from his eyes. He was
powerfully tempted to rush after Loder
and Walker, and hit out 1
left. DBut even the warlike Coker
realised that he must not £t1n¢ii Sixth
Form prefects on the Sixth Torm
green. There were other Bixth Form
men in sight, too: and undoubtedly tho
Fifth-Formoer would have been given
the time of his life had he adopied
such drastic mesasurcs. On tho other
hand he had been treated with con-
turnely, and & mob of fags were laugh-
ing at him. Coker left the prefects
alone—with unusual wisdom—and
charged the fags, seattering them right
and left. But they rallied, and drove
Coker off with volleys of snowballs, so
that Horace had to beat o retreat, even
from such small fry os faps.

followed

Coker departed hurriedly,
by snowhballs, vells, and catcalls,

right and

A Magnilicent New Long Complete Story ol Harry
Wharton & Co., Teaturing Horace Coker ol the Filth.

FRANHK RICHARDS.

By this time Coker's wrath was ai
boiling  point.

The wrath of Achilles to Greece, the
direiul spring of woes unnumbered, was
nothing to 1t—Coker being a m
more important person than any Greck,
ancient or modern.

In this mood Horace Coker hap-
pengd on the Famous Iive, s

Harry Wharton & Co. were t'hmhmﬁ
of anything but Coker. . Really an
truly, they wero not secking trouble
with their old adversary

It was Coker who asked for trouble,
and duly received it

In a qguiet cormer of the quad,
screened by old trees, the chums of
the Remove had made a shde.

Indubitably, it was against all laws
at Creyfriars, written amd wnwritten,
for any fellows to make o slide in the
quadrangle, -

But that was no business of Coker's.
He was not & prefeck, though he had
no doubt that he ﬂugi'lt. to have been;
and only prefects had the right teo
issue commands to the Lower School, or
to report them to their IForm masters,
or to request them politely to bend
over for an application of the ash-
plant. No doubt if Wingate of tho
Sixth, or any other prefect, had
chanced into that secluded corner be-
hind the clms, and found the Juniors
whizzimg along a forbidden slide, the
ashplant would have been featured in
the next scene. DBut all Coker had to
do, as & Fifth Form man, was to go
on his way and mind his own business,

It was & besebting weakn of
Coker's that he never could mind his
awn business. It had couzed him
trouble hefore. It cavsed him trouble
now,

Here wore a gang of fags breaking
a whole heap of rules, absolutely
regardless of the frowning brow of a
Fifth Form man arriving on the
scene. Coker's wrathy mood required
a victim. He was longing to wallop
somebody, And if ever his short way
with fags was needed, surely it was
needed now, with these reckless,
?hfl?ﬂkj" juniors breaking rules right and
oft.

“Btop that!™
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(Copyright in the United States of America.)



4 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Coker repped out the words sharply.

Five juniors, spinning ona after
another along the slide, spun on, heed-
icss of er.

“Do vou hear mo? roared Coker,
ragistering wrath and indignation, as
they eay in the film studios.

Like the celebrated Gladiator, thoy
heard it but they heeded nof.

They slid on cheerily.

“Stop " bawled Coker. “*You checky
yvoung scoundrels! ¥You know you're
not allowed to make a slide in the

quad! Stop that immediately !

Coker always was under the impres-
sion thet ho spoke as one having
authority, saying, Do this!” and he
doeth it.

This impression Coker had. wholly to
himeelf.

Nobody olse at Greyfriars recognised
Coker's voice as bemmg authoritative;
least of all the heroes of the Romove.

They whizzed on, still regardless, to
the other end of the slide.

Coker strode towards the slide, and
upan it—narvowly nussing & twmble.
He¢ hod to tread very carefully, for the
frozen surface was very slippery indeed,
He was after the juniors; but it was
beneath his dignity to slide after them
ag if hoe were & junior himself. Ha
walked; but, lika Agag of old, he
walked delicately.

Harry Wharton & Co., at the further
end, turned round, and came shding
back. They came back with a rush—
first Wharton, then Bob Cherry, then
Johnny Bull, thon Frank Nug&‘:u, and
Hurree Jamzset Ilam Singh bringing up
the rear. Possibly they anticipated a
collision with Coker, Anticipated or
not, 1t happened.

Wharton landed on liim like a bullet
from e rifle.

Cokor spun.

Two seconds more, and five junicrs
were sprawling “all over Coker; a
wriggling, squirming heap of humanity
with Coker underncath.

BOOKS YOU
MUST READ.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Aud Gets Tt !

i 00000000CH I*
Thus Coker, breathlessly.

“Oooch! Moooeh! Gerroff!
Oochtl I'm squashed! 11
gpiflicaie you! Grooooocooch

The Famous Five weore in no hurry
to get off. They had been sliding for
somme little time, and perhaps nemfﬁd 8
rest.  They sat on Coker, who sprawled
faco downwards, gasping and gurgling,
quite unintentionally conung in uﬁﬂfui
aa o sofa.

“Qooch! Gerrefl 1" spluttered Coker,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Dear old Coker ! said Bob. * Always
g.ui;;mg for trouble—and always getting
1t 1

“Ooocanooch 1™

“Keep still, Coker,” ssid Johanny
Bull, *If you wriggle about like that
I shan't sit on you!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!”
“You — you — you—"" spluttered
Coker, “Gerroff! You young demons!

I'll pulverizse the lot of you !
“(zo ahead!” chuckled Nugent.

That was the trouble—Coker could not
go ahead. Five sturdy juniors sitting
on him pinned him down helplessly.
He wriggled and sguirmed, but he
conld nmot riso; he <could not pitch off
the juniors—he could do nothing but
struggle helplessly and furiously. His
dezira was to gain his feet and hurl
himself on the juniers, smiting them
hip and thigh. But the combined
welght of five fellows was too much
for him. Like the young man of Hythe,
who was *haved with o scythe, he did
nothing but wriggle and writhe.

Finding Coker cownfortable to sit on,
the Famoua Five continuwed to sit. They
wanted o rest, and the Fifth-Former had
coma  along  at the right moment.
Nobody had ever considered Cober
arnamental ; but he could be nseful. Ha
was useful now. Like the hapless youth
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in the song, hia lodging was on the cold,
cold ground; but the lodging of the
Famous Five was on Coker, and thoy
were not at all in a hurey to shift.

" Will you gerrefi?” shrieked Coker

“We're sitting ont this one!™ ex
plained Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“I'll smash you!l” roared Coker.

“The smashfulness will be a hoot
on the other leg, my csteemed Coker!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“¥Yarooh! Gerroff! I—I—I—"
_t::j'!fuu talk too much, Coker| Cheeso
it ?

Coker gasped frantically.

"1 say, you fellows—— He, he, he !
Billy Bunter rolled up, and i:r]inl’r.cd at
the scene through ks big spectacles.
“What's that you're sitting on?”

“Coker!”

“He, he, hel™ chortled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

4 Mora anﬂ:t more fellows came up,
rawn to that previousl uict spot b
the dulcet tones of Hargmqﬂ'aher?u ‘l‘hi
spot was no lopger quiet, Coker
seemed to be understudying the cele-

brated Bull of Bashan.

Bquilf of the Remove playfully pushed
snow down his neck. Coker Lifted his
head to roar, and Vernon-Smith pushed
snow inte his mouth. The rear died
away in & suffocated gurgle.

“Borry we can't make room for you
men ™ said Bob Cherry, “All avail-
able scats are taken; standing room
only, gents1"

**Ha, ha, hal"

Most of Coker was =zat upown; bul
Hazeldene and Ogilvy found standing
room, Coker was scarcely visible now;
but he was audible.

It was then that a poctly figure ap-
pearad on the scene, with ponderous
tread. Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, was substantial enough to be
seen at a distance; but the juniors were
too busy with Coker to notice him till
he wae fairly on the spot.  The wild
roaring of Coker, and the laughter of
the junmiors, had drawn the Fifth Form
master there; but he did nol see 'mme-
diately that a man of his own Form was
mvolved in the procecdings. Mr., Prout
blinked at the velling crowd.

“What i all thi=*" he exclaimed,

1] ':‘h!l‘l

48 [:ﬂ"lrﬂ |rll.

The juniors jumped up at once.

Then Mr. Prout had ‘a view of the
sprawling Coker. Coker sat up dizzily.

“Bless my soul! Is that Coker, of
iy Form? ejaculated Mr. Prout.

“Gerrrroooogh 1"

“Coker I [r. Prout’s look and
votee wero thunderous. " How dare you

lny!thesu absurd games with junior

f}}'ﬁ-”

“EhY stuttered Coker.

“"Have you no sense of dignity—you,
a Fifth Form boy " hooted Mr. Prout.
“¥ou should be ashamed of yourself,
Coker 1™

“Grocogh!l I[—I—1—" i

“How dare you make a shde in the
gquadrangle!” econlinued Mr. Prout
gngrily.  “Such conduect on the pavt of
juniors would be reprehonsible; bt
you, ali"iith lt:-;:-rm hoy—"

“Disgraceful 1 thundeved My, Prouf.
“(oker, thiz will not be alloved! This
will not be permitbed! Onee for all,
Coker, I forbid you to join in horse-
play with Lewer School boys in the
guadrangle !”’

Coker blinked at hiz Form master,
gasping helpleazly. This isapprehen-
sion on Mr. Prout's part was the last
straw ; it was insult added to injury.

“I—I wasn't—] didn't—I never——"
Labiled Coker.
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“Bilence! How dare you deny what
I ha‘:.‘fe: 5@;{;1 with my own eyes!”
thwndered . Prout.

a

E—I—I——" spluttered Coler,
slide—a slide in the

hooted BMr. Prout.
slipped on it myselfl The Head might
lhave slipped on it! How dare you,
Coker! I repeat, how dare youl”

bl G ne:ver—"

* “If you please, sir—" ?m d Whar-
ton. ally, the captain of the Remove
did not want to see Coker slated for
haring mpde that slide. Coker's ad-
ventures on the slide were quite inad-

';-arlﬁt.

“ Bilonco, Wharton t”
H'Blut Ei.l" “-"[3:—”
“I have told you to bs silent!"

boomed Mr. Prout.
“ Yes, sir, but—""

L £

il "
LT ¥

_‘-__;:,_ )
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“ Another word, Wharton, and I shall
roport you to Be Quelech for imper-
Linance. ker, get up at once! You
will take five hundred lines for so far
forgetting tho dignity of a senior bor
o8 to enter into rough horseplay with
Lower boys in the quadrangle 1™

#*J—1 nevor—"'

“Bilence! You ave utterly untidy—
dishevellod—a :z.hﬂ-c!-:inispeﬂmlel I am

ashamed to have sveh a boy in my
Form| Go into the House at once!”
“I—I—I-——" burbled the wrectched
Coker.
“HBilence, I say! I will listen to no
excuse for your conduct—your out-

rageous and utterly undignified cons
ductl Go into the House immediately !’

“1 tell you, sir—"

“Bilence! Another word and T shall
asne you, Coker! And remember this—
if T find you, on encther occasion, play-
ing these ridiculous and undignified
games with Lower boys, 1 shall chastizse

quadrangle!”
1 might Eimva H

—— Ny

you as if vou wero o Lower boy your-
self! Now got”

Coker staggered away.

Mr. Prout walked after him, fuming
and frowning, and saw him safe into the
LIS G,

The Removites were loft almost in

hysteries,
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Coker!"”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“* Undignified games
boys!' ¥ stuttered Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”
""Paoor ﬁfd Coker "
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,

And Coker and his Form master
heving vanished from the secone, the
cheery Reomovites resumed sliding—till
the angular Bgure of Mr. Quelch, the
Remove master, was sighted in the

with Lower
“Oh dear ™

j ﬁ%ﬂ’
h / ;’

ki

!

offing, upon which the juniors disep-
pearcd like ghosts at cock.-crow; and &
totally uninhabited elide was left for
the inspeetion of Henry SBamuel Quelch,

o i

_-._“--"-"-ri!'t"-

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Second Time of Asking !
ABRRY WHARTON & CO., when
they went cheerily in to tes in
the Romove studies, were still
smiling over the episode of
Coker. But they soon dismissed that
matter from their minds. It was not
gn 1mportant matter, in the estimation
of the Romovites; they camo in hungry,
and tea was & much more important
matter. The Famous Five brewed tea
in Study Ivo. 1, and forgat all ebiout
Coker of the Fifth. It was otherwise
with Coker.
Coker had been sat upon, in mero
senses than one. Huch an episode might

g, -I.l f

Sinh 2
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pass lightly from the minds of the
sitters, but was likely to linger longer
in the mind of the sittee, so to speak,

Coker, in hia study in tho Fifth-Form
passage, was in deep dudgeon,

Potter and Greene were sympathetic,

They fully agreed that the fags of the
Lower Fourth were s cheeky set of
young amundra!si that it was high timo
they were taken in hand; that henging
was too g[ﬂud for them, even had it been
practicable; that their Form master did
not thrash them enough; that the Sixth
Form prefects did not give them enough
ashplant. Having agrecd to all tlas,
Potter and Greene showoed an incline-
tion to let the subject drop.

Not so Coker.
His brow was gloomy over tea, and
after tea it was still gloomy. I"I‘i'i

While Coker tramped up the
Etai;eas?ﬁt Put:tarthtumad sud-
enly 0 another passage,
.~ jerking Greene's arm. When
Coker reached the Remove
Ianding, and looked round he
made the startling discovery
that Potter and Greane wers no

longer In sight. (See Chapter 3.)

wrongs and gricvances lay heavy on
Coker's heart.

“You sce, such cheek to a Fifth Form
man !” ho said.

“ Awlul 1¥ said Poiter,

“Horrible I said Greene,

Both of them glanced at the door. It
scemed to thom odd that old Horaco
never know when he had exhausted a
topic,

“And old Prout—" said Coker, 1n
deop indignation. | ) .

“Nit of an ass, if vou like,” said
Potter.

¥ Priceless old ass!” said Greene,

“Making out that I was playing
games with kids!"” said Coker, " Me,
you koow! Me! Fancy!™

* Faney !" vawned Potter.

Once already that aifternoon Potter
and Greeno had been called away sud-
denly while Coker was talking. Ther
wondered whiether thoy could venture to
romomber  another eongogement now,

THe MaongT Lismany.—No. 1,042,
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They did not want a row with Uoher;
but really they were fed-up with ths
topic. Privately they were of opinion
thet Coker had ssked For all he had. got,
and couldn't be surprised when he got
it. But it was no use telung Loker

that. It would bave led to trouble in
tha study. : "
“I'm not going to stand it, of course,

resumed Coker., “I've got my position
to consider. It's impossible to let the
matter rest whera it 15. That is what I
want to discuss with you fellows.”
Potter resolved to make the plunge.
“Wa'va got to see Wingate about the
footer, Greeney,” he remarked. "I
forgot that! Mustn't keep Wingate

walting."
“Blessed if I hadn't fﬂrgﬂltm:lr too I
exclaimed Greens, “Come on! We

shall ba Iate!”

Coker looked grim.

“Hiay where gc-u aral” he said,

“You see, Wmgate will be wailing
fop——u*

ALl Bl the awoaly 908, X

; in o a ool, you know™
neged FPotter. “Cmn't very well Leep
him waitmg.”

“Naver mind Wingate now,” said

Coker. "I shall want you two fellows
to back me up in dealing with those
qusf'

. "0Oh dear!”

“You see,” oxplained Coker, “I
went to Wharton's study once to thrash
him for some impudence or other, and
instead of taking it guietly, ho had the
nerve o go for me—"

“What & nerve I murmuraed Poiler.

“Oh, these fagn have cheek enough for
anything ! said Cokor. “The young
rascal actually velled to the other young
villains, and they et on me, and I was
rolled down the %Lemm'a staircase. Ale,
you know 1™

* Better leave them alone,” sugpgested
Greene.

Coker Jooked at him with a freczing
eye.

“Tion't be & silly idiot, Greene 1

“Hem 1"

“If you can help it, at any rate”
sald Coker. “Now, I've got a stick
here. I'm poing fo the Remove passage
to thrash Wharton—he was the ring-
leader. If the other yvoung scoundrels
happen to be in hiz study, I'll thrash
them, too. Buot Whearton's the leader in
all this cheek, and he's the fellow T want
to make an example of. You chaps aro
coming with me—="

“Ara wo?" said Potter doubtfully.

“You don't want our help in handling
2 few fapgs, old bean,” hinted Greenc,

“Of course not!” assented Coker.
“All I want you fellows to do is to stand
pard at the door of the Etud;,' while
'm thrashing Wharton. You'll keop
the rest of the inky little beasts from
interfering—see 7"

“Oh 1

“Ttey'll be at tea now, and it's the
time t¢ catch them.” said Ceker, rising
from his chair. *Come on!”

Coker put a stieck under his arm.
Potter and Greene exchanged glances.
They did not want a row with Coker.
Coker's study was a land flowing with
milk end honey, owing to hia freguent
and generous remittances from his affee-
tionate Aunt Judy. The tea that had
just heen disposed of had been stood
y Coker: the supper of which Paiter

and Greene intended to dispose later

waa to ba atead by Coker. Coler wes o
fellow who had a lot of uses, if a fellow
handled him tactiully.

‘But on one point Potter and Greene
bed fully medo up their minds. They
were not going to the Remove passapo
to join in a shindy with a mob of Lower
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fellows, That determination was as
fixed and immutable as the laws of the
Medes and Persians. I Horace Coker
wanted to wake up a hornet's nest n
the Kemove pmaﬁc. horace ULoker
could wake up that hornet’s nest on his
lonely own, and have the horpets all to
himself.

“Come on ! cepeated Coker briskly.

“The—the fact 15——" stammered
Greene.

An icy eye turned on him.

“ Are you coming, Greene "

“Well, no,” said Greene desperately.
0 Yﬂll E'E-E.'—”

“YVou see—"" murmured Potter,

Coker lzid down the stick, and pushcﬂ
back his cuffs, & proceeding that his
gtudy-matcs viewaed with some alarm.

“When a friend lets me down,” ex-

plained Coker, “I punch him! I don’t (

argie with him. I just hit him!

Which of you 1z coming on frst "
Potter coughed, y
“You shouldn’'t make these little

sald., ' Coker

jokes, Greency,” he
dossn’t like them] We're ready, old

chap !*
“Oh!" gasped Greenc. "All right!
Ready, cricfhea.n L

“If you were joking, all right,” said
Coler. “But, as Potter says, 1 don'c
like such jokes, William Greene. Now
come on ¥

Coker led the way from the study.
FPotter and Greene followed him.

“Look here, Potter|” said Greene, in
a fierce whisper.

“ Leave it to me,” murmured Potter.

“0Oh, all right!”

A group of Fifth-Formers were chat-
ting at the end of the passage, and they
looked rather ouriously at Horace Coker,
with a stick under his arm, and a war-
like frown on his rugiﬁed brow.

“Hallo, what's up 1" asked Blundell of

the Fifth, ]

“Coker’s going to thrash the Re-
move,” explained Potter,

“Oh, my hat! And you fellows are

going to carry home what's left of bhim
after he's done it1” asked the captain
of tha Fifth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"1 don't want any cheek from you,
Blundell 1" said Coker loftily, and he
strode on past the grinning group, his

L 11 12

noza in the air. me on, you men !’

Potter and Greene followed him as far
as the Hemove staircase. Horace kor
trampad up that staircase, while Potter
turned suddenly into another passage,
jerking Groene’s arm. It did pot cccur
to Coker to look round till he reached
the Remove landing. Then, greatly to
his surprise, he made the interosting dis-
covery that Potter and Greene were no
longer in sight.

“Potter ! he roered. “Greene!”

Only the echo of Coker's powerful
voice answered him.

Cokor Frowned portentously,

But it was no time to hunt for the
base deserters. Coker had come there
to thrash the captain of the Remove,
ond any other voung scoundrels whe
might be in the study with him: and
Coker was not the man to lock back
when he had set his hand to the Eiaugh.
He tramped wrathfully into the Remove
pASSATC.

Billy Bunter was loafing there, and
he turned his big spectacles on the
enemy in elarm,

“T say. vyou fellows!™
DBurter, “Cokéer—— Yaroooo

Coker smote, and Billy Bunter rolled

elon the passage roaring. Coker
ntrmﬁa on to the door of Etr:ﬁiy No. 1,
and hurled it epen,

ﬁ’f“ke d

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Horace !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, had
finished tea. 'Fhey wera chatting
in Btudy No. 1 in the Remove;
and they were not, as Coker

naturally supposed, discussing Coker
and his mishaps., In their eyes, Coker
did not loom =0 large as in his own.
Actually, they had forgotten Coker,
They were discussing matters much
more important—in their own estimation
at lemst. A football match with Red-
clyffe juniors which was coming off
shortly. The sudden hurling open of
the study door took them, therefore, by
BUrprise,

orace Coker strod) in.
““Hallo, hallo, hello!” ejaculated Bob
he:ri.;. —_— ”"
i o the thumpr——
“0Oh, Cokar I
The Famous Five jumped up. Coker

.of tha Fifth, frowning with Jove:like

wrath, stood. before them. He slipped
the stick down from under his arm
into his hand, just as he had often seen
Bixth Form prefects slip the official ash-
ilant. Coker rather fancied himsolf in
that act. His manner was impressive,
indeed terrifymg. Tt was an unfortu-
nato circumstance that it neither im-

_Eﬂ&sﬁd nor terrified the chums of the

cmove.  Instead of regarding Coker
with fear and trembling, they smiled.

“Coker, old man,” said Wharton,
“didn't your Aunt Judy ever teach you
to knock at & door before coming into
a room?"

“Very careless of Aunt Judy,” re-
marked Nugent, with a serious shake
of the head.

“The carclessness was  terrifie,”
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The manners of the excellent Coker
are preposterously shocking.”

Coker smiled grimly.

"T've come here to thrash you,

“Call another day;" suggested the
captain of the Remove.

‘Pond overl™

[ 1] E‘h T.J

“1 i over!™ repeated Coker.

The juniors fairly blinked at Coker of
tha Fifth. They had mever expected
even Horace Coker to order a fellow to
bend over, like & prefect of tho Sixth.
Coker was full vl::fpsurprises, cvan for
follows who knew him well.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry,
“this iz the giddy limit! The very out-
gide rim."”

“I've told you to bend over,
Whearton.”
“Bing 1t over again,” suggested
Wharton.

“ Are you bending over?”

“Now, am I bepding over " askead
the captain of the Remove thoughtfully,
* No, old bean, I think not. I've a sort
of idea not—not quite.™

“You'll get it worse if you make =
fuss,” explained Coker,

U Dear me! I think I'll chance that,™
said Harry, "1've got a fecling that
I shall make an awful fuss.”™

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Run away and play, Coker,” sug-
ested Jolmny Bull, “Go and tell your
unny stories to the Fifth."”

“*That's cnough,” said Coker. “*YTou
fags stand back, or it will be the worse
for you. WNow, then, Wharton!"

Coker strodo straight at the captain
of the Remove and grasped him with
hishlnft hand, the stick gripped in his
right.

Vhether Coker thought that he really
was going to lick the captain of the
Remove in  his own study, with his
chums looking on in awe; whether he
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thought at all; whether, indeed, he was
endowed by nature with the necessary
apparatus for thinking, the Famous
Five did not know and did not inquire.

They did not waste time in words.

As Coker's grasp closed on Wharton
the grasp of live pairs of active hands
clozed on Coker.

It had been Coker's intention to bend
Wharton forcibly over the table and
apply the stick in the manner.of & pre-
fect applying an ashplant. This inten-
tion he now abandoned. It was simply
impossible to  carry on according to

lan, becauzo in a fraction of a second

‘oker was lying on his back on the
study Hoor. The stick was jerked away,
and Coker was discovering, for the
tehth time, at least, that five Remove
fellows were much too much feor. him
to_handle with success,

TH.E[ Tap! Tap! , .

