“WHO PUNCHED PROUT?” it atcresteirs
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COKER—THE GREYFRIARS SAMSON !

(It took wmpleen fellows fo subdue Horace Coker—arnd they all had something to show for ! See thoe
grand schoo! story of the Chums of Greyfriars —inside.)
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T would probebly be difficult to
arrive at any definite conclusion as
to which trade ot calling has pro-

vided the greatest number of foot.

ballers who have risen to the top of
the tree. But I think if we could go
back right through the years we should

find that at least as many, if not more,
footballers have come out of the mines
than out of any other calling.

In fact, in the old dd}s there wers
officials of certain clubs who uwsed to
ﬁﬂiai whenever they wanted a foot-

er to fl & certain position -they
went to the pit-shait of .a cosl‘mine and
whistled down for a player to be sent
up. It is even said that one day an
official of Derby County went to the pit-
shaft and called down: . “Send us an
inside-right!” And .the  inside-right
they sent up was Steve Bln-urqer, the
fellow who scorad more goels in
class football than any other player has
ever done, and possibly more than any
one player will ever score.

An Ambition Achieved!

It is not literally true to say that
Willis Edwards, the present right half-
back of Leeds United—ind England's
first choice—came wp to play football
when somebody whistled down the mine
that they wanted = right-half. But
Willis did start his csreer in & mine
at Alfreton, and, like all young miners,
ke played football, hoping, 23 he has
told me hmmself, that the day wonld
come whén he would be able to turn

pro. : -
The day duly came, and there is
rather an mmteresting story coon
with it. gh qnl:r playing in jumior
football im the district In which he

lived, Edwards came under the eya of

& scout of the Blackburn Rovers club,
and this scout arranged for Mim' to
have & trial run with the Rovers. He
was just about to accept when
a friend of his asked him if
ba would like a run with
Chesterfield. Chesterfisld
being quite near home,
accepted the second Invita-
lion rather than the first, and
one game was enough to con-
vince the Chesterfield people
that another gem—I think
they call coal black diamonds
—had eome ouk of the mine.
-For several wmeasons iR
Edwards played with Chesterfield with-
out gaining any distinctions out of the
ordingry. As a matter of fact, honounrs
don’t come the way, usually, of playera
associated with such teams aa Chester-
field. The players are not watched by
the members of tho International
Helection Committee. :

So when the chance came for Edwards
to join & really first-class club in Leeds
Unitecd he took it. Leeds paid a fairly
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This weelt ' Referee ™ swimds up
foofer geries of ariicies
with an ixieresting aceount of the
methods of Willis Edwards—ithe
half-bacl:

Frin

International right
Leeda Undled.

big transzfer Ecef and Edwarda has
achieved his ambition—risen to the top
of the tree.

Alwaya s Form!

To-day he is generally recognised as
the best right balf-back in English foot-
ball. First and foremost, he i3 really
most useful beocause he 13 50 conaiatent.
He has beem .with Lesds nearly three
seasons Dow, snd he never missed a
match save when he has besn injured
or .when he hss been away on Inter-
national duty. And when I talked to
the manager of Leeds ahout him the

other day the manager paid this
tribute: “In all that time Willis has
never Eln:mi & bad game.”

Maxybe there are players who can on

gccaston rise to greater heights, but
those self-zame plavers can glso de-
scend to a very ordinary level when
they ‘are not “in form." And the best
and truest thing which can be said of
the Leeds United player is that he ia
slways in form.

dorp e

WiLLIS EDWARDS,

right half-back of Leeds United and
England’s first choice.

GMETHOD

' slatency.

of

 When I asked him the seeret of con-
sistency he confessed that he had little
or no explanation to give.

“1It just happens,” he said, “and it is
very nice of people to ssy that I keep
up a good standard.”

But if vou talked to Willia Edwards
as I have done you would perhaps be
able to “get at ™ the secret of his con-
To him the game of footbell
what can best ba described as the
absorbing passion. He plays the game
beeause he loves it, thinks about it
during the day, and, I strongly suspect,
dreams about it at night.- After all,
that is the real way to success, isn't it—
to imagine the =uccess or failure of the
team depends on vou being right up
to concert pitch? Concentration on the
}ub in hand, that’s the way to keep in
ornt.

There iz evidence of the fruits of this
eonstant thought in his play. We ajl
telk 5 lot abiout eombination in foot-
ball, But most of us, when wa use tho
word, think about the gttack. This half-
back of Lecds United 13 just ag keen
on the necessity of eombinatien in
deferrce—not combination ig the sense
af pnﬂﬂingbths ball from one player to
another, but combmed wark in the
defenders covermyg dach other.

ia

Suppart Your Feswarda!l

“I beliewe,” he said “that in foot-
ball to-day—that is, since the change
in the offside rule—half-back: must be
az much a part of the attack as over;
they mtust go up in support of their
forwards, Bub the attacking half-back
must ever on the watch, snd must
ba able to get back to his own half
of the field in the quickest possible time
el by the shortest possible route.

“This cegils for real understanding
hetween backs and half-hacks. Cover-
ing work must be done -well and
nquickly. There mnst be no hesitation
in going to tackle under present condi-
tions ; but when the half goes to tackle
onn player, there musk be a full-back
rovering the plaver to whom the ball 1=
miosk likele to be passed in case tho
half-back failz 10 got 6.7

In the faregoing vou have Willis" own
ileas of the defenzive side of the wing
half’s game. On the atiacking side ho
i a real hielp 1o his forwards, breanse
ha is ¢lose behind Lthem. Af ball con-
trol he i3 a master, which means that
o can got the vhject duwn 1o his fnet
and make the pass slong the ground 1o
ane of the men in front of him.

Ta sum up, FBdwards 13 & great balf
ek becans: he iz alsa a grear haifs
forward.  That s why he plave for
Enarlinal.



SENSATION AT GREYFRIARS ! Somebody's punched old Prout's noge —and ' ofd Prout ' in the masier of the

Fifth ! ¥e gods, no rwonder there's excitement? ul Greygfreiars !

favgh-u-minute school yarn, boys '
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WHO
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Who i3 the giddy culprit ¥ Gel started on this

Here's a tip-top story of fun and frolic, introducing Harry Wharton & Co.,
the world-famous chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mysierious |

ITAT something was up, cvery

E fellow in the Lower School at

Gireviriars knew ten minutes
after the rising-bell had ccased
to clang.

They did not know what was up, but
they knew something was. Un  that
point there was no doubt—no possible,
probable shadow of doubt, no pos.ibie
doubt whatever,

The juniors knew that something was
up as soon &8 they were oubt of theic
dormitorics,

The very atmosphers secemed to tell
them so. It was as 1f charged with
electricity.

The eeniore—the TFifth and Sixth—
knew what it was: {hat wes elear
enough to observant and perspicacions
juniorg.

Sixth Form prefects had awfully
gerions looks. Fifth Form men gathered
in little groups, in twos and threes and
fours, talking in hushed tones. When
the masters were scen, they were scen
to look preternaturally sclemn. COne
master—Prout, the master of the Fifth
—-was not scen at all, But the others
were seen, and zeen at their solemnest,

Curigsity in the Lower School was in-
Len.m. Naturally, the fellows wunted to

o,

Something had happened, and, uwhat-
aver it was, it had happened after the
Lower Bchool had gone to hed the

previous night. That was why the
juniora knew nothing about it. The
geniors, whose bed-time was later,
knew.

“But what was it?"” DBob Clerry of
the Remove asked, in wonder.

“Feho  answers what ! said Harvry
Wharton, equally perplexed.
., “Icho answers that the whatfulness
17 ferrific " remarked Hurrce Jamset
Ram Bingh.

“Everybody's looking as solemn as a

Err}ifﬁﬂ owl I sagd F!-a.n]!; Mugent. “Just
ws if a man was going to be sacked!”

“Bomething’s up, anyhow,” said
Johnny Bull.

“Let's psk seme of the Fifth—they
kngw I said Iarey Wharton.

Potter and Greene of the Fifth had
come out of the House, and were walk-
ing together., speaking in  hushed
whispers, Their faces were grim.
Coker of the IFifth, who was gencerally
scen with Potter and Greene, was not to
be seen with them now.

Harry Wharton & Co. approached the
twe Fifth-Formers. It waz rather a
check fo ¢uestion the Fifth, from the
Fiftlh Form paint of view. Between tho
Upper School and Lpwer School there
was a great palf fixed, DBut the Famous
Five wanted fo know.

“I say, Potter, what's up?” ashed
Whartomn, very eivilly,

Potter pave him a stare, and walked
on with Greene,

“What's up, (reens ¥

srecns did not even stare. He walked
on with Poiter, regardless. Apparently,
the twa geniors did not desire the great
_El[lf between Lower and Upper o be

ridged,

“Sally

nll,

“YWhat on ecarth’s up, you men?”
asked Skinner of the Remove, joining
the Famous Five, “ Anvbody know$™

" Bomething jolly serions, T think,”
said Wharton, " Can't imagine what.
unless there's going to he an expulsion.”

“You going to be bunked at last,
Skinner 1 asked Johnny Bull,

Skinner jumped.

4 aif:h—-what ! What da you mean, you
asa i

“Well, the heaks might have found
vou out, you know,™ =aid Johnny
calmly. “Tf thev did, T suppose you'd
be bunked. Ton't vou think 20"

Skinner did ot state what Lie thoueht
on that sihjeet. He gave Johuny Bull
a glave and stalked away,

“*Tain’t Skinner ! said Bob Cherry,

owls ! commented Johnny

with a chuckle. “*They tell a man if
he's going toe be bunked, Look here,
something must have happencd sfter
we went up fo dorm last night! What
the thump wag it 7"

*Licodness knows 1™

“Phere’s Wingate. Let's ask him."

“‘Hem ! A prefect—-->

“No harm in asking,” said Bob, "and
he's not such an ass as those Fifth
Form duffera. Let's try it on.”

“T.et's I agroed Nugent.

Wingate of the Sixth, tho captain of
Greylriars, had appeared in the offing.
Ilis face was gerious, almost grim.
Whatover was the mysterious cceurrence
that had mysteriously occurred, obvi-
ously Winpate know, and was deeply
concerned by ik, Thoe chums of the
Remove approached him in their most
inpratiating manner.

“1 say, Wingate, was there a burglary
iast night 7" asked Dob.

The Greyiciars captain starod.

“No! he answered shortly.

“On a fire ?V

"No, you youngz ass !’

“ Bt somncthing's happened?”

Wingate nodded. and walked on.

“What was 1t, Wingate ?"”

“1 dare say you'll hear soon enough 1"
was all that Wingate replied, over his
shoulder..

The Famous Five looked at one
another, Thewr curiosilty was more
keenly whetted than ever. Wingate had
admitted that something had happened,
though they had been sure aof that
already. They knew now that it was
not n burglary or a fire. ITlut what
was ik ?

“What about Bunter?” asked Bob
Cherry, ofier a pause. * Bunier knows
cvervihing  thalt happens. Let's ask
Bunter.”

“But it happened after we'd gone to
bed,™ said Harry., “Bunter went to bed
with the rest of the Form. Even Bunter
ean't know anything abeut it this
time.”
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Bob Cherry grinned. _ .

“But he may have found out by this
time. Bunter will never be kept in the
dark long, so long as they make key-
holes to doors !

“*Ha, ha, ha !

Somn Fifth-Formera loocked round,
frowning, as the juniors laughed—as if
the sound of merriment came as a shock
to their ears in those solemn moments.

“Shut up, you fags!” called out
Blundell of the Fifth.

“What's up, Blundell 1"

“Mind your own business!” growled
the captsin of the Fifth. '

“It's something to do with the
Fifth,™ =aid Bob, as the Famous Five
proceeded in search of Billy Bunter.
*“They all look as if they were gomng
to their own funerals!” 3

“ But what can have happened in the
Fifth1" :

“Goodness knowsl!” seid Bob.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter !”

The Famous Five bore deswn on
Williamn George Bunter. If anybody in
the Lower School knew, Bunter would
know, that was certain. Tho Peeping
Tom of Groyfriars had his own methods
of sequiring informstion. He prided
himself on always knowing what was
on. Anyhow, thers was always some-
thing to bo heard from Bunter. If he
did not know tha facts, he was always
prepared to deaw upon_his fertile
imagination. Never was Billy Bunter
willing to admit that he didn't know.

But it was s changed Bunter this

mnming. .

The Owl of the Remove, instead of

bursting with news, or being eagerly in
uest ﬂ% it, was silent and morose. Ho
inked at the Famous Five, without

speaking, as they bore down on him,

Bunter 51& not seem to know or to want

to know, which constituted a record in

the Greyiriars Remove,

“What's happened, Bunter!” asked
Bob Cherry.

“How should I Eknowi" grunted
Bunter.

“Mean to say you don't "

*“Of conrse not !

*Well, my hat I i

“How should I know anything about
it?"? demanded Bunter warmly., “If
anything’s ha ?ﬂﬂe{i to old Prout, how
¢ould I possi know? VYou fellows
kEnow I was in bed at the time.”

The Famous Five stared blankly at
the Owl of the Remove., Bunter had
said rather too much for a fellow who
didn’t know, Appsarently, he knew, but
was unwilling to impart what he knew.
Thiz was very remarkable.

“8o, you know 1" exclaimed Wharton.

No, vou asa! I’ve zaid T don't.”

“What's happened to Prout?™ de-
manded Nugenk.

““Nothing, that I know of.®

“Then why did you mention him "

“1 didn’t, I mean I didn’t meéan to.
That is to say, I don't know anything
shout it. Do leave a follow alone !

. “Prout haen’t shown up this morn-
ing," said Nugent. “He generally rolls
out into the quad before brekker. Any-
body eeen himP"

obody had, -

"We're geiting nearer,” said Bob,
“It's_something to do with the Fifth;
snd Bunter esavs it's Prout—"

“I didn't 1" %lauw‘lad Buaoter. “I keep
on telling you I den't know anythin
sbout it. Nothing's happened to Prout,
Besides, it was a sheer accident |

“What wast™

"Hﬂthmig."

“My -.':mi hat! Nothing’s happened
to him, and what happened was » sheor
accident [ gasp«e.d Bo :

“Yea. Give a chap & rest!” snapped

THE Maigner Lmnant.—No. 1,

Bunter, “You know jolly well T waos
fast asleep at the time in the Remove
dorm. How could I possibly know what
happened in Coker's st-nfj iy

“But what happen in Coker's
study 1" shrieked Bob.

* Mothing.”

“ Look here, you fat ass—"

“(Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Heo jolly well knows,” said Harry
Wharton. *Why he doesn't want to tell
beats me. Usually he runs a fellow
down and jaws, whether the fellow likes
it or not.’

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Why can't you tell wus®”
Johnny Baull.

“Think I'm
sacked, you ass?

“What 1"

The Famous Five almost jumped clear
of the quad. :

“Besides, I dou't know anything
gbout it,"” added Bunter. I waa fast

bawled
going to get myself

asleep at the time, as all the Remove
can bear witness, -8 they were fast
asleep, too.™-

“QOh, crumhbs ["

“My mind’s s perfect blank on the
subject,” said Bunter. “If anybody
was punched last night it was_ done
without my kpowledge. If snything's
happenad to old Prout it's & mystery to
ma how it happened. It was an acel-
dent—a  sheer accident. Beaides,
nothing's ha ed, that I know of.”

And with that categorical denial
Williamn George Bunter rolled away, to
elude further questioning.

The Famous Five gazed at one
another.

“* Bunter knows ! eaid Bob.

“The knowfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. * But why-
fully does he not habble, as is h
esteemed and absurd custom ¥

“1 give that ons up. It beats me,.
But we've got on to this—something
happened to Prout, the Filth Form
beak, in Coker's study. Bunter’s found

that out somehow, only hat!”
yvelled Bob Cherry suddenly. *“You
fellows remember, the other day—there

was no end of talk about it—Coker any-
ing in the gemes study, before nll the
Fifth, that he was going to punch
Proute—"

“ Phew "

“(Can he have done it?"

“Impossible! Even Coker—"

The breakfast bell rang. The juniors
traoped into the House. The Lower
Bohool were still in the dark as to what
had happened—unless Bunter knew. All
sorts of rumours were rife. . The impres-
sion had gathered sand strengthened that
there was going to be an expulsion.

At breakiast Harry Wharton & Co.
watched the Fifth Form tabls eagerly.
They were eager to see Coker of the
Fiiﬁ. It was well known that Coker
of the Fifth had had a lot of trouble
with his Form master lately. It was
well known that they were mutually
fed np, and that Coker, in & moment of
unthin'kiug exasperation, had announced
that, if driven too far, he might punch
Prout. Had he done it? he zame
idea had apparently occurred to other
fellows, as well as the Famous Five,
for many glances wera furned on tho
Fifth, But at the Fifth Form table
that morning there was one vacant
place. Horace Coker was not there.
And the head of the table was alse
vacent, Mr. Prout, who gencrally
breskfasted with hie Form, was not
there, as usual, y

Neither Coker nor his Form master
was to be seen. All the rest of the
Fifth were to be seen, and preter-
natural gravily sat on their faces. The
conclusion was obvious,.

It had happened!l

Coker of the Fifth bhad punched
Prout, and Coker of the Fifth was going
to be sacked. By the time breakfiost
was over not a man af Groyfriars
doubted it—unless it was Billy Bunter,
And what the Owl of the Remove may
have thought bhe kepk carefully to hiw-
self and said no

s, dere—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Golng !

i gra, EEN Prouti”
S “ No.”
“I've seen him!"” grinned

.. Temple of the Fourth.

Cecil Reginald Temple was instantly
surrounded by an eager crowd., Tha
Greyiriars fellows were thirsting for
news. The rumour that Coker of the
Fifth really had punched Prout waz a

neral conviction by thiz time. Prout

ad mnot beem seen that morning.
Generally the ponderous and majestio
Prout was much in the public eye. Now

seemed shy and retiring, That
looked as if it was true, For if Coker
had punched Prout it was very probable
that Prout’s countenance was unsuit-
sble to be seem in public. Coker had
b hefty punch,

The fellow who had zeen him immedi-
ntely became the centre of attraction,
the cynosure of all eyes,

“You've seen bhimt" exclaimed
Skinner.

“What did he loock like?”

*“*A wreck.”

“He's got & nose on him,” said
Tomple, “He's got a boko thet would

draw the booby prize in avy beauty
show. I Prout ]Tm:s out: aiter dark
with that nose he'll hold up the' traffic.
Anybody would teke it for a danger
'Eugnal. Talk about erimson beaks !”

*Then Coker reallyhas punched him "
exclaimmed Bob Cherry breathlessly.

“Bomebody has, anyhow. Unless he
ran his nose sgeinst something—hard!
1 fmney that whet he ran it apainst was
Coker’s fist.”

“Whera is he]” exclaimed a dozen
voices. Evervbody wanted to ses Prout
—or, &t least, his nose. The rest of
him did not matter,

“Gone to the Head's study,” enid
Temple. *I spoited him turning. the
corner. He put his hanky to his noso
when he saw me, as if he had a cold.
But I spotted the boko. ¥You couldn’t
miss it. A blind man could have geen
it. Looks like a boetroot, A bit liko
a tomato.”

“ Poor old Prout " said Boh.

“Poor old Coker!™ said Wharton.
“ He must have been right off his rocker
to hit Prout.” .

“Well, he szeid he would!” grinned
Skinner, "“Coker’s & man of his word.”

“The awful assl” .

“It will be the sack, of course!" said
Skinner, *“I wonder whether they'll
push him out quietly or have it in Hall,
with all the school, and the Head on
the high horse, and the whole bag of
tricks, That would mean cutting a
class. They ought to have it in Hall ¥

Ezpulsicna were rard at Greyfriars,
The mers rumour of one was enough io
excita the school from end to end. The
certainty of one was thrilling.

“Prout’s with the Head, then,” said
Wharton, “But where’s Coker?”

“Bet you he's locked up,” said Peter
Todd, “A man going to be sacked
would be in clink,

which Peter Todd meant the
punishment-room.

“Let's go and gee,” suggested several
fellows.,
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“ You mean to say that you deny having struck Mr. Prout ? *” exclaimed Dr. Locke, in amazement. “° I cannot listen to what

s obviously a false statement, Coker.
because

There waos a general move towards the
corridor that led to the punishment
roow, in & tather isolated part of the
old buildings of Greyfriars,

But in that corrider Walker of the
Sixth was discovered, whistling checrily.

Walked ceased to whistle and frowned
at the juniors. ) ]

“Clear off !" he said leconically.

Ev{i{denﬂy Walker of the Sixth was on

LLATO.

F “1 say, Walker, is Coker in clink!”
asked Peter 'Nodd.

“Find out!™

“That's all right. That's what we've
come hore for,” explained Peter. " Can't
you tell us, Walker "

“Hook it!” was Walker's reply.

The Sixth-Former was uncommunica-
vive. Skinner, trying to edge past
Walker, was caught by the collar, spun
round, and shaken, ;

“Hogk it!" repeated Walker. * No-
body allowed this way. Head's orders.

The juniors reluctantly retired.

“Might spot him from outside,” sug-
gested Squifi.

The suggestion was followed by & rush
into the guadrangle. Twenty or thirl
fellows scudded round the school build-
ings, to the secluded spot overlooked
by the high window of the punishment-
TOOmn,

That window was barred; zo the
prisoner, if prisoner there was, could
not be looking out. But e dozen fel-
lows were assurcd that they eaught a
glimpse of a face pressed to the panes
inside the bars.

Somebody was thers! The fact that
Walker was ?Iam:d on guard to keep
inquisitive fellows awny, showed that
somebody was there. It eould only be
Coker of the Fifth., Only Coker was
mizeing from the public view.

“He's there!” enid Bob Cherry.

*1Poor old Coker!™ : :

“1 can see somethng,” said Bkinner,
imnrmg up. “Looks rather like a Guy
i-"am-hcs mask, so I suppose it's Coker's
e, -

You may be silent.*
Prout’s made & silly mistake ? ™ exclalmed Coker.

“He's there all right,” said Peter
Todd. *“Waiting to be sacked! FPoor
old Coker. He¢ alwoys was an assl"

“They may Dbring him out any
minute ™ said Hazeldene.

The suggestion was conough. The
whole crowd raced back to the House.

But Coker was not brought out,

No order came for the school to
assemble in Big Hall. )

Apparently, if there was going to be
an cxpulsion, it was not g‘ninf to be in
public, with the whole bag of tricks, as
Skinner expressed it. That would have
been ever so much more dramatic and
thrilling: but probably Dr. Locke
lagked o tnste for the drama. It was
much more likely that the expelled
senior would Dbe sent away quietly,
while the school were at classes, in order
to avold a sensation. The whole affair,
thrilling as it was to the Lower
School, must have been excessively dis-
agrecable to the headmaster.

It was drawing near time for classes
now; .and excitement was keener than
ever. It was mingled with disappoint-
ment.  Dxpulsions being #o rare, many
fellows conzidered that the most ought
to be made of one when it did happen.
It wasn’t the thing, Skipner considered,
to sneak & fellow out of the school in
this surreptitions way. An expulsion
waz an example and o warning to the
whole school.  What became of the
cxample and the warning, if it was done
in thiz hole-and-corner manner?

But it beeame clear at last that it
was going to be done quictly, if it wos
poing to be done at all. The bell rang
for classes, and the Lower School went
slowly and reluctantly to their Form.
TOOMme,

Mr. Quelch was frowrning when he
came in to take his Form. The state
of excitement in the Remove did not
please him. Dut tha Remove master’s
grim lock silenced -the buzz of whisper-
mg.

E‘Iul there was tronble in first lesson.
Fellows simply could not ikeep their

““Think I'm going to shut up, and be sacked llkp a ninny,
““Not me !" (Sce Chapler 3.)

minds on the matter in baend. They
could not help thinking of Coker of the
Fifth, Mr, Quelch grew sharper and
sharper,

Lines fell in the Remove-room like
leaves in Vallombrosa of old. Lines
fuiled to produce the required effect of
fizing the mttention of the Remove upon
the valuable knowledge Henry Samucl
Quelch sought to impart. The canc was
broughe into requisition, after which
the Hewnove master received something
lke attention.

Strange to relate, Billy Bunter had
not joined in the whisporing  und
nudging and murmuring, Bunter, who
gencrally talked enough for two or
three, said nothing. DBunter, who was
inquisitiveness itself, did not seem in-

uisitive at all on this thrilling topic.
g}ver}rhudy clse wanted to know; Bunter
appeared to want to know nothing.
T'his would have caused great surpriso
had anybody observed Bunter. Dut
nobody did. .

The Owl of the Remove sat in his

lace, with & deep wrirkle in his fat

row, deep in thought, That he was

not thinking of his lessons was clear,
from the random answers he made to
Mr. Queloh when addressed. It scemed
that there wag a worry on Dunter's fat
mind—a decp worry.

When the time came for morning
break every fellow was anxious to get
out, to learm what had happened
during class. Thoy had no doubt that
by that time Horace Coker was gone.
But they wanted to know.

Bunter rolled out of the Form-room
witn the other fellows, the wrinklo
deeper than ever in his fat brow. He
grabbed Peter Todd's sleeve in the pas
sage,

“1 say, Peter—- he gasped.

“Leggo, Fatty!”

“PThink Coker's gone? gasped
Bunter, .

“ Pretty certninl I'm going to find
out, Leggol”

Tuae Magxer Lispary.—No. 1,085,
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“riaan't my  fault, Enow I
mumbled Bunter.

Perer stared at him.

“Ilow c¢ould it bo your [faule, fat-
lead? Wha. do you mean? You had
nothing to do with it”

£ 0Of eourze I bhadn't!”
“1 ¢ouldn’t have, could
fast asleep at the timel
cent as a babe, Petor.”

“ Wandering in your mind?” asked
the puzzled Foter. ]

“Of course, I'm sorry for Coker,” eaid
Bunter. " But he asked for it. ﬁ.nis af
fellows heard him gay he would punch
Prout. DBut—"

“But what, assl®

# 3k, nothing " :

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” bawled BEob
Cherry. " ¥You men, Ccker’s not gone |

7 Hntﬂgunﬂ 1" ejaculated Bunter.

an G..

“Oh, goodl” gasped the Owl of the
Remove.

And Peter, as ha stared at the re-
lisved fat face, could only conclude that
Bunter was wandering in his fat mind.
(therwise, there was no accounting for
his d concern in the fate of Coker

of the Fifth.

you

ﬁﬂ.ﬂpﬂ& Bunter.
» when I was
I'm as inpo-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Brought Before the Beak ]

ORAECE COKER, of the Fifth
Form, heard the bell when it
wang for classes—classes that

he was not to aitend.

Coker was pacing the punishment-

oI,

He bhad had his breakfast; and now
he was waitibg—waiting to be taken
befora the Head for judgmentl|

A fellow locked in the punishment-
room, waiting to be sached, might bave
heen expected to look dismal and down-

cast, if not d ing.

l\%nt B Guk:itiw

In Coker's rugged countenance theras
was no dismay; there was nothing what-
ever” like despair. There was deep
wrath and indignation. Colier paced
the punishment-room like a tiger stalk-
ing to and fro mn & cage.

Any fellow in Coker’s position might
have been ecxpected to shrink from the

coming interview with the hoadmaster.
But Coker did not shrink. He was
eager for it. From his Form master,

Prout, Coker had long given up te
ing a8 much sense as & bunny rabbit
might be supposed to possess, But the
Head wouldveee him righted. He hed
faith in the Head.

This was rather a compliment to Dr.

ooke, for Coker had, as a rule, little
respact for constituted authorities. It
often seomed to Coker that he was the
only fellow with E;hpﬁﬂn, in a world
of duffers. No at CGreyiriars
understood or acknowladged Coker’s in-
tellectual powers. That alone showed
what chumpa they were! Still, he hoped
for better things from the Head. If
tho Head failed him, Coker could not
help realising that he was in & bad box.
Mot that he envisaged the “sack.™ IF
tha Head turned out to be as crass an
nss a8 Prout, still Coker was not beaten,
He was not going to be sacked!

On that point Coker’s mind was firmly
nede uF. Exactly what he was going
to do, if the Head sentenced him fo ex-
pulsion, was not yet olear in Coker's
mind. All' that was clear was, that
he wasm't gn:nf to be sacked}

Thero wera footsteps in the corridor
at lash

All the fellows were in the Form-

refleeted bitterly. They did not want
to advertise the [act that 2 Greylriars
Form waster -had had his nose punched.
Were they going to sack Coker for
somelhing he hado't done, just o kee
the thing quiet? Coker's jaw squared.
Mot if ha knew it}

The key turned in the lock; the door
opened., ingate and Gwynne, two pre-
fects of the SBixth Form, entered.

Coker eyed them warily and with
hostility,

Coker did not think much of the
Sixth. He often said w0, This did not
make him popular in the Sixth Form.
But Coker was such o hefty fellow, with
g0 heavy a Bst, and such o readiness to
uge it, that even the Sixth Form treated
him with some tact.

“I suppose you've come for me,” said
Coker grimly,

“That's it,” said Wingate.

“We'ra to take you to the Head,”
said Gwynne,

Snort from Coker,

“Well, I don't need taking. I can
walk. If you put your paws on me, I
ghall hit out, That's a tip.”

£ 1f you come quietly, and don’t play
the poat, wo don't want to touch you,
Coker,” said Wingate., “I'm sorry it's
come to thia”

“Does the Head think I punched
Frout?” demanded Coker,

The, Sixth-Formers stared,

“He knows you did, if that’a what
you mean,” answered W"ingatﬁ.

That isn’t what I mean!” retorted
Coker. “What I mean is, have they
found out who punched Prout, if be ever
was punched at all?™

“My only hat! ¥You're not going to
deny '?t.‘i'" exclaimed Gwynne, mg

“0F course I am I

“Not much use., You can't expect to
get away with that.”

“I never touched him.*

“TF oo think Tm a liar, G »

ol think I'm a liar, Gwynne—
mredy Coker. j '

“Well, what's a fellow to think of a
fellow who' rolls ocut lies lika that?”
asked Gwynne, *'Everybody knows you

rout, &n at you're go
punchad t d that you're g
to be sacked for it. What's the gﬂgg
ﬁi tslil-_:,mg rot? Here, keep off, you fat-

B

Coker was advancing on Gwynne with
his hands up. Coker was nof the man
to have his word doubted, even by a
Sixth-Form man and a prefect.

Wingate hastily interposed.

“8top that, Coker! No good kicking
ep & skindy ﬁpru."

* Do you think I'm going to be called
8 liari” bawled Coker. “I tell you
fellows that I never touched - Prout.
Isn't my wordwwood encught™

' “Y won't pass any opinion on that,”
eaid Wingate, with a curl of the lip.
“Wa'ra not Ju-:igmg you; wa're taking
you to the Head. Come along!
“I'm ready,” growled Coker. ;
He gove the two prefects a glare of
efiance, and stalked from the room.
Wingate and Gwynne followad bim.

Coker was quite determined not to be
taken fo the Head's study in custody.
He was prepared to hit out if a hand
wae laid on him. Coker was not a man
to consider consequences.

But the two prefects contented them-
gelves with walking on either side of
Coker. As & matter of fact, they had a
good-natured compassion for the fellow
whoste asinine obtusensss and unru
temper had landed him like this. They
wera quite willing to be oivil to & fellow

rooms by this time. The were who was about to ba kioked out of the
trying to keep the thing gq Coker school. er, of course, did not under-
Iaz Mioner LiBraryY.~No, 1,085, stand that mental attitu Coker never

understood anything, He glared de.
fisnce at them all the way to the Head's
study, with the happy conviction in his
mind that they dared not touch him,

By silent and deserted passages they
went, All the school was at clasa, with
the exceptions of Coker, tha two pre-
fects, and the Head and Mr. Prout. Tho
two latter were waiting for Coker i
Dr. Locke’s study.

Arriving st that apartment, Wingato
tapped at the door and opened it.

** Hera 13 Coker, sir|” he announced,

“Very good, Wingatel You may
come in, CUoker,” paid the Head's deep
voice.

Coker strede in. ;

His_bullet bead wases held high.
Nobody was going to see any mgn of
funk about Horace Coker.

Dr. Locke was sitting at his table, and
his calm eyes rested on Coker as he
entered. Coker’s lofty manner waa in-
tended to show the consciousness of inno-
eence and a proper sclf-respect. Unfor-
tunately; to the Head's eyes it seemed
more like hardy defiance. He frowned,

Wingate hesitated at the door.

“Bhall wo stay, sir 1" he assked,

"It is not mecessary, Wingate. Pray
E‘e to E-:Elﬂ Sizth Form room and await mo

re,

“Very well, sir.2

Wingate and Gwynne retired, and the
door was olosed,

Mr. Frout bad been standing at the
-window, with his back towards the door,
The lesa his nose was seen in ita prasant
state, the better Paul Prout was pleased.
But as the door closed behind the two
prefecta Mr, Prout tur from the
window tind fased Coker,

*Good-morning, sirl"” said Coker,

Mr. Prout did pnt snswer that greet-

m L
i{iﬂ eye !D?(md into Coker likae the eye
of a basilisk, Coker's glance fixed on
the Fifth Form master's nose, and he
emiled faintly. A fellow could not help
emiling when he saw s nosa like that.
It wos obvious to the-most casual eye
that Prout's noee had received serious
damage., It was swollen, it was red, it
was Eaiuljr painful. Somethi had
struck Prout’s nose with gra&tnﬁ-ma-'-
Coker could see that. He wondered how
1t had happened. .

Unfortunately for Coker, Proutand the
Hesd had no doubt whatever how it had
haﬁéenei They attributed it to Coker,

oker "=—Dr. Locke Gxed his severe

eves on the Fifth-Former—"1 have but
& few words to sasy. Any boy in this
school who showld so far forget himsalf
a3 to strike a Form master murt know
what to expect.”
"%mtu- 80, sir |" assented Coker.
“Vou will, leave Gm_;irmu immedi-
ately. You ura‘a:glhﬁ rom the school,
Coker. ¥You will iven half an hour
to pack, and then Goslin drive you
to the station. You will take a letter
from ma to your father, explaining why
you are sent home, That is all,”

Coker stered,

“That's &ll1" he asked. -

“There is nothing more +o0 sy,
Coker.” :

“Jan"t thera?” said Coker warmly.
“Is Et.gmlsfhnt you call justice, sir 1™

“Hacking & man for nothing! Wh‘lr,
I was teking it for granted that I should
get justice from my headmaster]” ex-
claimed Coker indignantly.

Dr. Locke started a little,

Coker’s manner words were not
respectful § bhot there was a ring of

ly sincerity and earnestness in his voice

that struck the neadmaster.

“T fail to undeestand you, Coker,”
said Dr. Locke. *“What do yon mean
to imply? ¥You cannot think of offering
any excuse for your action, I presume.
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I could not possibly listen to anyihing
of the kind." : )
“I should imagine not,” said DMr.
Prout, breathing deeply. *“I shonld

imagine not.”

“I'm not going to offer any exense,
sir,"” said Coker. "There's nothing to
excuss that T know of. What I want
to know is, what am ¥ bnnked for I#

"You are well aware, Coker, that

vou are expelled for striking a Form
master.”’

“Only I never did, sir.”

TWhas "

“T nover did.”

“¥ou do not mean to say that yon
dény having struck Mr. Prout?” ex-
claimed the Head in amazement.

“Y jelly well do!™ retorted Coker
emphatically. “I never touched him.
Whe did, I don't know; but I jolly well
know I never did."

NOW'’'S THE
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““Bless my =soul!"” said the Head.
Mr. Prout gasped.
he exclaimed.

“Impudent boy!"” :
“Upon my word, Dr, Locke, this paszcs
all patience! ''he boy has the audacity

to deny——

“I deny having ever touched Prout,
sir. 1 wouldu't touch Prout, sir, I—

“Coker, I cannob listen to what 1s
obviously & false statement,” said the
Head., “You may be silent.’

“Catch me!” said Cokor.

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Think I'm going to shut up and be
sacked like a pinny beecause Prout's
made a silly mistake ! exclaimed Coker,
“Not me!"”

“Coker !

“T never touched him !™ roared Coker.
"“Can't you understand, sir? 1 supposae
Prout thinks I did, as he's told you so,
But I never did. It's all a mistake. If
you go into the matter, sir, you'll find
188 all a silly mistake. I give you my
word, sir, that T never touched him 1"

And as Coker’s roar died away there
was silenece in the Head’s study.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

7
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Who Punched Prout?

R. LOCKL took off his glasses,
D polished them, and replaced
them on his nose and blinked at
Coker. e, Prout stared at the
truculent  Horace specchlessly.  To
Prout this deninl of obvious facts
scemed like sheer impudence. And he
was surprised, teo. Coker, with all hs
foults—and their name was legion—had
noever been known to be untruthful. Ha
wae far too lofty and sell-satisfied to
deign to prevarieate, if he had no better
reazon. 1t was to ba expected of a
feliow like Coker, headstrong and reck-
less and unruly, that having acted in an
outrageous way, he would admit what
hé¢ hod dene, and make some pig-headed
attempt to justify the same. Denial of
what he had done was the very last thing
to be expected of Coker.

TIME'!

o - — =

“Hold on o minute, sire!” gaﬁf:bed
Coker. “I was asleep; I woke up whaon
I heard Prout fall down., Mr. Prout
turned out the light when he c¢ame

ppp—""

“7 did not!" boomed Mr. Prout.

“PBut it was out when I woko up,
sir ! exclaimed Coker, perplexed. 1
never turned 1t out. You sce, sie?
Ile looked at Dr., Locke, “I bLad &
translation to do—somo Buctonins. Mr.
FProut told me to get it done before bed-
time, and 1 had it in my study going
for 1t hard., It was jolly hard work,
and tired me out. 1 fcll aslecp over it.
I didn't mean to, of course, but T did—
Fast asleep, sic.”

“Well?" said the Head coldly.

“T woke up, hearing an  awful
crash,” said Cloker. *Theetudy was all
dark, 1 jumped up, thinking it was a
rag or soinething. I bumped into

Christmas is drawing near, and you’'ll
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“This is somewhat unexpected,
Coker,” he said. “'I had no idea what-
ever that yon intended to deny the
oceurrence. As the proof iz overwhelm-
ing, it iz of little usa to waste words.
But if you persist o

“¥ea, rather, sir!™ said Coker,

“In that case, I shall go through the
matter in your prosence, Mr. Prout has
already aequainted me with the occur-
rences in the Fifth Form lazt night. But
you have a right to hear why you are
condemned, if indeed you persist in this
futile denial,™

The Head paused.

“1 never did it, sir,” sald Coker. It
looks to me as if somebody must have
hit Mr. Prout on the boko—I mean the
nose, I don't know who did. I did not.”

“1 understand that no one else was
present inm the studv when My, Prout
came to ask vou for a translation,”
gald the ITead.

“That i+ 50, sir.”

It was in your study that Mr. Prout
waz struck.”

“I—I suppose so, sir "

“Then how dare vou deny—"

A gold-mine of information for the
boy who wants to know, and how |
to make |

Prout, and he grabbed me in the dark.
I thought he wos mad.”

“Upon mny word ' gasped Mr. Prout.

*Coker "

“T'm bound to tell you what hap-
pened, sie,” said Coker. *I thought he
was right off his rocker, grabbing a
ntan in the dark after furning out the
light. That's all I know. When the
Iﬁ!nws came slong and turned on the
light I was simply astounded to hear
Prout accuwse e of hitting him.
never knew even that he had been hit.”

“Wretched boy!” said Mr. Prout.
“The light was turned out as T was in

the met of entering vour study. It was
turned out by voul!”
1t wasn't ! hooted Coker. "I was

asleep, I tell you, It must have been
you turned out the light as you came
111,

“How dare you!” boomed Mr, Prout.

“One  moment!” said the Head
guictly, *Isz it possible that some third
party was in the room, Mr. Prout? 1
Coker was indeed asleep at his table,

THe Mscxer Lizrary.~—No. 1,085,
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ar ha states, some other boy may hava
entered the room and turned out the
light as you entered.”

Coker d\umped a little. His ED\‘-‘-&TILI]
brain did not work quickly, and he had
ot thought of this chyvious possibihty.

“That's it, sirl” he exclaimed with
eonviction. Coker could see anything
that was sufficiently obvious when 1t
was pointed out to him. . “There was
soine other chap in the study, and he
turned out the light when he heard
Prout eoming. It's quite plain, sir. He
must have punched Prout's nose and
bunked.” ) i

“Kindly choose your expressions with
a little more circumspection, Coker,”

said the Head severely. M. Prout,
do you consider it Fﬂﬂﬂ;bla that a third
party was in Coker's study ™

“MNo, sivl} said Mr. Prout, “I do
not, sir! I consider it quite impossible,
sir, as any third party would have been
discovered when the light was turned
an’

“ Mot if he had bunked I’ said Cokler,

“ Bilence I e

“J was struck in the derkness; sir,
suid Mr, Prout. *The unexpected blow
felled me to the floor. I was taken
eompletely by surprise. Coker rushed
inte me in the dark; I scized him, and
he struck me dowp——""

“1 didn’t!” hobted Coker.

“Y fell, #ir,” said Mr. Prout, “As 1
was endeavouring te rise Coker collided
with me again, and I seized him and
held him iill help arrived.”

“It wasn't me biffed you the fivst
time, sir,” said Cokor. "I wae asleep
till gﬂu woke me up by bumping on
the Hoor.” .

“1 understand that some Fifth Form
boys came to your aid, Mr. Prout?”

“ Yas—DBlundell, my head boy, and a
pumber of pthers.” :

“Did Blundell see anyons in the

gir; but I am

study, or leaving the study?”

o ly'ham not mﬁgﬁd him; A
sssured that he did :EnL'-

“Moat likely he did; and he'd have
told vou i you'd aiked him1” said
Coler,

" Silence I ] :

“Blundell must be guestioned,” said
iho Head., "“Onpe cannot be too corcful
in & matter of this kind,”

“I -ghould jolly well think sol" re-
marked Cokear.

“Will you be silent, Coker?”

“0Oh! Yes, sirl”

Dr. Locke touched the bell; and when
Trotter, the page, appeared he wes sent
to the Fifth Form-room to fetch Blun-
dell. In a few minutes Blundell of the
Filth entered the Head's study,

“¥You sent for me, eir?”

“¥es, Blundell desire your testi-
mony with regard to what happened in
tho Fifth Form ;ﬁasa a vesterday even-
ing. You heard Mr. Prout call for help
from Coker's studyi” ]

“Yes, sir. A 1ok of us heard him and

came,™ .
found Coker’s

“¥ou
darknessl” .

“¥es I turned on the light.”
“How many persons were in the

“Two, sir—Mr, Prout and Coker.”

""MNo one else?”