Bob Cherry's hands were entwined in
Coker's thick shock of hair, and Coker's
head was tapping on the floor—hard.

“Whoooop!" roared Coker.

Tap! Tap! Tap!
“ Yarooogh! Legﬁo! Oh, my hat!
Polter ! Greeno!™ yelled Cokor.

But Potter and Greene wore far away.
They had no use for a hornet's nest.

“Dear old Coker!” said Bob. **He's

reedy—heo never knows when he has
1iad enough, Leb's give him a little
mora,’’

“The morefulness 18 terrific.”

“Hold him wlule I get the ink," said
Nugent.

“ What-he !

Coker struggled frantically.

He did not want the ink.

But he got it. A flowing inkpot was
upturned over Coker's rugged features,
end the ink ran in streams over those
features, into his mouth, and down his
nock. Cokor spluttered wildly as it ran
into his month.

"Groooogh! Oooooch!”
Btroaks of ink across his speaking
countenance gave Uoker an eeérie resems-

blance to a zebra,

“Now roll him out!" said Wharton.
“Go  it!" chuckled Bob Cherr
cheerily. I roll, thou rollest, he rolls!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker rolled. Coker was a powerful
feilow, and he gave some trouble. But
five pairs of_hands were too many for
Coker. He rolled out of the study into
the Romove passage, and there he found
the Remove gathering in great foree,
all of them pleased to see Coker.

"I say, you fellows, rag him!" velled
Billy Bunter. “The beast punched me!
Lemme gerrat him 1"

Bunter got at Coker. So did a dozen
other fellows. A cloud of dust arpse in
the Remove passage, with Coker in the
midst of it, gasping and gurgling and
spluttering, He was rolled over and
over, he was regged and seragged, his
collar and tie di.mpgvnﬂ.md, his hoad was
o dusty mop, his buttons Hew [ar and
wide. It scemed liko some awful dream
to Coker. His voice rang and echoed
from one end of the Remove passage
to the other, amid yells of laughter frem
the Remove.

Coker had been through thiz kind of
thing before. It was really remarkable
that he shonld have asked for it again.
But as Beb had remarked, Coker never
knew when he had had enough. Even
now, reduced to a state of inky, dusty
wrockage, Coker was thinking chiefly
of vengeance, not of escape. He
struggled wildly, and succeeded in
planting two or three hefty blows, one
of which landed on Billy Bunter's watch-
chain, and sent the Owl of the Remove
rolling away in.a ryory winded state.
Another brought a stream of red from
Skinner's nose, anothaer made Bolsover
major roar. But these were trifling

£

incidents.  There was. no doubt that
Coker collected most of the casualties.

“MNow roll him down tho stairs,” zaid
Harry Wharton, when Coker of the
Iifth was a mere gasping, gurgling
heap of breathlessness,

ar, hear!™

“Roll him I

*Good-bye, Coker!"

Coker rolled. He travelled expedi-
tiously down the Remove staircase and
brought up on the next landing. There
ha lay spluttering. From the landi
above the RHemovites hurled yells an
missiles st him as he sprawled and
gaspod. :

“Cave!” ejaculated Bob Cherry sud-
denly. *Prouty, and Quelchy, too!”

“gh, my hat! Hook it!"
Two frowning Form-masters wers
coming up the lower staircase. Mr.
Prout stopped on the landing where

cker lay gasping, with portentous
wrath in his majestic countenance. My,
Quelch came on up the Remove stair-
case, but by the time he reached the
Remove passage the juniors had
vanished into their studies and all doors
were ¢losed.  Mr. Quelch, with com-

cssed lips, went down again to the
ower landing, where the Fifth Form
master was starifipg in thunderous wrath
at the sprawling Coker,

“Mr. Prout, it appeari to be a boy
of your Form who iz the cause bf this
disturbance !” rapped Mr, Queleh. "I
leave the matter 1o your hands, sir.”

The Remove master whisked away,
_Mr. Prout did not answer him, Ter-
rific wrath was in his plump face, and
all his attention was given to the sprawl-
ing é?ill';l:h-{?nr}l‘ncr. P ;

‘Coker " he gas at last.

“Ow! Ow! Gru_-I:,ngh!"

Coker sat up blindly.

“Coker, this is the scecond time to-day
(Continued on next page.)
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Addvess all letters

asking " me for a RBarring-Out

series of Greyfriars stories. It

would appear that great minds—
—axeuse me—think alike, for just belore
Christmas Mr. Frank Richards and f
talked over a theme for a new scries of
Barring-Out yarns, and without loss of
tima your favourite author sct to work
o these yarng, The result is hirst-class,
A.l, top-hole! That bit of formation
will please wou, I knew, for Frank
Richards at his best is absolutely un-
Leatable.  The first story in this new
series—get ready to cheer—will bo in
vour hands next Satarday. How's that?
dow you " Barring-Out ™ fans just scout
round and tell all your non-reader pals
that if they want to read the finest séries

FUR wecks past readers have been

. , .':;\‘!:u":';.u:"-'.!.:,::::_

The Editor, The " Magnet” Library, The Fleetway H
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Write me ; j’nﬂcm:b: : 4 et ot

sure of an answer In return,

of school tales ever written the MacnrFr
is the paper to oblige "em! Will you do
i? Good! Next Bg’ﬁ.turday, then, will
soe the “kick off ™ of this amazing,
original new scries.

A NEW PAPER—“THE MODERN
BOY 1"

That's another bit of news for you
fellows, and it’s good news, too, for this
paper strikes a now note in boys' litera-
ture. It's a superbly illustrated journal
containing & special programme of tip-
top fiction, smongst which looms
prominently a South Beas adventure
sorial written by Sir Alan Cobham, the
famous DBritish aviator. and Charles
Hamilton. Then there’'s a delightful

story by Gunby Hadath, whose work is
well known to many of you. All the
big events of the day are discussed mn
the pages of tho “Modern Boy.” and
thero are scores of wonderful photo-
graphs and black and white illustrations
which will be of special interest to the
boy who likes to keep in touch with what
15 going on in the world about him.
The foregeing is only a sample of what
this go-ahead paper contains, for space
at my disposal is limited. But I must
wind up with a mention of the

WONDERFUL METAL MODEL

of the new Great Western Railway ex-
press engine, King George V—that
made some of the American ratlway
speed men sit up and take notico a short
time back—which will be given away
FREE with overy copy o No. 1 of
“Modern Bov.” 'That's another bit of
news that will buck you fellows up, 1
know, for I eall to mind the interest you
showed in the topping metal models ot
famous railway engines that were given
away in MacRer & little while back.
Thera are other models, too, of famous
“giants of speed ™ which will be given
nway with subscquent issues, so make
certain of collecting the entire set, chums,
When does this wonderful new paper
appear on the market? I know vou are
all voicing that query, and I'll hasten
to answer it. No. 1 of this live-wire
paper will ‘be on sale at all newsagents
on MONDAY, FEBRUARY 6th. If
you're wise vou'll give an order for 1
to-day. Don't forgel, chums, ask for
“Modern Boy.™

your €ditor.
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THE FELLOW WHO WOULDNT
' BE CANED!

(Continued from previous page.)

that-I have found you engaged in dis-
trderly horseplay with Lower boya. OUn
the former occasion I warned you what
to expect if there was a recurrence of
your foolith and undignified conduct,
utterly unworthy of & senior boy.
Coker, 1 shall cane you!l”

"I“Ga?:uch! Woooch ! gasped Coker.

““¥ou will be caned before the whole

Form to-morrow morning, sir!” hooted
Mr. Prout. “Now go! Gol! Not a
word! Gol”

Oncp more Horace Coker was cruelly
misunderstood. Once more the vials of
wrath were poured upon his hapless
head.

Really, life a8t Greyiriars seemed
hardly worth living to a Fifth Form
man who had a short way with foags.

ker limped away gu'rghng:.
¢ collapsed in the armchair in his
study, and gasped and gurgled for quite
a long time before he got hiz second
wind. Yhile in the Remove passage
there were many chuckles and chortles,
the wild adventures of. Coker furnishing
reat entertainment to the merry
Juniors until his existence was forgoticn
Bgain,

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Serfous Situation !

MPOSRIBLE!

Theat was how it seemed to Coker
of the Fifth. That word sum-
marised the situation.

“Poor old Coker!”

That was what the other [ellows sand.

In the evening Coker gave mo atien-
tion whetever to preparation, and al-
}nwl-ad Potter and (ireene to give very
ikhe,

At Grst, in his battered and breath-
less state, Coker had given little
thought to My, Prout's sentence. Buot
ag he recoversd from the casnaltics he
had collected in the Remove passage
ha gave it more and more thought, f‘!;ll
it fitled his whole mind.

Coker was to be caned! Incredible,
unbelievable, impossiblo, as it seemed
tec Horace Jamez Coker, he was to bo
caned in the morning before all the
Filth Form, just hike a junior of the
Lower Bchool—indeed, like a fag of the
Becond or Third.

The Bixth Form, of course, were
never caned—thst really was impossible.
The Filth were so mlfdnm treated in
that manner that it was practically
unheard of, though it was always a pos-
sibility. For a senior fellow, a great
fellow in tails, to be caned like a junior,
was humiliating to him, humiliat to
hiz Form, and humiliating to his tl.furm
master. It wes lisble to bring the
Upper 3chool into contempt; to make
the Lowar School mock at the Upper
Behool, ¥t was impossible; at least, it
was awiul to contemplate.

Had the wild idea ecver entered the
Head's mind of caning a Sixth Form
man, all Greylriars would have expected
the skies to fall, or the foundations of
the universe to rock. It was only a
little less revolutionary for a Fifth Form
man to be caned. The skies, doubtless,
would not fall; the old universe would
remain frm upon its foundations. But
the occurrence would be a nine days’
wonder., It would cause endless dis-
cussion; it would. make the Lower
School cackle at the Fifth: it would
make the Sixth regard the Fifth with
even more disdain  than  they did
already, if that were possible; it would
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make all the Fifth leng to hide theijr
blushing faces from the sight of the
school.
Not thet a man in the Fifth cered
what happened to Coker personally.
r, important eg be supposed him-
seli to bs, was, in the estimation of his
Form, nothing and nobody. If Coker's
father, for instance, had Hogged Coker
at .home, the Fifth, on hﬂarmﬁ of it,
would have said that it was & jolly good
idea, and would have hoped, c!hnrit;h]}f,
that it had done Coker good. But
boieg caned by a& master in school was
a different matter, That was a humilia-
tion to the Form to which Coker be-
longed. It levelled the Fifth with tho
Lower school. It showed the fags and
juniors that even tremendous ﬁmda
ike Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,
wers, in theory at least, liable to be
%t'gcg just like the Bemove or fhe
ird.

Hed Mr. Prout, in his wrath, thought
of caning Blundell, the universe must
have shuddered. Certainly, Mr. Prout
was never likely to think of such an
awinl measure. But if he canced
Blundell’s Form-fellow, he-demonstrated
to all Greyfriars that Blundell was, eo
to zpeak, caneable. If one man in the
Fifth could be caned, another man in
the Fifth could bé caned;: what was
sauce for a goose like Coker was sauce
for & gander like Blundell.

Hence the deep trown that corrugated
the brows of George Blundell, captain
of the Fifth, that évening. Hence the
visible frowning and audible grousing
of the Fifth. Hence the amazement
and rage of Horace James Coker.
Henes the amusement and ribeldry of
the lower Forms, who looked on this
tragie incidont a= & howling joke.
Henes the chirruping cheeriness of
Hobeon of the Shell, who had been
ruthlessly turned down on the spot by
Coker when he pot his remove, as a
mere Lower School person with whom
Edfu&gr would have disdained to be found

ead.

Coker of the Fifth dearly loved the
limelight, It was this passion for the
limelight that had landed Coker in
many of the troubles of his chequered
carcer at Greyviriars. Coker did not
acknowledge tﬁat he loved the lime-
light; his view was that a fellow of his
character was bound te cut a pro-
minent figure in the school; he owed
it to himself, and he owed it to the
school,

But whether it was a love of the
limelight, or a realisation of his
bounden duty to cut & prominent figure
in the eyes of the school, Coker ocught
to have n satisGed now, for his name
was on every tongue, and it was impos-
sible for ono Greyfriars fellow to meet

another without seaying at onee,
“Heard about Coker "

But Coker was not satisfied.

There is limelight and lLmelight.

The kind that Coker wes getting now
was not gratifying.

In the memory of the oldest in-
habitant, no Fifth Form man but
Horace Coker had been sentenced to =
caning. Any Fifth Form man, asked 1if
such a thing was possible, would hawe
replied that it was wildly impossible,
that it was unthinkable—if he had not
punched the nose of the questioner for
asking such an insulting question.

Ang now it was going to happen.

Even a Aogging for Coker would not
bave humiliated the Fifth so0 much.
There was something awe-inspiring and
drgmatic about & Head's flog in%f But
Coker was not even going f.u%aq ogmed
—¢ven that shight copsolation was
denied to the Fifth, He was
be caved—just like Mr. Quele
the Remove, just like My,

Mug to
canead
Cappor

eaned the Fourth, just like Mr, Wiggins
eaned the Third,

If it happened, the Fifth ho that
My. Prout would lay it on hard. That
would be some little solace. But they
fervently hoped that it " not
happen. They foresaw the chipping
that would follow. 'They foresaw tho
deadly blow to the dignity of the Fifth.
T‘hﬂi foresaw the ironical smiles of the
Sixth Form men. ‘They hoped that Mr,
FProut would beg the Head to sack

ker, instead of caning him himself.
The expulsion of Coker would have
been a blow to Coker, but rather a
relief to the rest of the Fifth.

All the Fifth agreed that there was
too much of Coker. Anyhow, it would
not have humihated the Form. An ex-
pulsion was a solemn affair. The school
would be assembled in Big Hall; tno
masters would be in their places in cap
and gown, all the prefects at their
stations, the Head solemn and majestic,
the whole game, s0 to speak, solemn
and thrilling.

If Cokor had been sacked, there
would have been dry oyes in the Filth.

But caned——

“It's impossible!" said Coker, for the
twentieth or thirtisth time, to Potter
and Greene in the study.

In view of the sericus state of affairs,
of this crisis in the Listory of Grey-
friars, Coker had nvarfnuked tho
desertion of Potter and Greene on the
oceasion of his visit to Study No. 1 in
the Remove. It was no time for paltry
differences of opinion, no timo for re-
membering tty faults or trifling
offences, Coker had, indeed, slmost
forgotten his row with the Removites.

The dread sentence that impended
aver him like the suspended sword over
the head of Damodles of old, banished
all lesser considerations, :

Had the Great Fire of London, the
Earthquake of Lisbon, and the Battle
of Waterloo all occurred that evening,
Coker would have passed them by like
tho idle wind that he reparded mot.
Such trifles—in comparison—would not
have drawn his attention for one
mnn&ent from the serious matter in

end.

“It’s impossible!" repeated Coker, for
the twenty-first or thirty-first time.

"“Well, impossible or not, you're for
it!" snarled Potter. : e

“ And serve vou jolly well ri&hh if it
wes only you to be considered !” added

recne.

Coker stared ab them.

MNow was the time for all just men to
relly to the aid of the party, as it were;
and his study-mates and comrades wero
fairly snarling at him—just as if they
considered that Coker was t6 blamo.
somehow; Coker to blame, instead of
being a deeply-wronged fellow and a
proapective member of the noble army
of martyrs. -

“"Why, you—you—you—7" ptattered
Coker. ;

*“You've done it now!"” said Polter,
glaring at him, “How are wo going to
hold our hesds up in the school after
thiz? We zhall be laughed to death by
the t;aga! A Fifth Form man caned-—

l ]

“Caned—like a fag!” said Greene,
almost tearfully. “It's never been
heard of! Blundell's as mad as a hatter
about it!"

“The whola
Potter. .

Coker smiled a little. ¢

per spirit, he thought, The Fifth
Ea;}rm had never given er the
respect and admiration that were his
due; they preferved a dud like Blundeil
for Form captain when they might have
had Coker. They laughed when be
falked ericket, and roared when be

raging,” said
This was the

Form's
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talked football. But at least, it seemed,
thoy could realise how serious it was for
Coker to be caned, -

“Well, that's all right,” said G:}h‘_ﬂ'[ru
“T'm glad the Form can seg that it'a
serious,  For & man like me to he
treated like this——" y

“You!” said Potter, with ineffablo
gsearn. Y Youl! What do you matteri”

ﬂm‘?"

“ What the thump do you matter?” de-
manded Greene,

" What ¥ ;

“It's the Form|"” said Potter. “¥You
don’t matter a straw personally, Coker.™

“Ju] don't matter a siraw person-
elly 7" said Coker dazedly. He could
gearcely believe his ears. Large and
prominent as they were, he thought that
they must have failed to hear aright.

“Not a rap!” said Potter.

“Not & little teeny-weeny bit!” con-
curred Greene.

Coker was getting some home-truths
now, such as he seldom got in his study.
But Aunt Judy's munificent hampers
matfered not & jot to Potter and Greene
now. They wers writhing, like the rest
of the Fifth, under the shame and
humiliation that Coker had brought on
the Form,

“I wyou could only be sacked in-
stead—" sighed Potier.

“Backed " stuttered Coker.

“ Bunked ! said Greene. “If the Head
wonld bunk vou instead of old Prout
caning vou, it would be all right.”

“ Bunked I" murmured Coker.

“It's sickenming!” said Potter. "I can
jolly well tell you, Coker, that if you
lot down the Form to this extent you'll
be jolly well {:entftﬂ Coventry so long as

stay at Greviriars.”
rﬂ‘fsua-ms*sant to Coventry "

“Yeos, you frabjous ass! What do you
c-:;:ent‘i‘"

“Expect?’ stuttored Coker. He was
so taken aback that he seemed unable
to do anything but repest the remarks
made to him Iﬁ:a a parrot.

“Tho best thing vou ean do,” advised
Greene, “is te go to Prouty——"

“Go to Prouty” repesated Coker, still

rroting.
ﬂ’ﬂnd%&g his pardon—"

“Bub-bub-beg his pardon "

"o down on vour knees if he wants
vou to—any old thing—only get off that
caning,. The Fifth will never get over
it-."

Coker drew & deep, deep breath. He
was beginning to understand how the
wind really blew.

“Blow the Fifth!" he rcared. " What
do the Fifth matter? Bless the Fiftht
It's me that matters! Bust the Fifth!
I can tell vou thet I'm jolly well not
poing to be caned. I shall refuse., I
ghall tell Prouty so. But the Fifth can
go and chop chips
© “¥You silly chump!" hizsed Potter, * If
vou tell Prouty that, you'll make it a
potnt of honour with him to cane vout™

“Clog and beg offf you frabjous
cuminy ! snarled Gresne.

"“Beg off !" roared Coker. " Catch me!
I'm in the right, and old Prout's in the
wiong. I shall explain that to him. He

may soo reason”™

Potter and Greeae gazed fixedly at
Coker. Their looks indicated that tlhey
did not consider it probable that Mr.
Prout would sce reason if Coker ox-
ploined to him that he was in the wrong,

“"Now shut up!” added Coker. I ux-
]’J-E'l':h.'.‘ﬂ support in my own sludy: I
ooked for loyalty from my own pals
You're letting me down—the Filth are
letting me down. 1 despise the lot of
vou, I shall refuse to be caned by
Prout. If ho is obstinate, I shall call
on the Fifth to bar him out of the Form-
room.”
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“* Bub-bub-bar Prouty out of the Form-
room ! repeated Potter, like 2 man in
& dreau. .

"Yes. That will be the only dignified
course for the Form " said Coker, "I've
thought it out.”

TYou've thought it out! You're
making out that you can think—that

ou've pot anything to think with!

ou burblicg d:ilump'."

“Look here, Potter—"

4 You footling fathoud!™ said Greenc,

Caoker jumped up. :

o I'm.f’l-:'i up with this ™ he exclaimed
hotly. " I'll jolly well bang your heads
together, ﬂtuf see if I can knock a little
sense wto them ™

ker — justly  wrathy — rushed at
Potter and Uireene, with the fell inten-
tion of bangiug theic heads togother.

Ee had no doubt that he could de it.
He really had no idea how much he
owed to the forbeavance of his study-
mates, and their regard for the hampers
that came from Aunt Judy.

He fowul out his mistake now.

Potter aund Greene collared Coker
togetler, Their heads did not bang: it
was ioker's head that banged. on the
study fable. Tt made the table rock.

“ 0w rosrced Coker.

#Give bt another ! selled Pobter,

Bang!

“ Whoonop "

Coker, hurled on the floor, sprawled
there in & dizey state. Potlor glared
chown al lim.

* Naow, vou frabjous frump—"

* Yow-ow-on.ow 1"

“ You've got to beg off from Pr-unt:_r
gamchaw ! hizeod Potter. “ L vou don't

.III "
e

<

v 9.
i .
[T

From the landmg above, the
Removites hurled yells and mis-
siles at Coker as he sprawled
and gasped. **Cave!"™ gjacu-
iated bob Cherry suddenly.
* Frouty—and Quelchy, too ! "
The juniors hurriedly dispersed
as the iwoe I[rowning Form-
masiers came up the lower
stairoase. (See Chapler 4.)
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we'll serag you! Scrag you bald-headed!
Come on, Greeney; I'm fed up with that
burbling idiot! Miund, Coker, if you
don't get off that caning, you'll be
X4 out of Greyfriars.,”

“Groooogh 1

Potter and OGreenc departed, slam-
ming the study door after them. .

Coker sat up dazedly, rubbing his
liead. It was & hard head, and there

was, fortunately, nothing in it to
dumage. Still, it felt pained.
“Oh!” gasped Coker. **Ob, my hat!

{Oh, my head! Ow!"

Serious as the situstion was, Ilorace
(‘oker did" not give it any further
thiought for some time. His head—never
of much use for thinking purposes—was
now too dizzy for thinking at all; and
for quite 2 long time Coker aat and
rubbed the outside and gave the inside
i rest,

g £

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Great Expectations !
HDBB{JN of the Shell smiled as he

came into the Rag,
Harry VWharton & Co. were

‘there, and they wera sniling.

All the fellows in the Rag wero
smiling.
Smiling seemed to Le the order of tho

day in the Lower School at Greyfriars,
“ Heard about Coker®” asked Hohson
of the Shell.

* Ha, ha, ha!™

The question was superfluous: evi=
dently evervbody in the Rag had heard

Tue Macxer Ligrapt.—No. 1,042,
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about Coker, A roar of laughter
answered Hobson, which implied that
the answer was in the affirmatjve.

It iz said that an accepted wit has
but to say “Pass the salt!"” to set the
table in g roar. Certainly any Grey-
frisxrs man bhad only to say “Heard
about Coker? to set a whole room 1n
A Ioar.

That ia to say, in the Lower School,
or in the Sixth. To say “ Heard about
Cokert” in the Fifth was to evoke, if
not weepi&g and wailing, at least the
gnashing of teeth. -

“Caned ! said James Hobson joy-
fully. “He's going to be céncd, you
know! Of course, I'm sorry for him.”

Hobeon did not look sorry. He did
not s=ound sorry. His sorrowfulness
would not .have been described by
Hurree Jamset BRam Singh as terrific.

“He was my chum in the SBhell, you
know,” Hobson remarked. ¥ When his
aunt bullied the Head into kicking Lim
up into the Fifth, ho put on airs at ornece.

ora Fifth-Formy than all the rest of
the Fifth put together. Now he's going
to bo caned! There isn’t much canit
in tho Shell. But I daré say it's goo
for the Fifth1”

" Poor old Coker ! sighed Bob Cherry.