“MNo one else, sir.™ i
Ei‘::ln!l'q‘m observe pnyone leaving the

il

gtudy in

“No, sir: nobady left.”
“The Fiith Form passage wos
hqlﬁt.ed!.“

Yes, sir; it was still a few minutes
heford ten. The passege light is usually
torned out at ten."

“Did you ses any person whatever in
the passage?™
Tee Mscxer Liznary.—No, 1,085,

* Mobpdy, sir,”

“You would have seen anyone who
had left Coker's study(®

“Certainly, air!™

“IDid you arrive immedistely Mr,
Prout called?”

Blundell considered.

MiWe came at once when we hceard
hitn, sir—the very instant. But we were
having & sing-song ‘n the games study;
g0 wo may not have heard him at once.”

“Blundell came immediately, or
almost immediately,” said Mr. Prout.
1 think I called two or three times."

“¥ou are certain, Blundell, that there
was no one, excepting Coker and Mr.
Prount, In the study, or in the vicinity
af tho study, when you came?®™

“ Absolutcly ceriamn, sip!”

“VYery well, Blundell! Thank you!
¥ou may return to your Form-room.”

Blundell left the study ; and Dr. Locke
fixed his eves upon Iorace Cioker again
with great stornnooss,

“Have you anything more to say,
Cokeri"” ho demanded,

WE EF'I:!E, $i1'...”

.+ ¥ou may say it.”

“It scoms bto me, sir, that the fellow
who was in my study and who punched
Mr. Prout must have got out awfully
quick, sir,” said Coker.

Dr. Locke breathed hard.

“It is established, Coker, that it was
a practical :mpmuﬁ:hty for anyones to
bave besn in wyour study at that time
undiscovered. "I admit that there is a
bare p::umbi!:ti for which reason I have
gone' thurt}uﬁ]i into the matter. Do

ou suggest that soine other Fifth Form

struck «your

nP C Fnrm1mnateri"—'

“‘Oh, no, sir! Not likely!"

“Do vou suggest that some hoy be-
longing to another Form was secretly
in yvoufr studyt”

Coker paused.

“Must have been, sir,” he said at
last. “As I never hit Mr. Prout, it
must have been so.”

“Beme juniot boy, do you mean?”

"Well, it wouldn't be a Sixth Form
man, of course, sic.”

“It was & few minutes to ten,” said
Dr. Locka., *“The juniors o to their
dormitories at half-past nine."

Hea had

“Oh!" ejaculated Coker.

forgotten that.

. “Your suggestion is, then, that some
nior bor was out of his dormitory
alf an hour after his hed-time; that

he was in your study; that he struck Mr.
Prout for no conceivable reasoni”

Coker was silent. Put like that, it

did seem & staggering improh&bifity.
Even Coker had nothing to say,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Golng—But Not Gone ]

ORACE COEER stood silent
before the Headh He was in a
gtate of mental bewilderment,
and at a lossa for words. He

almost wondered whether he had, after
all, punched Prout and forgotten about
it. He blinked helplessly at the Head,
whosa stern grew

sterner. | .

“J have ii*:ened to you, Coker,” =said
Dr. Locke. *I_ have made every pos-
sible inquiry. Nothing has transpired
to exonerate you, or to cast the slightest
doubt on your Euil X

“But, sir—" stammered Coker.

“1 will now refer to ancther matter
with which Mr. Prout has acquainted
me,"” said the Head, in a deep voice.
“Did you, s few dayssince, threaten,iin
the presence of many members of your
Form, to strike your Form master 7"

- ""Not exactly, sir!” gasped Coker.

brow sterner and

“What I said was, that if Prout went
on persecuting me I might punch him if
he went too far.”

“Mr. Prout appears fo have acted
with extraordinary lentency, Coker,”
said the Head. “%—lmi he brought you
before me on that ocoasion, I should
have cupelled you from the sdiool fcr

threatening & Form mastor I

“But it wasn’t a threat, sir!"” gasped
Coker. “I—I was just talking {o the
fellows, sir! A chap might say any-
thing, talking to the fellows when he's
a bit excited. I dare eay I was a bit
of an ass. I never meant 1t! Why, sir,
if it camse to the point, I know jolly well
I'd never have punched Prout! 1I'd
almost ns soon punch your head as my
Form master's, sir.”

* Bless my soul !

“T never would, and never did 1™ said
Coker. "I was feeling a bit wild when
I said that. "Famn't fair o make out that
a fellow’s done a thing, just becauso he
said ho might do 1t ("

* That is perfectly correct, Cloker. But
it is certain that you nitered a threat to
strike your Form master, and that
shortly afterwards your Form master was
struck in your study when only you were
prosent.™

“Yea gir; but—"

Dr. Locke interrupted him,

“1 have sifted the matter with every
caro, Coker. It is now cnded. I will say
that, I am sorry to see you resort to
prevarication, instead of axpressing your
regret, before you leave, for your
ruffianly conduct,”

“1 never did—"

“Hilence! You aro expelled from
Greyiriars, Coker; and you will now go
and pack your hox!™
. r stood rooted to the floor, blink-
ing at the Head. He seemed unable to
get Dr. Locke's meaning into his brain.

“;gu—yﬁu mean I'm sacked, sir 7" ho
gasped.

*“1 meéan what I say—that you are ex-
pelled!”™ Dr, Locke glanced at his
watch, '‘As so much time has been lost,
I can now allow you only a guarter of
an hour for packing. ¥You may gel”

Coker gasped.
“{#o? Leave Oreyiriars, do you
mean 1"

“You can scarcely mistake my mean-

ing, Goker. Gol"

rath and indignation replaced the
dismay in Coker's speaking countenance.
His eves fleshed fire.

“Well, I'm not geing to be sacked!"
he bawled.

“Coker !

"I won't go!” roared Coker.

“ Bless my soul! I—"

“Think I'm going to be sacked for
nothing ¥ hooted Coker. “You'll be
jolly sorry for this when you find out
who reslly punched Prout!”

“Hilence, you insolent boy " snapped
Mr. Prout.

“I'm not going!"” roared Coker, "I
won't be sacked! I'm not the fellow io
sit down under injustice like that, I can
jolly well tell you! No jolly feari”

Dr. Locke rose to hia feet. His august
countenance was majestio in its wrath.

Ho Egintud to the door. ——
i £ undered.

ave my studyl
“In a quarter of an hour Gosling will
take you to the stationi"

“He jolly well won'ti®
Coker, undaunted.

* Leave my study and pack your box!"

Coker left the study.

But he did not pack his box.

Ho was expelled from the school.
Sacked! Bunked! But Coker had said
that he wonld not be eacked! And he
meant it, every word. .

A quarter of an hour later Gosling

retorted
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i Please exert yoursell a litile, Gosling,”* sald Mr. Prout, with asperity.
“ This *ere is hard work.
talking, Gosling,”’ said Mr. Prout

master. ** Look “ere, sir,’” he said.

was ready with the trap to take Coker to
the radway stalion.

But Coker was not ready.

Thoe Head was personally superintend-
ing the departure of Horace Coker.
That 1s to ray, he intended to do so.
o had the letter, all ready written, to
hand the expelled senior te carry to
AMr. Coker. Guosling was ready, the trap
was ready, the IHHead was ready, the
lotter was ready. Everything and every-
bedy was ready, excepting Horace
Coker.

Trotter, sent to lock for Cloker, was a
considerable time gone. He came back
at last, with wide, round eyes, and the
information that Coker was in his study
in the Fifth Form passage.

“In his study!™ repeated the Head.

& Yf—'ﬂﬁir-"

“Did you tell him that I was waiting
for him?"

“ Yosair.”

“What did he say, Trotter?™ asked
the Head, puzzied.

“Ho said as ‘ow—" Trotter paused.

“Well #** gaid the Head sharply.

“ITo said asz 'ow you can wait, sir!”

“What "' ejaculated the Head.

“Asz 'ow you could wait, sir!" seid
Trotter,

Dr. Locke breathed hard and deep.
ITe dismissed Trotter with & gesiure,
and made his way te the Fifth Form
pessage.  With stately fread he pro-
ecoded along that passage to the door
of Coker's study.

Tho desr was closed. Dir. Locke
ﬂﬁ'ﬂﬁﬁmd the handle and turned it. Bug
the door did oot open,

I+ waa locked on the inside.

The headmasier of Greyfriars gazed

at the locked door for some moments,
the eolour Hushing in his cheeks. Deep
wrath possessod him. Finally he raised
his hand and knocked at the door.

Coker's voice answered from within:

“Wha's there "

“It is I, your headmaster!” said Dr.
Locke, in his most majestic tones.
“Open this door -imnmediately, Cokor!
All is ready for you to procced to the
station to take your train!"

“I'm not going!”

“¥You—are—not—going !’ repeated
the Head, articulating cvery syllable
with intensze clcarness, as if he were
hiiing them off.

' o, $.iI"["

“What do you mean, Coker?"

“L mean just what I “say., sir!”
Coker's volee was firm. " No distespect
intendecd, sir, but I mean what I say!
I've doune nothing to ba oxpelled for.
I'm bound to stand up for my righis!
I'm not goicg to be oxpelled! I'm
not going to be bunked! I'm staying!”

“Are you out of your seuses, Coler ?

“NMNet a bit, sir! Moest sensible chap
at Greyiriars, if you ask me!" answered
Cokar cheerily. “I'H come out of this
study as fast ns you like to go to my
place in the Fiith!™

“¥ou will never enter the Fifth Form
room again, Coker. You are expelled
frora Greviriars, and you will leave
immediately I

1 think not, siv!"

“1 command you te open this door,
Coker!™ ]

* Borry, sir—nothing doing!”

Dr. Locke stood silent. Lerliaps his
breath was taken awax. Certainly, if
Coker did not choose to open the door

The school porter paused to glare at the Filth-Form
Wot I says is this ’ere—""
‘* That door must be opened, and at once 1 (See Chapler 7.)

“ Pleass do noi waste time

tho headmasier could not deal with
Coker. Thick, strong oak was between,
and Horace Coker was on the safe sido
of the opak, 'Fhere was a long, long
P, :

“Coker,” said the Hoad, at lasf, “if
vou do not leave the precincts of Grey-
friars in & quiet and orderly menner
vou will bo removed by forcal™

“Trot out your foree!" snid Coker.

“What? hati"

“I'll handle 1t all right, nover [ear!”
said Coker. )

Dr. Locke scemed to find some difhi-
culty in breathing. There was another
pause before ho spoke again,

“Coker! This is outrageous—as out-
ragents a3 your whela line of conduct.
I will leave you to reflect for a time; I
trust that you will come to your senses
and to some proper view of the fitness of
things. I trust that you will decide to
act in & moro scosible and becoming
meanner, Coker.”

With that Dr. Locke retired from the
gpots Ho was overdue in the Bixth
Form room, and he procceded thither.
The amazing conduct of Herace Coker
left him quite at & loss. Tew ifcllows
had been expelied in Dr. Locke's time,
bus the few who had suffered that
condign fate had nover drcamed of
taking this line. It was left to Coker
to adopt an original procedure.

Coker, indecd, was nothing if not
originil. He was original even in such
simaple matters as spelling. Ho was
original in the way he played football—
nobody but Coker recognised 1t as
Soceer, Now his orviginelity had, eo to
speak, taken the bit in its teeth.

Tue Magxer Ligrany.—MNo. 1,045,
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How to deal with such an unpre
cedented stato of affairs was a problesn
that was wholly new te the Head, ane
not casy to decide.

Ho retired to tho Sixth and Thucy-
dides, hoping that Coker would, ou re-
flection, act sensibly.  Which  showed
that the I{ead bued a very bopeful
natyre.

JHE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Still the Same Old Coker !

ARRY WIIARTON & Co. heard
H the mnews inmmediately  the
Renove were out of  their
Formwm-room for bresk.  The

other junior Forms heard it as well as
the Remove. IDvery man in the' Shell,
the Upper Fourth, the Remove, the

Third, and the Second Dbuzzed with
excitement  and  thrilled with deep
interest, Coker had been sacked, but

Coker hod not gone. Uoker, expelled
by the headmester, was no longer a
member of the GrexyYriars commumty.
Dut Coler waa still there, as large as
life. Coker wasn't gone!  Cohker did
not mean to go! CUoker was e sticker,
and he was sticking on.

Of laie Horace Cgker had filled rather
a large space in the public eve. 1=
velebrated threat to punch Prout had
echoed and re-echoed through the
school. Tt had been considered at ihe
time as “goas”  Nevertheless, even a

aseons statement to such an coffect was

und to cavse o sensation. It had
brought Ilorace Coker into great promi-
nence.  Fellows had pointed him out 1n
the quad 6 as the man who had
threatened to punch his Formm master.
But if Coker had captured the spot
light by a mere threat to punch Prout,
ho was assured of undying fama as the
fellow who had aei.ualﬂ:,r (ﬁ]ﬂ-ﬂ it,

Any stranger dropping in at Gray-
friars that day would have supposed
that Coker was the greatest man wb
Greyfriars, & man who had won big
football matches, or something of the
gort, for hiz name was on every tongue.
Wherever two or three gathered to-
gether there was one topic—Coker. I
was Coker Bist and the rest nowhere,
To parady the poet,. it was Coker,
Coker all the way.

Fellows had been sacked before. It
happened seldom, but it happened., But
# fellow who was sacked was always
glad to get away with as little publicity
s possible. That was not Coker’s style,
Ewvidently he did not object to publicity.
No expulsion had ever cansed such a
sensation as this one, when the fellow
expelled refused to go.

efuzed to go! It was incredible; in
fact, impossible. But there it was.
Coker was known to be still -at Grey-
friare.  Ocular evidence convinced any
doubters that he was still at Greyfriars,
although sacked, for Coker could he
seen at the window of hiz study in the
Fifth Forin passage. The door of that
study, it was known, was locked. Coker
adorned the window with his deter-
mined if not prepossessing countenance.
Any fellow who liked could go round
under the Fifth Form windows and spot
him there.  Plenty of fellows liked.
Indeed, during morning break, every
fellow at Greylriars stared up at Coker
of the Fifth, and there was a constant,
buzzing crowd uwnder his window.

“He's not gono?” said Harry Whar-
ton, staring up at Coker. “He's
sacked, but he's net gone!  Did you
ever hear anything like it 7"

“MNever ! satd Bob Chervy.

“Hardly ever,” prinned Johnny DBull.

“The noverfulness iz terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.
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“The estecmed amd absurd Coker takes
the ridiculous bisecuit.™ .

“1 say, you fellows "—1Lilly Buuter
blinked up at the windew of Coker’s
study, racher handicapped by limited
vision—" iz he there?”

“There he is!" said Frank Nugent,
““As large as life and twice as natural,”

“8Bure it's Coker?™ asked the Owl of
the Remove,

“¥es, ass! Is there another face like
that at Greyiriavs?"

“Or in the wide world 2
Skinner.

" But he's sacked,” said Temple of the
Fourth.  “It's well koown that he's
sacked. ['ve had it from Gosling that
hie was ordered to take Coker to the
station for his train home.”

“[{e's sacked all right,” said Dob.
“What the thump did he expect after
punching Prout?. Does the howling ass
think ho ean stay on after giving a
Forin master o nose like a tomato?™

* Must be off his giddy rocker I said
Hobson of the Shell. “I've often
thought Coker was jolly near it. Whon
he was in the Shell I often thought so.
The way he did his con, you know——"

" And the way he plays footer,” re-
matrked Stewart of the Shell,  * Herew
logse somewhere.”

“ut what on caril’s going te heppen
now 7 asked Harry Wharton,  *“They
can't let him stay.”

“The order of the chuck-out!™ said
Bob.,  *“The prefects will have the job
of chucking him out. I fancy some of
them will get. hurt.  Coker's rather
hefty a3 a lighting man. And he will
show hght.”

“Oh, my hat!”

The picture of Coker forcibly removed
by Bixth Form prefects, and fightin
every inch of the way, almost awe
the crowd. Evidently Horace Coker
was going to make history at Grey-
friars,

“1 say, you follows, p-&rhnl’]s the Beak
will let him stay, after all,” said Dilly
Bunter.

“Fathead! Ha couldn’t.”

“Well, ho might, you know. If he
didn’t punch Proute——"

“But he did, ass! Everybody knows
he did.”

“Coker denies it, though,” said
Hobson of the Shell. “X've heard the
Fifth talking about it. They say he
denies punching Prout.”

“That's not like Coker,"” said Whar-
ton, “Coker’s the man to own up to
what he's done.  Can’t imagine Coker
telling lies to save his life.”

. Bob Cherry gave a long whistle.

“Great pip! There can’t be any
mistake about the matter, surely? It
czn’t have been any other man that
punched Prout ™

“Who but Coker would ever dream of

uscéhmg a Form master 77 asked DPeter

Lala a8

“"Yes, that's so. But it's gueer his
denying it. That's not Coker's style at
all, if it's true.”

“Well, a fellow would say anything
when the chopper was coming down,™
observed Skinner, with a shrug of the
shoulders.

“Bome fellows would !” grunted Bob.

“L jolly well kpow I would!™ =aid
Skinner,

“Likely enough. I'm jolly surprised
at Coker telling whoppers, though.
Ie's the biggest Jdiof that ever was, but
he’s no liar.”

“He's told lica this ibme, anyhow.
Wa all know he punched Piout.”

ashed

“But does he  deny  itdv
Opilvy.

“I've heard the Finth saying se,”
answered Ilobson.

*We'll jolly soon selile that,”™ said

chuckled

Bob. “1Ie can hear us from here il we
shout, Let's ask him."

“Good epg !V

“llallo, %'Eﬂlu, hallo ! bawled Ilob
Cherey, hailing the expelled Tifth-
Former, who was staring down from his
study window. ' Coker! Cokor!”

Phae window opened.  Hovace Coker
piit his head out.

“Don’t vell up at me ! he bavked.

WY bt 1

“You cheeky fags, clear off !" borked
Coker.

“Bzme old Coker ™ grinned Dob.

The sentence of expulsion evidoenily
had not changed llorace Coker, or lhis
mannecrs and enstoms.  1Je was the szme
lofty and dictatorial Horace that e

fellows had alwaya known, with the
same short way with fags, :
“1 say, Coker,” shouted Wharlon,

“did yvou punch Prout?"

“ Mo, your young ass!”

“Who did 7™ shouted Peter Todd.

“T1 don't know. Prout doesn't know,
It was done in the dark, and the old

donkey doesn’t know who did it. I'd
fallen asleep, so I don’t Loow., Sonic
checky fag, I expoet.™

Coker's bull voice earried io the

crowd in the gquad, and to s consider-
able distance farther. A bundred
fellows heard him. There was no
doubt now that Coker demied baving
punched Prout.

“One of you faga, I suppose,” went
on Coker. “ You're cheeky enough for
anything., T'd soon find out if 1t was
lefi in my hands. But the beaks have
no sense. A lot of duds.™

“Ue of ue? muormured Bobh Cherry.
“The cheeky chump——"

{oker waved a commanding hand.

“Ulear off 1 he boomed. “1 don’t
like a mob of fags under my window,
Clear off and shut up !”

“Yah! TYou're sacked!™ hooted
Skinner,

“That's all bunkum!” said Coker.
“Thoe Head says I'm sacked. I'm dis-
appointe:l in Dr. Locke. I thought he
had more sense.’ ; :

“Aren’t yon  going?”  shrieked
Hohson of the Shell.

Coker eyed him with cold contempt.

“Going? Cortainly not! Don't ask
chooky questions,  I've ordered you to
clear off. Shut up ™

The window slammed shut, There
was a buzz of excited voices, mingled
with some hoots and hisses. Most of
the fellowa had felt rather sorry for

Coker. Dut Coker’s ways were not pro-
pitiatory. It was rather diffieult to give
compossion to a fellow who received it

as Coker did. Coker would have re-
parded it as a cheek [or any fellow o
be sorry for him.

Wingate of the Bixth came along and
waved the crowd away.

“Clear ™ he rapped. " You'rg not to
hang about here. Ilead’s orders.”™

“IFhat aro they going to do with
Coker, Wingate " asked a dozen breath-
less voleea.

“You needn't worry
Clear ! i

The crowd eleared off. Coker, at his
study window, was Jeft with empty
space to meet his eyes. Wingate glanced
up at him with & curious expression on
lhis face and followed the dispersing
crowd. i

The bell r:m% for third lesson.
Fellows whoe had hoped that the climax
would come during break were dis-
appointed. Apparently the beoaks pre.
ferved fo deal wiith Coker while the
gsehool was 1n the Form-rooms. It was
rather a shame from the point of view
of the school. They did not want to
miiss the excitement. Nobody dovbicd
that Coker would be dealt with during

gebout that.
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third lesson, for that afternoon was a
half-holiday, and it was pretty certain
that the Head would not allow the
entertainment to go on all day.

In all Form-rooms during that lesson
there was a buzz of muttering ‘and
whispering; and even Mr. Quelch was
scarcely able to keep silence in his
I'orm. Greyfriars was on tenterhooks.
When loud sounds were heard from a
distance fellows jumped up in their
seats, vnable to keep still. Coker was

being chucked out, and nchedy was 9

allowed to sce the chucking out. It was
intensely exasperating: but it could not
be helped. Form mastors carried on,
pretending not to hear those crashing
sounds from the distance. But they
heard them—and all the fellows heard
Lh;m—nnd the excitement was now red.
D ]

THE SEEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Admittanes !

ATUL PRDUT} majestio, dignified,

P in spite of hiz daming noss, cama

wit onderouz tread up the

Fifth-Form passege and stopped

at Coker's door, He tried the handle

of the door, and found it locked. Then
he tepped on & panel, loudly.

*Ta that Prout?” called out Coker,

Doubtless he had recognised the ele-
phantine tread of the Fifth-Form
master,

“I¢ is I, Coker.”

“Found out your mistoke yot?®

“* What—what "

“Have you found out who punched
your nose?” demanded ker.

“Y did not come here to listen to in-
sclence, Coker,” said Mr. Prout, in a
deep wvoice. “I have come to make an
appeal to your common sense, if you
have any—to your sense of decency, if

you ere not wholly destitute of 1t. Yon
have disgraced yoursclf and your school,
Coker. ou are expelled, and you no
longer belong to Greyfriars. No pur-
pose can be served by prolonging the
present state of affairs. Nothing Hut
unscemly disturbance ean accrue from
vour present line of conduct. Coker,
open this door ™

" No fear ™

“I urge you, Coker, for your own
gake, to leave the precinets of Erre:.rfria.rs
nictly, without further disturbance.”
“I'm not leaving at all.”

"1 desire to be patient with wou,

Coker,” sald Mr. Prout, breathing
hard. “What purpose do %'{m hope to
serve by this—this conduct®”

“Well, I hope the Head will find out
who really hammered your boko, sir.
1 suppose he's trying toi”

“Do you dare to persist in your
ridiculous denial, Coker, of having com-
mitted violent assault upon your Form

master 1"

“OFf course! I never did ™

“Tt is uscless to repeat falsehoods,
Coker, Will you, or will you not, leave
the school quietiy §”

[ 44 Hnt lli . . )

“Have you not sufficient intelligence,
Coker, to realise that you will be re-
moved by force if you do not goi”
boomed Mr. Prout.

" Not while I can hit out, sir,” replied

Coker. " Anybody laying a finger on
me will be ji.':rlﬁf BOLTY fnrgl?imself 2
“If you mean that you will resist——"
g 1 ]_I;E]}' well CﬂJI” said Coker
emphatically.
“Are yvou insane, Cokeri™
"No, sir. Are youi”
"Upon my word!”
Prout. “"Upon my word!
vond ali beering ! Gosling 1™
“Yes, sir!”

asped Mr,
ETEi: 14 b;

The Greylriars porter had followed
Br. Prout up the pn.ssagga

“You have vour tools, aling 1"

“Yes, sir!®

“The Head's orders are that the lock
of £¢this door be forced,” =said Mr.
FProut. " Kindly proceed without loss
of time, Gosling.”

“¥Yes, sirl"”

Gosling proceeded without loss of
time. It was not an easy task that had
beon set him, for the door was thick
And strong, the lock a large, heavy,

old-fashioned one, made in the day»
when locks were locks, QGosling pro-
ceeded to drive a chisel between door

and jamb, with heavy blows of s large

hammer. The din rong through Grey-
friara School.

Bang! Clang! Bang! Clang!

The door oreaked, and the lock
groaned. (Gosling smote and smote.

Bang! Clang! Bang! Clang!

Fellows in the Form-room looked
at one another and whispered, and
thrilled with excitement,

The chisel was well driven 1n at last,
Then Gosling’s horny hands wrenched
at it.

Gosling perspired with exertion. He
grunted, and he snorted. Exertion
never had appealed to Gosling.

“Pleass raake haste, Gosling,” said
Mr. Prout. ) .

Prout was anxions to get it over be.
fore the fellowa eameo swarming out of
the Form-rooms. It was bad encugh as
it was, in Prout's opinion. It would be
worse with & buzzing throng taking a
deep interest in the proceedings.

Gogling grunted emphatically. He
was not a quick worker at the best of
times. Now he really had hard work
to do. It was all very well for Mr
Prout to tell him to meke haste, Prowt
was standing thore doing nothing, whils

{Continued on the next page.)
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Gosling laboured and perspived. Thore
is sowmething irrvitating to a working
ma to be urged to greater speed by a
man who is doing nothing. - Goshog
was on the point of telling Prout what
ha thought of him, but fortunately ro-
streined himself.

- *Comoe—come, Gosling ! arged Mr.
Prout. " We are losing time. My
time 18 veluable, Gosling.” -

Snort from Gosling.

* Please exert yourself a little, Gos-
ling,” said Mr. Prout, with aspecrity.

Gosling’s view was that he was excrt-
ing himscli & lot already. Hec poused
to glare at the Fifth Form master.

" & ‘ere, sir,” sald Gosling, "this
‘ere i3 'ard work! Yot I says, sir, is
this "ere——"

* Please do not waste time in talking,

Gosling.”
. Apparently Mr., Proout was prepared
to do all the talking that was reguired.
Gosling gave a still more emphatic
snort, and resumed his labours.

There was at last & terrific crack.

Something had yielded.

The lock no longer held, and the door
mioved as Mr, Prout pushed it. But it
moved only an inch. L
- Thoogh no longer held the lock
the door did Dot open, . Prout
pushed harder. He might as well have
pushed at the solid stone walls of Grey-
friars 8School., The door budged no
further.

“Upon my word! Is that wretched,
rebellious boy helding thew~door?™ ex-
claimed Mr, Prout. “Push it, Gosling 1”
_ “Wot's tht good of pushing it, when
it's lized tight?” dcmanded Gosling,
“Wot 1 says 18 this ‘ero, that thers
door won't come open, sir, 'cause why,
it's fastened somehow inside.”
“You've gob it, Gosling,” came Coker's
cheery voice. " I've nailed a box to tho
Hoor inside, Nothing doing, old bean!”

" 'fnu——%-::-u-:,r_ﬂu_hma nailed a box to
tho—the foor insidel!” ejaculated Mr.
Prout,

“Just thot, sig”

“Wratched boy!™

“Wretched man!” retorted Coker.

“What—what i

“Give it a miss, sir,” said Coker.
“You can't get in. I'm not letting any-
body into the room until I get justice.
As for leaving Greyfriars, that's all
bunkum ! I'T not leaving ™

“Gosling, force.the door !” spluttered
Mr, Prout, :

Gosling fixed an inimical glere on the
Fifth Form master. Gosling, a practical
man, did not ex much in the way
of sense from schoolmasters, But this
was the limit.

“P'r'aps you'll be so kind, sir, as to
tell & man ow he’s to force that bloom-
ing door!” said Gosling, with wither-
ing sarcesm. “I'm ’ere and ready,
Jest tell o man 'ow it's to be done,
gir, and rely on me, I only want to
know ‘ow."

That problem was beyond Mr. Prout.
If & box was nailed to the floor inside
the door, getting the door open was un-
doubtedly a problem e:mdg:‘:p; in diffi-
culty anything to be found in Euelid.
COmnly by getting the hinges off or break-
ing tha door in pieces could it be
opencd. Dreaking that stout oak into
pieces was & largo order,

“Take off tho hinges, Gosling!" said
Mr. Prout, at last.

“The "inges, siv I said Gosling.

“Yes; then the door will fall,” ex-

lained Mr. Prout. “The lock being

roken, it is held only by the hinges.

The hinges removed, Gosling, it will
fall over the box, which that impudent
boy has affixed to the fBoor within.”

“'Course it will, sir,” said Gosling.
His  sarcasm was  overwhelming.
Tee Maigner Liprany.—No. 1,085

""Course 1t will, sir! T seo it
quite cleas, sir!  You've only got to
point out 'ow I'm to get at the blink-

ing 'inges, sir, them being inside the
door. "

" Drear me!™ gaid Ar. Prout.

That  triflin cireumstianee had
cscaped hizs notwe. Obviously, Gosling
could not take off the hinges without
first getting inside the study—in which
vase, of course, the hinges might as well
have remained where thoy were,

“Jest waiting for orders, sir,” said
Gosling, still bitterly sarcastie.  “'QOw
am I to get at them *inges, sir "

“It—it  appesrs lmpracticable to
remove the hinges, Gosling,” said Mr.
Prout. It is very unfortumate, but it
does seem impracticable. How do you
suggest foreing this door, Gosling i’
*“'.ﬂ. blooming pickaxe would do it,
gir!

“Oh!” ejaculated Mr. Prout.

The idea of Gosling wielding & pick-
axe, and hacking the stout oak into
splinters, was rather startling. M.
Prout was not prepared for such heroio
me;surm—n—nut yet, .at Tl] events. Prout
made one more appes th
the Fifth, PR el o

“Coker, I command you to remove
the box you have affixed behind the
door, "

“No fear!”

“IFor the last time, Coker——""

“ Bow-wow "

“ What—what did you say, Coker}!”

“ Bow-wow [

The school porter chuckled,

. “Upon my word! Gosling, thero is
nothing whatever to laugh at in that
boy’s audacions impertinence. I am
Eurﬁ:lmd at you, Gosling! You may
go!

Gosling went. Mr. Prout stood
glaring at the door for & few moments,
and then he also went. Prout was be-
gmuug to feel that Horaee Jamea

oher was a little too much for him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Colcer s Gama !

£ CANDALOUS 1+
S Thus the Head.
Classes were over.  Fellows
had come ‘Mwarming out,
breathless with exeitemnent, cager for
“The Head had been with the Sixth
e He a cen with the Sixth.
He had left the Sixth Form room, in
the fullest expectation of hearing that
tho unpleasant affair of Coker was at a

dofinite end.

. That expectation was disappointed.
A3 spon as he saw Prout he learned that
the unpleasant affair, so far from being

at an ¢ndl, was only at the beginning.

“Heandalous!™ ropeated the Head.

* Unprécedented 1 sgreed Prout.

*“ Bhocking 1" said the Head.

“Unhecard of 1™ assented Prout.

“Outrageous [ gasped Dr. Locke.

“ Iniquitous!™ said TProut.

It was really like a chorus, strophe
and anti-stropho. But both the old
gentlemen realised that this was doing
110 It was action, not words, that
was needed. Words afforded some
n:hpl‘ to the feolings, ne doubt; but
actton was required, strong and prompt
aclion, to deal with the amazing state
of affairs that had followed the sacking
of Hovace Coker.

“The boy must be dealt with,” said
the Hoad.

“He must be dealt with,” responded
Prout,

“Tmmediatcly,” added the Head.

“Without the loss of a moment!” said
Prount,

It looked like the chorus beginning
again. Bub the Head could be & man

nctlom,

“I will proceed to the spot,” he said.
“I will seo whether this audacious boy
will defy the orders of his head-
taster.”

And tho Head progeeded to the spot.
. He was  itensely irrvitated by the
imtercst taken in his proceedings by all
Greyfriars,  From every corner a
curions face looked. Dreathless voices
announced on all sides that the Head
was going to see Coler. An army
attempted to march into the Filth Form
passage after him; but they were turned
back at tho siairs by prefects of the
Bixth.

Ag near as they could get to the seene
of action, breathless ewarms of fellows
waited and listened and buzzed. Tubb of
the Third gasped out the wild suggestion
that Coker, whoe had punche rout,
might punch the Head! The idea of it
sent a thrill thh::i.igh the waiting 1ob.
The punching of Prout had made such
a sonsgiion a3 Greyiriars had never
known before. But if the Head was
putiched—if the Beak himself was seen

with = crushed-tomato nose—
Fellows held their breath at the
thought.

Dr. Locke reached Coker’'s door. He
lapped or* it

“Hallo!" came Coker's voice.

“Coker, it in your headmaster.”

- ¥en, str. Anything wanted ™

“Open this door, Coker."

“Awiually sorry and all that, sir
Cean't be donel™

“Am 1 to understand, Coker,” spid
the Head in 8 gasping voice, ™ thiat xou
refuse to obey your headmaster '

There was a pause.

“Lot's have this clear, sir,” said
Coker. “"Am I to siay at Greyfriars m

“Cortainly not!”

"Am I-sacked®”

“You ara expelled.”

“If that's so, sir, you're
headmaster,” said Coker.

“ What—what 1"

“If I'm a Greyirviars man, sir, you're
my headmaster, and I'm bound to obey
your orders., If I'm not, you'ro
nobody.”

“Nobody 1" gasped the Head,

" Nobod

not my

v at all, sir,"” said Coker
cheerfully.

“Bless my sounl!”

“Unprecedented i
Prout.

He eould think of no tronger word—
of no longer one, at all events,

“I scarccly know how to deal with
thiz boy,” said Dr. Locke, passing his
hand over his scholastic brow. *© N%‘:ver,
in all ‘my cxperience as a headmaster,
has there been such an occurrence as this.
Coker, for what purposc are you acting
m this outrageous manner?’

“I want justice, sir,” explained
Coker. *“I've done nothing to be
sacked for. I've told you never
punched Prout. I'm not going to be
sachked. I absolutely refuse to be
bunked from Greyiriars, I'm holding
on tooth and nail, My ides, sir, is that
you should let me zlone for a bit, and
try to find out who punched Prout.”

*Coker, I command you ta leave this
study.™

“ Nothing doing, sir.™

“Otherwise the door will be broken.
in, vegardless of demage, and you will
be removed by force.”

“You'll find me ready, sir.

am&l”

“I will give you an hour for reflection,
Coker,”

“No need, sir. Get on with it!”

“Do you imagine, Coker, that you
can remaln at this echool after you have
heen expelled by your headmaster 77

‘fR:ght on the wicket, eir. I'm not
gmr;g;, ?

14 !E‘ﬂ mF S‘D“I !h :
“It's not my wish to give you all this

murmured Mr

I'm
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“ Buek up, you Sixth-Form rotiers ! ** shonted Coker.
do, I’ll make yon sorry youdid ! I've a jolly good mind to eome out and mop up the passage withyon ! Yah !

to Coker, Blundell bhad

trouble, sir," said Coker. “Any man
in the Fifth will tell you that I'm a
quiet, peaceablo chap, as gentle a: a
lamb., DBut you ecan see for yourself
that Tve got no choice 1n the matter.
It's a question of justice and a fellow's
dignity. 1 decline absolutely to be
bunked. Besides, you'd be awfully
sorry yourseli, sir, after I'd gone, when
it came out that it was somebody else
who Kumhed Prout,”

‘“T ere. is no doubt on that subject,

“I gm& you my word, sir—"

“Nonsensa [

“It'a bound to come out, sooner or
lator, sir, Then think how you'd feel
if you'd sacked me f[or ﬂame-t.hmg 1
hadn't done! Think. it over, sir.’

“Rilence, you impertinent boy!"

“Unparalleled ! ¥ murmured
Prout.

“I shall leave you to reflect, Coker,
for & time. If you do not leave this
study then, the guﬂr will be broken in.
That is all.” L

“Rely on it that I shar't leave, sir.”

Dr, Locke rustled away. Mr. Prout
rustled after ham. From Coker's studﬁ
the sound of whistling, cheerful thoug
out of tune, followed them. Coker did
not seem to be despondent.

Crowds of Greyfriars fellows eaw the
Head in retreat. Coker was gtill in his
study. Bounds of shifting furniture
from that study seemed to indicate that
Coker was preparing for an attack im
force by barricading the door. ‘The
ontertainment was no means OVer;
and it was a half-helidey this afternoon.
All Greyfriars, after all, would bhave &
chance to ece the fun.

A Form match had been arranged
batween the HRemove and the Upper
Fourth that afternoon. By commoh con-
sent it was postponed. Even Bogopr

Mr.

* Get & move on !

had lost its .attractions. The winter
game took second place to Coker.

“Footer 7" said Temple of the
Fourth. “No fear! Why, I wouldn't
misg Coker for worlds 1™

“Weo_ can é:ia'_r footer any time !
grinned Bob Cherry. “ But Coker unl:.r
happens once.”

After dinner the whole school was on
the qui vive. Fellows gpathered outside
the House to stare st Coker's window,
rewarded occasionally by a Fllﬂlpﬁﬂ of
the bullet head and rugged leatures of
tl'm great Horace. Others haunted the
gtaira, others the passages. Everybody
wanted to eee the last act in the drama
when it came about. There was a

E eneral feeling that a vote of thanks to
nraca was providing Greyiriars with
the biggest censation known to the
THE NINTH CHAPTER..
L BAY, you fellows——"
I “ Busz off, Bunter I®
"Rﬂ-t-'ﬂ- | B
Nobody wanted to be bothered by
were on Coker; all eyes were oo the
watch for the first sign of hostilities,
study took place, nobody wanted to miss
& single item.
the banisters of the Femove landing.
That was as near as they could get to
fects kept guard in the Fifth Form
passage. Coker's study was isolated

oker ought to be passed. The great

nldesl: inhabitant.
What's the Matier with Bunter?
“But, I say

Billy Bunter just then. Al thoughts
When the great offensive against Coker’s

Harry Wharton & Co. were sitting on
the scene of action. Bixth Form pre-
from the rest of the school. Nobody

¥ W (f/// /

Try a Iitle beel |

Yuum‘tgﬂm! gj!;urﬂﬂ
Unbe wn

got the sash up and his head and shoulders were In the room. (See Chapler 10,)

was allowed to be In communication
with Coker.
“But, I say,
sisted Bunter.
He blinked almost tragically at the
Famous Five.

Erll}' Bunter wn.a woriied, He was
dee worried Nobody  noticed
1am Ganrge Bunter very much, but
nn doubt his state of worry and dlsma:r
would have been observed but for the
counter atfraction of Coker. Bunter
had not shared the general excitement.
His fat voice had not been continuously
heard, &t was ciostomary with Bunter.
Anyone observing Bunter would have
noted without fail that something was
amiss with the fat junior. Bunter had
something on his mind, had anyone
taken tlm truuhln to observe it. So far
nobedy hod

“It's & shame, you know!" said
Bunter.

“What is, ass?” asked Bob Cherry.

FAbout Coker."

“What rot! He was bhound to be
gacked for punching Prout, What are
vou burbling about, fathead?

“He never did prmeh Prout!" said
Bunter desperately.

“"What I

“ Fathead 1"

“How on earth do you know "

“I—I -;I::m t know, of course !” gasped

b B

you fellows——"" per-

Bunter, great  haste, “I know
nothing a.f. n]I about 1t."

“Exactly! Dry up!”

“But — but — but—-" stammered
Bunter. ,

“The too-much.fulness of the

ecteemed Bunter's chinwag is terrifio!”
remarked Flurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But he sava he nover did, yon
(Continued on page 16.)
Tee Maigner Lispary.—No. 1,085,
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THE HERO OF THE HOUR !'—With flames roaring all round

him, and in a lemperature of no less than a thousand degrees,

Dr. Birchemall, as cool as a cucumber, rescues Jack Jolly from the
jaws of death.

I. puvverner good-buy. And even while we
o KY news of Dr. Birchemall, | stand here arguing the toss, warders
A gir T and perlicemen ormed to tho teoth,
Jack Jolly, the kaptin of | and detectives assisted by blud-hounds,
the Fourth, acked that|are scouring the countryside for me.”
question of Mr. Lickham as he handed * Oh, grata ];n pt"
in an impot. just before bed-time, " Lickham," said Dr. Birchemall, *' 1

“No,"” asaid the new Head of St h:w& come to $t. Sam's to throw mysell
dam's. * I'm afratd wo shall never see- ;,'u'ur mersy.’ "
him ot tho school again. At the prez- Oh, I eceal You want me to help
zent moment, no doubt, he i3 lang-| vou hide from your persocers!™ eggs-
wishing in o fowl prizzon cell, loaded ﬂlmmnd Mr. Lickham.
up  with hevvy iron shaclles and ggnantljrl" gaid the ex-headmaster
bitterly bewailing his fore.” of 3t. “X you can hide me up o

“No, I'm not ! " camoe a voice from | chimnbley, or in a coal-box, 1 shall bo
outaide the window, just then. everlastingly grateful to you.

My, Lickhom and Jock Jolly Jjumped, “What about hiding in a packing-
for the voice weas that of the | cazein one of tho box-rooms ? o gujjeated
very man  they had been | Juck Jolly.
speaking of. "Chen, conkering | Dr. Birchemall started violently.
their astonishment,  they “"Creatopip! I was fﬂ:-rgui..ting VOU were
rushed to thoe window end | here,” he éeggsclaimed., " Jolly ! Do yvo#
< apgned it, snd Doctor Birch- | think you can let bygones be bygones, and
. mml.II attired - in the distink- | help me out of ey ix 7"
tive dress of & conviet, " Certainly, sir,” snswered Jack Jolly,
elimbod nto the room, imlg:u.eja.tely. “I'mx not the sort of chnp

T A : to bare mallis, I hopoe™
aunt-l‘.t[" ]EI:TBrE I'rﬁlﬂr.g’g . You'rs & ﬂdlp chap, Jolly, end no
Tinti, “Taney sceing mnat.a.ka,“ gaid Dr. Birchemall, with a

you lere, =ir! Have cateh in lis voice. ™ Auyway, for Levy L
: Ik < 1r soke don't go and squeels to ho perlee,
3 Hlfi': ﬁ: ¥y out alrzedy, Aa Dr. Birchemasll finiehed speaking

" T tliere camo a gound from tho guad thot
No, Lickham, they : AN :
$usia fnqt-'. i e brouwght an egpepression of tervor into his

Dir. Birchemall, glarnaing oyes.