“{f course, & man's sorry for him,"
said Hobson., "I was thinking of going
to- his etudy to sympathise.”

“Guard with your left when you do
it 1" suggested the Bounder.

“Hea, ha, ha!” .

“0h, don’t rub it in, Hobby!” said
Harry Wharton, Ilaughing. " Coker
must be feeling it."

“He will be feeling it to-morrow morn-
ing, anyhow, when gmuty starts in with
the cane,” assented Holby.

“Ha, ha, ha!” , :

“Fancy the Fifth!” grinned Peter
Todd. “Coker bending over & desk like
a fap—taking six! The Fifth will be
ready to lynch him."”

*Or Prout!” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“Or both!" eaid Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

" Rather a come-down for the Fifth,”
said Hobson happily. “They put on a
lot of airs in the Fifth—make out that
they're practically on a level with the
Sixth, being seniors. And they ain’t.”

“ No fear [

“Thiz will bring it home to them!*™
chortled Hobby. *'This will clear their
minds & little. They won't swank

uite so much over fellows as good as
themselves, or a little better. T passed
Fitzgerald of the Fifth in the pazsaese.
1 asked him whether any more of the
Fifth were going to be cancd, and
advised him to put some exercise hooks
in his bags when he went to see Prout,
He looked quite wild.™

“Ia, ha, hal”

The juniors had noticed that Hohzon
of the Shell had entered the Rag rather
hastily. No doubt the wildness of Fitz-
worald of the Fifth was the eause of his
haste.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuekled.
After rolling Coker of the Fifth down
the Bemove stairease, they had far-
gotten Coker—impossible as it would
have seomoed to Coker for anvone to
forget him. But the news that Coker
was to be cancd had chaneged all that.
Coker was in the limelight now—any
stranger walking through Greviriars
would have heard Coker’s name uttered
on all sides, and would have supposcd
ithat Coker was a man of the greatest
fame and importance. 8o he was—for
the time. Membors of the Tirst Eleven
faded into insignificance beside. Coker
oW,

Probalily Mre. Prout, when

in his

nwraile e had zontenced Coker to bo
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caned in the Form.room, had pot
realised what a bombshcll he was hurl-
ing into the little world of Greyfriars.

Probably, on reflection, the Fifth
Form master might repent him of hav-
m% hurled that bombshell.

ut it was well known that Mr. Paul
Prout was what he would have deseribed
himself as & man of ftirm character—
what the juniors called an obstinate old
beggar.

What he had said, he had said)

A score of ears had heard Coker's
sentence, and as if that was nof
enough, Coker, in his indignation, had
talked of it far and wide.

It was scarccly possible for a man of
firmn character, or an obstinate old
boggar, whichever Mr. Prout was, to
back out now.. It would look as if he
had yielded to pressure. It would en-
danger hiz authority as a Form master,
It would not heve done at all.

Unless he was furnished with at least
o very plausible pretext, Me. Prout
eould not recede from the posttion he
had taken up, even if he desired to
recede from it.

Harry Wharton was thinking this
over, and hd drew his chums into a

uiet corner of the Rag to impart to

hem the result of his cogitations, what
timo Hobson of the Shell chortled
Joyously over the prospect of what was
to happen to his former pal on the
TR s e

; or's up against it, you chaps,”
said the captain of the Heimw:. ]'?fbf
gourse, there's no reason why Fifth-
Form men shouldn't be caned iike any-
body elsc. Thoy'ro not really the salt
of the aarth,”

“Not the least little bit!™ ssid Peb
Cherry. “It will take them down a

eg to see Coker caned, and vou can
pet that the whole school will rub it
in. T fancy Coker will be found dead
in the Fifth Form passage shortly.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“What about trying to get him off "
asked Harry,

1) Eh ?!l

“What 7"

HE Rﬂt !u

“The rotfulness is terrific!”

Four members of the Co. seemed

against the suggestion, but the captain
af the Remove persisted.
‘ “Look here, you men, that ass Cokep
is't.a bad sort. Of course, he's a faal !
He's an ass! Io's every known kind of
g8 pifling, footling, frabjous fathead.
But his heart’'s 1n the right place,
though his bead isn't much to speak of.
Ha will fecl this hard.”

“That depend: on how much beef
Prouty pita into it.”

“Be serious, old ghap. Coker will
feel it & lot, and the Fifth will slavghter
him. They're [rightfully tourhy ahout
their dignity—they'd rather see a Fifth
Form man sacked than caned like a fag.
Coker askeil for it all; but he's not a
bad t-hu.]il, according to his lights. His
life won't be worth living in the Fifth
after this. And, besides, he's howling
idiot encugh to do something awlully
reckless when Prout begins—migzht even
punch Prout."

“(h, great pip!"”

“ Even Coker wouldn't be such a potty
idiot I .

“Tt’s well known that Coker would
be anv kind of potty idiot. Ile’s got no

imit. "
“Well, that's =0," chuckled DBob
Cherry. "I should he sorry to sca the

old duffer sncked. Tle doecsn't desorve
that, though he's very checky to the
Remaove."

“But wo can’t stop i, enid Nugent.
“Old Prout isn't likely to listews to ws
if we put in & word for him."

“The likeliness is not terrific.™

“ Besides, Prouty can't back down
now, with all the school talking about
it,"* said Bob. * He's an obstinate old

ar, you know. We can see that
he’'s making a mistake in this; but ho
won't see it himself,**

“He was wild with Coker,"” said
Harry, “but really we had as much to
do with the row as Coker had.”

* Uoker started it.”

" Wa weren't exactly unwilling to
CATTY On,

“Nunno! 8ix of one and half a dozen
of the other,” grinned Bob, “Do you
want a licking for your share of the
row "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No. I'm not suggesting going to
Quelchy. But Prouty can't cane us;
he's not our Form master. We could
tell him how the matter stood, without
getting licked. Leok here, the fact is,
the Fifth are not caned, and by this
time old Prout will be jolly sorry ho
spoke, and my idea is that he would
jump at a chance to let Coker off with
lines o detentions instead of & caling.
Well, let’s give him = chance.”

Thero was silence in the Co.

But it would take the Fifth down
such an awful peg!” pleaded Johnny
uﬁrﬁ:i ., They don’t waste much civility

“X konow, but—"

“It's & chanec to chip the Fifth and
take a rise out of them,” urged Frank
Nuﬁmls‘t.. Bt )

" now, ut look here, I think it
rﬂuld !}g the decent thing,” said Harry.

Cokar s always an ass, and sometimes
an offensive ass; but we always knock
him out when we have & row; we owe
him no grudge. Let’s do anything we
gan for him; it's really serious for
Coker, you know, though it's & scream-
ing Joke for anybody else.®

" Well, let's 1" uig Bob Cherry at last.

And so it was sgreed, and the Famous
Five left the Rag tutht.-r. and made
their way to Masters’ passage to inter-
view Mr. Prout. They left the whole
crowd in the Rag chortling over Cokor
and Coker’s miehaps, and it is very
probable that had the Bag gucssed the
intention of the Famous Five, the Rag
would have fallen upon them and
smitten them hir snd thigh, and cer-
tainly they would never have reached
Mr. Prout’s study except by passing
over the dead body of Hohson of the
Bhell. 80 the chums of the Removwe
sefely kept their own counsel, and, like
the Arab who folded his tent, they stole
silently away to do Horace Coker that
good turn,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Puliing it to Prout !

R. PROUT, the master of the
Fiith, sat in his study, frown-
ing.

; Mr. Prout was still cross.
Coker of the Fifth was enough to try
the temiper of the hest-tempered Form
master, and Mr., Prout was not a
specially good-tomperod master.  His
temper, in fact, was quite unreliable in
the sharp winter weather, Frosty
weather hronght certain little aches and
paina info various parts of Mr. Prout's
portly person, and Mr. Prout had a
corn, his constant companion for years,
that grew with his  growth and
strengthened with  his  strength, and
that made ita presence unpleasantly feis
when the cold weather nipped Mr.
Prout.

With a little rheumatic ache in his
knoe, and a little neuralgic pain in his

wyed, and his favourite corn “ shooting,”

'
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sometimes taking single pot-shots, as
it were, and zometimes volleyiog, Mr.
Prout really was not in a state to stand
too much Coker.

Once upon & time, if his memory
served him well, Mr. Prout had been a
mighty hunter of big game, a terrific
climber of Alpine Elﬁ[ﬁ. Grizzly bears
had rolled over before his deadly rifle;
though, for one reason or ancther, Mr.
Prout had not brought home their skins,
Unnumbered buffaloes had perished
under his withering fire, though various
trifiing eircumstances had prevented
Mr. Prout from adorning his walls with
their horns. Mr. Prout had climbed
the Matterhorn; though, owing to some
petty incident he had not reached the
top. WNo one, looking at the portly
Form master, would have supposed that
he had ever been, like Nimrod, a2 mighty
hunter; and it was barely possible that
Mr, Prout's memory did not serve him
well. It was possible that memory
fondly lingering on past glories, ex-
aggeratod those glories a little, indeed,
a E::t. That, at least, was the opinion
current in Masters'
Greyfriara.

Tgnt he hed shot the stag whose
antlers decorated his study, Mr. Prout
firmly believed; and the other masters
believed as firmly that this was & delu-
sion of Mr, Prout’'s. Coker's opinion
was that Mr, Prout had bought tnose
antlers szecond-hand; and 1t was just
like Cloker to state that opinion aloud
one day in the Fifth Form-room, just
as Mr. Prout was coming in to take his
Form. If ever, on any occazion, there
was anything into which a foot could be
put, Horace Coker could be relied upon
mﬁ‘put his foot in it ]

hose mighty hunting days—if any—
were over now, at all events, and Mr.
Prout was now & rather irritable old

ntleman, who had not seen his ¢
Fei alone touched them, for years an
years.

Years had touched his form to riper
grace, 85 8 poct has expressed it poetic-
ally. It was considered, in the Fifth,
that it would have been & good exercizo
to walk round Mr. Prout. Grizzly bears,
whose forefathers had fallen unﬁer Mr.
Prout's &eudlﬂ rifle, would have found
it & szoft job now to avenge those
glaughtered forbears. So far from
climbing the Matterhorn, Mr. Prout
sometimes found a little difficulty in
negotiating the stairs at Greyfriars, On
this particular day, Mr. Prout's prim;i,,
pal coen had been shooting with as
much activity as if it had been in prac-
tieca for a Bisley meeting. Whatever
might have been the case with Mr.
Prout's rifle, there was noe doubt that
the shooting of his corn was deadly.

On such occasions, the danger-signals
were easlly to be seen In a redness in
Mr. Prout's plump nose, and a glint in
his eye, The Fifth Form knew the signs
well, and when Mr., Prout's noso hew
the danger-signal, the Fifth were accus-
tomed to sit up and take notice, to give
Mr. Prout his head, and to walk
warily, IExcept, of course, Coker!
Coker's mission in life being to exem-
plify -the sncient proverh, that fools
rush in where angels fear to tread,

Twice that day Coker had exasper-
ated Mr. Frout, te the accompaniment
of the shooting of hiz corn and the
twinging of his konee. It was scarcely
surprising that Mr, Prout had come
down heavy on Coker. VFive hundred
lincs for the first offence had not
stopped Coker; like Oliver Twist, he
1-.,_3 acked Jor more. And so it had
come to pass that the [Fifth Formu
mu<ter, breaking all teaditions, had sen-
}cm&d Coker to be cawed before the
form !

Common-room &t
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But reflection had supervened.

Hours after Coker's offence, BMr.
Prout was still of opinion that a canin
would be for Coker's good; but ha
realisad that it would not be for the
good of the Fifth, or for his own good.

Tradition wae strong in a school like
Greyfriars. Precedent ruled supreme,
Fellows did what other fallows did, and
what earlier fellows had done before
them. The most potent headmaster who
dezired to intro-d‘:mﬂ a change of sny
sort, had to proceed cautiously and caro-
fully., No fag i1n the school liked fa
ging; yet had Dr. Locke proposed the
abolition of fapging, it would have been
& severe sh to the whole school
Changes even for the better wero re-
darded dubicusly and auﬂji;itimlul}'. And
Mr. Prout had to admit that the change
he was introducing was & change nl%r
the worse.

A great fellow in a tail-coat could not
be caned without & loss of dignity to
himself, to the Form to which he be.
longed, and to the Form master who
canad him.

Justly ezasperated as ho was with
Coker, Mr, Frout wished that he had
not promulgated that sentence.

He knew that his Form was in a
seething state of discontent ebout it
He could hardly blame them. Blundell,
the captain of the Filth, though not a
HSixth Form man, or a prefect, was a
“blood " of the Grst water, & great and
magnificent personage, a member of
the eleven, awe-inspiring to the Lower
Sehool. ﬁ'ortninl;r Mr. Prout, in his
moat exasperated moments, would never
have dreamed of caning Blundell. But
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it YAs ver nearly as bad to cane & man
in Blundell's Form; a man of the same
standing in the school. It was a bitter
humiliation to Blundell, almost as bitter
a3 if he weore caned himsell. Mr. Prout
understood it, and he was, as Harry
Wharton had sagely divined, sorry _that
he had spoken. He did not want an
exasperated and rebellious Form to desl
with; he did mot want to encounter
black Iooks when he entered his Form-
room: he did not want his colleagues,
in Masters’ Common-room, to remark
to one another that he could not keep
order in a senior Form without treating
the seniors like fags.

Mr. Prout was accustomed to giving
his colleagues adv‘im—-unrequeab&de; 83 B
rile—on  the management of their
Forms. Ha foresaw the half-concealed
smiles of the other masters; he could
slready hear the murmurcd sarcasms,
when the caning of the Fifth was dis-
cussed in Common-room. It would be
dizseussed ; there was no doubt of that,
Everythin% that ever happened wan die-
cussed in Common-room; indeed, Coker
had been heard to remark that when the
masters got together in Common-room,
they were like a lot of tattling old
WOoDIan.

The remark was oot unfounded—and
it was, of course, just like Coker to
make it in the hearing of authoritative
€Ars.

Mr. Prout, gmwini angrier snd
angrier with Coker, as he contemplated
the disagreeable position into which his
wrath had landed him, would have becn

TrE Maower Lipeany.—No. 1,045
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glad of a way of escape; angry as he
WaS.

But there waz no way; what he had
said, he Lad said. Heaving scentenced
Coker to be caned, he had to cane him,
or else appear to yield to clamour, to
givo way to Coker's insolence. Had
Lioker come to him, as Poiter had ed-
vised, and begged pardon in a humbloe
and contrite spirit, Mr. Prout would
have found a way open; he could have
acted magnammously, and gated and
lincd Coker instead of caning him in
the Form-roour, DBut Coker did not
come. Ho was persuaded that ho was
in the right; and Coker was far too
lofty and imndependent to apologise when
lie was in the right.

Without humble
{’oker, Mr, Prout simply could not
receds from the position }l:lﬂ hed taken
up: utterly uncomforteble and discon-
certing a5 that position was.

Mr. Prout was thinking this ovor,
with a bhlack hrow, when there canie a
m%at his study door.

e brightened up.

If it was Coker coming to beg off, the
relicf would have been immense. Mr.
Prout was vearning for some plausible
exouse to let him off.

“Come inl"” called out Mr. Prout,
auite briskly.

For the first time since Coker had
been in his Form, he was anxious to sce
Coker,

But it was naot Coker; it was o party
of Remove juniors who entered Mr.
Prout's study.

The "Fifth Forma master starod at
Harry Wharlon & Co.

He wanted to zee Uoker ; decidedly he
did not want {0 sce any members of Mr.
Quelch’s Form, He starcd at them—or
rather, glared. Like the Alpine climber
celebrated by the poet, s brow was
black, his eye beneath flashed Like a
felchion from its sheath.

“Yoin! What do you juniors want?"
snapped M. Prouot.

“If you please, sir—"" said Whar-
lon mcckly.

“"Come to the pgint at onee

“Yep, sir! It's about Coker, sic!"”

“What?"

“Coker, sir!” murmured Nugent.

“What do you mean?" exclaimed Mr.
Pyout, looking at the Remwovites as he
might have looked over his rific at the
grizzlics in the dead dead days beyond
rocall. “Explain yourself, Wharton.”

“You spe, sir——"" began Bob Cherry.

“T1 have told Wharton to cxplain ™

“Oh, yes sic!"

“We—ahem !—feclfhat we ought to
tell you, sir,” sald the captain of the
Remove, “Coker wasn'v so much to
blame a8 you may have thought, sir. Ho
got mixed up i a row with us, but,
really, sir, he wesn't larking in our
passage-—as 1t looked, sir—the fact is,
we rather ragged him.” ]

“The ragflﬂnﬂs& was terrific, sir.”

“0h!" said Mr. Prout.

advances fram

His glare bhecame a  little  less
ferocious,

He rcalised that this waa the chance
heé bhad been locking for. If these

juniors confessed that they had been
ragging Coker of tho Fifth, that put a
different complexion on the mattcr—at
the very lcast, it enabled Mr. Prout
to put a different cm‘tlji:{e:imt an it,

“Do vou mean to tell mo that Colker
of my Form was not to ldame in the—
the disgraceful disturbance on the stair-
vase 1" he exclaimed.

TWell, not much more than we ware,
pir,” said Havry, “We were all a bit
exeited, sir™

“"No donbt,” said the Fifth Form
masler, "I am very glad you have
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come and told me this, my boys, It is
ble that Colker was not so much to
lania aa I conciyded at tho time.”

“That's it, sir,” said Wharton. “We
—weu thought we ought to speak out,
sir, in fairness to Coker.”

Mr. Prout's brow was no longer
black: no longer did his eye fash like
& falchion from its sheath. He actually
smiled.

“Well, well, it is }*eg_ right and
p:‘tg:par for you to explain this,” he said.
“You have been very disorderly, I fear;
but it is not my affair to comment upon
that. I am not your Form master.
Indced, [ am bound to say that you have
acted in & very manly way in m:lmittit;ﬁ
your fault like this. I am much oblig
to you."

“Thank you, sir.”

And the Reéniovites withdrew, and
closed the door aftor them, leaving Mr.
Prout in & very relieved frame of mind,
Hiz way was clear now—he would state,
in the neo of the Fifth, that he had
learned that Coker had been rather the
victim than the aggressor in the dis-
orderly  disturbencee in the Reomove
quartors, that he had been more sinned
oganst than sinning, as it werc: ho
would reseind the caning for that
reason, and would give Coker a
detention instead.

The whole unhappy affair would pass

into oblivien, without such an outra
on -all Greyfriars traditions as the
caning of a Fifth Form man in the
Fifth Form-room. . It was such a relicf
to My, Prout, to be afforded an oxcuss
for withdrawing his hasty words without
appearing to cat them, that he felt that
ha copld almost forgive Coker for all
the trouble iw lpd caused.

Harvy Wharton & Co. smiled as they
went down Masters' passage. They had
been successful, they knew that,

“Prouty fairly jumped at it,” szaid
Bob. “You could see that, you
fellows,™

“"The jumpiuvlness was terrific”

“I fancied he would be glad of an
excuse to c<all it off,” grinned the
captain of the Remove., ™It will be all
right now, if Coker has the scnse of
o bunny rabbit."

But had he?

Fellows who knew Coker of the Fifth
doubted it: and as the event was to
prove, their doubts were justified.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker Defics the Form !
{4
" If be won't como——"'
“Ho will come if you kick
him hard cnough,” said
£ RiE ht. hn E.l’ )

And three or four seniors went to
fateh the idiet in—if we, like Bhundell
respectiul deseription to Horace Uoker.

At the end of the IFifth Form paﬁmf.
between the passage fire-place and the
which was called the gomes study.
Probably it was so ealled becanse the
games committee of itho Fifth held their
the Fifth ever played any games, larks,
or japes theve; games, in that sense of
the word, being miles and wiles benecath
Rag was a sort of glory-hole for the
juniors, s0 the games study was &
general rendeavous for the Fifth, where,
ragging as in the Rag, The Fifth were
& decorous Form aud, as a ruley, the
games study was as sedale as the

ETCH the idiot in”

Llundell.

of the Fifth, may nppI{I such a dis
big window on the quad, was a room
meetings there: certainly not becauso
the dignity of the Fifth. Just as the
however, there never was any noise of
Prefects’-room.

Just now, most of the Fifth were
gathered in iho dgnmcg study, in an
unusually excite state, Blundell,
captain of the lorm, presided over the
mecting, There wes o great deal of
talk, all of it emphatic and much of it
simultaneous. For once, the games
study approximatod rather Lo the Hap
than to  the Prefects'-room in  its
manners and customs,

Blundell and bis merry men had been
dizgcussing the case of Coker, They had
comg fo a decision. Now Coker was
requircd, to hear their decision: b
other  words—Blundell's words—the
idiot was to be fetched in.

Fitzgeruld and Prica and Tomlinson
went to fetch him. The rest of the
Fifth szat around and wanted. Bland
shpped away for & few minutes, to
return with. a fives bat under his arm,
which he laid on the tahle in the games
study. .-'!.pg:rcm:ly 1t was conmdercd
that a fives bat might be necded to point
the argument, when the Fifth argued
the mattor out "with Coker,

Tramp, tramp!

Horace Coker's heavy tread was heard
approaching the games study. He came
not unwillin i¥: there had becn no neod
for Fitzgerald, Priee, and Tomlinson to
kick him. They had been prepared to
do %o, willing to do so, indced, keen to
do so: but it was not needed: Coker
was ready to fuce his [Porm. Possibly
he supposed that the Fifth had decided
to rally round- hiin, and back him up, as
they ought to have backed up so great
a man, Possibly he expected to be
grected with cheers as he marched into
the games study, followed by the fellows
who hod gone to fetch him.

¥ such was Coker's cxpectation he was.
disappointed. No cheera grected him—
neither was thera any sien of loyal
backing-up. The Fifth scowlced at Coker
hike so many demons in & pantomine.
Even Coker could sec that his stock was
low in the market.

Not that that affected Cokor, Horaee
Coker was sufficient unto himself: all
he needed was his own approval, and ha
always had that. To the disapproval
of others, he could .always oppose =a
lofty eelf-confidence, the seli-relianco
of n fellow who Epnew his own value.
The scowls of the Fifth only added a
dogged oxpression of defiance to Coker’s
rugged countenance.

“Oh!  Hero  you
Blundell.

Coker nodded eoolly.

“Herc I am,” ho assented.

He made it quite plain that he was
not to be overborne, Coker, who told
all Greyfriars that he did not give o
rap for the Bixth, was not likely to bo
overborne by the Filth,

Porhaps he was a little pained to seo
the faces of Potter and Greene, his own
familiar friends, scowling along with
the rest. Pevhaps be felt that he might
have said, like Cmsar of old, "Et tu,
Brute.” e had chummed with these
fellows: ha had tald them how to play
football; he had put them right lots of
of times when they erred; he bad never
tired of ponting out {o them whal
foothing asses they weore,  This was their
gralitude.

No doubt Cgker realised, in thoso
patnful moments, (hat ingratitude was
sharper than o serpent’s {ooth.  But ho
ignored Potter and Greene. Later on,
perhaps, if  they  expressed  their
repentance with due humility, he might
forgive them, and take them into favour
again,  For the presend, he ignercd
them. '

Standing st eaze, with his hands in
his pockets, piode in his port, and
defiance in s eve, Cohker stared back
at the scowling Fifth, They wero not

arc!™  prowled
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“ You—you cannot—be—eaned ? ™' stuitered Mr. Prouf.
over further, sir # Perhaps by to-morrow morning you may
for words, while the Fifth exchanged hopeless glances.

going lo get any change out of Coker,
that was clear.