Yap-yap-yap ! DBow- WOW ! Groer-rght
fearfully round the recom | & A
kika & honled dear. T The ﬁm hounda ! ™ whispered thy

S S o | Ll S, ormly. e me
have dono & bunk!™ | wyvhers shall e hide you, sir ? ™ asked
D.d-done a bunk ¥ "1 Mr, Lickham, in a fever of epgsitement.
repeated Mr. Lickham, | “ Do you think you'd be all right under the
his eyes almost bolting | desle 4
oub of his head. “No, I don't think anything of the
; Dr. Birchemall nodded. | kind, Lickham ! "™ roarcd Dr. Bircliemall.
* “I buzzed off, vam-| " Do vou think & peck of ferocious Llud-
k.. oosod,  skedaddled, or | hounds can be foolod so ecasily as that ?
' slung my hook,|I'm going to adopt Jolly's epggselient
entirely of my |sujjestion and hide myselt in one of tho
own accord. F| box-rooma.’
% didn't even stay “Etop ! " cried Mr. Lickliam ‘despritly.
mey L0 bid the prizzon | *' 1f im“ show your fize outside: this room,
yvouw'il ba spotted at onece. 'Wil}*, the boys
baven't gone up to bed yet.”

N
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Luckily, Jack Jolly was, as usual, full
of bright wheozea,

“I know!"™ he grinned. * Disguys
yoursolf as an Eastern potentate, sir, and
I'll pretend 1'm showing you over the
akool. Nobody will dream it's you, then.”

“But how the merry dickens can I
disguya myselfl o2 an Esstern potentate ¥
hooted the conviet-headmaster, almost
danaing with impatience,

* Easily ! " apgwered the kapiin of the
Fourth. *“* You can usze the table-cover
as o robe, and one of the curtainz for a
turban, then rub coal-dust all over your
dile, and nobody will be ablo to toll you
from a genuine rajal.”

A drowning man will'kluteh at a straw.
Dr. Birchemall klutched at the table-
cover, end hastily throo it arcund his
bony person. After that, with the deft
movementa of one accustommed to slato.of-
hand trix, I tore down s curtain and
converted it into & turban, thon, plunging
his hands into tho coal-box, he rubbed a
jennerous helping of the contents over his
1z,

The tranaformation was simply smazing.
Ii anyons had told you that the viator
in Mr, Lickham'z study at that moment
was Dr. Birchemall, you would hava
larfed him to skorn. For the visitor
in guegtion looked eggsactly like o mitey
potentate from the kast, snd not a bt
ke the headmaster of & grate Public
skool, or an escaped convict irom & grate
prigzon,

“ My giddy aunt!® eggeclaimod Alr
Lickham, forely flabbergasted. ** It would
take o Herlock Sholmes to pennytrate
your disguya now, sir."

% Not bad, is it 7 "' said Dr. Birchemall,
with - & dusky grin. * Nevertheless, 1
don't dare face the perlive, so 1'Il buzz
off upstairs now. Are you ready, Jolly 1 "

* What-ho !

The two kwitted the study, and made
their way upstairs. As it heppened they
wore not a minnit too eoon, for only &
lew soconds alter thoy had left, a blud-
liound followed by o warder bertled
through the window, a detective crashed
down the chimbley into the room, and a
cupple of perlicemen cantercd in by the
doprway,

So, toking it oll round, the fewgitive
was lucky to get away.

Troceeding to & box-room at tho to
of the building the kaptin of the Fourth
ard e, Dirchomall “quickly found &
sootable packing-case, %t-'weua the work of
seconds for the escaped convict to make
hiinself comfortable inside it. Jack Jolly
then went downstairs again.

1.

Y the time the kaptin of the Fourth
B reached the lower floora, tha
house was farely swerming with
bludhoumds, detectives, porlice-

men, and prizzon warders.

Masters ond boys aslike wero being
rigeerously  eggeamined and  cross-
epgsamined. Cupboards, coal-scuttles,
curtainod cornors, and even the crecks
snd ecrevvices in thoe walls weore being
gearchod without rosult. _

“Are you Conviet 991" demanded
a fegrce-looking detective, grabbing Jock
Joily by the scrufl of the neck as be entered

the hall.

“ Ow-wow-ow ! Certainly not,” poasped
the leader of the Fourth indignantly.
* Do I look lilte Convict 08 7

" You might be Conviet 99 in disguyme,”
growled the dotective, peering into our
horo's face suspiciously.

“ A man can oosily shave off his beard
and chango into skoolboy's togs,” added
another detective., * Do you think this
is our man, Sexton !

“You silly cuckoos!”
Jolly.
feet teller than Tam 1™

*That's according to prizzen records,

roared Jack

* Doetor Birchemall is & supple of '

He may have worn high-healod sho ea

then,” sujjestod the fiest detective.  © But,
p_&ll::lrlﬁp-s, after all, you're a bit on the small
gidlo.

Arviving at the concloosion that Dr.
Birchemall eould not be on the ground
floor, the invading army scampered up
the starrs, And started searehing tho foors
above. And very thoroughly they did it,
too. Wherever there was an  electrick
light, that light was switched on.
Wherever thero wos a gas-jet, that jet
waz liphted., And whers thera was neither,
motches were strack and  talle coandles
lit, and the scareh went on by that prim.
mitive illewmination.

Probably it was a corelessly dropped
match or tallo eandle that Isd fo :ﬂrtlm
trubble that followed, 1In the sgpsitement
that rained for the next hour, nobody
stopped to inkwire how the thing atarted.
It was quite enuff that it had,

Fira broke out at 5t. Sam's!

All of a sudden, flamea seemed to apring
up from nowhere, and in no time a cupple
of dormitories wera ablaze, A sinmster
red glow lit up the landings and passidges
near the main stairease, Doorways began
to beloh fire, and the hungry flames began
to lick the bannisters.

Instantly, pandymonium rtained. The
detectives, their faces garstly white in the
blud-red light of the fire, flod with their
bludhounds, the latter growling mizzerably
a3 they waont, Stronz warders,’ yelling
with fright, ran for their lives. Even tho
perlicemen, after throwing s fow jugs of
'i"r‘i’l-tl!:l; over the flames, sprinted for the main
ogeeit.

*'Ir. Lic]ﬁl:u.rn wirs almost frantick.

" Burleigh ! Tallboy ! Strapper! Tut
out the fire at onea ! he reared, as ho

HOW THE
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saw the Sixth-Formers preparing Lo buzz
off.

" Buleizh oblizingly felched o pail

whioh he found already filled in the kitchen
and threw it over the fames. Unfor.
chunitly, be made things worse, for,. as
it turned out, the peil contained, inatead
of water, s lot of [rying oil which the ecook
had recently been vsing., The (ire voared
more feorcely than ever, and even Mr,
Lickham hezzitated no longer, then,  With
5 yell of jear, he turned tail and raced
after the rost into the open air, leaving
2t. Sam’e to its fato.

Out in the quad, the entire skool was
musterd awny from the heat of tho fire,
and the roll waa called. It wos then that
& surprising discovery was made.

Jack Jolly wos missing !

Just aa that horrifying news went round
General Jolly, Jack's pater, turned up
with the majistrate who had aent Dr.
Birchemall to prizzon. They had lerd
of his eseape and had hurried post-haste
to 3t. Sam's Lo join in the hunt,

General Jolly's purplo face blarnched
when he herd thoat his son- was missing,
for he loved young Jack with all his hart
and sole.

“What ! My son mizzing ¥ " he roared,
a3 Mr. Lickham egssplained what hed
happened. ** Have him rescued immne-
jotely 1™
Mr. Lickham gave o hopeless shrugy.

“ ¥ would, sir, if I could =et volunteera.
But whe is there brave enuli o enter that
raging inferno now 17

“Why don't you go yvourself, Generg
Jolly " anjjeated Burleigh.

“ T would, if my doetor hadn't warned
me recently ogainst getiing too cleso to
ficos," answered tho gallant old soldier
regretfully, ™ He told me that if I pos
nedr a fire ond came out into ths nite aie
afterwards, I should eatch cold, =zo, of
corso, 1 can’t do it."”

His listeners nodded simperthetically,
and as none of them volunteered, it bogan
to look aa if Jack Jolly would perish in tha
flames,

Meanwhile, what had our liero been
doing ¥ As soon as the fire broke out,
his thoonghts flew to Dr, Birchemall
and he rushed up to warn him to escape;

In his eggsitemaent, tho Kaptin of the
Fourth tripped over the stair, and fell
to the floor with a sickening thud, knocking
himaclf unconshus.

It was there thet Dr. Birchemall found
him, when he peeped out of the box-room
to seco what all the eggsitement waa
about,

Instantly, the convict-headmaestor soted.
He might, of corse, have balted for his
life on secing the fire, leaving Jack Jolly
to be roasted alive. But ho didn't,

Deep in the hart of the old scemp there
were kindly feelings which hod remained
bervied for a long, time. They came
to the four now, With o look of grim
datermination on his dile, Dr. Birchemall
lifted Juck Jolly up and slung him ovor
liig gshoulder.

By this time the plaice was o raging
inferno. But with the temporatura at a
thousand degrees at least, Dr. Birchemall
remmained as eool 83 & cucumber.  Stopping
only to light o cigarette, ho calmly
climbed through a window on to s parapet
below, snd at the dizzey height of & hundred
feet, frofted along to find a good place
fromn which he could elimbk down the ivy
to the quad beneath.

As he did so, the crowd below saw what
had happened and burst into & roar of
cheering whichh grew louder snd louder
in volume ps Dr. Birchemall swong Nightly
over the top, and, with the djility of a
monkey, lowere:dl himself hand under
hand towards the geound.

Ten minnits later, be arrived in the guad,
amed ouid terriffic applaws, handed Jack
Jolly over 1o hiz pater.

The rest ig soon told. The Muggleton
Fire Brigade turmed up and mannidged to
gubdew the flames beforo the fira had
spred beyond the upper floors, so the old
skool wos saved without rauch damage
Lbeing done after all. )

Needless to say, Dr. Birchemall was
e hero of the hour, and both General
Jolly and his friend the majistrate, were
loud in Lheir praises.

 Natcherally, wo can't let you go back
to_prizzon after this,” said General Jolly.
* You must arrange to have the sentence
sguashed, judge.”

“Aoat  decidedly 1™ roplied  the
majistrate, beeming. "1 will wire the
rizzonguvyverner and the Home Secratary
hnmejately, Consider yourself pardoned
at onco, Doclor Birchemall.™

“ Thank you, jentlermen ™ 3;|-|nnnd the
Head, * And do yvou think they'll give
ge back my old job, meneral 7"

“Rely on me!™ enid General Jolly;
““ 1" gat it back for you!™

Arnd ho did. X

Thua, smid the cheers of the entire
skool, Dr. Birchemall .comeo back to Bt
Snmy's in o blaze of glory, and for o long
time afterwards the school echowed wilh
{ha ery:

* Bravvo, Birchemall

THE EXND.

| ke

iNext week's amusing yarn of St Sum's
is entitled » * MR, LICKHAM IN THE
LIMELIGHT 1™ Make sure you read if,
chums, by ordering your MAGNET carly <)

Tee Micxed Lisgany, N0, 1,065,
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{Continued from page 15.}

know,” said Bunter. “¥You all heard
him. I think a man's word ought fo
be taken.™

The Famous Five regarded Bunter
curiousty, He had succeeded in
arousing their interest at last.

That g?aun;ﬁr was concerned about the
fate of Horace Coker was clear, Why
he should be concerned about him was
far from clear.

Ho disliked Coker. CTCoker had a
heavy hand with fags, and a heavyg foot
for a fag who raided hizs ample tuck.
And that was what Bunter had done,-or
attempted to do, only the day before.

More than one burglarious attempt
had the Owl of the Remove made on a
cake that had arrived from Coket’s
Aunt Judy. More than once Coker had
kicked him out of his study. Bunter
wiis dperha. accustomed. to being
kioked, but-he did not like! it. Many
fellows felt rather sorry for Coker, but
alt :grage& that he deserved to be ex-
peiled for punching his Form master.
Only Bunter had a word to say in his
favour, And that was really remark-
able, for it was not Bunters way to
concern himself about tha troubles of
others. Az a rule, Bunter's universo
began and ended with W. G. Bunter.

ow his fat face was troubled and
distressed. The Famous Five could see
that he was distressed %mte pig.m]f'.
Ha was deeply worried, He was deeply
concerned about Coker. It was amaz-
ing. He did not want Coker to be
turned out of Greyfriars. His reason
was inexplicable—unloss, indeed, he
supposed that Coker-was poing to take
his eake away with him. That might

have accounted for it -
“Look T&r&, :muiint duffer,” asaid

Harry Wharton, scanning the Owl's fat
and teoublad face, “what's tha mintter
with vou? What do you mean? You
don't cara twopence about Coker—or
anybody elso, for that matter!”
Oh, really, Wharton—"

* What does it matter to you if Coler
is bunked 7" demanded Frank Huqhnt;

“It doesn't, you know. But—"

*But what, you burbling bander-
snateh 1

" Tain't falé!” said Bunter, "The
chap ought not to be sacked| He—he
says heé never punched Prout., I-—I

believe him.™

“What utter rot 1" said Johnny Bull.
T'm surprised at  Caker  tellin
whoppers about it! But he punche
Prout all right.”

“It's rather rotten to doubt =
felldow's word, Bull I*

“What!"” roared Johnny Bull.
~ “Rotten 1™

“You fat, cheeky porpoise—"*

“Look here, Bunter, do you know
anything about it?"” demanded the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Bunter jumped.” .
“No! }\t:r ear! MNothing at all ¥
“Then what do you mean?”

- mean, take Coker's
word, you know,” said Bunter, *I—F
believe that he néver punched Prout,
and it's rotten to gack him for what he

Tue Maicwer Lisgary.—No. 1,085,
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never did. I—I think semething ought
to be done [”

“Shall we go to the Head and tell
him he's made a silly mistake?” in-
giired ‘Bob Cherry sarcastically.

“You might ge to Prout,”
Bunter.

“Prout!"” ejaculated the Co.

“¥es. He would be jolly glad to find
out that Coker never punched him. It
makes him look awfully small being
punched by s chap in his Form. The
other masters are taking it out of him
in Common-room, you can bet, Prout's
so jolly lofty, they'd jump at the
chanoce of dressing him down. I heard
Capper sympathising with him_ this
morning, and Prout looked as if ho
could bite him."

The junicrs chuckled. They hed no
doubt that the unfortunate Prout would
receive a good deal of 'barbed sym-
patii{mg from the other members of the
staff.

“He would jump at it,"” urged Bunter.
“He thinks Coker punched him becauze
the silly ass was gaﬁain.g about going
to .punch him. But he'd simply leap
at it if he knew.”

“Very likely,” said Wharton. " No
Form master likés to show up as &
man who was punched in his Form, I
suppose. It's knocked all poor old
Prout's dignity on the head. But
Coker did punch him, you chump I

“He -didn’t—I—I mean, he says
he didn't!” gasped Bunter.

“Then who did "

n!Ehi-u- ;

“You've seen Prout's boko., Some-
body hit it. If Coker didn’t, who did 1"

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. “I—I don't
know, of course. You fe‘llmra ‘know I
was asleep in the dormitory at the
time."

“We know thal, of course, fathead!
Have you got any idea who punched
Prout 1f Coker didn't?"

“No!” gasped DBunter. *0h, no!
Not at allI™

“Then you'rs talking roft!® _

“ But—hnt perhaps Prout's nose never
was punched,” suggested Bunter. " He
may have knooked it on mmethmg———"

“Heo did—on Coker's knuckles !’

“Yeou know what an old asa he 1s.
Suppose he banged his nose when he
fall down in Coker’s siudy 1" suggested
Bunter hopefully. .

“Fathead! He fell down when hiz
nose wag punchad. That tumble was an
offect, not a cause.”

“Well, I don't believe Coker punched
it 1* gasped Bunter. * Prout's making
a mistake. You fellows go and suggest
it. I'm jolly sure he'd be glad to
know."

“You can go to Prout with your own
giddy suggestions if you went to!”
chuckled %ﬂb Cherry. .

“0h, my hat! Nao fear!” ejaculated
Bunter. "“He might think—"

“ What might he think?”

“ Oh, nothing.™ N

“My only summer bonnet!” said Bob
Cherry. . “If the Remove hadn't all
been in bed at the time, I should think
thet Bunter had been spying as usual,
and knows who punched Prout. But
I.suppose even Bunter can't pry when
ha's fast asleep in bed.™

“0Oh, really, Cherry——* ]

“He can't know anything about it,™
gald Harry, Tut he looked doubtiully
at the Owl of the Remove, “ Look here,
Bunter, if you're not talking out of
the back of yvour neck, and if you know
anything, cough it up. It struck me as
odd that Coke should lise about it—
it's not like his style. If he's got the
chopper for what same other chap did,
it's pretty serious. If vou know any-
thing, you're bound tfo speak out™

aaid

Bunter gasped. ] )

“I den’t know anything about it]
Net a syllable! I—I think very likely
Prout fell down and knocked his nose—
like & silly old ass, you know——m"

Y Fathead !

Bunter gave tho Famous Five 2
dismal blink, and rolled away: lookin
raore worried than ever. They stare
after him,

“He can't know anything about it
taid Bob. *“ He went te bed last night
along with the rest of wa. What on
earth's the matter with him™

“The whatfulness is terrific.”

“MNobody but Coker could have
punched Prout,” said Nugent. * Nobody
¢lso could be ally idiet enough, Besides,
if it was somebody else, who wWag it

“Not Bunter, f supposa !’ grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
..The Famous Five chuckled at the
idea, Not for a moment did ikt cross
their .minds, then, that Bob's humorous
suggestion had hit the right nail exactly
on the head.

There was s sudden vell from
Bkinner,

“They're going it1” .
And Punter and his myasterious

gomngs-on were dismissed from mind at

once at the news that the big offensive
had started,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Greal Fight I

OEER hoard them coming.
Coker's face was grim.

It had grown considerably
grimmer since dinner-time, Coker

had considered it rather masterly
gtrategy to bar himself in his study.
He weas resolved not to leave Grey-
friars: and he had great confidenca in
hiz own powers as 8 fighting-man: but

_even Coker doubted whather ha epuld

tackle all Cireyiriars single-handed. He
was prepared to do it, rather than
but 1t was elear even to Coker that it
would be judicicus te avoid such odds
in combat. Hence his masterly strategy
in entrenching himself in his study, and
thers, behind & fastened oaken door,
bidding defiance to all comers. But
Coker's strategio gifts were limited. It
is said that an ar marches on its
stomach. Still more does s beleaguered
garrison hold out on its inner man. But
g fellow could not think of everything
at once—especially a_feliow like Coker.
He had asbsolutely overlooked the
necessity of provisioning his citadel.

By the time Coker thought of that—
which was not till Coker was getting
hungry—it was, of course, foo late.
Sizxth Form prefeects guarded both ends
of tho passage. Coker, going out for
forage, would have been collared at
once: and refused a way back to his
study, at least. Once the door was
open, Coker knew what would happen.
Cheeky Sixth Form cads would Eﬂ'{ﬂ
in. The gamo would ba up, Not that
Coker would go! He was not going,
anyhow! But it would be rather a
puzzle how to remain, in the hands of
stolwart prefects with orders to chuck
him out of the school gates. That, cer-
tainly, would be a puszzle: and as
Coker did not know the answer to that
onoe, ho wisaly stayed where he was,
wi.%h HE:E door still iaahi sk

ut he was getting awiully hungry.

Coker had & hg:zﬁthj’ appetito, ~ He
was not a greedy fellow like Bunter.
But he liked a lot. He missed hia
dinner very seriously. He rooted
through the study cupboard for tuck.
Yesterday there had been an enormous
cake from Coker's Aunt Judy—the cake
which had tempted Bunter of the

(Continued on page 18.)



SATURDAY. THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENCE, 1

Boys—this is
MECCANOWEEK!!

See the Special Displays in all the Shops
"BROWN &’ C2 [P

This is the greatest week in the year for boys interested in engineer~
ing. Everywhere there is talk of Gears and Girders, Cranks and
Couplings, Pinions and Pulleys, and all over the country Meccano
dealers are making displays of Meccano models. Visit your dult:rl
shop at the frst opportunity and ste how much better Meccano is
this year then ever before.

Boys build with Meccano just as real engineers build, and every
dcuii of a Meccane model follows correct engineering practice. There
I! no hobby in the world to equal Meccano model building, and there
is no other hobby that is so full of interest for boys.

~MEEE&HD £100 MODEL-BUILDING CONTEST

This weeh aleo marks the opeh-
ing of another lmporlent event-—=
the new Meccane Model-Building
Coniest.

When Fou call to 308 the apecinl
Maoccans dieplays st your dealer's
sitop Jdo not forget to ek for Inidl
pariiculars of the MMocoamo Qon-
tent and an entry form.

THE MECCANO BHOOX OF a
ENGINSERING.

MECCARO PRICES

Evar should romd Lhis
apleo: o1 can o oA
Mo, 00 Outht  +- szﬁ Ever d m i ) d |
0.0 o .e e #e copy of ths MeccAno Book of [ ]
Mowl .. 5 o0 L0= ',Hng!nwr :ngt from  yoRF dﬂ-lnr
Me. 2, we  ax 18- price 3 f rou profes it, » end
Mo. 3 21/8 u1 threu penny stompa oand m
Moo # 1 v we 50/ Wil ehd You & cipzs woAt e
b providing Fou
Mo.3 . c’"“"“] 65/ and sddrezses of thres of your
H'ﬂq 5 b 'C-Ehl ﬂﬂt] “Irn- ?hug?:‘f uﬂ't'g fl':':'_!’_‘.llgr‘p'?g;;ﬁ ;’.:I';-
- ﬂ s
ﬁ: g i E:lf.:ﬁ:z} E&L nome for reforemrco.

Mo. 7 .. {Cabinex) 580/~ MECCANO LTD., Old Swan, Liverpool.

60 BHOT AUTOMATIO REPEATER PEA B -"-"F o ;
PIATOL. Ferfect rapld repealing sction, Fincs: N "-"_"'"t
skopter yof produced. Orest fun-maker. 38, R
25 BEHOT AUTOMATIC NMAGAZINE PIATOL. Ver
Bopular. @/ Both Leavy make.  Fostage on each, 3. J& !
/Iira, Well-known 17 BHOT “TRIUMPH'
EETEATER. 1/2,post fr-Hh Amginnition with each platal, \ | -

Colonisl postags 6d. oxtrs. TR AIN ON lT

NORWOODSE (Dspl. M.T.), 3, FINSBURY SQUARE, LONDON, E.C.2,

25 BORENIA 25 HUNGARY 25 AUSTRALIAN FHE E v ’
Exery stamp difMerent. Eend 54, pa;hw u::
:l:;prnt'nlu :IIIHH & 'I"I:I'W'H EN

Hﬂr#uu‘.l.

f DEPOSIT

secures this superb Cabinst $% )
mn‘nhnne ora‘Table Grand | "y

or |an|: Horn Instrument, K=
Hu!hinillmh for Ora Month. i:a:::;n L

:d 10 Daya' Trl-nl Choice of 15 &
m AS5]- cash. Write to-day far I'St*ﬁ::imli:s-
tral:e:i catalogue and FACTORY PRICES,

Limited (Dept. G3).
Sparkbrook, Birminpgham,

——HOME CINEMﬁTﬂGRAPBS—
#Tn Films and Accessories.

¥ Pm]e-.-:tnrﬂ at all prices from 5/- to £90. Film
s, szmdeﬂ. Lighting Sets, Screens,
" Sprockets, ete 1|rna all lengths and | }
subjects. Sample Film, 1/- post free. |

W 'Q (Dept. A.P.), 13, Red Lion are,
“‘ F“RD s London, W.C.1. (Entrance Dﬂns iy

¥/ There is half 2 cup
of English full cream
milk in every

CADBURY
BIG MILK
L

STOP STAMMERING ! ¢irs soutsclt as L0, Par
HUTUGHES, 7, BOUTEAMPTON ROW, I.ﬂﬂl:ll:l-fl' W.0.1. "

_.II:HJ DIPPERENT #TA!PB
r R H n I wWar, Bavolution, and Peacs Iu.uas:
awd Melal Walermark Detector, fo penuine spplicants for Approvals—
E. WILEINSON, PEOVINCIAL BUILDINGE, COLWYN BAY. I

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
;:  PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER




18

FRANK RICHARDS WRITES FOR THE “POPULAR" EVERY WEEK!

Roemove. That ecake, unluckily, had
been finished by Polter and Greene,
Only a few chips of it remained: which
Coker disposed of, feeling as hungry &s
ever when he had done so. There wasa
nothing clse in the cupboard save a
acket of toffce and a box of choco-
tes, Coker ate the toffoc and the
chocolates: but what Coker really
wanted was a square meal, and he did
not feecl zatisfied, He missed his
dinner: and looked forwnrd with
giderable apprehension to tea-time.

Beyond tea-time, tea-less, lurked
supper-time, supper-less: beyond that,
& long, hungry m‘iht. and no breakfast
in the morning. In the circumstances,
Coker did not expect the Head to
send in hiz meals. In normal times,
Coker’s study was a land Howing with
milk and honey. Bul undoubtedly he
had struck the lean years now. HBeing
hl_tngr?. Coker felt cross: as fellows
with healthy appetites sometimes do in
such m state, a sound of the enemy

vancing was welcome to Ins cars. Ha
locked grim and warlike.  HHeo was
actually eager for a combat, even
sgainst heavy "odds. He felt that
punching somebody would be a solace.

It says much for Coker’s resoluta
character, that his omission of pro-
visions from bkis scheme of operations
did not make him think of surrender.
Garrisons have been starved into sur-
render, many a time and oft. Fut
those garrisons were not composed of

ers, Inward pange of thiz sort enly
mede Coker more dangerous.

Heavy footsteps came along tho
Fifth-Form passage. There was a buzz
of veices. Blows rang on the stout oak

i

“Go it!” shouted Coker savagely.
“Break it down! I've got a stack of
stuff behind it! And a poker! I'm
sorry for the first choeky cad that shoves
his nose in hers”

Crash, crash, crash!

Coker gave & jeering laugh,

From the voices, he knew that a lot
of the Rixth wers outside, The Head
had called in the aid of the prefects
to' secura this rebel. Wingate, and
Gwynne, and Loder, and Walker, and
some more. *They seemed to be beat-
ing on the. door with heavy sticks. If
the mlli AR08 thnught they were going
to break the door down by that means.
it only showed what eilly asses theoy
werg, in ker's opinion. Nothing
short of a pick-axe, such as Gesling
had suggested to Mr. Prout, or a
sledge-hammer would have dona it.

Greyfriars had been built in ancient
days, before builders had had thae
ndvantages of a modern education.
Tha doors, conseguently, were doors:
just as tho walls were walls, In those

rimitive, simple days, builders had
milt stoutly, using meaterials that were
likely - to last: believing, in the
mnocence of their simple old hearts,
that a day's pay was worth a day's
work. Getting at Coker was therefore
a task much more hefty than it would
bhave been in & modern building con-
!ifrur:tﬂd on the latest ecientific prinei-
ples. |

Coker laughed jeeringly: and he had
reason to laugh, so far ss the aitack
on his door was concerned, '

The fact was, that the Head had
a etrong objection to having that hand-
some piece of ancient oak hacked to
pieces. Dr, ko was quite well aware
that it would have fo bo seriously
damaged to open it. And the Head was
ml?;h-ﬂ of sirategy, as well as Coker,

hile the hammering and banging
on the door went on merrily, Gosling’s
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ladder was heing reared to the ivied
wall under Coker's window.

Dr. Locke was a great scholar. But
he was not, like so many great
scholars, & dud in practical affairs,
This outrageous affair had lo be wound
up promptly and swiftly. Coker baving
refused to come out, it was necessary
for authority to step in. The Head took
kis measures with a degrea of intelli-

ence, 1In o schoolmaster, which would

ave surprised Coker, had he known,

The assault on the door held Coker's
attention. ‘'I'he Head had no doubt
that it would., Mecanwhile, the ladder
was roised to the window., Up the
ladder went Blundell of the Fifth,
cther Fifth Feem men holding it below.,
Blundell, the eaptain of the Fifth, was
able to deal with Coker, if he got to
close quariers. And once he was inside
the study, unlimited reinforcements
would follow him. It was only a
aquestion of getting in.

Blundell reachod the window, held
on to the sill, and peered in. He had
a view of Coker’s back, as Coker
stood watching the door, poker in
hand, ready to smite if he found any-
thing to smite at. Coker was laughing
jeeringly, and urging the prefects out-
side to put their beef into it.

“Buck up, you Bixth Form rotters!™
shouted Coker. “(Get & move onl Try
& little beef! You can't got in! Tf
ou do, I'll make you sorry you did!
've & jolly good mind to come out
and mop up the passage with you.
Yah!”

A stick was driven between the door
and the jamb, and wrenched. The door
groaned and creaked. Then the stick
snapped: and there was an angry
exclamation outside, and a yell of jeer-
in% laughter fram Coker.

ang, bang, bang! Crash! came
at the door. Any sound thet Blundell
might have made at the window was
drowned.

Blundell had the sash up now.

His head and shoulders wera in the
room. One plunge and Blundell would
be in, headlong. Four or five Fifth
Form meon, behind him on the ladder,
ware ready to follow.  Coker's fats
trembled in the balance.

Had Horace Coker looked round at
that moment, there would still have
been time. PBut the attack on the door
wes redoubling in violence, and it held
Coker's attention chained.

Bump! Blundell landed in the room
on all fours.

Then Coker turned. That heavy
bump on the floor apprized him, at long
last, that there was danger from
another gquarter.

Heo stared blankly st the sprawling
Blundell. With egua! blankness, he
stared at Fitzgerald at the window,
scrembling in, Coker's powerful brein
did not work quickly. He was taken by
surprise, an he stared blankly.
Blundell leaped to his feet.

“Mow, then, Coker,” he panted, "the
game's up! Chuck it I*

Then €oker woke to life. He gave a
roar of warlike wrath, and leaped at
the captein of the Fifth. He made a
swipe with the poker, which Blundell
dodged with ease. The next moment,
Blundell had closed with him, and they
were struggling. The poker clanged to
the floor; Coker bumped after it;
Blundell sprawled on Coker.

Fitzgerald rolled in at the windaw;
Hilton rolled in after him; after Hilton

lunged Bland, and Bmith major,
ry fellow, as he srrived, collared

Coker. ¥oes on ell sides grasped the
great Horace,

He tought furiously.
Single-handed, ageinszt so many foes,

Coker was not dizsmaved. Fad anyone
asked him in these wild moments
whether he was downhearted, Cokor
would have replied—had hoe had any
breath to repg with—"No 17 It was &
great fight, Coker heaved, and tessed,
and rolled, and struggled, under many
focs, More fellows camoe in at the
window. They all pourcd on Coke:.
Still the great Horace fought valiantly.
It was like the last great fight oi
Hereward the Wake. It resembled the
terrific battle that raged in the doomed
Hall of Nibelungen. It was epic.
Outside, the Sixth-Form men had
ceasod banging at the door to listen to
the sounds of Homerie strife within.
“Coket's poing it!" gaiped Loder.
“My het—he isl” said Wingate.
" There won't be much of the study loft
if this goes on!”
And it went on!
It went on wild and uprosriously.
But &ll things come to an end at last.
Coker, fighting with Berserker rape,
was overwhelmed by odds. In the grip
of many hands, winded, gasping, wild,
and dishevelled, Coker was captured.
Eﬁ_lonﬁ as he had strength left to
resist, he resisted. But his strength
was gone at last, and Coker, overcome
by cdds, was a prisoner in the hands of
his foes.

And Blundell & Co., locking at one
another breathlessly, realised that thoy
had won a Pyrrhic victory—next door
to a defeat. ker was damaged—that
was true. But every other fellow in the
study was dama.gec{ also—swollen and
gtreaming noser abounded—ayes . were
darkening—bruises and bumps were
beyond computation, Coker, beaten at
the finish hy resistless odds, had given
a remarkably good sccount of himself.

The study looked as if & eyclono had
struck it, 8o did Coker. So did
Blundell & Co.

“Wo—we—we've got him!" gasped
Blundell. “Clear away that rubbish
from the door—we've got him—ow!
M;r aya "

*Wow!"” said Fitzgerald. “My nose
—wow "

Coker szaid nothing. He couldn’t. He
only gurgled for breath., He was past
struggling now, but some of the Fifth
still held him, while the others cleared
away the barricade from the door.
Coker, gaﬁmg-, gurgling, staggering,
was handed over to the prefects to be
taken to the Head.

[ —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Exii Coker]

¢ ALLOD, halle, hallo 1™
H “Here hoe comoas 1™
“1s that Coker?” gasped
Nufant. *QOh, orumbs "

“What's left of him "

“Poor old Coker!”

“Well done, Coker!® shouted the
Bounder. " Good fight, old man ™

“Silence [ rap out Wingate.

The prefects were marching Coker
downstairs. Greyfriars fellows swarmed
to look. Blundell & Co. had gome to
repair damages. Coker's damages were
still unrepaired. They were prominent,
they leaped to the eye.  Coker, held
by either arm by & stalwart prefect,
locked an absolute wreck. He tottered
as he walked. He was on his last legs.

But his look was atill defiant, If there
was not pride in his port, there was
defiance in his eye. Coker, mauled,
and walloped, captured, was still un.
congquered.

“Bravo, Coker!” yellod Bob Cherry.

Nobody supposed that Coker was 1n
the right in his remarkakble ocutbreak.
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As the train glided out of the stalion, the prople on the platform were treated to the view of a wildly-excited erimson face

staring from a window, a furious fist shaken in the air, and a powerful volce yelling

deflance and threats. Wingate and

his fellow-prefects were seeing Coker off, according to instruetions. (See Chapter 14.)

But any fellow was bound to admire
pluck and courape. That Coker's pluck
and courage were worthy of the highest
traditions of Greyfriars, was certain.
Fellows who had eeen Blundell & Co.
limping away, batferad and bruised,
wondered how Coker had done it. Right

ot wrong, Coker had put up a tre-
mendous fight; he had fought to a
finish, and the fellowa felt that hLe

deserved his meed of praise. Like the
Tuscans of old, the Greyfriars men
could not forhear a cheer.

“Hilence !" hooted Loder.

“PBravo, Coker!™

“(Good man, Coker 1"

“Well done, Coker!™

“Hurrah [”

Even the arrivel of Mr, Prout on the
seene did not etop the cheering. There
was quite a revnlsion of feeling in
Coker's favour, Coker, at least, was
game, and the {ellows could admire a
man who was game.

“ Bilence 1" snorted Prout.

“Brave, Coker!” yelled a hundred
voices.

And the roar followed Coker, doubt-
lesy comlorting him a little, as he was
marched down the Head's corridor to
the headmaster’s study,

Dr. Locke was waiting him there. Ho
was awaiting him witﬁ & grim brow,
Bul the grimness faded out of his face,
to be replaced by s look of shocked
concern, at the sight of Coker. Ho had
directed Blundell ta use what force was
nocessary.  Obviensly, Blundell had
found a lot necessary.

“Bless my zoul!™ The Head gazed
at Coker.  * What—what——""

"ilvre be 15, sair,™ said Wingate,

“Ho appeoars to have boen—hom—
somewhat — hem — ronghly  handled,”
said the Ilead. ‘I regret this, Coker!
I regret it very much. Your own ob-
durate fe:a-lEI-: 'hrnught it upon you."

"{Irooog said Coler.
“What? What did you say?
‘{Dn{lﬂu I1;|-

“Lless my goul I said the Head.

Coker could ulter nothing but gaspa
and grunts. He was almost in & state of
collapse. Bo far from resisting further
Coker would probably havo lurched
over, but for the strong pgrasp of the
prefects on his arms.

‘The Head surveyed him in silence for
a few moments.

“The boy muet leave Greyiriars im-
moediately ¥ he said,  “Bub he cannot
leave in that state. Wingate, may-I aszk
vou to sce what can be done for Coker,
to—to make him look a—a—a little
less disreputable? Do the hest you can
for this -foolish and headstrong boy,
“’11:;3.1:&."

“Lertainly, =ir!™

* Az zoon as he iz a little more—hem—
presentable, Wingate, take him to the
railway station and place him in &
train. Take his ticket, Remain with
him till the train leaves. Take Gwynne
and Loder with you., Under no <ircum-
stanecs leave Coker until he is in his
train,”

"Very well, sie!™

Coker made no attempt to speak,
Breath failed him. He gurgled. Still
gurgling, he was led away.

The prefects, not unkindly,
after Coker. The
specting the fight
hoped he 'l.muik

:0okoed

coid not halp re-
i had puk up. They
d pob besin again belore

they got shot of him. But they were
vory careful, No fewer than six hefty
prefects remained with Coker all the
tirne. -He bathed his damaged featores,
e changed his clothes—his raiment
being largely in rags ofter that ternfic
battle. He refused to put his hat on to
go;: Wingate jammed it on his hesad.
He was led to the door.

Nearly sll Greyfriars had gathered
to see him pass. PBetween rows of

cager, excit faces, Coker marched
down to the gates, six prefects in
attendance—a  tribute to  Coker's
POy ES,

“Goad-bye, Coker I” called out Harry
Wharton.

Coker did not answer.
rather breathless. Besides, he wasz cof
going to say good-bye. What had
happened had not changed Coker's
resolution,

“Good-bye, old fellow!” gaid Potter
and Greene together, at the gates.

They commiserated Coler mincercly.
They were sorry he was sacked, sorry
he was going. Coker's study would bo
a poor, penurious place without Coker.

He waa sti}l

The horn of plenty had run  dry.
Obviously, Aunt udith’s hampers,
cakes, and other good things, would

not continue to stream into that study
when Coker was no longer there. Only
one thing could have consoled Potter
and Greene for the departure of their
friend—haed Aunt Judy adopted them
a3 beloved nephews in Horace’s place.
That was not likely to happen. 8o it
was probable that Potter and Greene
would be inconsolable.
Coker looked st them., Jla had nok
THE MaGser Lapnany.~—No. 1,083,
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deigned to answer Wherton; but he
condescended  to  enlighten his study-
mates, .

“That's all right," he said. “I'm not
going.”
= Ik Eh 'El“

[ &7 “Fhat EJ"

“1 mean,” explained Coker, *I'm com-
ing back™

T {]h !ﬂ

é .ﬁ.h !=.I'

“They'se got me!” said Coker bit-
terly. * A fcllow cxpeets his foends to
stand by him at a2 pinch. My triemds
have not stood by me"”

Potter and Greene could only stare.
They had refrained from taking part in
the capture of Coker-—whether moved
by friendship, or by a wholesome dread
of Coker's Eefty punch. But certainly
it had not occurred to them that Horace
expected them to back him up in war-
fare with the headmaster. Really, that
was putting friendehip to a rather sevcre
straim. ; ] i

“MNaot that I blams you,” eaid Coker
magnanimously, “You haven't much
pluck. ¥You're rather noodles. T've
often told you so. Bui it'r all right.
I'm coming back.” .

*Come on, Coker,” hinted Wingate.

Coker paused. °

He was, at the present moment, one
heap of casualtieas  He was not n &
state to fight six prefecis all at once.
But his #ighting spirit was reviving.
Wilh a few fricnds fo help hm—-o

“Look here, Potter and Greene, lend
me & hand—" :

Potter and Greene suddenly remem-
bered en engegement elsewhere. Thoy
- vanizhed behind the crowd.

Wingate pulled at Coker's arm.

“Come on ¥ .

“Take your paw off me, you Bixth
Form pig " uig‘ﬂnhr disdainfully.

But Lo came on. There was no help
for it. Ho gave one glance back at the
breathless erowd ir the gatewn :

*Bee you again soon !” he called out.

And he was gone.

e —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What Did Bunter Know ?

{3 OMING back :
“Oh, my hat!®
C “Coker — coming back!
_ Backed, bui coming beack!
Great pip!”

“ Zentlemen, chapa, and fellows, the
entertainment is not wyet over,” said
Skinner cheerily. *The show will be
resumned after the interval.”

* Ha, ha, ha !”

Greyiriars generzlly - had expected
that the matter would be st an end
once Coker was nailed and walked out
of the school. But with a fellow like
Coker you mnever -really knew what to

Bx . : i

guhor had said that he was not going,
and i1t was only aftoe a terrific resist-
ancoe that he had gons. He had said
that he was coming back, and not a
inan doubted that he would come back
if he could. The entert&inm&nbb 83
Skinner put it, was not yvet over. Only
the Brat ﬁuusu, go to speak, had come to
an end; the scesnd houze was to follow.

"iWell,¥ sazid Bobh Cherry, " Coker
takes the cake! He prances off with the
jolly old biscuit!™

“Tha takefulne=: of the absurd cake
4 terrifie,” agreed Hurree Singh.

“Coker means business,” chuckled
Nugent. “Coker’'s & man of his word.
He'll come back all right.”

“What on carih did he punch Prout
for, if he's so joily keen on staying at
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Greyiriars " said Jolhuny Bull. “He

must have known that he'd have to go.

ﬁ;nm Coker's got brain enough to know
at,”

“Did he punch Prout?” asked Harry
Wharton quictly.

“Eh, what? You know he did."

“1 thought he did,” admitted
Wharton. “The evidencoe was that ho
%11.1{: Everybody takes it for granted.

ut—— £l

“The fact iz, you men, I'm heginnin
to have jolly strong doubts” aaiﬁ
Harry. ”lJ couldn't make 1t out when
I-heard that Coker denied it. He's not
thie man to deny anything he did, how-
ever fathcaded [

“That's s0, But—"

“And this fearful slindy he’s been
kicking up,” wenr on Wharton, “It'a as
fatheaded as you like—it's the wav &
gilly azz would carry on but it's not the
way & guilty party would carry on. If
Coker really punci‘tnd Prout, he knows
he can’t stay here. Kicking up a
shindy wouldn't help, He knows that a
man who hit Eis Formm master would
have to go.

“But he did hit him—"

“Tho question is, did he!” sangwered
Wharton, “Ile bung on alter being
sacked, Now he says he's coming back,
But even Coker's gol sense enough to
know that there's mothing in 1t, if he
_rf;-}l}j hit Prout. Then why is he daing
i

“Heue's ass enough Ior anything,” sug-
gested Nugent,

“Well, yes. I'm not saying that he's
not the biggest idiot that ever was or
will be. But if he hit Prout, he's got to
go, and ke knows 1t. It begina i¢ look
to me as if he didn't hit Prout, alter
all., Ho must hav: some reason for
carrying on like this, ass as he is.  If he
didn't punch Prout, that's a reason—and
& good reason. He muﬁ expect the
truth to come out and sece him clear.”

“Bat it's clear enough,” said Bob.
“Prout thinks Coker punched him. He
was punched all right—his nose 13 a
witness to it. There's o nose-witness if
not an eye-witness

“Prout's rather a fathead—Dbetween
ourselves,'” said Harry, “And it hap-
Fgeued in the dark, Buppose some other
ellow had been in the stady-—"

“Why should he punch Prout, if he
was? Nobody but Coker ever had any
idesa of punching Prout,” said Nugent.
* Mobody else ever wanted to. Nobody
el=e was idiot -em:rugh."