“MNow, we've talked over this"™ said
Blundell gruffly. “We can't have you
letting down the Fifth, Coker. It's dis-
grace cnough to bave you in the Form
at all, without having you caned like
g snivelling fag., and all Greyfriacs
langhing over 16"

“h, can it!" said Coker disdainfully.

T What" roarcd DBhindell.

“Can it"" repeated Usker, * Put it in
a can and pot the lid on. I can sen
vou're against me. That's enough!
Shut up!™

George Dlundell bresthed havd anwd
deep,

“1 thoughi you'd decided to do the
decent thing.” said Cokor: scornfully.
“If vou baven't, ean ibt” -

“What do von call the decent thing ¥
inquired Llileon of the Fifth.

“ Backing me up.” szaid Cokeor,
Y Prouty says hie's going to cane me. [
sny he wsnt”

“Oh!  You say he in't!M gasped
Blundell.

= Ceortainly, T shall vefuze to Lo caned
—1 have sowne zense of dienity, if Proul
bazn't, and the Form hasn't, - Back me
up! If PProut hamdles the coane in the
Farm-reom to-morrow  meorning. I'm
preparcid to push him out of the Forwme-
room. "

* Pip-pip-push a Formn master ont of
hi= Form-room!” said Blundell dogediy.

“Yez, But, of comrse, I shall want
backing.”

“Dub-bub-backing !" DBlundell seemed
to he afMicted wilh a stutter.

“Maturally,”  said Cokere  “There

L
| |

.:1_,-_

=N

L,

“ No, sir,”’ said Coker.

may be trouble if I push Prout oul of
the Form-room on his neck.”

“T shouldn't say there may Le
trouble, if you deo that” remacked
Bland. “I should enll it & cort—a dead
cort.™

“Whao cares ¥ soiffed Cokee, " DBack
mo up, and we shall be all vight. By
idea 13 to bar Prout out of the Form-
room Lill he cotaes to lis senses—if he's
got any, which I doubt.”

“That's the big idea, i» 137
Fitzgperald,

“That's i."

“And supposing,” brealthed Dlundell
" gupposing that we were as potly as
vou are, LUoker, and did it, what would
happen then®  The Heod would walk
romel ta onr orm-rooin.’

“Bar him out, too!”

“Tar the Head?:™

i 'E‘L.Hru

ividently Horaee Cloker was  pre-
pered to go the whole hog—ihe cntire
unicorn, so to speak, -

The Fifth were nob, Nol guiie! A
mpicorn of those dimensions was much
too much of a good thing for the Fifth.
They gazed at Coker ns if he had mes.
miorised  thom, at a2 loss for speech.
Blundell found his votee at lasi,

“1 suppose it"s no good talking sonso
o you, Coker ! he gasped.

gusped

“You haven't tried xet!™ retorted
Coker. ]

“To come down to brass tacks,” said
Blundell, “We can't have a Tifth

Form man caned. Mr, Prouk can't re-
treat—he's gol his dashed dignity o
consider. Buot if vou apologise humbly
it will give bim a chanee, I faney he
would be elad o lel tlhas entier deop

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

s ilas e Wi o e

“ May I ask you to think the matier
be in & more reasonable frame of mind ! **  Mr. Prout spluttered
(See Chapler D)

if it wero mado easy for him. ¥You're

going to mako it casy—see? You're
going to apologise to him, b-egk his
parden, pile it on as thick as he likos—

auvthing, in fact, to get him to give
up this stuut of caning the Fifth, Sec?

“1I don't think!” said Coker de-
visively, “I'd apologise if I were in
the wrong. 1'd apologise if I made a
mistake, I may mention that I've never
had to epologise yet. What is there to
apologise mbout?  It's for Prouty to
apologise. He's insulted me. I'm pre-
ared to overlook the matter if he puts
ib eivilly.”

Mwicusly, 1t was no use talking to

toker. But Blundell made one more
nttempd,

“#Never mind whe's in the right or
the wrong. That doesn’'t matter.
You're to apelogise, and beg off some-
how, Heoed" .

“Ratg!"

“] shall come with vou to see MMy
I'rout. and see that you do it humbly
enovgh—that vou eat humble-pre just
as much as is wanted to pacify Proud,
Got (hat®"

Coker laughed. The idea scemed io
strike him as amusing.

“You can come with me to Prouty if
ron like,” he said, . “I'm going to sec
E:im. anvhow. I'm going to tell him
thut I refuse to bo cancd. Lo give him
a chance to back out while there's still
tiino, before e makes a hopeless ass of
limeelf 1 . ]

“Ian't it a jewel he is entirely®”
q-jacull.ut{-:t Fitzgorald, gazing at Ilorace
Coker in wonder, °

{(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continwed from page 13.)

Blundel! rose to lus feet, The other
seniors followed hiz example, circling
round {o cut off Coker's escape from
the %amus stuncly,

“"You know what vou've gol to do,
Coker,” said Blundell. “I've told you
—as your l'orm captain.™

“What beats me.” sald Coker, *is
that any Form should elect such a crass
ass Form captain!  I've never under-

atood that.™

“Are you going to do as you're
told "

£ Hﬂrdi}'."

“Put Lhim across the table," said
Blundell, uki? uli the fives-bat. “It's
not much good talking tg wvou, Coker.

I'm going to thrash vou till you come
to your senses. Seal?”

“ 3omebody will get hurt first,"” said
Coker, taking his hnn{dﬂ out of his
potkets and clenching his hefty fists.

" Collar him '™

Horace Cloker put up his hands as the
Fifth clozed in on hum with vengeful
looks. But at that moment a ponder-
ops tread was hoard in the Fifth Form
phssage, and Price whispered:

“Chuck it! Here comes Prouty!”

Blimdell ﬁﬂﬁrpcd the fives-bat Lehind
a chair, and Herace Coker dropped his
fists, unassailed, a3 the majestic form
of Mr. Prout appeared in the doorway
of the gomes sbudwn

i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
And His Form Master !

M B. PROUT pgazed into the

ames study with a quite
nignant expression on s
plump face.

He had come there because he knew
that most of the Fifth would be
gatherad there atb that hour, and he
wanted to speak what he had io say
befors the Fifth Form men.

Mr. Prout had decided what he was
going to say. He was going to say that
some juniors had give him further in.
formation concerning that shindy in the
Remaove, from which it appeared that
Coker was not so muoch to blame as he
had at first supposed.

This being the case, he bad decided
to rescind the sentence of & Form-room

vaning, and Coker would be detained
for a half-holiday 1nstead.

Mr. FProut knew how glad the Fifth
would be to hear it—as glad as he was
himself to say it. The whole disagree-
able -incident would fade away: no one
wauld be able to sav that the canc had
been introduced into the Fifth Form-
room. On all sides, dignity would be
saved, this late discovery of Coker's
comparative guiltlessness affording Mr,
Prout an easy line of relroat.

All this was in Mr. Prout's mind, and
Le had already worked up a benignant
and magnanimous expression to accoms-
pany the words he was geing to utter.

In the circumatances. it was unfortu-
nate that Mr, Prout did not speak first,
before Coker had time to put his foot
in it again, But Coker, though slow
in many things, was always as swift as
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the Heeting wrrow when it came to put-
ting his foot i it. Mr. Prout really
had no chance. Coker spoke first,
“Mr. Prout! I'm glad you've come
here, sir!” said Coker. “I'm glad to
have a chance of speaking out plainly
before the Ferm. You have sentenced
me to a caning, sir. This is quite im-

possible I

“ Whati" .

Benignoity and magnanimity vanizhed
from E‘Ir. Prout's lgu:.e with startling
suddenness,

He glared at Coker.

Glares, in the circumstances, failed to
affect Coker. He went on regardless,

“The Fifth are not caned, sir! I
am sure that if you think the matter
over, you will see that it won't do. [
could not possibly submit te i, =ir,
Absolutely impossible, sir!”

Mr. Prout gasped.

':: ?ﬂlker 5 I k i 1

bl jais miane my Ineaning clear,

gir,” said Coker. &

“You—you—you impudent young
rascal!” stuttered Mr. Prout.
“T'm sorry to see you take it like

this, sir,” said Coker calmly. **But
the matter stands as I've said, sir, I
can't be caned.”

“You—cannot—he—caned? repeated
Mr. DProut, articulating every word
separately, as if he lound difficulty in
goetting 1t out.

“No, sir! May T ask vou fo think
over the maiter further, sir? Ferhaps
by to-marrow morning you may be in
a more reasonable frame of mind,”
suggested Coker brightly.

Mr. Prout spluttcred for words.

The Fifth exchanged hopeless glances,
Coker had torn it now, that was clear.
After what he had said, no Form
master could possibly have receded an
ineh from the position he had taken
IEI‘PI It was a point of honour with tho

ifth Form master to cane Coker now—
that was obvious to everyone excepting
Coker. It was just as well that Blundeli
had dropped the fives-bat behind his
chair, At that moment he might have
brained Coker.

“You—vou—you——"" stuttered Mr.
Prout. " You—you—— Coker, you—
you insolent young scoundrel! You
dare to talk in such terms to me, your
Form master! You will be caned,
Coker, and all the more severely for
this unheard-of insclence! To-morrow
morning, in the Form-room, Coker, ]j'n-u
will roceive six strokes of the cane !’

Impassible, sic!”

“Bilence!” roared Mr. Prout.

“You sep, sir— "

“Bilence!  Since you choose to act,
Coker, like an uuruly Lower boy, you
will be caned like an unruly Lower boy.
Not another word !

“I hope ?'nu'!! think better of it, sir!"

“Bilenee!”  shricked Mr, Prout.
“Go! Leave my ?rﬂﬁ{mm! Depart ™

“Certainly, sirl?

Coker departed. Even Coker realized
Fhat it was wiser to say no more to
Mr. Prout just now. The Fifth Form
master was obviously in a towering
rage. Yrhy, Uoker did not know. But
he could sec that it was so,

Coker's hoavy footsteps died away
down the Fifth Form passage. DMr,
Prout struﬁ‘gled for articulation,

“Blundell ! he gasped at last.

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Blundell dis-
mally., He was well aware that Coker
had torn it hopelessly, and that thoro
was nothing more doing.

I regrot this, Blundell. I undorstand
your I'ecﬁinga and sympathise with them.
But that audacvious boy has placed it
auk tu!. my power to remit his punmish-

ehl.

“I—I know, sir. But—"

‘DOES YOUR PAL READ THE ‘‘MAGNET"?

“There iz nothing more to be said,
Blundell. I regret it, but there is

nothing more to said.”
Mr. Prout rustled away.
The Fifth-Formers looked at one

another with feelings too deep for words,
They could guess why Mr. Prout had
come to the games study; they could
guess what he bad been going to say,
had Coker given him time, %\Tuw tho
last hope was gone. No language,
living or dead, could have expressed the
feelinga of the Fifth.

It was just as well that Cokor's des
parture had preceded Mr. Prout’s. Just
then his life would not have been safe
i the games study.

rmrr—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Exelting 1

OBE0ON of the Bhell wore =
sunny smile the following
morning.

Bmiles abounded in the Lower
Schoaol.

It was & dim, winter morning, and
the solar luminary bad forgotten ta
shine, but there were sunny faces all
over Greyfriars.

The caning of Coker, which was a
tragedy to the Fifth, was a comedy to
all Forms below the Fifth.

Espocially did the 8hell smile, snd
moroe -ﬂEﬁJ-EEiE":.’ Hobson of the Shelk
The She E-c];ridﬂd themselves upon boing
Middle ool—not mere juniors like
the Fourth and the Remove, and having
nothing whatever in common with the
fags of the Third and the Second. DBut
in tha Bhell the cane was used; on
daya when Mr. Hacker was cross it was
even used liberally. The immunity of
the Fifth from that form of punishment
geemed, to the Shell, utter rot. I‘-’ﬂwiﬁ!
that was going to be changed.

Hobson looked as if he had come into
a fortuna that mormng, Coker, when
he had passed into the Fifth, had
assumed at once the dignity of a sonior,

This was described by Hobson as pute
ting on_airs and greces. The two had
been friends in the Shell; Coker's

remove bad deilt & sudden and fatal
blow at that friendship. Coker of the
Fifth was not the fellow to know a
junior.

As for thoe Shell’s claim io be Middle
School; and not exactly juniors, Coker
laughed it to szcorn—after he left the
Shell. And why had he left it? The
story was cyrrent in tho Shell that his
Aunt Judy had secn the Head about il
specially ;  that she had rapged the
Head, actually jawed him, till for the
sake of peace and quietness the Head
had given Coker s shove.  Billy
Bunter of the Remove even asseveratod
that Aunt Judy had ihreatencd the
Head with her uinbrella on that occa-
gion, mnd that it was in bodily fear of
the formidable old lady that the Beak
had surrendered.

Bunter claimed to have witnessed tho
thrilling scene through the keyhole of
the Head’a study. Probably Bunler
exaggerated. Anyhow, Coker had got
his remove, and all the Shell knew thatl
he hadn't got il on his brains or his
gequirements.  All that Coker knew,
according to the Shell, could have been
put into a thimble, lcaving plenty of
room for a finger.  And before Coker
had been ten minutes in the Filth
he had turned down the Shell as
& mob of fags with whom it was be-
ncath his dignity te consort.

The caming of Coker, therclore, come
as & boon and a blessing to the Shell.
It was a demonstration that Coker
wasn't gquite so Fifth-Formoy as Le sup-
posed. It was a blow to his digoity
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from which he was never likely to re-
cover. It gavo the Shell fellows endless
openings for jests at Coker's c¢xpense.
Airs and graces would undoubtediy sit
ill upon a senior who had been caned
like a fag. Hobson & Co.'s only regret
was ihat they would not ke in the
Fifth Form-room to witness the castiga-
tion, They wished fervently that Mr.
Prout would have adminisiered the
caning in Big Hall. ]

“Fancy Coker bending over!" said
Hobson, jovously, to Hoskins of the
Shell. "' lFancy éﬂk&r yelling when the
cane comes downl We maf kear him
yell from the Form-room. What?”

And Claude Hoshing chuckled at the
prospect.

All the Lower BSchool were keenly
interested in the matter. All of them
regretted that they would not witness
the caning, and hoped that they would
hear Coker yell. This was the natural
result of Coker's short way with [ags.
The fags were delighted to see Mr,
Prout aﬁng: & short way with Cokler.
Wharton & Co. came down that

Harry ]
morning expecting to hear that the
caning of Coker was off. They were

assured that their intervention had been
suceeseful, Successful it had heen, o
far as it went; only they had not
sounted upon Coker's well-known knack
of putting his foot in it. They scon
learned that the caning of Coker, in-
stead of being off, was =ztill on. ]
The looks of the Fifth were sufficient
to tell them so. ]
in the Fifth scemed to

Every man : 1
have got out of the wrong side of his
bed thet morning. Tempers in the

Fifth werc excorabla, Blundell, gener-
al a quiet, amiable fcllow, cuffed
Billy Bunter for absolutely nothing.
Potter and Greene kicked Temple of the
Fourth simply becavee he looked at
them. Just befora breakiast a fearful
din was heard in the gquad, where Fita-
gerald was banging together the heads
of Hotking and Stewart of the Shell.

At brokker the Fifth Form table was
a3 bright and cheory as an assembly of
funeral mutes. .

Some of the Sixth wore sarcasiic
smiles. Loder and Walker and Carno
actually grinned when they glanced
over at the Fifth. Wingate, the ecap-
tain of the school, affected ignorance
of what was going on. As if anyone
rould have been ignorant of the crisis
that was shaking OGreyiriers to its
ancient foundations.

The Head did not brewkiast in Hall,
or surely he would have chzerved the
clectricity in the atmosphere. The Head
was probably the only person at Grey-
friars who did not know what was
tnwar-:!l. Eome tﬂ;dﬂm Fifth %mvlii 111;3

ate aul & an  appeal to e
cad. Fﬁutgigtlﬂwus a futila idoa. The
Head, whether he approved or not of
Mr.  Prout's break with immutable
¢radition, wos bonnd to support & Form-
master.  Appealing to the Head only
meant gotting into a row with Prouty
for nothing.

Ar. Prout, who breakfasted with his
Form, like most of the Gr&:rfrmra
masters, sat at the table with thunder
in his brow., His eorn was trouble-
some that morning. and the mnte in-
digration of the Fifth was not lost on
him.
hizs Form, and his popularity was dead
as g doornail now. The Fifth loathed
him, and loathed Coker, and locked as
if they loathed the whole univorse.
Coker's was the cheerfullest face at the
Fifth Form table. Cokor was  still
bucked by his own hearty approval and
unstinted admivation.

When tho time came for the fellows
to go into their Form-reoms all the
juniors went reluctantly. They yearned

Mr. Prout liked to be popular in -

to gather round the door of the Fifth
Form-room and waich the show, It
was rumoured that Coker had declared
categorically that ho wounldn’t be cancd.
Possibly there would be & shindy in the
Fifth, 8o far, in the history of Grey-
friars, & Form-master bhad never been

unched by & member of his Form., I

ker was going to make new history,
all the Lower School would have given
a term's pocket-money to seoe bim do
it. Shakespearc’'s schoolboy, with his
thining morning face, creeping like a
snail wnwillingly to school, did not creep
so unwillingly &8s did the Greyfriars
juniors that morning. They elusterod in
the Form-room passage, and their Form-
masters had to shephord them into the
Form-rooms like sheep inte the folds.
Even then Billy Bunter jumped up in
the Remove-room, _s:thrI;qr, with a
bright idea in hiz mind. :

‘gl’\l&_ forgotten miy map, sir!” he
Eﬂsﬁ?d‘ “ilay I go and [etch my map,
sir ¥
Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter.
So did the Removites, enviously.
They had not thought of so simple &
dodge as this., Really, it was a brilliant
wea, A fellow who had leave to gu
and fetch a map, or & book, nmght
linger in the Form-reom passage and
witness the caning of Coker, or at least
hear it, and thercby bocome quite a dis-
tinguished personage. A fellow who
hatf zoen o Fifth-Former caned would
be some fellow., DBarely had Buntcr's
voice died aweay than Skinner's was
heard. ' i

“I've forgotten my Virgil, sir. May
I fetch 1t 7" R

Mr. ‘Queleh opened his lips to speak,
but before he could carry out thal in-
tention Bolsover major butted in.

“1f vou please, sir, I've left my watch
in the dormitory. May I go up and
fetch it®"

“8ilence ! hooted
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Skioner locked like a demomn,

" Bolsover, you will take a bhundred
lines for leaving your watelh in the
dormitory, and you will leave it therv
till morning break.”

“Oh!1" gasped DBolsover major.

The ather fellows, who hed not had
time to follow Bunter's bright example
were rather glad now that they Ewi
not had time, Evidently the Remova
nmastor was too old a bird to be caught
with such chaif.

“Has any other boy forgotten any-
thing ;" inquircd Mr. Queleh, in a fone
of %ﬂm irony. : :

There was en unanimous silence, Tf
any fellow really had forgotten any-
thing, he did not feel disposed fo

acquaint Mr, Quelch with the fact
juat then. )
“Vory well, wo will commenca,” said

the Kemove master,

“T—if you please, sir—"
DBunter.

EE ] we]] ?J‘!‘

“I—I find I haven't forgottem my
wiap, sip——=>="

“Indead 7'

"Ur—or my Latin grammar, sir, I—
U've got them both here, sir. I—1 sup-
poac"i—1 needn't do the lines now, sir?”

“You nced suppose nothing of tha
sort, You will take an exira hundred
lines for having spoken untruthfully.”

“Oh, lor" " gasped Bunter.

Skinner, who had discovered that he
had not, alter all, forgotten hiz Virgil,
and Bolsover major, who was about to
stato that ho had just found that his
watch was in his pocket, both remained
silont. They did not want to gain the
roward for untruthfulness, Bunter, the
richer by three hundred lines, repented
him of that brilliant idea that had
flashed into hia fat mind.

{Continued overleaf.)

gasped

Mr. tueleh, just in
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half & dozen other
SRECT YOloes,
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THE FELLOW WHO WOULDN'T
BE CANED!

(Continued from previous pege.)

Lessons comuenced in the KHemove
Form-room, and the juniors listened
with tense attention—not to the valu-
able instruction thoy were recelving
from Henry Samuel Queleh, ‘They
listened tor the sound ot yelling, or,
alternatively, as the lawyers say, tor the
sound of a shindy, from ths Fitth Form
room up the passage. And m all the
other junior Form-rooms, follows wero
listening intently for the same sounds,
and the words of wisdoun that fell from
the lips of their Form masters passec by
them like the idle wind which they
regarded not.

FUTEE

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ajax of the Flitn |

HERE was a deadly stillness in
I the Fifth Form room st Grey-
friars.
Mr. Prout's plump facc was
soripus and solemn,

The Fifth swere grimly silent.

Most faces were dark and gloomy ; all
were seripus: it was a crisis in the
history of the Fifth, and all present
realised it. Even Fitzgerald, who never
could keep silont, even at the most
solemn moments, was silent now., It
WaS AR AWe-NEpINOE moment,

Coker sat bolt upnight.

As Mr. Prout went to his desk, and
stopd there surveying his Form, s pin
might have been heard to drop in the
Form-room.

Fellows breathed very deep.

In those selemn momonts the Fifth
Form room at Greylriars bore some re-
semblance to the ancicnt Bemate House
of Rome, when Breopus aud his Gauls
butted in and found the senators sitting
like wooden images. And—to use a less
dignified siumile—it bore some resem-
blanco to a nest of mice with the cat at
hand.

So doep was the stillness, so breathless
the expectation, that when Mr. Prout
at last spoke, hiz voice had an effect of
thander.

“LCoker 1"

The Fifth Form master's voice rever-
Lerated through the Form-room, start-
ling the silent @-niors. Some of them
quite jumpad. .

Horace Coker rose in his place.

He was obadient to the voice of
authority, =o far as his scnse of the
fitneas of things, and of his own dignity,
permitted,

That he could be cancd was impos-
sible. Coker did not intend to let the
impossible happen. Short of that, he
was prepared to toe the lineg like a
dutiful Filth-Formar,

“Yeg zir!" said Coker firmly,

“2tand ount befors the Form.”

“Certainly, sirl”

Coker strode out of hiz place. The
movermnents of Coker's oxtensiva faeot
afactively banished the sclemn stillness
in the Fifth Form room. Coker's feet
could not be moved without everyone
within & wide radius becoming aware of
the fact.

He stood out manfully, with the Fifth
Form behind him, the Fifth Form
mazter before him, facing Mre. Prout, -

His attitude was calm and dignified,
his eve steady snd clear. He did not
suppost for & moment that he looked
like & cheeky asa. The other fellows in
the Fifth supposed so; but they had
nover done Eﬂkﬁr justice. Coker, had
he been asked then what he thought he
looked like, would have suggested Ajax
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defying the lightoing, or Horatius on
the bridge defving the whole Tusean
army, or something of that sort !

it was an impressive moment, sand

Coker was convinced that he was equal
to the oocasion,
_ Mr. Pront, certainly, did not seem
mmpressed, His eye glinted at Coker,
In this calm dignity, Mr. Prout seemed
ﬂnlz:.r to discern Iatuous cheek.

"“Moker, yvou will now be caned !

1t was on Coker's lips to reply: “I
don't think !" i

That reply, however, was cbviously
unw of the occasion. CTloker sup-
pressed 1t unuttered.

Mr. Prout picked up his cane. He
bent it, and swished 1t, as if to make
sure that it was in good order for the
exccution,

Then he stepped towsards Horace
Coker.
“Coker 1"

“8ir 1" said Coker.

“Bend over that chair!™

Coket almost laughed, though the
atmnsrhem was fraught with tragedy.
It really was entertaining for Prouty to
suppose for one moment that Horace
Jomes Cokor would bend over like &
fag, and submit fto a humiliating
whacking.

Coker stood upright, squaring his
hefty shoulders, like & fellow who might
break but wounld never bend,

“You hear me, Coker?”

“I hear you, sir.”

“(Obay me at once !

“Impossibla, air!"

"What? What?"

“I must point out to you anca maore
sir, that the Fifth are !.nqd,”_,a'::u:i
Cokor calmly. **Thare is & fimit; sie. I
decline to bend over.”

The Fifth gasped. Mr. Prout, his
grip on the cane alimost convulsive,
gazed at Coker.

There was a terrible pause.

In & junior Form-room such a reply
would have been followed by & cheeky
junior being taken by the collar, bent
over forcibly, and whacked till he
howled for mercy.

In the Fifth Form room that was
impracticable.

The hefty Coker was actually taller
then hiz Form master, and at least twice
a3 good a man in a tussla. In a contest
of physical strength, it was a fact that
Coker could have caned Mr, Prout much
wiora casily than Mr, Prout could have
caned Coker. Sideways, Mr. Prout was
a mighty man; gerpﬂndicuhrly. he was
not imposing. Coker's shock of untidy
hair towered over the bald spot on Mr.
Prout's eranium.

It was not without reason that the
cane was barred in the senior Form-
rooms. 1t could only be used on a heity
genior if the fellow chose. A junior had
no choice in tho matter. A senior had.
In senior Form-rooms, masters were sup-
posed to rule by sweet rveasonablencss
and the prestige of authority. Physica
force was out of the question unless a
follow chose to submit to it, Coker did
not choose,

True, the penalty for defving a Form
master was a report to the Head, and
the “sack.”

Coker was risking that.

The sack, of course, was & fearfully
serious matter. But it was consistent
with a fellow's dignity, A caning was
not. ;

. Coker 1 said BMr., Prout, at last, "1
order you, boy, to behd over that chair
immediately !”

“I am sorry, sir, but I am bound to
refuse,” answercd Coker.

Ay, Pront breathed hard.

Properly speaking, he should at that
point have sent Coker to the head-
master and washed his hands of him.
But Mr. Prout was extremely unwillin
to let Dr. Locke know that he coul
not mana his own Form without
assistance from the headmaster. Many
g8 time, in Masters’ Common-room, had
Mr. Prout commented sarcastically u
mazters who could not preserve their
authority without draggiog in the Head.

Dragging in the Head was undignified.
It was a confession of weakness, of -
capacity. Mr, Twigg, of the Second,
would drag in the Head when hiz Form

ot out of hand. Nothing could have
Eﬁven- stronger than Mr, Prout’s mntamgt
for such methods. A Form master’s
own majesty should have been sufficient
in his own Form-room. Mr. Frout had
always ssid so—never Iumng foreseen
such an eccurrence as this. DMr. Prout
almost trembled at the thought of the
sarcastic comments in Common-room if
it became known that he hed been defied
by & boy in his Form, and had heen
driven to invoke the authority of the
Head.

There were other ways.

“Coker, I give you one last oppor-
t“"“’-’l;l of obeying my command!
breathed Mr. Prout.

* Impossible, sir!”

“Very well.” My, Prout turned to his
Forw. “ Blundell,

Fitzgerald, Hilton,
you will take Coker .a-uc? place him in
8 position for caming.™

“Yes, gir!” said the three seniors all
at_once,

They rose as one man,

The caning being inevitable, the
dignity of the Fifth heing outraged
beyond redemption, the Fifth had only

one desire left—that the caning should
bo severe: in fact, terrific. Their only
possible consolation was to see Coker
squirm under it.

Three hefty fellows atepped out fo
collar Eukar.ped

Coker jum AWAY.

He had not foreseem this. It had
been borne in upon his mind that the
Fifth would not back hmn up, as was
their plain duty. But that they would
back up Mr. Prout had not occurred to
his miind. He might really have thought
of it: but anything in the thinking line
cama with some difficulty to IHorace
Coker. His powerful intellect moved in
mysterious ways its wonders to perform,

* Why, you—you rotters!” ejaculated

Coker. “Keep off! Don't you dare to
lay o finger on me! My hat! Look
hero! Back me up! Shove FProut out

of the room and bar him out! What?”

It was a last appesl.

It failed. .

Blundell, Fitzgerald, and Hilton ad-
vanced on Coker with almost wolfish
looks, and it was only too clear in the
faces of all the Fifth that they were
ready to take s hend if needed; that
indeed they were keen to take a hand.

Coker backed away, clenching his
fists. His attitude no longer resembled
that of Ajax defying the lightning. He
looked & good deal like & rabbit in the
presence of three terriers.

“Keep back!” he roared.

" Qecure him ¥ panted Mr. Proul,

The three rushed on.

Crash! .

Fitzgerald of the Fifth was the first
to reach Coker. Coker had backed as
far as the door when Fitz reached him.
Coker was desperate now. He hit out
nnd caught Fitzgerald in the eye.

Fitzgerald measured his length alDﬂF
the floor of the Fifth Form room, with
a loud concussion and a louder yeli.

“Secure him!” shrieked Mr, Prout.

A dozen of the Tifth leaped up in
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their places. Blundell and Hilton fairly
jumped at Cloker.

It was not Coker’s way to retreat.
Generally he disdained refreat, and
declined to count odds. But there are
criges in the careers of the greatest of
men, when retreat becomes imperative,
The Retreat of the Ten Thousand has
heen celebrated by Xcenophon; the
Flight of the Tartars by De Quiney; the
Israelites fed from Egypt, the Parsians
fromn thae Arbela. In mare modern
times, the great Napoleon ran away
from the battla of Waterloo, and the
Kaiser from Po'sdam. It was even zo
with Coker of the Fifth. OQbvionsly—
even té Coker—he could not handle the
whole ' Fifth Form of Greylriars, with
Mr. Prout thrown in. But the door was
behind him; he eclutched at tho door,
tore it open, whisked out of the Form-
room, and slammed the door after him,

Coker’s footsteps died away down the

L ;

-

Like one man, Harry Wharton & Co. marched after Mr. Prout as he want rolling down to the gates.
Form masler glanced back, and beheld the Remove In numerous array, stalking him.

Form-roomr passage. leaving Alr. Proat
and  the 1'ith .:»h'll‘i!lg hhwkl:,; at  fie
slammed cdoor.

“ Blezs wy soul ™ gasped Mro I'road.

Blundell was catching al il doos
lLiandbe,

Y Btlop M

“We'll get L, =iy

"Etnp!”

The Fifili-Farmers stopped.

“"That—that richiendous and rebellions
hoy will be dealt with later:™ gaxped
Mr. Prout. “Take your ploces!"

Mr, DIrout carricd off the extra-
ordinary situation with what dignity he
vould., Chasing Coker wp und dewn and
round about Greyfriars was pluinly out
nf the question, .EII'. Proac did not want
1o provide the school with suelr a theill.
ing sensalion ns ihal.

Clasa began in the Fifth orm roomn
in an electric atwosphere,

Cokor ¢did not pedurn.

Where he was amd what he was up
to, nobody kunew. Nobody eould puoss

what was going to happen alter this—
unless the skies were to fall. In view
of the amazing state of affairs In the
Croviriars Fifth, it was time they did.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Where is Horace Coker ?

ARRY WHARTON & Co. camp
out in morning break, cager for
news,

It had been, upon the whale,
3 disappointing morning to tho Lower
School.

Lvery ear had listened for sounds
from the quarters of the Fifth; but the
drums of war, so to speak, had not been
sudible,

Had Coker been, after all, caned?

Had ke punched Prout?

What hed happened, anyhow?

Some fellows said that they had lieavd
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thunderously. (See Chapler 12.)

a crash, or a bomp, Trown the Fifth
Povm room. Others averred that thoy
had Deard the sound of running feet,
Hob=on declared that he had seen Coker
whizsk past the doorway of the Shell
room, going strong. Dicky MNugent of
the Hocond stated that he .Fmr'[ glimpaed
Coker in the quad froin his Forvm-roont
winclow, Like the pucals of the Lady
of Drauksome in olden tire:

CRmn leard a2 osound in Breanksesim
Hall,

=ome saw & sichf not seen by all?

Buy the information was very vague,
and all the fellows wamed to know.
The Hemove were out in Lime Lo seo
Mr. Prout rusthtig agway from the Filth
to his =bwudy, Ile showed no sizas of
combal,  Hizs rabicvind nese indicated
that bis «igestion, that mormng, was
jmw;ri-_*nl.; atnd 16 wasx o safe surnise
that his temper was =LH mere imperfoct.
But his nese, evimson as it wax, did oot
lack as if it bad been punched., It was
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naturally’ a disappointment to  the

Remove.

They walched thoe Fifth wheu tho
seniors eame out. All the Fifth were
excited, and the news few like wild-
fire that Fitzgerald had a black eye.
How Fitz had collected that black eyo
wi3s not known; end it was obvlously
wisafe to osk the Fifth about it.

Where was Coker?  Was he sached,
and gone already? It was a burning
question, Had he punched Mr. Prout's
nose certainly ho would have been
sacked. DBut he hadn't. Probably he
hadtd given Fitz that black eye; but w
Fiftlkr Form man wouldn't be sacked for
=iving onother Filth Form man a black
eye. Black eyea were uncommon at
Greylriers, but they had heppened and
might happen egain; no man had over
Leen sacked on account of a black eyn
ar a thick ear., On the other hand, if
toker hadn't beon sacked, whore was
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Unluckily, the Fifth
‘“* Go back at once ! ** he hooted

he? He was large enough {o be seen if
he was ghout; but he was not to be
scom anywhere,

Venturczsome  follows looked into
“oker's study, and reported that Horace
wag not there. Other fellgws peeped
into the Tifth Form gaimes study, and
draw it blank, A rvumour that Coker
was under detentionr cansed a rush to
the Fifth Formm room. Bul lhat room
Wi vicant.

When the bell rang for third lesson
Uoker was still invisible. Unless ho was
provided, like Jack the Giant Killer,
with a cloak of darkness, he could
hardly have been in Greyfriars. But if
uot, why not, and where was he, any-
how? The Lower School thrilled with
oxcitomont.

1 whovre and O where can ho be?™
sang Dol Cherry, ms the Removites went
in fer third lesson.

“The  wherefuluess 13 terrifie™
romarked Hurree Jamset Ramn Singh,

Tne Macxpr Lisrary.— Neo. 1,042,
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In third lesson there was whispering
in every class. Coker, a5 a topie,
reigned supreme.

Lines fell like lpaves in Vallambrosa;
but the juniors hardly cared for lines
then. They wanted to know, and as yot
they did oot know. Third lasson seemed
ehdless to the Lower School

Bat, like all things, it camo to an end
at last, and the jeniors ewarmed oub.

" Been Coker 1’ :

That quaestion wes on every lip.

It was soon gathered that Coker had
not turned up for third lesson in the
Fifth Form room. Ho had cut class !

“We shall see him st dinner, any-
how,' said the Bounder.

“Bure to,” said Billy Bunfer, " A
fcllow might cut class, but he wouldn't
oul dinner. That stands to reason.”

But William George Bunter
WEONE, .

Coker did cut dinner,

He was not seen at the Pifth Form
table. Mr. Prout waa there, frowning
portentously. The rest of the Fifth were
there, and every glance that turped on
the table lingor on ‘Terence Fitz-
gerald's eya. In spite of all Fite's
efforis to arrest the natural progress of
that eye, it was turning blacker and
blacker. Obviously, it was going to be a
prige eye. It was likely to adorn Fitz
for guite a long time to come. Fita.
gern?d scowled every time he caught a
glance at his discoloured eys. During
dinner his scow! wae 3 fixture,

By the greatest -fortune, from
the Lower ool point of view, it was
a half-holiday that afternoon. Classes,

Was

in the presegt state of affairs, would

have been unendurably obnoxious.
juniors were free to devote the rest of
the day, if they liked, to Horace Coker,
and the disappearance of that great
man.

Where was Coker ?

Fellows wayldid the Head and
sparched his face with curious glances.
They agreed that he did not look as if
he had expelled a fellow that morning.
He would not have been so calm, his
smile would not have been ao cheerfully
benignant had he taken such s drastic
step in dealing with a Greyfriars man.
Ingend, Bob Cherry stated his belief
that the Head did not know that any-
thing unusual was going on at all.

“Depend on it, Prouty won't call in
the Beak if ha can help it," said Bob
eonfidently. “He won't give the other
masters the cackle over him, My idea
is that the Head knows nothing of it.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

That was his opinion also.

Mr. Prout would never mako such a
surrender of his lofty dignity if he could
help it. 1f it remained 1n hia power, he
would keep the effair from the know-
ledge of the Head.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Prouty ! murmured Bob. “Wiggy is
g‘uing to chup 1n. I can sce 1t 1n his
eye.’'

Mr. Pront, walking majestically out
of tho House, was intercepted by Mr.
"h"n‘ﬁgins, tho master of the Third,

Mr. Wiggins was a mild gentleman,
who had borne with exemplary patience
much advice and many admonitions
from Mr. Prout, who never could com-
prehend that other Form masters did
not stand in need of his sagoe counsel.

It was Mr. Wigginsg' turn now.

“ Nothing serious, 1 hope, Mr. Prout 1"
e zaid blandly, in the hearing of about
iwenty Greyfriars fellows.

Mr. Prout’s plump cheeks became ns
primson as his nose,

T"What—what " he stammered.
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“I hear that there is trouble in your
Form-room," said Mr. Wiggins, blandly
sympathetic,

“ A trifling matter, sir—a mera trifle !
gurgied Mr. Frout. " A matter of no
consequence at all—none whatever"

“1 sm glad to hear it, sir{” said Mr,
Wiggins heartily. "1 was afraid that it
WAS & VErY 2erious matler—very serious
indeed,”

“Not at all. Nothing of the kind.”

“Not a ocase for expuision?” asked
Mr. Wiggins, still bland.

“Certainly not!" hooted Mr. Prout.

*That is very good news, sir, I feared
that it was, and 1 and all your col-
leagues would have been very sorry to
sea such an occurrence in your Form,
sir. 1 am really glad that no Fifth
Form boy is to be expelled from Grey-
friars, as I have heard rumoured, sir,”

Mr. Prout gurgled something inarticu-
late and strode on. Sympathy from the
Third Form masster was more than he
could stand. The mere suggestion that
there might be an expulsion in his
Form was an insult; such things did
not happen in Mr, Prout s Form. The
impudence, the imbecijity, the idiccy of
Horace Coker did not deserve that—or
if they deserved it should, at all events
not receive it, not if Mr. Prout coul
help it. No mcmber of the Greyfriars
staff should ever have it in his power to
say that oune of Mr. Prout's boys had
been expelled. Coker must be dealt
with—severely, but with as little
publicity as possible. Mr. Prout was
already writhing, not to say squirming,
under the publicity he was already get-
ting. An expulsion would ring through
Greyfriars; it would not be forgotten
for terms, It would never do.

“¥ou heard that, you mon?" rpa-
marked Nugent. “Coker's not sacked;
ho's not going to be sacked. Then
where 15 he F”

“Echo answers

Johnny Bull.

“The wherefulness of the preposterous
Coker i3 an csteemed mystery!™ re-
merked Hurres Jamsct Ham Singh.
“Perhaps he is xeeping out of sight
until the ludicrous Prouty is a little less
infuriated.”

“That's it!" said Wharton, with a

where ! grinned

nod.
“Inky's right,” assented  Bob.
“Coker's lying doggo for & bit. Judg-

ing by Prouty's looks, he's acting a bit
more sensibly than wsual '

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘The general bolief was that Coker was
lying dogro, somewhere out of the reach
of Mr. Prout's devastating wrath.
Where, no one knew, but it seemed clear
that he had shaken the dust of Groy.
friars from his fect. It was reserved for
Wiliam Geeorge Dunter to clucidate the
mystery, Bunter having his own peculiar
metheds of gaining  information, A
little later in the aftercoon Dunter was
bursting with news, Lingering near the
study door of Mr, Paul Prout, by sheer
chance Bunter had heard him at the
telephone. Still by sheer  chance,
Bunter had heard all that Mr. Prout
said on tho telephone—aquite a lot, and
all by shecr chance. witer always
heard things by sheer chanee, and there
was no doubt that chance favoured him
to an extreordinary extent. :

It was gathered that Mr. Prout,
aware that the recalcitrant Coker had
absented himsclf from the school, had
rung up the police station at Courtficld
for information. He had mentioned
Coker Elméﬂ as o truant—a description
that woul ﬁﬂ"-‘ﬂ macde Coker gnash his
teeth had he heard it.  Inspecter
(irimes, "who was &n acguaintance of

the I'ifth Form master, had kindly
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promised to do what he could, and Me.
FProut had rung lum up agawn luter to
see what he had been able to do. He
had received information—Bunter was
sure of that, though he had not
gathered precisely what it was. Grimey,
according to Bunter, had been abia to
tell Prouty where Coker was. Bunter,
even with the aid of a keyhole and a
larga pair of ears, had been able to hear
only what was eaid &t Mr, Prout's end
of the wire. But what Mz, Prout had
said had made it clear that Prouty now
knew where to look for Coker.
"1 say, you fallows, Prout
after him,” said Bunter. **
your eyes open, and
Tha Removites di
their eyes cpen,
And they did see.
‘They saw Mr. Prout, in coat and hat,
rolling down to the gates, and like one
man Lho Remove marched after him.
He frowned thunderously.

will go
ou keep
ou’'ll see ™

not fail to keep

“Go back at once!” hooted Mr.
Prout.
Bheepishly, the juniors retreated.

Apparently ' Mr. Prout did not want to
sn?il; forth at the head of an army.

No go!” said Bob Cherry sadly.
“We shall miss the best thing of the
term! It's rotten!"

“The rottenfulness is terrific!"

All the Removites agreed that it was
rotten. Naturally, they wanted to be
i at the death. But there was no hélp
for it, and Mr. Prout, no longer stalked
by the Remove, fared forth alone,

i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Qa Hy Own ]

ND where was Horace Coker all
A this time?

He was not far away,

| His masterly retreat from the
Fifth Form room had saved the situa-
tion for the time being. But only tor
the time boing. Ower his devoted head
was  still suspended the sword of
Damocles, in the shape of Mr. EFrout's
cane. The worst had not happencd.
Coker had not been caned! Greyiriars
had not, so far, sunk to that. Thero
was hope for the old school yet. But
since Mr., Prout had made it clear that
forco would be used to put Coker
through it, it was clear that Coker could
not, with dignity, rcmain within the
precinets of Greyfriars.

Coker was, of course, incapable of
running away from school like a
lmughtfr fag to escapo punishment. Bug
he eould retire from a sceno where his
dignity was threatenod and his prostigo
endangered. That was what he -;iidg—-
without delay. Bome fellows would not
have scen the difference between the two
wocoedinga;  bul Coker was satisfied.

a would have scorned to run away
from school. He merely retired from
the secne at a rapid pace.

A mile from Greyinars, on Courtfickl
Common, UCoker beeame aware that
there was no sign of pursuit.  ¥Te had
had a vague idea that the whole Fifth
would be whooping on his trail, led by

Mr. Prout hru.nfliahing: hia  ecane.
Nothing of the kind was happening.
Cnker looked this way and that way,

like Moses of old, and no man was nigh.
Ha was a little perplexed. It sccomed
ineredible that he—Horaee James Coker
—could have withdrawn his important
self from Greyfriars, leaving the schoal
going on tho oven tonor of its way just
as if nothing special had happoened.
That, however, appeared to be Lhe
actual state of the case.

Cortainly ,he was mnot pursued,
MNobody was in sight—no living being,
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sive & donkey grazing on the common.
The donkey lifted his head and brayed
spnorously, perhaps 1n  grecting to
Coker, trow some subtle sense of afinity.
Coker did not heed him, For quite a
long time he stared back towards Grey-
friars, puzzled. He was relieved that
thers was no pursuit, but he fele o little
slighted.

He walked on at last.

He was: rather at & loose end. To
return to Greyiriars until the matter of
the caning was satisfactorily settled was,
of course, out of the question. Coker
did not even constder it. But what else
he was to do was rather perplexing, He
could not go home. He could not tell
the old folks at home of the deep indig-
nity that had been put upon him. Be-
sides, he did not want to go home. He
had no intention of leaving Greyifriars.
He was anxious to return to Greyiriars—
as soon as Mr, Prout came to his senses,
But he was rather at a loose end till
that should happen—and, so far, Mr.
Frout had given ne sign at all of com-
ing to his senses, Coker was boginning
to doubt whether he had any to come
to.

Inward premonitions of dinner-time
stirred Cloker et last. Jle walked into
Courtfield end dined at the Bun Shop.

After dining he strolled down the

High Street, and n-hl;'-cr?ed that a
policeman locked at him very atten-
tively.

Loker's vast intellect did not work
quickty. But it worked., Before half
an hour hed elapsed, it dawned upon
hun that Mr. Prout—utterly imcapable
ot reajsing thot Coker had simply re-
tired with dignity from an undignified
scepe—must have supposed that he had
run awey from school. It was just
what Prouty would suppose, Coker re-
flected bitterly, In that case, Prouty
was quite capable of notifying the local
police, and requesting them to keep an
eyc open for a runaway schoolboy. The
attentive gaze of the Courtfield police-
man was explained.

Coker walked hurriedly out of Court-
field when this became clear to him.
He was prepared, if necessary, to punch
a policeman, or anybody else, in defence
of his just rights. But even Coker
realised that if the punching of a pul:ce-
man could be avoided, it was wiser to
avoid it. To be marched back to Grey-
friars with a bobby's hand on his
shoulder was unthinkable. Punching a
bobby wes, to say the least, undesirable,
Tt was better to keep clear of interfering
bobbies. And for the second time that
day Coker executed a masterly retreat.

Courtfield Common was a very
pleasant place in the summer. In the
winter it was rather damp and misty,
and rather discomforting, Horace
Coker mooched about the common for
gome time, his future plans very hazy in
his head. 1f Mr. Pront persisted in
this attitude of taking ahsolutely no
notice of Coker's evasion, it was a little
Sifﬁcu'lt to see what Coker was going to

0.

If, on the other hand, Prouty pursued
him and discovered him, Coker's
conrar was not clear, either. The
jumers had wondered whether Coker
would punch Prouty, But Coker
was nware that he could not procecd to
that leneth. Coker was clad in impene-
trable fatuousness, as in triple steel; but
even (oker knew that a fellow could not
hit his Form master. Yet if Prouty ran
him down and tried to march him hack
he was bhound to resist—the caning of
Coker heing impossible and unthinkashle,

It was undoubtedly a ticklish position,
requiring all Coker’s vast brain-power to
deal with it adequately. If Prouty sent
the Fifth after lum=—cven if he sent the
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For years now, Dr.
Locke has always held
Mr. Quelch in high
esteem.

But even the best of
friends fall out.

Certainly the breach

that ocecurs between
Dr. Locke and Mr.

Quelch is as unex-
pected as it is drastic.

A little absent-mind-

edness on the part of
Mr. Quelch . . ..

A little  rascally
scheming on the part
of Haerold Skinner, the
cad of the Remove , . .

And [rom these small
beginnings there is
destined to spring a
first-class barring-out.

Every Magnetite will
enjoy to the full
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Bixth Form prefects after him—Coker
was prepared to fight like a Berserker.
But if Prouty appeared in porson Coker
was driven to the conclusion that ko
would have to dodge Prouty. It would
be undignified, but, fortunately, it
would not be difficult ; Coker was active,
and Prouty's days of activity were past.

Coker strolled about, dissatisfied,
moady.