"1 kpnew! But®"—Wharton paused—
“I can't help thinking that the way
Coker's m:ngmg on l.nuE:? as if he thinks
ho's not had justice, It's a bit thick if
a fellow iz sacked for something he
naver did., Of courss, it's all his own
fault. What scitles it 15, that he was
known to have gessed about punching
Prout. He's asked for what he's got.
Still, if he never did it. it’s awiully
hard lines on Coker !™

“ Bomebody did it,” said Johnny Bull
“T1f not Coker, who "

Whason was silent again. It was
hard to imagine that there was any
fellow nt Greyfriars, excepting Coker,
who would think of punching a Form
master. It was hard to believe, in fact,
that even Cokzr would actua.ily have
done it, vnless ho had taken leave of his
senses,  Yebk Prout's noss had been
punched. The state of Prout's nose was
wrrefragable evidence to that cffeet.

“]1 can’t make it out,” said Harry st
last, “But dne thing seems jolly clear
to me, and that 13, that Bunter knows
gomething about it, He's said a lot of
things that show that he knows some-
thing. If he does, he ought to be made
to cough ik up.”

“Only his pas!” said Johnny Bull,

“Bunter's always talkiog some rob or
other !*

“¥es: but it's plain that the fat
chump has got sometiing on his mind.
I've been thinking it over,” szaid Iarry.
“It looks to me as if Dunter knows, and
15 afraid to owa up to what he knows.
It's on his conscience.™

“First time I've ever heard of Dunter
having a conscience

“Wall, he's rather & sweep; but if
he knows that a man has been sacked
unjustly, it’s enough te worry s worse
fellow than Bunter.” said the captain
of the Remove. *“*Look hore, men! I
some other chap, and mnot Coker,
punched Prout, and Bunter knows, he
ought to bas mad) to speak out. If somo
fellow is frightening him into keeping it
dark, we'll take a hand in the game.
Coker’s a howling a=s. and we've had
rows enowngh with him, but this iz a
serious matter. Let's po end  gee
Bunier,”

“Oh, let's [ assented Johnny Bull.

They looked for Buntcr at the school
shop, as a matter of course  But he was
not there. Then they looked in the
Remove passage. They found the Owl
of the Remove in his study. It was near
tea-time; but Bunter for once did not
appear to be thinking of tea. He was
seated in the armchair in Study Ne, T
with & gloomy shade on his fat brow,
and ho eyed the Famous Five with lack-
lustre eyes as they came in.

“I say, you fellows, is Coker really
gona ™

“They've taken him to the station,”
anawered Harry.

“Oh dear ™ .

“He says he's coming back again!™
grinned Bob.

“0Oh!” Bunter brightened visibly.
“Good! Coker's & beast! He kicked
me! ¥You fellows know he kicked me,
making out that I was after his eake.
Still, it's & rotten shame for & man to be
sacked for nething ™

“Nothing " ropeated Bob, with o
vory keen look at the Owl of the
Remove. “What do you mean exactly
by that, Bunter?”

“Oh, nothing 17

*Do you know for a faet that Coker
never punched Prout?” demanded tho
captain of the Remove.

unter looked alarmed at once.

“Oh, really, Wharton! How could I
know! You fellows know jolly well that
I went to dorm along with the rest of
the Romove last nightl How could 1
know what ha ];mnog in tha Fifth ¥

“You're making out that you know,™
said Harry,

“Nothing of the kind,” said Bunter
hastily. “I keep an telling you that I
don't know anything about it. I want
that qlmta olear | mind is an abao-
lute blank on the subject. If you fellows
think—"

“Well, what 1"

*“{Oh, nothing ™

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
That he know something, or thought he
knew something, was clear. That he
had, or thought he had, some knowledge
of the subject which he was afraid to
reveal was obvious,

“Look here, Bunter, did you go down
from the dorm last night " asked Harry
Wharton very quictly.

Bunter jumped.

Ul—]— Of ecourse not! Why

should Ii" he pasped. )

“1 remember you sat up in bed and
asked the fellows if they were asleep,”
said Wharton, eyeing him. “I remem-
ber that, now. Did you go down aftar
wa went to sleep "

“Oh. re~lly, Wharton-—=—"
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“If you did, and if you found out any-
ching, cough it up! Can’t you sce you're
bound to speak out when 2 man’s being
sgacked, if yon know anything in his
favour!” cxclaimed Wharton hotly.

“I—1 know !” gasped Bunter. “That's
what's been werrying me all day. Oh
dear 1"

“Then you do know something 7™

“{3h, no—mnothing 1’

“You've been worryving all day about
nothing * roarcd Bob.

“Oh, yes!- Mxactly! I say, you
fellows, isn’t that Squiff calling you in
the I;a.ssng'ﬂ 1" gasped Bunter. 11
wouldn't keep hirmmn waiting.”

“TWill vou tell us the truth, Banteri"

“No fear! I—I mean, certainly, old
chap! Buot—but, I say, wasn't that
l"-fnu_l‘y cnlllni ou ¥

“Nao, I.ﬂu‘:;wre, Bunter—"

_ "The fact is, I don’t care to discuss
it,”" satd Bunter. “Let it drop. Alter
all, Coker was o beast. IHe kicked me,
Let it drop. If you fellows will clear
out, T've gobt some work to do.”

he Famons Five did not elear out.
Instead of that, Harry Wharton shut the
:@tu{lﬁr deor and leaned back on it, fix-
ing his eyves on Bunter's agitated face.
it 'Hﬁ}v* then,” he said terzely, "cough
it up

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Cough It Up, Bunter!”

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
chums of the Remeve through
hia big spectacles with a blink
of dismmay., Whatever ik was on

the fat conscience of the Owl which had
caused bim to throw out mysterious hints
he did not wan{ to confide it to the
Famous Five.

“I—I say, you fellows” he stam-
mered, "I wish you'd ¢lear off. I've got
o lot of lines to do for Quelch.”

“They will keep,” said Harry. *Did
you go down from the dorm after lights-
out tast night "

su?
ke, T

“Cortainly not, Besides
did? A fellow can do as .
suppose. No business of yours,” said
Bunter warmly.,” "I didn’t, either.™

“What did you go down For?”

“Nothing.”

“Just for a little wallk about the
passages in the dark?” asked Bob
Cherry, with & sarcastic grin.

ota I

“Yes. Exactly—I mean, no! Not at
alll Nothing of tho kind!™ gasped
Bunter. *“It wasn’t dark there—"

“Where 7" demanded Wharton.
“Nowhere, old chap! Nowhere at

ali "

“Do you mean the Fiith Form
passage ¥

“Certainly not. If you fellows think
I was going down to Coker's study
vou're simply making a silly mistake, i
never knew that Coker had a cake
yosterday.”

“A cake!" roared Bob.

“Oh!” exclaimed Wharton. *“I see
now! Bunter was after that cake all
day, and he went down after Lights-out
to try again.”

“I didn't!” howled PBunter, “I've
tald you I didn’t, Besides, how was I to
know that Coker would be in his study
up to bed-time? He never ia other
mghts. 1 pever knew he had a frans-
lation to do. I suppose I couldn't guess
that the zilly ass ign.d fallen asleep over
a tranglation, Not that I went to his
study, you know. Nothing of the sort.”

“"Was Coker asleep when you got to
the study "

“B3noring," grunted Bunter, “If he
hadn't been enoring T shouldn't have

one im, MNot that T went in, or, In
act, ever went anywhere near t.im stady

Ructions At Greyfriars!

A quarrel between two
Greyfriars masters !

Can you imagine such
a state of affairs?

But, there it 15, These
two masters, Mr. Quelch,
of the Remove, and Mr.
Hacker, of the Shell, up
till now the closest of col-
leagues, suddenly cut each
other dead!

But therein lies the
tale—a tale lvll of amus- §
ing and amazing: situations
that will be found in next
week's Bumper [ssue,

The story 1z entitled ;

“THE FORM MASTERY §
FEUD!”
and Frank Richards has

fairly laid himself out over

it, g0 vou can be sure of a

rarc treal.

See thal your newragent has your

order for next Salurday’s issue,

it's a " safely first precaufion
gou Il never regref |

at all, you know. I hope you can take
my word about that."

'"You—you—you hope that
take your word about that!™
Wharton dazedly.

“Yoa, old chap. I hope I'm a fellow
whose word can iﬂ taken,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “XNot like some fellows I
could name.” :

“¥oun frabjons ass! You heard Coker
gnoring, and went in, to bag this cake,’
said the eaptain of the Remove. “That's
all clear sa far. Then what happened "

“Nothing 1™ eaid Bunter promptly.
“In the first place, I never went down
from the dorm at alf I was fast aslecp
at the time.” : : :

“¥ou heard Coker snoring in his
study while you were fast asleep in the
Remove dormitory?” asked Bob.

“0Oh, no! Yesl I—I mean—"

“Goit! Let's know what you mean ?”

“J--1 mecan—" Bunter stammered
he_lg!eaﬁly. “ Look here, you fellows, if

ou're trying to make out that I punched
ou ¢an chuck it! I didn't!. I
naver dreamed that the old asa was com-
ing thera at all, I suppose I'm not an
idiot like Coker, to think of Runﬂhing
1& E}‘lnrm master, Why, I turned out the
i lt_:ll

unter stopped suddenly.

“You turned out the light in Coker’s
study when you heard Prout coming?”

“Nat™ Eﬂsﬁﬂd Bunter, *You see, 1
wasn't there!

“Oh, my hat!”

“Besides, what was a fellow to do?
Maturally, T thought [ might be ablo to
cut and run in the dark. I never meant
to touch Prout. But the old ass stood
fairly in the deorway, and 1 biffed into
him—"

I{I 5Ea]l!

“Tt—it was awful!” gasped Bunter
dolorously, “The old chump grabbed
me, and E tried to get a.wn.fn Goodness
knows how it happened. If I hit him
on the nose 1t was an acoident. I was
just strugghng to get off,” It cameo with

we shall
repeated

IO

a rush now. *You see, he'd got hold of
me, the old donkey, and 1 had to get
away. He would have taken ma to
Quelch for being out of dorm bounds at
nearly ten o'clock. See? I whacked out
without thinking. I heard him go down
on the floor. I think he fell over somae-
thing. You can bet I didn’t stop to
look at him. I just hooked it!™

“0Oh!" said the Famoua Five. The
were fr}llm-.rinﬁ the breathless tale wit
interest, equally breathless,

“There was nobody in the Fifth Form
passage. 1 got round the corner™
gasped Bunter. “After I was round the
covner I heard Prout yolling for help.
I got back to the Remove dorm and
bunked into bed, of courss, I mever
knew what had happened till this morn-
when all the fellows were saying that
Coker had punched Prout. Oh dear!”

“Well, my bat!” said Bob Cherry.

“(Coker must have woke uwp in the
dark, you kpow, when Prout bumped on
the floor,” groaned Bunter. “The old
az3 never knew who hit him—he never
saw moe in the dark, of coursa., He
thought nobody was there but Coker.
Of course, that chump baving threatened
to punch him was what did it. Prout
thought he had kept his word., Ch

dear ™

Bunter gasped into silence. He seemed
to feal u%itt]a better now that he had
got it off his chest,

The chums of the Hemove looked at
him in silence. They knew now why
Bunter had been worried about Coker.
Any fellow, with a tougher consciente
than Bunter's, might have been worried
in the circumstances, .

Coker had been sacked for punching
Prout, and it was Bunter who had
administered that historie punch! No
wonder the Owl of the Remove had been
deoply troubled by the fate of the bap-
leas Colker.

“I say, you fellows, I've told you
now,” mumbled Bunter. “Of course,
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you've got to keep it dark. You made
me tell you. Koep it dark.”

“Keep it dark!” repested Whaston.

“Of course! T they knew they'd
sack me, instead of Coker. I know it's
rotton about Coker of the Fifth being
sacked for nothing. It's worried me
e lot. You know what & kind-hearted
chap I am. Always thinking of others.
But, of course, not so bad as me being
sacked. That woudd be serious!”

“You're bound to speak out, Bunteg I’
said Harry quietly. “You can’t - let
this go on. Yot wouldn't be sacked.
Prout would know jolly well you never
meant to hit him—that you just
foundered about and landed him in the
dark. You'd get let off with a lick

.H'l 'JI'

%un#er glared at the captain of the
Remove.

“ You silly chump !” he bawled. *Do
you think I want & licking?™

“Patter than letting & man be
bunked for nothing, you fat villain!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ You're bound
to own up.” ] .

“Weli, if you think so, you jolly well
own up!” hoote Bunter, “You can
tell them you were after Coker's cake.
HBo you would have been if you'd have
done it for me when I asked you., Only
you always wers selfish.”

“0Oh, my hat!* :

“ Anybody who likes can own upl”
said Bunter liberally. *“I've no objec-
tion, If you think & Remove man would
only get a licking—well, all right.
Whu.t‘lg « lic!-:ic:lag? ‘One of you [ellows

o to Prout and own up—"

o You silly owl!"” roared Bob.
“(0Oh, really, Cherry—-"
“You've got to own up,

fraud.” ) A
“Shan't! DBesides, I never did it.”
“What?" yelled the Co. i
“I know a{wlutqu nothing about it.

Being fast asleep in the dorm at the

time I went to Coker’s study, how could

I"know anything sbout 1t? If you

fellows think you're going to drag me

into it you're jolly well mistaken.

The chums of the Remove did not
reply to that. Really, it was a little
ﬂiaiﬂuh to know what to reply. Dunter
blinked at them indignantly.

*“If you fellows think & Remove man
ought to own up and get Coker off,
go snd do it,” he said. "“I'm not stop-
ping you. But don't make out that
I know anything about it, when I'm a3
innocent as & babe.” .

“You've told shrieked
Nugent.

‘51-—1' may have put a case,” ad-
mitted Banter cautiously. “1 m#' have

1

vou fat

1_] a.---—llh---ﬂ-"il

used s—a figure of speech. hat 1
really meant to say was that I know
absolutely nothing sbout it, being fast
psleep at the time I puuuhed' FProung——"

“‘-‘Fha-avatt" )

*T—1I mean at the time I dido’t punch
¥Yrout,"” gagped Bunter. “You catch a
follow ‘up s0. 1 never touched Prout,
any more than Coker did; and it was
an abszolute accident, which might have
happened to any fellow in the dark,
ag I've told you. I was never more
surprised in my life than when Prout
weont down on the floor. As for owning
up, that’s all rot. What is there to own
up to, when I knew nothing whatever
about what happened 1

“Ien’t he a prize packet?™ gasped
Bob Cherry. "Why did they send him
here, instead of fo 8 home for idicts?

“The whfinlness is terrific!®

“Oh, reslly, you fellows! The fact
is, I prefer to let the subject drop," said

Bunter, with dignity. *“You're prao-
tu?g Icﬂ:sting doubt on my word.
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““I dare say you don't mean it, but
that's what you're doing. You can

hardly expeet a fellow to like it. Let
it drop.”

“{}h, fan mo!" gasped Bob.

The Famous Five left the study. Al

this extraordinary conjuncture they
simply did not know what to do. To
give Bunter away, after they had cx-

tracted his secrct from ham, like a
tooth at the dentist’s, was hardiy
possible. But to leave Coker of the

Fifth- to his fate, now they knew for
certein that he bad been unjustly
sentenced,  was wite  impossible,
Between two impossibilities the chuma
of tho -Bemove were on the horps of a
dilemma; snd yet it was eclear that
semething had to be done.

Billy Bunter blinked after them from
the doorway of No. 7.

“1 say, you fellows!”

Wharton turned his head.

“Well 7"

“Keep it dark, vou know. And—and
remember that I never did it. Bear
that in mind."” .

Harry Wharton & Co. went their
way, BEvidently ihis poszition was one
that required careful thinking out.

—_— =

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

More Coker !

ANY eyas watched Wingate and

M the other prefects when they

came back from tho station.

They came without Coker,

g0 it was to be presumed that they had

seen Coker off, according to instrue-
tions.

Wingate went to the Head, to repork
that Coker had been placed in the train,
and that he was gone,

Dr. Locke was glad and relieved fo
hear it.

The extraordinary proceedings of
Coker bhad caused him a great deal
of mental stress; and, worse than thet,
had ceused thrilling excitement through-
out the school, Coker, in the Head's
opinidn, could not be forgotten too zocon.

“Thon he is gone, Wingate?” said
the Hend, hreatﬁﬂ-g more freely.

“Yea, sir.”

“I trust that he made no—no un-
pleasant sccne, Wingate?”

“He rather objected to geiting into
the Canterbury express, sir,” answered
Wingate.

“ But you persuaded him ™

“Yes, sir., Ho was a little exeited,
but we persuaded him."™

Wingate did not think it necessary
to explain how he bad persuaded Coker.
It would only have perturbed the Head
to learn that Coker had been hurled
bodily into the carriage, and that two
prefects sat on him there till the train
was starting. Neither was it necessary
to mention that as the train glided out
of the station the people on the platform
wera treated to the view of a wildly-
excited orimson face staring from a
window, a furious Bst shaken in the air,
and a powerful voice yelling defiance
and threats. These details wero hetter
omilted in a report to the Head,

“Very good, Wingate!™ said Dr.
Locke. “1 am much obliged to you,
Wingate !

“Not at all, sir!”

And Wingate left the Head in a much
more placid frame of mind. Thae
egregious Coker was gone; the whole
miserable affair was over and done
with. So the Head supposed, at all
events. He was to learn shorily that
he was taking a little too much for
granted.

“Gone ™ sald Blundell of the Fifth,
in the Comucon-room. e rubbed hig
nose, which bore now a strong resem-
blance to Prout's. “Well, thank good-
ness it's over., Borry for the silly ass,
all the same 1"

“He wasn't bad, in his way,” re
marked Potter. " Fat-headed, you
know, and obstinate as 2 mule, but he
had hia good points.”

“"I'm sorry he's gone,” said Greene.
“"Wea shall miss him in some ways.”
Perhaps William Greene was thinking
of Aunt Judy's hampers.  “Btill, 1t
will ba a bit quicter in the study.”

Fitzgerald rubbed an eye that was
growing blacker and blacker.

“I'm zorty he's gone, in a way™
he snid. ™1 should have liked to give
him en eye like this to earry with him,
blow him ™

“0Oh, he wasn't bad,” satd Tomlinson.
gl i heiir.ﬂ.'u ho's lopsened some of my
teetlr; they feel like a misfit ginee he
jammed his idiotic fist on my jaw. But
he was a prize ass, and no mistake!
Punching a2 Form master—"

“Ho was the limit1"” said Price,

All the Fifth spoke of Coker in the

ast tense. "They did not know yet that

race Coker was still in the present
tenge,

As & matter of actual fact, while the
prefects wera walking back to Grey-
iriare Coker was whirling away in the
cxpress—and getting out at tho first
stop.

While Wingate was making his report
to the Head Coker was whizzing across
country in a hired taxi. .

While the Fifth Form were discussing
him in the past tense Coker was etep-
ping out of the taxi a dozen yards
from the school wall, very much in
the present tense indeed.

While all—or nearly all—Greyiriars
concluded that the last had beon seen
of Horace Coker, the indomitable
Horace was clambering over the wall
of tho ancient cloisters and dropping
once more within the forbidden pre-
cincts of the school.

There was no doubt whatever that
Coker was a sticker. .

All that had heppened at Greyiriars
that day Coker regarded, spparcntly,
as a serics of bed jokes. Bo far from
being sacked, so far from baving gone
home, Coker was in his old haunts, and
absolutely determined to stick there.

It was Tubb, of the Third Form, who
saw him first. Coker had arrived at
tea-time, when most of the fellows were
cither in their studics or in Hall. Tubb
of the Third, sceing Coker in the House,
starcd at him as if he were Coker'a
ghost. Coker gave him & cuff in pass-
ing—for staring at & Fifth Form man.
All the disasters that had happened to
Coker had not made any difference to
the short way with fags on which the
grecab Horace prided himself.

If Tubb supposed that it was Coker’s
ghost, he was undeceived by that cuff,
which proved that Coker was solid flesh
—very solid. Tubb of the Third fled
—ryelling.

“He's come back '™ yelled Tubh, as he
fled. “Cokerl He's come back! He's
here! Coker's here!”

The news spread like wildfire.

“Coker bacl ™

il.[:r}kl:.‘.lt.l‘l

“Good old Coker!”

Greyiriars rong with it. Fellows of
all Forma rushed to and fro, hunting
for a sight of Coker.

“Where's Coker 1"

“Seen Coker P

The Iouse echoed with excited
quiries for Coker. ]

Ho seemed to have vanished affer
Tubb had scen him. But as it was now

in-
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known that he waa in the House, he was window. I'm poing to nail up all the madt! Mad as a hattar] Mad as n

run down et Jdast. Studies and pas-
sages and JForm-rooms, having beea
drawn blank, the excited searchers
tricd the dormitoriea, It was againzt
rules for fellows to go up to the dormi-
tories in the daytime: but that rule was
disregarded. And it was in a dormi-
tory that Horace Coker was discovered
at last. As soon as it was found thab
the door of the Fifth Form dormitory
was locked om the inside, the tollows
knew where the great Horace was, and
1& buzzing crowd collected outside that
Ao,

“You here, Coker? yelled Vernon-

Smith, through the keshbole.

“Don't yell there, you fags!” came
Coker's voice, “What the t ump are
checky fags doing at that doori”

“Ho's therel”

" Coker's there!”