Presently he came on a gipsy caravan
cammped a ntile way off the road. Two
rough-looking men were seated near if,
smoking black pipes, while a bony horse
grazged at a little distance. 'l“i,m two
-Fiﬁ"'i“ cyed Coker rather furtively.
They muttered to one another and shook
their heads. Coker looked a prosperous
fellow, and had it been dnrﬁ the two
vagrants would have risked it, DButb in
the broad daylight, close by the Court-
field Road, they would not venture. 2o
(loker, and his watch and chain, and the
ample supply of cash i s pockets, had
& narrow escapo, which Coker did not
even suspoect.

Mot that Coker would have been
robbed so easily as the two vagrants sup-
posed.  Coker might be every known
kind of an ass, bat he was a hofty fellow
in & scrap, and he had a punch that was
like & pile-driver. Possibly 1t was ihe
gipsies who had the narrow eschpe,

Coker was a gregariows fellow, and he
was tired of his own company by that
time. He stopped to speak to the gipsies.

They answered him civilly, and Coker
chatted with them for a few minutes. A
policeman came ulong the road, going
towards Courthield, and he glanced at
the gipsics and at Coker. But he passed
on his way—to Coker's rehief. Coker did
nat want to punch him, if he could help
it, in defence of his liberty.

It was then that a brilliant 1dea came
to Coker, If Prouty came along—Coker

felt certain that he would come along
sooner or later—flight would be un-
dignilied, but unavoidable; hiding in a
thicket or a diteh would be bhornbly
damp and uneomiortable. The gipsy
caravan solved the problem, or scemed
to solve it.

“Look here, you chaps,” =aid Coker.
“Is a ten-bob note any use to you?”

The two gipsies locked at hin.

“What-ho !’ they answered simultane-
ously.

It was a case of two sonls with but
a siugle thought, two hearts that beat
a5 4,

“Well, there's a man after me,” said
Coker.

A schoolmaster 27 grinned one of the
gipsies.

" Well, yes™

“You've run away from school ¥

The gipsies, having seen Coker mooch-
ing about aimlessly for a long time, and
soeing that he was a schoolboy, had
guessed that mueh. They knew more
about it than Coker, in fact, for Coker
was far from realising that he had done
such an undignified thing as to run away
[rom school. )

Coker stared at the man haughtily.

“Certainly not " he snapped.

TOh1" said the gipsy. ) .

“T've had a difference of opinion with
o master and left him to think it over
tall é‘:}n gets cool,” Coker explained.

£ i E+

“If he comes along I'd like to squat
in your van for a bit,"” went on Coker.
“ T don't want to have te hit him——"

Ilﬂh !1‘:‘ o

“1It's bad form to hit a masler,” Coker
explained. ]

he two gipsics gazed at him.

"Liiust' want to keep out of las sight.

Reo?
Tung Macner Linrany.—No. 1,042,
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Fho oistn: had 5o ob A te

Phe gipsies had no objection. - -
ahillin.g P:;B;tﬂ changed hands.. The two
gipsies exchanged significant ,gIm:m:nr:a1 of
which the significance was wholly lost
on Coker. I'hey hoped that this prospur-
ous-lgoking youth would remain with
them till dark. If he did he would not
be so prosperous when they parted
COMPANRY,

C&Tﬂrx sat down on a threelegged
stool, more at case in his mind.

He had e refuge close at hand now;
if Mr., Prout's portly person appearcd
in the offing ha had only to stepipte the

ipgy caravan out of sight till the Fifth
orm mester had passed.

After that—-

Later—after Mr, Prout had had ample
time for reflection—Coker considered
that it would be judicious to tclephone
to him from a Courtfield call-box. e
would assure My, Prout that heé bore no
malice, that he was prepared to over-
look the whole occurrence, to return to
Greyfriare and resume his place in the
Fifth just as if nothing had I-:}ué:pemd—
the caning, of courze, being off. Theat
Coker felt, was ali that he could do. X
Mr. Prout had come to his scnses all
would bo well. If ho had not yet come
to his senses Coker’s plans weore vague,
excepting on one point—he was not
going to be caned. On that point there
was no shadow of doubt, no possible,

robable, shadow of doubt, no possible

oubt - whatever, Other matrers might
be doubtful, but not that.

The two gipsies smoked and spoke in
undertones, with stealthy glances at
Coker. Coker sat and watched, like
Sister Anne, to seo whether anybody was
coming. Ho was, of course, watching
in the wrong direction when, at last, in
the falling wintor dusk, a portly Lgore
loomed on the horizen. Tha looks ot the
gipsies had been growing more and more
stealthy as the dusk came on, their mut-
tering more significant, and a sudden
surprise for Coker was very ncar at hand
when ona of the vagrants discerned the
portly figure coming up the road.

“Is that the bloke, sir?” he asked.

Coker started, and stared round,

“Oh, yes; don’t give me away."”

“MWo fear, sic!"

Coker vanished into the carnvan like
a rabbit into a burrow.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Prouty !

T ARRY WHARTON & CO.,.
headed off by Mr. Prout, as it
were, hdad reluctantly given up
the pursuit of tho Fifth Form

master. They had to content them-
zelves with watching the gates, to
ree him on his return. More and more
fellows gathered round the gates of
Greyfriars. If Coker was marthed in
nobody wanted to miss it. And if Mr.
Prout came back with a black eve, like
Fitzgerald's, still more did nobody want
to miss that, And really, there was no
telling, with a fellow like Coker, what
might happen.

More than onece Mr, Prout gfancn-:l
hack as he pufied along the road. He
tlid not want any observers on the scono
when he met Coker.  He, like the Grey-
friars fellows, did not guite know what
might happen,  Certainly, he did not
think of the possibility of a black eye.
Dut he was not at all sure that Coker
would submit to authority ; the boy had
had timn to come to his sonses bub Mr.
Prout doubted whether he had come.
Batters were, indeed, rather compli-
cafod betweon Coker of the Fifth and hiz
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Form master, with each waiting for the
bther to come to his senses,

But Mt. Prout was detérmined not fo
return without Coker, If the wretched
feilow stayed out after lock-up the affair
could not possibly be 'kept from the
Hoad's knowledgi., Coker’s defihncs of
sethority might easily mean an expul-
gion. -Mr. Prout did not want that. OUn
Coker's account merely he would have
welcomed an f:qylmr_n. a flogging, per-
haps even a boiling in cil. Put Coker
was in his Form, and he did not went
an cxpulsion in his Form., He did not
want the barbed sympathy of the whole
Common-room. Ho did not want the
Head to know that he had intended
using the canc in the Fifth Form-reom.
Dr, Locke would never have approved
of that—indeed, he would have been
shocked by the knowledge. Mr. Prout
could already hecar him saying that
chastisement was not the way to keop
disgipline in & senior Form. He would
gupport Mr. Prout with all his authority,
of course; he would expel Coker for his
definnee. But—-

By this timo, doubtless, the rebel had
come to -his sensts; he would have
visualised expulsion and decided to sub-
mit to his Form1 master, Mr. Prout
hoped =0, at lcast.

Anyhow, Coker was going back to the
school with him, if lie had to pull Coker
slong by his cars. Once the wretched
boy was inside the school again the
metter would assume much less sensa-
tional dimensions.

Mr. Prout knew where to loock for
him, az Bunter supposed. Mr. Grimes
had enly to guestion some of the officers
on duty, A G iars senior had _been
seen in Courthield abowt niidday; later,
ini the-afterncon, & constable coming in
from his beat had scen a Greyiriars
senior boy—his description easily recog-
nised as Coker’s—consorting with some
gipsies camped by the road over the
common, Tho mpsies had & caravan, and
had been camped there for a couple of
days: it was easy enough for Mr. Prout
to find the place,

He found it.

The dusk was falling -on the common
when Mr. Prout's gleaming eyve picked
out the ecaravan, the two smoking

ipsies, and the burly form of Horace

okor sitting on & three.legged stool.

Mr. Prout sot his tooth and rollted on.

It was then that one of the vagrants
cspied him and warned Coker, and the
rebel of the Fifth disappeared into the
van.

As f Mr. Prout had been understudy-
ing Roderick Dhu, dark lightnings
foghed from his oye.

[io had run down  the fugitive, and
the fugitive had dared to conceal him=elf
in the van, evidently 1gnorant of the
fact that Mr. Prout had alvecady seen
him=—which was very like Caoker.

Mr. Prout came zolling on.

He left the road and tramped meross
the prass to the camped caravan, in
which Coker of the Fifth now sat, like
the heathen, in darkness.

Taking no heed of the gipsies, Mr.
Frout trampoed towards the door of the
van. The two men rose ot once and
intorcepted him,

“You can't go in there, old covey,”
gaid one.

“What—what "'

“Keep off 1" sald the other.  ¥*This
here is our van, old covey !

Mr. Prout's eyes Rashed. Never in all
his carcer had he been addressed as an
old covey before. It was an unjust ns

well as rudo appellation. Mr. Pront was

not econscious of being old, and he was
fu:-t a covey—whatever a covey might
W,

“How dare you!" he rapped out,
“"Stand aside !

“Oh, come off, old gent!” remon-
sirated one Bipsy. “'E‘akmg ¥Our nose
inte & man's van! 'Ook it!”

“Give him a wipa, Jacob!” suggested
the other.

“I'll give him a wipe fast enough,
Charley, if he pokes his nose into our
van i

Mr. Prout trembled with wrath.

He did not know what a wipe was any
more than he knew what a covey was,
but he did not need telling that it was
somo form of sssaunlt and battery.

“ Impertinent rascals " he ejaculated.

“Wﬂt?"

“A boyin mf‘? Form—a schoolboy who
has run away from school—is hiding in
that van!" boomed Mr. Prout. *“1 saw
him enter! Turn that boy ocut of yvour
van s0 that I may take him back to
school. That is all I ask.”

Jacob and Charley exchanged glences.
Coker had tipped hem in advance for
the protection of their caravan; but
Jacob and Charley were not gentlemen
of a nice sense honour; they would
have given Coker away most unscrupu-
lously had they not had privata and per-
sonal motives for desiring hiz compan
till after dark. As the matter stood,
however, they were prepared to keep off
Mr. Prout by any rough measures.

“You ‘'ook it, old covey,” said
Charley. “My advice to you, old gent,
13 to 'ook it while you're still in one
picca! Sce?”

A schoolboy 13 In that van—a Erﬁ
friars boy! I demand that that boy
handed over to me!” thundered Mr.
FProut.

“If a young gent chooses to sit in our
van, old covey, that ain't your busi-
ness,"” said Jacob. “I don't want to
‘urt you, and I fancy you'd burst like a
I::n_]mmmg: bladder if I "it yon! Take my
tip and 'ook it!"

“I keep on telling you to 'ook it!"™
said Charley.

Mr. Prout did not hook it. His face
was growing gurplu with wrath., The
rebel of his Form was defving him—
and, worse still,

1!!'

was consorting with
lawless, ruffienly vegrants who threat-
cned him.  Wild horses would not have
dragged Mr. Prout nway from the spot.
Fle was going to cxtrect Horace Coker
from that van if every vagrant in the
kingdom stood in the way. The fighting
blood of the Prowts was rising.

He raised his hand commandingly.

1 am hersa to take that boy back to
school 1" he thundercd.

“'Dok it !”

“Stand aside "

“Are you going to 'ook it, old cover,
or sin't vou going to 'ook it!" de-
manded Jacob, contracting his brows
and thrusting out his stubkbly c¢hin mn a
very threatening manner.

“I will net stiv onoe step from thiz
spot without that young rascal ! roareod
Mr. Pront. “If rou <do not hand him
aover I will rotnove him from the van
with my own hands, and you shall not
stop ma!*

“We'll stop wou fazl cnough, old
covey ! grinned Charley.

o éytnnds aside ! roared Mr.
guite imfurinted now.

“T1 don't think!" grinned Jacab,

Mr. Trout advanced resolutely. The
two ruffians closed togethor in his path.
But he did not stop; he shoved wvali-
antly, and was shoved roughly in
return; he struck, and wasz struck!

There was no doubt that Mr. Prout
had pluck as well as a towering temper,
But pluck, alas! did not suffice. He was
not short of pluck, bnt he was short of
stature and short of breath.  If Me.
Prout had, indecd, been a  mighty

Prout,
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The two rufflanly gipsies knocked Mr. Prout right and left. He would soon have besn reducad to a state of horriblg wreckage

had not Horace Coker whipped out of the van at the critical moment.

hunter in his youth, no remnpant of his
ancient prowess had lingered on to
middle life. Mr., Prout sometimes re-
lated in Common-roomn how he had in
his Oxford days handled hargees. But
the smallest bargee that cver barged
could have handlod Mr. Prout now with
ease. Mr., Prout, like many another
middle-aged gentleman, never could
realise how manif swift years had Bown
since tho days when Plancus was consul,
80 to speak.

He seemed to expoct to knock those
two ruffianly gipsies right and left out
of his majestic path. Instead of whieh,
the two ruffianly gipsies knocked Mr.
Prout right and left. His hat flew. one
way, his glarses another, and Mr. Frout
found himself tossed about like a sack of
straw, with two ruffianly, grinning
gipsies punching him, pommelling him,
smacking him, slapping him, and gener-
ally knocking him out of his seven
=enses.  The universe recled round the
dazed and dizzy Form master, and Mr.
Prout would very soon hove been re-
duced to a state of horrible wreckage
had not rescue been at hand. But it
was at hand—and it camo from an unex.
pected guarter,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fool's Luck !
H ORACE COKER whipped out of

the van.
Caoker, ‘nside the caravan,
had grinned at first as he heard
Mr. Prout engaged in wordy warfare
with the two gipsies.

But when the warfare ceased to be
wordy and became fistical Coker ceased
to grin.

This was too much of a good thing.
Coker was not the fellow to see his Form
master knocked about by roughs.

Mr. Prout, in himself, might bo
nothing but an irritable, irascible old

ntleman, obtusely unable to appreciate
g::nlmr at his true value. But he was
Coker's Form master. From that cir-
cumstance he derived an importance
that was not naturally his

Coker certainly was gquite out of
patiecnee with his Form master. He had
disobeyed, disregarded, defied, and
dodged him. But that was a very dif-
ferent proposition from sceing his Form
master hustled and handled I%}' roughs.
Coker had no intention whatever of
allowing that, He whipped out of the
van with clenched fists and gleaming
Gy Cs,

Of the ulterior motives of Jacob and
Charley, Coker suspected nothing, So
far as he knew, they were standing by
him, defending Ilnm, carning the ten-
shilling note he had tipped them. Fe
would have been greatly surprised to
learn that they were looking forward to
rabbing him as seon as they had cleared
Mr. Prout off the seene.  As Coker was
under the impression that Jacob and
Charley were handling Mr. Prout on his
account, honestly carning their fee, it
might have been supposed that Coker
would hesitate to pitch into them. But
Coker did not hesitate. Logic was not
one of Coker's failings; sweet reason-
ablencss never had appealed to him. He
saw his Formn maszter being  knocked

(See Chapler 14.)

about by roughs, and forget everythi
else. As a Emttcr of ia%t-, Coker's l!lg_’
tellect was capable of dealing with mﬂ’?
one idea at a time, and even with oneo
idoa it dealt with some difficulty.

Mr. Prout was Lis Form master—a
por thing but his own, as it were.
oker was not going to see him knocked
about, And, indeed, Jacob and Charley
as they warmed to their work, overdid 1t
a little: Mr. Prout was really not of an
age and physique to stand all this
thumping end clumping and bumping.
Ilad not Coker rushed to the roscue the
master of the Fifth would very soon
have bean a serious hospital case.

But Coker did rush to the rescue.

He came out of the van and whipped
into the combat. His heavy right
erashed on Charley’s nose and his left
en Jacob's jaw, and two simultaneous
roars cchoed over Courthield Clommon.

“Chuek it!” shouted Coker. “Stop
this at once.”

He had punched hiz ruffianly allies
merely to give point to his remarks.
He was willing to let the matter drop
at that.

Jacob and Cherley were not willing.

For onc thing, they had no idea of
letting  Coker  escapo  them; for
anotacr, tiey wore cnraged. Chexley’s
nose stresmed erimson ; Jacoh's jaw felt
a3 though o mule had kicked it. Leav-
ing Mr. Prout, who sprawled helplessly
and breathlessly in the grass, com-
pletely winded, the two roffians turned
onn Coker like wild-cats,

Tueg MaoweET Lirnany.—No. 1,042,
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“Btop i, I tcll you!” roared Coker.
“Can't you understand ? Chuck it!”

They heard him, but they heeded
not.

A moment mors and Coker of the
Fifth had his hands full. :

Two hofty roughs attacked him
together, and they sattacked him with
gavage vim. They had ounly been play-
ing with Mr. Frout; with Coker, it was
gerious business. .

Coker did not cetreat an inch,

He [aced the attack galiantly ; indeed,
it did not dgocur Lo him to retreat

His blood was up now, all the more
when his nose spurted red under =
crashing of grubby kouckles.

“Why, you cheeky rotters!” gasped
Cokor. e

%o far from retreating or giving 1in,
Cpker attacked the two rolighs even
Ln:um vigoroualy than they attacked

im.

Cgker was a fighting-man. What he
did not know about boxing would have
filled books—many books. But he had
plenty of strength, unlimited pluck, and
a_ Spartan indifference to punishment.
He reccived, without heeding, savago
knocks and jabs, and ho gave back
hefty drives that quite  surprised
Charley and Jeceb.

Had those twa ruffians attompted to
rob Cooker as they had intended, they
wauld not have found it u soft job. This
thoy realised now. Coker was a hard
man io handle.

It was two against one, but the ona
was Coker, and the Gght he put up was
really terrific. .

My, Prout, sprawling and guﬂpu!g,
gazed at the scene dizzily. Coker’s in-
tervention had saved him from serious
damage, but ho was far too damaged
to intorvens and help Coker. 1

asped and gasped and gasped, and

linked dizzily at this Berserker fight,
his brain -J;‘{!ejl‘i.ng. ;

8o far as he was able to think at all,
ha thought that Caker would be over-
whelmed and smashed. -

But Coker weas not overwhelmed and
he was not smashed. 1

He received punishment that might
have mada a prizehghter tired of tho
His nose

ring.. He did not heed it
streamod  orimson; his  eyes  were
blackening; his mouth had a list to

ort; his bumps and bruises could not
ﬂa.-.rn been counted. But all the time
Coker was hitting like a steam-hammer,
with undiminishod energy and un-
diminished pluck. _

Jacob was down at last, winded,
covored with injurics os with a gar-
ment, Ho collapsed, panting and splut-
tering and groaniog. Charley kept it
up & few mnutes longer, till a terrific
drive on his nase almost drove that
foature through the back of his heud,
and he went to grass. _

Coker, victorious, stood swaying and
pasiting, exhausted but unconguercd,
ready to go on till he dropped. But
the fight was over. Jacob and Charloy
might yot have pulled it off by a deter-
mined attack: butf, unfortunately, thoy
did nol possess the bulldog pluck of
Horaco Coker. They remained where
they were, in the grass, and took it out
in swoaring,

“"You chocky rotters!™ panted Coker.
“By Jove! Comd on, you scoundrols!
I'll teach you! Come on, you checky
cads! I'm ready for youl"

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow !

* Moooooooh !

Jacob and Charley did not come on.
They crawled and limped away to their
van, groaning, with lurid remarks that
almost turned the alimmosphere bhilue.

Coker glared at them,

“Shut up! Do vou hear? Shut up!”

Jacol and Charley shut up.

Tee Macwer Lierany,.—No. 1,042

Coker turned to My, Prout,

He was almost staggering; both his
eyes were closing, and he could hard
gee. Mr. Prout picked himself up. He
had recovered his breath a little by
this time. He gazed at Coker almost
in awe. Coker was, indeed, a sight for

ds end men. Never in the history of
sreyiriars had a Greyfriars man pre-
sentod such an appearance of battered
wreckage. But he was still game. Had
Jacob and Charley gone on, Coker
would have gone on. Coker never
knew when he was beaten.

“Borry, sir!” gasped Coker, " Sorry
thase roughs hand you, sir. I've

jolly well stopped them.”
“11;' dear boy!”  ejaculated Mr.
Prout.

i Eh ?-JI

“My dear Coker, you
bravely, nobly I

“Oh!"” exclaimed Coker.

It had not occurred to Coker that he
had actod bravely or mobly. 35till, he
was willing to admit the fact, now that
Bir. Prout had pointed 1t out.

“You eee, T couldn't lot those brutes
assault my Form master, sir," explained
Coker.

Mr. Prout beamed upon him.

Being quite unawaroe that he derived
such 1mportance as he had from the
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have acted

[act that he was Coker's Form master,
Mr. Prout naturally considered that
{loker's words showed & wvery proper
spirit.  The boy had been dizobedient
and wilful, but he had fought to =avo
hia Feorm master from assault; that
showed that his heart was in the right
E!ﬁ!ﬂ? whatever might be said of ms
ead.

“My dear Coker, you have acted
with great bravery; you have moro
than redecmed your fault!” exclaimed
My, Prout. “1I am proud of you, Coker
—proud to have such a courageous lad
in iy Form. You are mmjured, Coker.
I will assist you back to the school.”

Coker looked dogged at once.

“You see, sir—" he began,

“Your punishment iz rescinded,
Coker "

sl Gh !J.i]l d d

“Burely you do not suppose, my dear
boy, that I should cane you after yon
have acted with such courage, and
received sueh injuries in defence of your
Form master!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.

“Oh! gasped Coker.

“Come, my boy.”

Coker camne.

Slowly but surely it dawned upon
Caker that he had, quite uncxpectediy,
quite unintontionally, gquilo ipadvert-
ently, ecarned his pardon; that the
trouble was over—that he was mnot to
he taken back to Greyiriars as a culprit
to beo caned, but as a mnoble-heartod
vouth who  had sustained scvers
damnages 1in o noble cause.

That, of course, made all the differ-

G0,

-

Coker could hardly walk., Mr, Prout
gave him the assistance of a podgy
arm. Fifth Form master and Fifth-
Former progressed, towards Greyiriars,
eyed with great interest by everyone
whomn they passed on the road,

L ] [ 4

“Hallo, hallo, hallg!™

“ Here they come!”

“They've been scrapping 1™

* Prouty's blacked his oyes!™

'0h, my hat!”
. Half Greyfriars watched them come
in. Coker's countenance, which was a
study in aovery imeginable kind of
damage, drow all eyes. Mr. Prout.
flustered and untidy and dishevelled,
also came in for great attention. The
first impression was that Mr. Prout had
inflic those terrific damsages on
Coker and brought him back a prisoner,
captive to his bow and spoar, as it
were. A huge crowd followed them up
to the House. Juniors and seniors
swarmed round them; masters enme out
of their studies; the Head himself met
them in the doorway. ' Dr. Locke gazed
at them like an old gontlemen who
could scarcely credit the evidence of his
eyes or his glassos,

“Mr. Prout, what—what—what,” he
stuttered—" what has happened? What
has happened to this—this boy 1

" This boy—Coker, sir, of my Form—
has sustained these injurics, asir, in
holping me. I have been assaulted by
gipsies, s, and Coker nobly came to
my ]'mip, gir ! said Mr, Prout.

“ Bloaz my soul!”

Cokor was assisted into tho House.
The news buzzod all over Greyiriars.
Coker, though. he sturdily declared that
it was nothing-—was made to'go to bed,
and the school doctor summoned by
telephone,  Greyfriars rang with the
story of Cokor and his terrific combat.
Tho Fifth heard it with amazement,
But their amazement was mingled with
satisfaction. The caning waes off.
That, at least, was clear.

There was not, after all, to be a
caning in the Fifth Form room! Thet
revolutionary break with tradition was
not to happen. In wview of Coker's con-
duct, Mr. Prout was ablo to recede,
without loss of dignity, from the poai-
tion he had taken up. Coker—nn
longer under sentence of caning—was
able to resume his place in the Fiftl
Form, without loss of dignity on his

part. Every s dignity was saved—
the: digity of M. Prout: she ‘dieity
of Horace Coker; the digniw nfm the
Fifth Form. Only Coker's black oyes
and swollen nose looked a little undig-
nified; but there iz always o fly in the
ointment somowhere; and these things,
aftor all, were trifles. In the course of
time Coker's eyes would reassume their
natural hue, and his nose would onee
more look as much hike an ordinary
nose as it ever did.

“Good old Coker!” said Bob Cherry.
“If there's snything funnier than tho
way Coker gets into scrapes, it's the
way he gets out of them. This proves,
my beloved ‘earers, that there is such
g thing as fool's luck.”

Upon the whole, the Greylriars
follows wore glad that Coker of the
Fifth had got off se well—that the
affair which had locked so awfully
serious at one time had ended so amie-
ably. Only Hobson of the Shell, like
Racheael of old, mourned and would not
bo comforted. But it was impossible to
please everybody.

THE EXD.

(Don't miss next week’s grand story,
ehums; 1'x the opening purn of w
special " barring-out ' sertes. Hurve «
fool ot page 21 for further paritculiira,)



uw BETOXNE WALLS DO NOT A PRISON MAKE. . . Thoat's what many a prisoner fold himself during the Oecat

War.

Certainly stone walls don't couse younyg Ervic Milvain over much worry.

Giernan prison, and he jumps ab the first opportunity, rwilh both fect!

The Sirasbourg Prison- Fort.

N the midst of his guards, Eric was
hustled from the room. The door
elosed, and inside sounded the
rumbla of low-toned voices. For

ten minutes Erie waited with his
guards, then Sergoant Schloss appeared,
closing the door of the room behind
him.

“You will return to the Gasthof with
me!” he said hershly to the guard.
“*Yeou will there obtain rations! The
prisoner is to be removed to-night to
the fort at Strasbounrg I

There was no cxplanation fortheom-
ing. The sergeant made that beld state-
ment only. Whether or not Strasbhourg
way to see the execution of himself, Eric
did not know. D, Kauterfauld had
cbviously ordered his removal, and
there came again to Eric thet look of
amusement in the man’s eyes.

He knew only too well that hiz nhife
was forfeit, that Kauterfauld would
never allow him to escape again or
ever leave Germany alive. Then what
devil’'s work was to be carried out at
Strasbourg ? ]

Out in the darkened street Eric saw
tha shadowy outlines of German
pickets. Here and there a bavonet
glinted in the darkness, and murmured
puttural words came to his ears. Al
the Casthof, much to his surprise, he
was given a meal of sausage and sauer-
kraut—that cternal Cerman cabbage—
washed down by a bowl of acorn eoffee.
Then hiz civilian eclothes were scarched
Ly Sergeant Schloss himself.

“You will keep these till Strasbourg
is reached,” said the latter. ‘"There
they will give you the prison clothes.”

An hour later, in the midst of his

uards, he set out for Karlsrhue
Station.  They handeuffed him  this
time, and SBergeant Schloss walked by
his side.

It was by now the early hours of the
morning. The platforms of Karlsrhue
Railway Station wers crowded with

rev-clad German soldiers. They were,
or the most gﬂ.ﬂ:. on their way back to
the Western Front after leave. Their
riflas were slung on their shoulders,
and all were wearing the heavy groy

. -
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i1Introduction on page 286.)

greateoat used by the German Army in
the feld. :

Some had parcels tucked under their
afms, some wero sprawled asleep on
tho platform seats. grfnre than one was
drunk, some boisterously, others pug-
naciously. But en almost every face
was weary apathy. And Eric was not
slow to note the dreary hopelessness
which seemed to weigh heavily on each
pair of grey-clad shoulders. There was
little joking, hittle langhter, just sullen,
rumbling talk. )

Talk of that stretch of mud which
the world called the Western Frout,
talk of that line of PBritish bayonets,
that wall of solid steel! More than one
growled menacingly as Eric passed
with hiz guards, but the stern, set face
of Schloss, rendered more forbidding
by the red weal, prevented any
demonstration of “hate.” For let it ba
said that if the average German non-
eommissioned officer wasz not held in
respect by these of inferior rank, he
was, ot least, rogarded with a very
lively fear. He held more power than
did the non-commissioned officer of any
other army in Eurcpe. He could order
punishments, the approval of his com-
miszioned officer being, In many cases,
only a matter of form. :

How far the “bleod and ivon ¥ yule of
the Cerman Army would have been
carried out had it not been for the non-
commissioned oflicers, who were ardent
disciples of it, the world may never
know.

Eric slept during the journey to Stras-

bourg, his manacled hands in front ot p

him. It was broad daylight when
eventually the train slid into the station
of that town, and, stiff and weary and
very little mfres'her.i, Eric descended
from the compartment with his guards.
He was marched through the town,
and then for about two miles along the
banks of the Rhine till he came to large
iron gates fronted by a small enclosure
of barbed wire eight feat high and four
feet thick, The gates themselves seemed
to open into the side of o small hillock,
and this, Erie knew, was the entrance w
tha earth-covered fort, which was now
overgrown with grass, 'innp; and rank.
Passing through the barbed wire ¢n

. - %
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His one idea is to cacape Jront his
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Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great War, and
was taken prisoner by the
Germans,—Ed.

An Amazing New Story of the Great War.

closure, Eric's guards halted al the large
iron doors whilst SBergeant Behloss spoke
& few curt words to the sentry who stood
on duty there. Then one door was
swung back and the party passed into a
damp, dimly lighted corridor of stone
which was more like a subterrancan
tunnel than anything else.

Bergeant Schloss evidently knew his
way, for without hesitation, he led the
party through a maze of wide, winding
corridors till eventually he halted at the
iron door of & room. He knocked with
the scabbard of his bayonet, and a
guttural vaice bade him to enter.

“Wait hege!” he commanded, and
citered the room alone, closing the door
behind him.

Half an bour or more drag past,
ithen he reappeared. With him was a
Bavarian scrgeant-major, a massive
brute whose grey, high-necked tunic was
unbuttoned its entire léngth, and whose
feot  were thrust into &  pair of
dilapidated carpet slippers. 'This latter
fellow suhjac:f.etf Eric to & cold stare.

“8o this 13 the new one, Schloss i he
rumnbled,

“Jawohl !
my Krote!”

Sergeant-Major Krote raubbed his un-
shaven chin, then spat on the floor.

“Waell, I wiil keep him safe! Have
no fear of that!"” he growled. * But we
must get the dog into prison clothes!™

He threw back his head and roared
ont an order. His voice echoed like o
bull’s through the corridors and died
rumblingly away. Two soldiers ap-
eared, their rifles slung on ther
shoulders. Their grey uniforms were
dirty and shabby, and, like Krote, they
were hadly in need of a shave,

“Take this schweinhund to Number
Sixteen cell!™ ordered Krote. “Give
him prison clothes and bring these he is
wearing to me!” .

The guards ¢losed in about Erie, and
he was marched along the corridor 1o
the door of a cell. One of the soldiers
unlocked it with o key from a bunch
which hung [rom his belt. Hiz com-
panion swung the door open and gave
Eric & push which sent him staggering
across the threshold. Then the door
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Thiz is the schweinhund,
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slammed shut and the key grated again
in the lock. ) ;

The cell was large, with s big barred
window dovpid of any glass, A man in
tattered khaki, standing by the window,
svung round as Kric entered.

“Halo!" he exclaimed sharply.

“Er—hallo!"” exclaimed Eric. *Borry
to bargo in like thiz, but I was assisted
by a'shove in the back1”

The man smiled. : -~

Stopping forward, ho scized Erie's
hand.

“*You'ro English #* he demanded.

“Yeg!”

“Thank goodness for that! Ij:hﬂught.
I'd never see an Englishman againl I've
been here three mpnths, T think, but
I've lest all count of timo ™

e

Jacques !
TURTHER conversation was
F temporarily suspended owing to
the arcival of onc of the puards
with an armfal of prison clothes.
Eric stripped off those which he had

taken from the house near tha Gasthol

in Karlsrhue, and donnod the black
trousers with their thick yellow utr:gim
down the side of cach log, pnd the ill-
fitting tunic of the same material, on
the shoulders and back of which were
insorted ﬁlm of diamond-shaped
yellow cloth, . )

Whilst he was changing, Eric covertly
studied his fellow-prisoner, The badges
an the tattored khaki uniform showed
that the man was a captain in the
King's Own BStottish Bordexrpra. He
was tall and dark, and when he smiled
e showed & set of perfect testh—too
perfcct. .

It was unreasonable, of course, Eric
knew that, bul, somchow, he didn't
tike him, and inwardly ho called himself
s fool for harbouring such sentiments.
Dash it all, the man was an Englishman
—a prisoner of war in enomy country!

The guard withdrew, and, waiting till
thd ‘door had been locked on the out-
side, Eric’'s companion scated L.mself
on one of the two straw palliasses which
lay on the flopr of the cell.

“Now wo can telk!” he said, “ And
I'm dying to talk! TI've got threo
mohths conversstion botiled up inside
me! By the way, I'd beiter introduce
myself. My name is Cranleigh! I was
two months in the fortress at Lille be:
fora thoe Boche pushed me on here. 1

was captured on_ the Ancre. Had a
ghastly time; first tho gas, then
machine-gun fire— But, 1 say, you

must forgive mé running on like t{htu!"

“Oh, carry on!” grunted Hrie. “Er—
my pame's Milvain!”

‘Milvain—eh? But what the dickens
have you been doing? I mean to say,
it's only pretty serious cases which are
treated like yours. Those prison
clotlies, you know! Dash 1t, the
blighters mipiht have let you keep your
uniform! It's obvious they don't mean
to allow you to escapel™ :

“They don't!" assented Erie grimly.

“0Oh, why? What's the trouble?”

Again there came to Eric that feeling
of dislike for the man. He wanted to
talk, to discuss things; but, somchow,
Cranleigh jarred vpon him.

“Oh,., I dunno!” he grunted.
“There’s & certain Hun who gets on his

hind legs and sings the ‘Hymn of
Hate'  every timp my  name's
mentioned I )

Cranleigh stared at him for a

moment, then grinned.
“That's wh% vou're heore, I suppose!™
he said, * iz awful an

DON'T MISS NEXT WEEK'S GRAND INSTALMENT, BOYS!

charge here, and there's precious little
discipline; We does what he likes.
There aren't man risoncrs—about
thirty all told, mnstfy talians from the
Austrian front. One or two Americans
and an occasional Englishman passing
on to some bigger camp., It's & sort of

cleaving-camp, you know!"

“But, loo re, I thought you'd
been here three months in  solitary
confinement ! said Eric slowly.

Cranleigh laughed.

o have,™ ﬁm replied. “You'ro

wondering how I know all these details
—ah? I get all the news from Jacques)
He's a Belgian prisoner-—a half-wit!
What he's been through has sent him &
bit funny, you understand? He works
in the kitchens here; and brings my
rub twice a day. I got thrce months
or escaping from the Yortress at Lille--
three months solitary confinerment—and
I think my time's about up.”

The man spoke glibly, convineingly;
but Eric's feeling of dislike for him was
becoming tinged with a faint distrust.
He could understand a man being
garrulous aftor three months solitiry
confinement, but Cranleigh talked witix
a bonhomie, a certain galety, even,
which one would not look for in & man

who bad undorgone three months
solitary confinement.
Eric sat in silomee, Ide had other

things to think about than Cranleigh.
Here he was at Strasbourg. If only
he could get out of this camp how near
he would be to the buried plans near
Mulden! Three or four davs at tho
outside, sand even that would be slow
travelling. No, he might do it in two
deys wi nnyojluck Once he codld re-
triove tho plana he would lose no time
in ing for tha line. But, he re-
flected uneasily, why was he here?
Why bad Kauterfauld countermanded
the cxecution and sent him to Stras-
bourg? 'There was something behind it
all, something to do with those plans.
Eric was convinced of that. 3

A shufling footstep outside in the
passage cut in on s thoughts. The
door was unlocked end a man slip-
slop into the cell, carrving two
bowls of soup in hiz hands. 8 Wwas
clad in a torn angd tattered blue uniform
of & Belgian infantryman. He was
guite young, but his pale, drawn face
WAS premn{-umly aged. The hands
whioh held the soup-bowls were shaking
as though with the ague. His eyes were
alert and unnaturally bright.

THE STORY S0 FAR.

Caplain  Eric M‘Li't;uiu. mEaak ﬁﬂ:ﬁt of the
o97th Eembing Squadron, réceines % o pro-
nted on @ perifovs misron o T?w—-baﬁ':hd
the German lines, He {8 alfocked by four
eremy aeronlones and, a terrible fght,
iz forced to descend in a strelch of desolate moor-
tand, his observer dead and hiz machineg uselass,
There ha encounders Rirchington, a British
Secret Service agen! disguised oz a German

. Fatally wounded by enempy oldiers.
Rirchington hards ovér tomg raluable plans lo
the woung airmaen, and swilkh his sl breath
{mpﬂru Eric Mivain to bury them undil th
can be recovered and got through lo the Brifis
headmearters, Thie 18 barely done before Milmain
18 captured by the party of Germans. He iz laken
to the military barracke af Hapenwol, tohere he
conier face t.:r?um with Dr. Kauterfanld, chief of
the German Secrel Service, whom Erie Mifrain
had Inown under the name of Rogen before the
guthbreak of twoar. Kawterfould had been tn-
suceeasfnl in his altempls to oblain the secrel of
@ newr high erplosire, the invention pf Professor
Mileain, Eric's futher, ond ke determines e b
Fave hiz revenge ont fthe young Englishman,
Leter, Eric 15 taken to Karlarhue a d thowe-h he
marares fo eacane ke hos the mizfortuns fo

d fell inle the hande of Dr. Kauterfould onee again,

(N owo read om.)

“Hallo, Jacques
leigh. *Soup againt”

Jacques nodded, and, kicking shut
the door of the cell with hiz foot, ad-
vanced into the centro of the floor, One
bow! he placed by Cranleigh's palliasse,
then turned and, bending dows, placed
the other by Eric. )

His back was to Cranlel h, and as
his eyes met Eric’s he gave his head a
sharp, short shake.

Puzzled, Erig stared at the man.
Again the Belgian shook his head andd
glanced out of the corner of hiz eyes
towsrds Cranleigh. That was all. The
whole epizode was over in a moment.
Jacques straightened up and, turning.
shuffled towards the door.

“Jacques!”  Cranleigh spoke softly.

The Helgian halted.

"“"Yes, sir?” he said humbl

“To-night—Krote, will
the camp 7"

“No. To-m
to the beerhal

“Thera will be no moon ¥

FFE

greeted Cran

ﬂ;a ba in
ht* he goes to the town—
¥
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“Then I get out to-night, Jacques!
Two hundre unds for you and Otlo,
lodged in the gg.nl: of Hnﬁmd. if I get
clear., You understand ™

"YEE; ﬂah'+”

With that Jacques moved on towards

the door. Heo opened it and paused u
moment on- the threshold. in his
eyes met those of Eric—oyes which

seemmed dumbly siriving to convey a
mossago, then the door slammed, and
hie wag gone.

Cranleigh’s Plan !

& 00K  hore, Milvain ¥ == Cran.
I leigh's wvolice was serious—
“you heard what I seid to
Jacgues! Well, I'm going to
be perfcetly candid with you! I've been
here thres months, and I haven't been
idle. I started by sounding Jacques,
He gets moro kicks than ha’pence from
the Boche in the camp, &3 you can
ucss. DBut they look upon him as
armless. Waell, he's got a pal of sorts
among the guards—a fellpw from Alsace
called Otto.”

He paused for a moment, then went
Ol 5

“T've told yvou that dizeipline here 1=
rotten. It is. Periodically KErote goes
on the binge, gets frightfully drupk.
I, Jacques, and Otto have been waiting
for just such an outburet taking place.
He started drinking a couple of days
ago, and to-night he's off to Strasbourg
town. When the cat's away the mice
will play—or, rather, when Krote's
sway the ﬁuards will play. Cards or
any bally thing they like ! .

He leant forward and spoke impres-
sively.

“This is an casy camp to got out of.
1 know that, beeause there's more than
one got away, You see, as a rule,
follows are not hero long enough to get
the lie of the land and make plans.
Well, with the aid of Otto and Jacques
I go tonight, and I'm making for the
Swiss frontier. Here, look at this!”

He rose to his feet, and with Bnger
and thumb plucked & thin piece of
folded paper from a erack in the
cemented wall, He opened it out, and
Eric saw that it was a map of Southern
Germany, wonderfully drawn as to
detal. :

“ Here is Sirasbourg, and here is the
Swiss frontier,” pointed out Cranleigh.
“Soe, I propose to take this routa if
I can get clear. It’s not far, and I'll

, nis ::m{:Ipi | '
Erota is g brute, e's virtually in
naril Aatu
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Jacques® back was to Cranleigh as he
prepared fo set down the bowl, and as
the Belglan's eyes met Erie’s he gave
his head a sharp, shorf shake. Puzzled,
Eric stared at the man. Again, Jacques
shook his head, and glanced out of the
corner of his eyes tfowards Cranleigh.
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raid ovchards for geub under cover of
davknesd, VUl bhet Kreole won't know

I've goue L] morning.  Gives mo nearly

ten hours' start,”

Tl paused, siaving ab e curiausly.

“I don't kunow what your lrouble is,
and I don't knew whether twp of us
could make a get-away as well as onn,
I'm going, that's certain, if I can. If
it"s possible for you o come as well,
aFe vou gaing '

Ervie was stleal, 1l mand was slill
rucning  on  ihe peenbiary conduct  of
Jaegues, The man had iolended to
convey some rmessage. o had shaken
his head. Did he wislr Lo warn Brie
agaivst this attempted vseape, knowing
it must cmed i fatlwmre. Bub why should
he? Llle bhad vo reazon Lo warn BEric or
sare much whae bappened Lo Che boy.

* How do you inteod Lo get out 77

Brie hindomod hj,.' a=kine the quostion,

Eranleigh shenpgged his shoulders,

"This 15 an old Fort, Tullk eriginally,
I presvme, 1o wiithstand allacks From
Auastria in the oldenr davs. Twnk at
those bers.  Holid enough, I adwmif, hut
the cement’s f3 brittle as well eould be,
and a thisel will soon loosen  that.
Otto’s getting the ehisel, and Jacogues i3
bringing it here. Il het there will he
no one ou guard in the corvidor five
minutes afior Wrote hias sot ol for (he
bearhallel™ ;

“ s awfully good of yon o suggest
that I should accompany  vou--- -
began Erie slowly.

“h, foget it Cranleigh made an
impatient gestvre, " If yon're game,
andd it can be worked, you're more than
weleomae te stand 1 with me !

Erie plunged his hands in his pockels
and walkea to the window. Ib looked
aut upon the eanal at the rear of the
fort. Funny how thab dislike aned dis-
trnst of Cranleigh persistod !

E ]

TWe'll ol get far in these elothes,’

hee suid, over lns shoulder,

“Noo It omight be pessible to get
yvours if ibey wee 1 Krote's room.
Otlo's providing me wilth, o lield over-
coat and a pair of marching boots and
a fovoge cap.”

“And if we get clear yon're going to
mahe for the Swiss Frontier 7

“That's my jlea.™

Eric turned ond faecod
delerminedly,

“ Look here,” L said, “1'1l stand in
wilh you on this cscape, and any help
you want you can rely on me to give
vight up to the hilt. Dut if we get
clear, we part company outside the
camp. You go your roule, and 'l go
wine. If vou agree to that, then we'll
gob vight down to details”

Cranleigh looked at him sharply.

“What ihe dickens do you mean ?* he
snapped.  Why should we part com-
pany "’

* Never mind ' eéplicd Frie doggedly.
“I'm saying ihis now instead of saying
it outside the camp, when you might be
forgiven for thinking I was frying to
let you down.™

“ 1o you mean that you don’t approve
of the Swiss [ronticr roule?” asked
Cranleigh. ~ Because if you're thinking
of taking a safer one, let’s hear it, and
il jom yon ™

Yor Cranleigh to join him was the
last thing, Evie wanled. FHe wished to
go alone (o Mulden in order to retrieve
the Duried plans. Ile didn't want Cran-
leigh butting . Why? In very truth,
Erie coold fimd ne answer to
pnestion.

With o langh, Cranleigh rose to his
feet and clapped the boy on the
shoulder.

* Let's gob ouk of the camp Arst,” he
*We can seltle then the

Cranleign

said goenially.

That was all.
(Sce page 20.)

that

best route bto take. 1t may turn ot
that we'll be chivvied into going to
carth in some bally distriet !J:muqh
which we never intended passing. We'll
ship out  of this wreiched ecountry,
somehow 1"

All that day Eric wrestled with hiz
problem. Ile could not afford to ignore
this providential chance of escape which
was offering, That brooked of no ques-
tion at all. He must escape. But what
wbout Cranleigh? If the latter insisted
upon  accnpanying  him  through
Mulden towards the line, or towards
the Vosges, then Erie could scarcely tell
him bluntly that his company wasn't
wanted. Dash it all, the man was help-
ing hun to get out of the camp !

Ie ceuld, of course, take Cranleigh
into his confidence to an extent. Tell
him that he had a certain mission te
perform near Mulden and leave it to
the fellow's gbod taste to refrain from
further questioning. But no! Whether
or not he was acting like a narrow-
minded, prejudiced ass, Eric did not
know, but some instinct warned him to
be chary of what confidences he gave to
the garrulousz Cranleigh.

Afternoon gave way to evening, and
dusk decpened in turn inte night.
Scarcely haa darkness come than the
tramp, tramp, tramp of the sentry in
the corridor outside the coll ceased.

“T tald you!" Cranleigh's voice was
triumphant. “The drunken Krote has
gone to pollute Strashourg for the rest
of the eveming! 'The guards will pro-
bably be playing cards and smoking till
he returns!  After all, the prisoners
are locked in their ropms, and there's
not much danger of any of "em getting
out—unless, of course, they have—er—
friends in the camp as you and I have !

A koy prated softly in the lock. The
toor swung open and Jacques shnffled
into the room, holding an ﬂmtri{t torch.

"Good man! You've got the chisel?”
whispered Cranleigh.

“¥os! Otto says you must

(Conlinued on the next page.)
The Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,042,

work



VERY
BATURDAY.

28

2

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

auick. He 1z an gupard for omnly one
more aour. Krote has gone{"

“ And the insido guards?”

“'Pliey tire in their quarters!®

“"(rood ! Hold this blanket "

Whilst Jacques held a folded blanket
in front of the bars to help muflle any
noice, Crameigh woent vapidly to work,
Within an hous-three bars were loosened
and wrenched from their seckets. .

“We're threngh!” Cranleigh’s voice
came in a gulpy whisper. " Are you
readly, Milvain ¥ It's not much of a drop
ol we fall on soft ecarth _

“Yos, I'm  reads!” rcjplic_:;i Eric.
""B}!'.‘L, I gay, why nol take Jacques with
us ¥

“Don’t be a fool!™ rapped Cranleigh
angrilv, then bit off the words guick
and added, in a quicter tone: Y It's
imyossible, wan! Jacques cannot travel
fast, and “—he lowered his volco—""he'd

ive us away ! He's not rvesponsible for
ﬁ'm agtions semetimes!”

“We cnn risk that!” relorted Erie

“T den't like leaving any man o
Germany,” . _ .
Cranleigh  clicked his toague im-

patiently. )

“Jacques: do you waul to come with
us 't ho asked.

“No-ol” replicd the man slowly.

Erie gripped him by the shoulders.

“IDon’t you® he demanded.

Jaeques drew himsell up.

“Yesz, sir!” he said, and his voice was
iremhling, “I—I would like to come "

“Jacgues,"—Cranlmigh's  ‘voico  was
sharp—"do you menn that ¥

“I—I do mean itd I--T would like fo
mm !l:

Cranleigh was silent o mement, his
face a white Bluy in the Jurkoess.

“Then come, you fool!” he snapped.
“ And if we're reeaptured, 11 be your
genifounded fault! Give me the ropet”

From inside his lunic Jacques pro-
ducedd a thin, hempen rope, which
Cranficld tied to ono of the bars,

allowing thoe end fto trail downwards on
the ouber side of the wall

“ Tt may reach the bottom and save us
a dron! he said. Yoo first Milvain!”

“ Mo, yvou first, Jacquest” siid Frie

“fet on, Milvainl” eswapped Cran-
leigh, “Weo want someone with nimhble
wils to go first and make sure that the
coast 15 clear!”

Withent forther ado, for there was
wisdom in the words, Krio elambered
over the sill and, gripping the rope, zlid
down into the might. A few moments
lnter his foet touched locse earth.

With baled breath he stood listening,

““ All clear® .

Cranleigh's voice floated down In a
whisper.

L1 YESIJJ

Thero was silence, o scuffling noise,
another ioterval of eilence, then a
slithering as the dark form of a mian
eame down the rope.

It was Cranteigh.’

“LCome on. Milvain,” he whispefed,
“let's get away from here! Jacques
isn't coming | He funked it nt thoe last
minute "

“ihd he®™

Tirie’s voice betrayed his incredulity.

“Wha: the dickens do you mean b
‘did he?' " snapped Cranleigh. "1 tell
vou he did, else he would have been
here! Come on, lel's get away!”

“Wait a ciinute,” saicd Erie grimly,
“I-don't understand this 1"

“Oh, shut up, and come on!™ snapped

Crapleigh. *If you don't, I go without
Fuu Ell :
A faint moun, scarcely aundible,

sounded in the stillness which followed
his words,

“What iz that?™ whispered ZEric
sharply,

“¥ don’t knrow! Are you comingi™
“No, T''n not!” retarted the bey.

“By jove Crouleigh—"

e pripped the rope in his hands and
commenced to swarm up, Cranleigh laid
a detaining hand on his leg.

"1t go, or 1'll smeash your face in
with my boot "™ warned Eric savagely.

With a growl, Cranleigh released his
hold. Up through the darkness to the
cell went Eric, and, rcaching the sill,
clambered through.

“Jacques " he whispered. “Jaecques!”

A frint moan came from the duoor,
and, groping wiih his hands, he found
the man sprawled full lengih.

Hc hed ihe alectrte torch in  his
rocket and, puliimy It oul, he pressed
the bution. By the thin besm he saw
the Belgian lving on his back, & knife
hilt protruding from his chest,

SBlipping one arm round the man, he

rajsed liim to & silting posture.

“Did  Cranleich do  this!™ he
demanded.

“Yes—ves. He did not. want mo—
boecause—hbocaus ’

The man’s voice trailed away. Then,
as though summoning all hiz encrgies;
he grasped Erio by the sleeve.

“Be warned—a plot—Cranleigh is
ﬂﬂt_"'”
Again the wordz trailed away. Th

hand elutched convulsively, the head fel
fimpiy back. Jacques was dead.

(Wohat's going fo feppen now, ehums?
Wil Eric have (¢ out with Cranfeigh
straight  from  the shouwlder, or will
Jreeques'  half-wttered  arariing  have
falfen on denf earsf Mmd pou read
next weel's amazing insfalment.)

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS.

{C'ontinued from page 2.)

The forwards are a progressive lot,
believe me.  They don't waste much
timo in weaving fancy patterns. Their
motté is—the shortest way to goal is the
best, and they get there in the least
possible time.

Fleet-Footed Forwards !

As very near the country’s finest right-
wing pair conanend me to Bughie
Adeock, the outside-right, and Ernesy
Hine, the inside-right. See these two
making headway; changing places and
finding each other with the bhall in such
a way that you would think they never
required to look np. That's rehl under-
standing.  Adeork is real Leicestor—
from Loughborough, while Hine first
carned a reputation with Barnsley.

Centra-forward Arthur Chandler is s
London man, and I only need tell you
that he has been known to score five
goals in a match against such a side as
Aston Villa-to broadeast what sort of »
player he iz. He “hits 'em " -on the
run, but he is a footballer as well, and
London people Liave never been nhle te
understand why. Queen’s Park Rangers
allowed him to depart.

A Scot—and Schemer, Too!

We have wnet yot #mished with (e
tale of the Scot®, for at inside-left thers
15 another mdn from Hee land of cakes-
Arthur Willisam Lochhrad. He is a reel
Scot, top, in the way lLe sets sbout his
work; wasting no energy, bui quietly
and calmly scheming all the time, I
sometimes wish he would get more goals,
but then we muiat remembor that it is
the duty of some players to make open-
ings, while others bang the ball into the
net. . And Lockhecad 15 one of the vn-
sulfish plavers who is happy when Lo is
acting in the part of universal provider.

Having looked for on outside-left for
some time, Leicester got one recently
from Nottz County in Lon Barey. A bi
feo was paid for him, Having sorve
in the Reyal Air Foree during the
War, you would oxpect Barry to e o
flyar. Ho is No mistake about :hat.

‘Altogether a {eam full of possibihitics.

Luaicester City, given luck, may wia the
First Iivision championship at an
carlier date than some of us suspeci jush
now. Here's luck to them!
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DICKY NUGENT HAS

ANOTHER RIB-TICKLER UP HiS SLEEVE FOR NEXT WEEK!

DON'T MISS IT, CHUMS!
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Y B. WISHKHERS, tha cat's.meet
man, t0 ges you, air |
Binding, the p st St
fiam’s, looked into the Head's
study, and 1wade that annowneemant.

“ Oh erumbs 1 * mermaorsd Dr, Birchem-
all, in diemay. * Keep him out for
bevvan's sake, Binding !

Hﬁmnanaﬁ the vennerated headmastor
of Bt. Sam’s did not wanbé o son Mr.
Wiskers, At the meer mention of the
nane, the reseion on Dr. Birchemall’s
dile hed undergone a complete transfor-
mistion,

Hwamm to the time of Binding's entry, the
Lad been grinning wvery cheerily.
And with good resson, too. For alter
sevveral strenyous eforts, he had at last
puksoeded in becoming & wvery capable
ventriloguist. ﬂu&mwu.mso tuition of the
sollybrated Drofessor Qargle, ho had
wastered the difficult art and was now able
8o throw his voice about with any man.

Now, to put an ehd to hia happiness,

hear wans Mr, Wiskers,

Dir, Birchemnall realizad, with & shudder,
wirat that ment. For some time, Mr.
Wiskers had be#en supplying the school
cat with cat's-mest on tick. Evvidently
his patierice was now
he had come for his pound of flaah,

" K him cuf, for hevvan's sake !
repee Dr. Birchemall, ankshasly,

But the order came too lats.

Even ns he spoke, the vhiter, with a
stelthy eat-like tread, pushed his way
into the study.

' Gobd-morning,
Wiskora vely. *I've called asbout
your bill for the meet.”

" It will be met 1 " said Dr. Birchemall,
& rickly pallor overspreading his foateliors.
" Do not ruin me for the s of & mizzer-
abla cat, wir ! Pawes, I beg of you, paws 1

*1 am E.ﬁﬂﬂﬂa ankehias fo mest
vou,” said Mr. Wiskers, dewbiously, nfter
u paws, " but the question is: Ta your tail
géwuine ¥

“ Bertainly it ia1™ sgaid the Head
erneatly. " I realise that I am behind in
ny %m ments, but I fully intend to ohsarve

sir ™ maid  Mr.

aith with you as BETERINENT.

ou remember Ew_w claws w.m_w

"I remember,” aceented Mr. Wiskers,
"' but I am ot convineed about your good
faith, sir. Yeur reputation among Jocal
tradespeople is not of the best. I should
like to ses sbme dough, if you dan’t mind."

Dr. Birchemall was n woll-bread man,
but unforchvpately at that moment he
did not possers eny dough.

Mr, Wiskers glared at his scholastie
debtor suspishusly, Theo cat's-meet ron,
whe, as an ex-bus conducior, had seen
:Eﬂu.,,_::mq of the ups and downs of life,
was not the kind of man to be aattiafied
with fare wordsg.

" ¥es, I should like {0 00 some dough 1
he repeeted, more raennscingly. * What
ebout it now, Dr, Birchomuolt 7 "

The Head stroaked his beard, help-
lewsly. He waz not ususlly at a loss for
words, hut on thia occasion he hardly
knew what to say. One thing was sertoin
ke eould not pay Mr. Wisker's hill,

“ [=I——"""he stutterad.

Then an iden suddenly came to him.
Now that hio wos o ....E;u#-.w:mn? suroly
it wan possible Lo overcome a little trouble
sike this !

“I ron only promise that T will meet
your blll at the carliest possiblea moment,
Mr. Wiskers” aaid Dr. Bivchemall, with
more  confldence. " Eggacuse me a
moment, please, will you 1"

He crossod over to his desk, and pra.
tended to sereh for some papers, while
Mr. Wiakors waited, dewhiously and
impatisntly.

n the sudden silence, the cat's.meet
man conld now here something he had not

TeE ManxET Lingant,—No, 1,042

austed, and j

.5ai_w:-_uﬂ=n powers of venotriloguism,
]

herd before. It was
the sound of con-
versation going on
sutside. .m“_...mﬂmpm.%:._u.
fwo ,.mm#._“_ﬂﬁnnl
probably mastara
—were  discossing
Dr. Birchemall, in
blaaful ignorrance

of the fact that

their wordscould be  Doctor Birchemall,

herd jn the ﬁ.swﬂw.a mueh to the sorrow
" Whet 1 Bij -

of Jack Jolly & Co.,
revels In chucking
his welght about-—
hut when he begins
to chuek his volce
about, lifte at

mall been left &
fortune ? "' one of
thern was saying.
“"It's & fect!™
the other repliad.
* Hig welthy uncle,

ﬂrwau_mmnmﬁ_.“m;nﬁw Bt. Sam’s becomes
int i us intolerabls.
has __um__ﬂ”ﬂm and left

him everything,"

* Grate pip1 Then he must be as rich
a3 Crocusi™

“Not yet! They eay it will take
mopths-pechaps years—to settls up the
uncle's estate an ove his will. But
a3 soon a8 that's done, Birchemall will
undoubtedly pay oll his bills, in fact, I
gxpect he'll pay his debtors double Jor
having had to keop them waiting 1°

" Fangy that! Buat then,  he always
Was & Very jennerous gentlernan 1 ¥

The voices dyed away, and Dr. Birchem-
oll, who appeared not to have herd them,

H!m &E_ﬂ _,__wﬁ.__nb.wﬁ and EE&..EE hia

again, prezerving hig ¥
dermesncur, i

The esgion on Mr, Wisker's facs,
however, had altered congiderably, by
<hia time. Hﬁﬁaiq:uﬁm— he had looked
Wﬁﬁ:ﬁ:ﬂ? and truckulent, and suspishus.

ow, he mmiled an w&ﬂﬂﬂ%ﬁfﬂh smils,
and looked the picturs of frieridliness.

“ My dear Dr, Birchemsll 1™ he eggs-
claimed. * Let me sesure vou that there
13 now no hurry whatever. Pay whenever
¥ou like, and I will continew to deliver
the cat's-meet as hefore. I quite beleove
you intend to oot the bill, in fact, I
axxopt your eggaplanation in toe-toe."”

He donned his hat and with o low beugh,
brushed out of the study, A fow minnits
later, Dr. Birchemall watched him erossing
the guad.

"“Hun, ha, ha ! " he roared,

~He larfed till the tiers ran down hin
rinkled cheeks in guite a caskade. Hairly
kad the revered and digniffied Dr. Birch-
emall been so _:.m amewsad.,

" Ha, ha, ha'! o, he, hol Oh, my
hat 1" he roared historically. AL
Jaat I've found wiw_wgrm my dobtorn at
bay. I eoan get rid of anyhody like this—
even miy toilor ! It's a anip !

The one who had been responsible for
the voices outside the stndy was none other
than Dr. Birchemall himzelf 1 By the aid
of his ventriloguism, he had deseeved the
werthy cat's-mieot man, and escapod from a
vory awkword situation. Evvidently
ventriloquism was going - to serve Dr.
Birchemall in good ated |

Grinning all’ over hia dile, the Hoad
uﬂmwmqsl_“___ rose ond sallied fourth into the
i

IL.

HEN ho entercd the quad, Dr.
Eirchemall had a humerous
pgleem in his oyes. Ha had
perseeved the possibilities in his

and ho fully intendod to develop vhem.

**Ahat  Jack Jolly & Co., of the
Fourth 1™ he muttered, as he sawntared
across the quad. " I have a few old scores
to seltle wath them. I must see whnt I
can do 1

Jack Jolly, and his chums, Mewry and
Bright, togsther witlh Frank Foarleas,
were strolling towards him, as he muttered,

then paeescd on, with checeiul
E.m_mﬁm tn their nmi._ﬂ_ﬁ :

Werd & ibtlo
nuﬂﬂmuﬂmg Jack Jo ,__.,m.. Cu,
Apd altho they led a dog's lile,
they did not wl.  Apurt
‘irom the fact that they were
contingwally being starved,
flogged, and tirradised by the
Head, their life at 8t Sam’s
was faroly cheery. They did not use bad
_.wr:_emﬂ_n_ e, but they wore sworn pals,
And not being addicted to modern news-
paper puzzlea, thers were nover any crogs-
warda botwesn them.

Consekwently, Jack Jolly, Merry, and
Bright, were very much surprised, as the
Hoad sawntered by, to hore Frank Fearlesa
ERY

* Jack Jolly's & silly ass ! ™

Jack Jolly stopped and furely blinked at

Frank Fearless.

:#._Ea.n&.n_:_:ruiwﬂa E.E_m_wu
in a voice that was nﬁnmﬁﬂnﬂu_wa%%hn.

“dock Jolly's a silly ass!” repeeted
the voice very clearly, tho the lips of
Frank Fearlese did not mowve,

* You—you—why, you cheaky idiot, FIL
mrwssu you !" gespad Jack m_uw_w: " Take
that !

* Yaroooo ! "

Frank Fearlogs, who had had & wvery
surprised lock on his dile while Jack Jolly
wioa spoaking, welled in opgwish as &
flat n_.nwwm__m n_w_, ,H._W his nose. <o

“What the diekens are you doing * 7
he gpluttered indignantly. I you're
looking for trubble, Jack Jolly, you can
haveit!™

With that, he A himself at Jack
Jolly, and a moment later the too wers
going it hammer and tongs,

Dr. Birchemall, who had pawsed fo
wateh, grinned chesrfully.

M and Bright stoed looking on halp-
M-_E_Ht or & minnit. Buot no longer than
15t

Just a8 they were golting intereated in
the serap. a remark ine Merry's high-

All four *“capped " him, respectively,

W_E&a :E.Eﬂ:ﬂ_:umﬂn—ﬂ_u:ﬁunumn.
wility.

g

|

“What & cross.eyed, __uwu.
eapred, #mm.. brute Bright locks I
he seotned to sRy.

“YWha-aat!" srhriekod
mmn_q.m.. “ 8o you're asking [or it, too, aro
you

Y Me 1" gnsped Merry, in most surprised
tones., o wn nover snid- Whoaaaop !

Ow.wow ! Groooon | "

A moment lator, Merry and Bright
ware rolling over in the dust, hitting out
at sach other unmercifully.

._Ph_mwr“_u, ight of the chums of the Fourth
ang in
faraly chortled.

“ o it, yo merry cripplea | " ho pan
vut. * ¥ile in, Bright, my ladd ! Dot his
eye for him, Fearless | Oh, well hit!™

A large crowd soon collected and looked
with amazoment at the sight of such old
pals slogging into each other. They wero
mmply sataggerad. And so wore Frank

Fearloss and Morry, __.._Ew. shortly after-
wards, for Jolly and Bright nocked thom
wlean ont,

Thay wern provelling on the ground
when a voice spemned to come from Jack
Jolly.

“*Wow what about a bout withh e,
Ju:.h_u.muq t 1 supposs you're oo skored
tho I

“Bhared ! T goon show you wensther
T"m skaved ! ™ Jiootad Bright lTewriously.
“Take that 1™

The next imomont Jack Jolly and Bright.
were fighting like wildeats,

Hlog, slog, slop ! Thud, thud, thod !

The blows foll as thick as leeves in
Valparaiso,

Buch & serap could not eontinow for
_E_m“.u and in less than five minnils, both
Jolly and Bright vraslal 1o the grownd,
vggshausted,

ical combat, Dr. Birchemall |-

Almost the entire school had
gathored romnd, now, and they
gtared wonderingly st the rekum-
hent m,nmanw of the four hcroes
of the Fourth. It waa the frat
time on recond Jack Jolly & Co.
had ever guarpelled. They were,
in fact, friends to & falt. To see
them all %.Fﬂ there, victims of each
other's blows, waa unpresidented !

At the erucible moment Dz,
Birchemall stepped forward. Thero
was & mischeevous
twinkle in hia eyea
a3 he gazed on tho
.mmumar:ﬁmﬁm Fourth

“Ha ! Fightin

“Hat =
I poal®™ H.h...m E_...._mn.
merad, jowdishous-
Iy forgetting that
only & few minnita
before, he hod Leen
cpenly applawding.
* Whun € COTna
round, toll them to

coma up to
study, m_ﬂﬂ I E“._nuw”
“___._ﬂ_a__..__ black rn_nn__u
ool I
indeed ! ”w._.w_ummw
._m_“_... 1 ik
Rubbing his
hands gloatingly,
he mades his wa
theo the erowd,

which rited res.
pectively to allow
him to pasa.

Alrendy his
ventrilogquism Wwaa
ereating havoe at
Bt. Bam's, for it
was he, and Dot
the jewniors themselvos, who had
coused the eplit in the Co., and
undoubtedly = theic werc fresh
trubbles in store for the Bchool.

L1I.

¢ ELYL, gonts, hear we are agni™
_ﬂ\ at’ ths Masters’ Monthly
Meeting! I hearby declair
the meeting open. Now wo'll
get on with the giddy washing. Or, to
puat it in vulgar parlanes, lot us prosesd 4
Dr. Birchemall, presiding over the
snontlly chin-wag of the 8t. Sam's maaters,
aecmned to be in hie happiest mood. He
aat down, after thet proliminary speech,
amiil lond applaws, and in his plaico Mr.
Lickham, the master of the Fourth, aroso.
‘' My dear friende——"" ho bogan.
‘' Ratts 1"
It was the unmistakeablo voico of Mr.
Justisa, of the Fifth.
Mr. Lickham stopped and stared with
herrified eyes at the inlerrupter.

Thore was & chuckle from tho rest of
the mnasters.

- "Tie 1 here aright ¥ gasped Mr.
Licklinm, turning os red as & pony.

“Rottel " rame the voice of Mr.
Justias again, " And many of ‘e !

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Tho masters ﬁ:_-..u_.____. roared, while .
Birchemall rubbed his skinny handa with
glen. Ones agein the ventriloguist of
Et. Sam's waz nt work. Tt waz D
Kirchemalt, not Mr. Juatisa, who had mado
the intorjection. Buf to the rest it
sounded ogguactly like Mr, Justiss,

“ M.memp-rny - hat [ statlered  Mr,
Lickham, with dignity. You-—you
chooky nes ! 1've a Jolly good mind to—
n . %

“Aro you sddressing e ¥ oasked Mo,
Justizs, i surprise, saddenly  tombling
to, the fact that somothing was wrong.
* What's the merry idea, Lickhamn 'S

“ Now, now, gentlemen!™ said e,

Birchemsll, reproevingly. " No serapping

 off

il wa got oulside, please ! On the bawl,
Lickham " s )
“Very well, sir | sald Mr. Ligkhen,
swallowing his with & gulp. " As
I was saying, my dear friends—"

" Rotta ! "™

This time the interrupter scemed to bo
Mr. Tyzér, of the Third,

Mr. Ligkham stopped again. o waa
not & good orator ob the best of times,
and EEuEwﬂmaﬂm alwaye flummuxed him.
He could only think that the other mastars
wore trying to put & spoke in his wheel
and land him in the cart.

His eyes fixed akkewsingly on tha
innosent Mr, Tyzer. He felt himself ill-
ueed. It wasn't cricket. Hare they were,
trying to pitch into him and sturmp himn,
and get him to moke slips, just when he
felt that he could creass Ho gave
them a bailful look, It y was & bit

** Look hera, Tyzor," he said heatedly.
“ Any more lip [rom you and you'll see
stars for a weolc I X .

“Mie 1" yellad Mr. Tyzer in asslonizh-
ment. " What the thump—-"

‘“ Plaase, plesse, genta ! mermered
Dr. Birehemoll soothingly. * No rowin
baar, d’you here | Let's have a bit ©
_.HUME ﬂ.u.__

“ As you wieh, sir | " seid Mr, Lickham,
with a gh, " Well, as I was s-saying
of M

‘“"Donndr und blitzen 1 Bhut up mid
yourself, for gootness’ sake, nin's it 1"

It woa the voice of Herr Otto Guggen-
hisimar, the LGornan master,

U You—you "

For a moment Mr. Lickhamn choked.
Thon he acted.

“¥ou pousidge ecater!™ he hooled.
“I'll nock you into the middle of next
wealkk | Take that!™ :

Mr. Lickham slung an ink-pot full into
Herr Guggenbeimer's plump dils, and
there wus & fearful howl as the ink shot
all owver the othor meaters.

“Ach! Himmel!"” shonted the
German master. 1 will kill you mid
meinself, sin't it 1 Ach! CGrocoool™

“Ow.wow | " roarsd Mr. Justiss, ink
running down his dilo in streems. ™ Tho
man's mad ! Urocgoo ! 2

The mastors of St. Sam's, spluttar
and cheking, jumped to their feet an
farely yellod with rage, while Dr. Birchem-
ol in & safe corner, yelled with larfter.

Within & fow minnita the Masters'
Boom wos in o atate of ymaonium.
The stayed und digniffied echolastic
gontlemen were fowriously hitting out In
all  directions. Broken fumiture wag
ptroon overywhers, ond soom the room
resembled that of s bare garden.

Herr Guggenheimer receiled with & hard
drive to the mouth fragn the warlike fist of
Mr. Lickhar, while Mr, Tyzer messured
bis length on the floor, holding his aking
jaw which hud come in contakt with Mr,
Justiss’ bunched nucklss.

* Enuff, enuff ! ** cried the Head, recuv-
voring &t last from his fta of histories,
" Coase thia blockguardisrn and return to
| your studios at once befora 1 use drastic
reayures and lhave the hole lot of you
ancked on tho spot ™

At this drediul throat the masters
cenaod  scrapping, and  with  sheepish
ahmnﬁwnu&._n:d_ on their dilos, kwitted the
room like Jambs. ;

That onded the insident, But it hadn't
anded Dr. Birchemnall's carecr as a ven-
trilognist. In & fow short hours he had
wown tho seeds of dissenshun between old
pels, hoth the ossters wnd the boye,
Uut their were more terrible things io
follow.

THE EXD.

(Whatever you do, chums, don't mias
fhe next amusing yoarn in this tepping
srries, entitled: “EGENIT THE
VENPRILOQUIST ! Every line will

riize o lawgh.]