“Oh, my bhat!"

“Ha, ha, hal"

"Clear off 1" shouted Coker. “Don't
kiek up & shindy here, you cheeky little
eweeps, or I'll como out to youl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Blundell of the Fifth came on the
scene, The expression on DBlundell's
face was extraordinary. He tried the
handle of the door and koocked.

“You there, Coker?”

“Is that Blundell? Yes, I'm hera”

“You born idiot 1

“Don't be cheeky, Blundelll Take a
message to the Head, will you? Tell
bim I've come back, and you can men-
t-mnh that I've got my pockets full of
grub this time, &nd it wonr't be any use
any fellows trying to sneak in at the

windows—I've brought a hammer and

nails. I'm going to stack ail the beds
against the door. I'm here to stay™
“You — you — you-——=" stuttered
Blundell,
“MTeall the Head that, with my
respects.™

“You crass idiot!® roared Blundell.
“Think 'you're going to keep us out of
eur dormitory to-pight i

“1 fancy so.

"Why, we—wo—we'll—"

“Chuek it, Biundell! DBest thing yvou
can do iz to try and find out who
punched Prout. Then this trouble will
be over.”

Wingate of the Bixth zrrived, and
shoood awey the juniore. Wingate was
in o state of great excitement.

“ls Coker really. here!” he asked.

“He's here all right!” answered
Blundell. “He's going to nail up the
windows, he says, and stack the beds at
the door. And he's got & lot of grub.
Sticking here till the end of the term,
it looks like.”

“The maod duffor®

Wingate knocked at the door.

“Coker! Are you there, Coler?”

“Yes, Wingate. Want anything 1%

“Open tins door.™

“Ton't e {unny®

“I shall have to report to the Head
that you're hera, Coker.”

“That's what [ want.”

“The fellow must be sbsolutely
potty ¥ eaid Winpate blandly.

* Pott 1=n't the word,” gaid
Blundell. *He's stark, staring, raviog

March haro! Aadder!”

“Well, my hat!” gaid Wingate, with
a decp breath; and he went away to
report to the Head.

It was dificult for Dr. Locko to be-
licve his majestic cars when Wingate
reported, He stered blankly at
Wingate.

“Did—did—did you gay that Coker
was—was here?" stuttered the Iead.
FHe almost Labbled.

“¥es, sir; locked in the Filth Form
dormitory.”

" Impossthle 1™

“Pm eorry to say it's the fack, sir!
I've spoken to him—through the door”

“Incredible ™ said the Head.

Afler somo cagitation, realising that
what was both impossible and in-
credible  had actually happened, De.
Locka proceeded to the Fifth Form
dormitory. He tapped at the door,
even yet hardly realising that he really
would hear the voico of tho oxpelied
scnior. But he heard it

“Halle!” called out Coker,

" Es—it—i3 that Uoker?”

" Lattle me, sirt”

“How dare you return nexre, Cokeri™
gasped the Head.

“Well, I like that!” said Coker.
“What did you expect? If you sack n
man for nothing, do you expect him to
t-"k]i it lying down! Be reasonsble,
5T

" Coker, I—I—yvou—you—" Words
failed the Head.

“I'in sorry to find that you haven't

Tue dMacner Lisgany.—No, 1,085,
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gpotted the man who punched Frout
yet, sir. Have you tried?”

“1—1I refuse to bandy words with you,
Coker! I order you to leave OGrey-
friars! You are a trespasser here!”

! {zammon " .

“Whot? 'What did you say, Coker?”

* sammon " .

“Bless soull Coker, if you do
uot leave the school immediately, the
police will deal with you as a trespasser
and law-breaker! 1 shall telephone to
Courtfield - Police HBtation for & con-
stable ™

“ Rattar ask them %o send mare than
one, while you're about it, sir. One
won't be much use”

“ Bless my soul I

The Head retired. Coker, sacked but
vnconguered,” was left, for the present,
in possession of hiz new citadel. And
from end to end Gregiriars buzzed with
wild excitoment.

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Brought Up to the Scratch !
£ UNTER, old bean.
B “Chuck it1™
* Look here, Bunter——"
“Now I want you to under-
stand one thing,” said DBilly Bunter,
blinking at the chums of the Romove
angril{!. “Chudk it! Sce! I'm fedup
with the subject! I'm tired of it! Let
it ﬂ!mpt Leave & fellow alone! Bhut
up!

“ Cokér's come' back—"

“1 goow that. Blow Coker!”

“The Head's going to send for a
bobby to shift bim—"

“ It's not my fault, is it 1" said Bunter
peevishly. “What's the of worry-
ing me about ¥ What about tea?"

“Too!" ejaculated the Fomous Five.

“Yea,, I've had Dl‘lﬂt-'lta."f no tes,
Only t2 in Hall, and tea with Toddy
—and you know what Toddy is. Mean!
I'm hungry., I've becn disappointed
about a postal-order; and so——"

“We'll stand yon a spread in the
.:tud}'* if yvou like,” szaid Harry Whar-
Ol

“Oh, pood

“ After you've owned up.”

“You silly chump!t” rourced Bunter.

“MNow, look here, DBunter,” said the
captain of the Remove quictly. " Try
to have o little zense. We can't give
you awoy to the beaks, you koow
that."

“I should jolly well think so,™ said
Bunter warmly. I told you sbout it
m confidence. Bosides, there's nothing
to give away.”

“But if you let & man bo sacked for
what you did, you'll be sent to Coventry
by the Remove.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“And it’s bound to come out, sconer

(L]
4

or later. Things always do come out,”
Etd fH:::n-l:l Cherry. " Where will you be
en ¢’

“0h, really, Cherry——>"

“If it comes out, somehow, that you
punched Prout, it will bo taken for
gmnted that you punched him on pue-
pose, and you'll be sacked,” said Harry.
“Can't_you see that it's safer to own
up, while you've got a chanes of own-
ing up and explaining how it really
hapgened.”

“But nothing did happent! I've told
you—"

“Prout will ba jolly glad to learn
that a Fifth Form man never punched
him. It lets im down befora all the
other masters and before all the school,
He will be jolly glad to know that it
wa: a Remove p that did it—by
aocoi dent——"

“But—but will ha balisve it was zn

acoident?” gasped Bunter.
C“Well, he knows thet .a junior
wouldo’t punch a Form master if he
could ]nllﬁ well ‘help it. That stands
tp. reason.

“I—X suppose it does said Bunter,

blinking at the Famous Five—very
dubiously, however )
“And the heaks will bo bound to

HH—%W**“%*#—H—W [ ———— ++—++
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make aliq:n.t'nnm:-i. for a chap wiho comes
forward in a stroightforward and manly
way and owns up to get another man
out of a serape,” said Bob Cherry
encouragingly

Bunter brightened a little,

“Well, that's all right,” he agreed.
“Btraightforward and manly—that's me
all over !

“Oh erikey "

“You'll get all tha eredit of having
acted decently,” said Nugent., “ Fellows
will think better of you.”

“And youw'll save vour bacon,” said
Johnny Bull. “What do you think will
happen to vou if it-comes out afterwards
that you let a man be sacked for some-
thing you knew he hadn't done®”

“The Hoglulness would be terrific,
and the esockfvdness would be an
esteamed  certainty,” eaid Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

“I—I say, you fellows—"

“For wvour owfl sake, Bunter, ii's
safer to own up now while vou've got a
chance,” eaid Wharton. “Apart from
that, vou con't do such & rotten thing
as to let & man be sacked for nothing.
MNobody at Greyiriarz would touch yow
with a barge-pole afterwards.”

UI—T—T say, you fellows, of—of
ecourse, I'm ready to—to own up,”
gasped Bunter. “I—I've been awfully

wnrriedj about it, you kmow. But—

i ¥

“It's up to youl” said Harry.

“The uplulness is terrific.’

';JD:} the decent thing, Bunter," urged

Bunter _ blinked dismally at the
Famous Five. They were giving him
d adviee, and he knew it. But—-
%'1]'35:&, was a but—in fact, many buts.
Buntor really wanted to do the decent
thing. Bui at the thought of the inter-
view with Prout and the Head his fat
heart misgave him. He hesi
dismally.

“We've got at the truth”™ went on
Wharton, “We can’t Ewe you away,
but we can't keep it dark and let Coker
be bunked, Other fellows will gob at
it soomer or later. When it's the falk
of the Form you'll be hauled up before
the beaks soon enough. You've got o
chonce now."

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

“Make up your mind to it, old fat
man,” said Beb. “It's like a dose of
medicine ; you'll feel better when you've
got it down.”

Bunter slowly detached himself from
ihe chair. Hia fat mind was made up—
or slmost made up. He got ns far as
the door of -his study, and thers he
stopped. Wharton tock him by the
arm and walked him to the staircase.

“Go 1t I* he said.

“J—=1 say, you fellows—-"

“Make the plunge, old fat wan.™

“ But—but—" . '

“PBut whet! You're wasting time.”

“But—but what about that spread?”
gasped Bunter.

f1] h-EH s

:::'lﬂh' ;au.li:r, YWharton, you know you
said—

"Harry Wharton burst into & laugh.

“That's all right! We'll stand you a
topping spread after it’s over,” he said.
“Cake and tarts and buns” i

“ Any jam?” asked Bunter.cautiously.

“ A whole jar ™

“Two-pound jari®

*“Yos, you cormorant—three.pound
jar if you liket"

Bunter brightened.

“What about some meringues?’ he
osked. "Mrs. Mimble's got a fresh lot
of meringues in to-day.’

“A dozen if you likel” .

“I may, you fellows, I'm ggmg to
Prout! After all, a fellow's bound to
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do the honourable thing!" gasped
Bunler. “IX always was a sportsman,

as you fellows know, I'm going!”

And he went.

THE SINTEENTH CHAPTER.
Manly of Bunter!

R. PROUT sat in lus study.
M His face was gloomy. :
Occasionally he caressed his
nose, The more brillisng hues
of that mnose had faded a little; but it
was still remerkable to the view.

Prout was not happy.

True, justice had been done on the
rchellious fellow whe had punched him.
Qr, at least, justica was in tho process
of being done—having been a little
thrown out of gear, as it were, b
Coker's amazing return to the school,
and his entrenching himzelf in the Fifih
Form dormitory. Rut the severest
justice meted out to Horace Coker
could not set matters right.. Prout's
nose, in the course of time, would mend.
But that would not set matters right.

What could alter the fact that he
Paul Prout, master of the Fifth, ha
had his nose puriched by a member of
hizs Form?

Nothing 1 .

That fact remained.

In Common-room Mr. Prout had re-
ceivad much sympathy and copdolence
—most of it barbed. He had detected,
or fancied heo had detected, lurking
emiles on the faces of the other masters.

When thers had been trouble in other
Forms Mr., Prout had been wont to
remark that such thinﬁs
in the Fifth, WNow ha knew that the
other masters wera remarking among
themselves that the punching of a Form
master's nose never had happened and

nover ¢ould happen in any Form buk
Prout's Form.
Prout was overwhelmed by the

humilistion of the position. _

He knew that he could never hold his
head uwp in Common-room again, He
knew that be could not again lay down
the law thera as he bhad been wont to
do. Ha knew that he could not advise
and counsgel other fm]:rsters, E that lofty,

tronising way of his, on the manage-
Eiaent afﬂfheir Forms. How could %:ra
when in his own Form hig nose bad been
punched?

Sitting in his study, Mr. Frout was
considermng whether he had better hand
in his resignation immediately to the
Head, or leave quietly at the end of
the term. , Facing the staff and the
school, after what had happened, day
after day, was an ordeal from which the
pondercus gentleman shrank.

‘Theso cogitations and reflections were
bittor indeed; and it wos no wonder
that Prout’s brow was overcast with
gloom. It was ne wonder that when a
timid tap came at the door of his study
he snapped savagely:

“{Zo away ¥

Tap !

The door opened.

Mr. Prout glared at Billy Bunter of
the Remove as if he would eat him.
His look was so alarming that Bunter
jumped back.

“What iz it?” snapped Prout. " What
do you want, Bunter?

“N-n-nothing, sir "

“Then gol"

“ But—but—but, sir—=

“Is it a message from the Headi™
snapped Prout.

“MNunno, sirl

Mr. Prout controlled his feelings. He
did not want to pose as a master whaosa
ferocious face scared juniors. His usual
pose was quite different from that—

did not happen’

genial, encouraging, benign, almost

elder-birotherly.

“"Come, Bunter! You may come in.
What is it, my boy? he asked, with a
rather forlern aitemgt at his ofld podgy
geniality.

“¥Yes, sir!” said Bunter, a liltle en-
couraged. “I—I thought, sir—I—I
timug t wou'd like to know that 1t
wasn't Coker who punched you, sir”

iE WH‘#'T!I!

: 'I“ It—it ;‘FEE‘I‘ another fn]lﬂw,dsiﬁ fi5—an
wappen to know—-" gaspe unter,
Mr. Prout gazed at hj.gnh
His expression was cxiraordinary.

This was the last news he had dreamed

of receiving. It was the best news ha

could have reccived. It was, in fact,
too good to be true.

* Bunter, are you speaking seriously?
What do you know about the occur-
rence? It is true thit Coker denied
the outra and he has hitherto been
a truthful boy? Is it E-ﬂmihl-& that a
mistake has been made!

“¥Yes, mir!” gasped Bunter.

“If you know anything, Bunter, it
is g—::rur duty to acquaint meoe with it,"”
said Mr. Prout graciously. “TI fail to
see, however, how you can know what
occurred when you were in your dormi-
tory st the tima—"

I WONDER HOW THE
“MAGNET" IS MADE?
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“I—I came down, sir—"

“0Oh, proceed!”

Bunter opened his mouth, and shut it
again. r. Prout beamed encourage-
mant at him, He wanted to know.
Very much he wanted to know.

“The blow was struck in the dark,”
he said. “There was, fo my knowledge,
no one else in the study but Coker. Do
vou mean to imply, Bunter, that some
other person waa there, snd that you
know who it was?"

“Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter,

“Where were you at the time 7%

“In the study, sir.”

It was out at lask

Therae wos a silence. Mr. Prout gazed
at Bunter. Dunter trembled from head
to foot, and wished from the bottom
of his fat heart that he was safe back
in the Remove passage. Bui it was too
late now.

“You!” gasped Mr. Prout, at last.

"It was an accident, sir!” pgasped
Buntar,

“An aceident !” thundered Prout,

“Ow! Oh dear! Yes, sir! You see,
Coker was asleep, and I—I nipped in
for—for a lark. Then you came, sir.
I—I turned out the light so—so that you
ghouldn’t nab me, sir., Oh dear! And
—and then you grabbed me, sir, and—
and—and I-—I—I just whacked out
without thinking, sir. I—I—I nevar
dreamed I ghould hit youw, sir. I—I

. bhold his head an

ivuuh,:'l*n’t bave done it for worlds, siv,

“Upon my word I*

Mr. Prout gazed at the Owl of the
Remaove,

“And for what reazon, Bunter, have
you come to me, at the eleventh hour
a2 it were, to mako this statement 7™

“I~1 thought it would be straight-
forward, sir and—and manly,” gasped
Bunter. “Yt worried me & lot, sie=-
Coker being bunked for nothing—end-
and being straightforward and-—and
manly, sir [

Bunier"s_ voice trailed off.

“Xou will come with me and repeat
your statement to the Head, Buntcr,”
said Mr. Prout, at Isst,

] Tﬂrﬂ'ﬂlﬂsh I:!.l

“You need not be alarmed, Bunter
You have acted in a 73? manly and
meritorious way in mitting the
truth,” said Mr. Prout. “I shall uso
my best endeavours to indyce the Head
to narﬁx;leut Hmd Elﬂar.”

i 'J* aspe unter,

He ch.cf not fully grasp Prout’s
reasons. He was pot aware that Prout
could mtynl.[gi have hugged him at that
moment m hig joyful relief. Bunter
was nobody; the punch was nothing, so
long as it had been accidental, and not
administered with malice sforethought
by & member of Prout's Form.

Frout locked ten 8 youngor.

His nose had not m punched in the
Fifth. He wes not & Form master who
had been struck in his Form. He could
a8 ever in Clom-
mon-room ; he conld look all Greyfriars

the whole world in the face, A
frightened junior had jsbbed hiz nose
in the dark—that was quite a different
matier,

Prout beamed.

Bunter did not understand, Dut his
fat face besmed alzo. He saw that it
was, anybow, all serene. ;

_I:fﬁ wan quita brisk as he trotted be-
I::ﬂgg the poaderous Prout to tho Head's
ELL (]

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
FPardoned 1

REYFRIARS had been thrilled
and amazed by tha affair of
Coker, the ing of Coker,
and the refussl of Coker to
accept the sack,
It was still more amazed by the ocut-
come of the affair,
Feollows could scarcely believe their
CAars.

Coker had not punched Prout. It
wes & ve fag who bad punched
Prout—a fag who had eneak down

from hiz dormitory for some lark in
Coker’s study that night, had been col-
larcd by the Fifth Form master, and
jabbed Prout's boko accidentally in
struggling_to escape. Coker hadn't
done it. He had said he hedn’t, and ic
was so. Merely an accident had hap-
pened  to FProut’s nose—the greatest
thrill in the history of Greyfriars had
been, after all, an wnfounded thritl. It
hadn't a leg to stand on.

Coker, of course, was fully exoner-
ated. In view of the fact that he had
been expelled inm errer, his expulsion,
of courze, waa mmindetf. He ecamo out
of the Fifth Form dormitory cleared
and pardoned, etill & member of the
Greyiriars Fifth. The Head judiciously
averlooked Coker’s rebellious truculence
in refusing to go. Had he gone the
Head could scarcely have done any.
thing but recall him, in view of the facts
that had come to light. So it was,
after all, rather fortunate that he had
not gone,

(Continued on page 28.)
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How the Chevalier Walked the Plank !

ONE-EYE rose from his seat and

ﬂmlrﬂiuhed hislfét‘ Y 3
“Hat ye, , but wa speoa
mighty free now,” iﬁ E:id.
“Then shall ye rot i' this foul hole till
ye come to vour senses, for I swear.that
‘the chart shall be minel Lie there, rat,
and starve and taste the tortures o
thirst! Rip me, but I'll briog ve to &
more reasonable frame o° mind "

He snatched wup the lanthorn and
passed through the door of the hele in
which 1
the lad wondering what his plan coul
he. He had not long to wait before
One-Eye appeared again, this time
bringing with him an earthenware
vezgel filled with water and a crust of
bread. These he placed upon the floor
at a distance that was just too far for
Roger to rfeach, for the heavy chain that
was fastened around his waist allowed
him but little space to move. Then
One-Eve dpla.ﬂmi the lanthorn by the
water and bread, and halted in the door
to fire a parting shot at the helpless
lad

“*There be food and drink!"” he said,
“When ve come to vour senses and tell
me what T would Jearn they shall be
yours. Till then, learn ye the tortures

Tie Macwer LispAny.—No. 1,065.

HERE'S A NERVE-TINGLING

— R AT

Roger was incarcerated, iearmﬁ-

YARN OF THE GOOD OLD DAYS!

of hunger and thirst, and rot ye if ye
zspeak not.™

One-Eye then disappearcd,
Hoger to his own sorry reflections.

leaving
How
long he had been unconscions the lad
knew mnot, hut alrcady he had fallen
& prey to thirst, and he knew full well
that these tortures would confinue.

Furthermore, he knew in]l well that
ho could hope for no mercy from One-
Eve. Once that scoundrel had the
chart he would make short work of
both the Cheralier and Roger.

The young adventurer gazed around,
for he knew that he must find & more
sceure hiding-place for the chart and the
pupers than thot afforded Ly his shirt.

Heo judged the hole in which he was
to bo im the bows of the wessel, low
down below the water-line, Near
where ho lay he cought sight of a
broken hoard in the deck, and, crawl-
ing painfully to it, found that by lever-
ing with his fetters he could prise it up
a little, revealing a small space between
the deck board and the one below it.
Here he placed the chart, inding yet a
little consolation in the fact that it was
safer thore than upon him. Then he
sottled down to wait whatever the
futura might hring.

"Time sed uncounted, and the tor.
tures. which he was undergoing In-

WOLVES of the
SPANISH MAIN!

By
ERNEST McKEAG.

o

They ihought they hod
scen the last of the Chevalier
tchen they sent him fo the
shorks. But they kadn’t—
siof by a long way !  And the
sherks tocent dicay as hungyy
as they came/f

LR

crcased steadily, The very nearncss of
the life:giving water, for which he
cruved, nigh drove him {rantie, and
time and again he was seized by a mad-
nczs that made him tear at his fetiers
a5 though he wounld bresk them and
fall wpon the water which secmed to
mock him with its nearness. But the
fetters were strong, and they held him
securely.

One-Fiyve eamo at intervals to taunt
him, lut Roger would not speak to the
rogue, nor suffer s cry to escape him
when One-Eye kicked him savagely,
hoping to bring from him ap appeal for
merey. But a great wéakness nssailed
the lud, and he wondered whether his
strengih might not give way beneath
thiz torture, and his lips cry, unwill-
ir]rgl}', the scoret of the chart’s hiding-
plaec.

It was the patience of One-Eye which
gava way first, however. early &
seore of times had he visited Roger; but
tho lad would not betray the secret
which he kept seccurely locked in his
bosom.

“Ho be it, then, my turkey-cock I he
said at last, when, after taunting Roger
unsucerssfully for some considerable time,
he could get no clue from hém. *“Then
to-night shall the Chevalier meet his
doom. ¥e shall see him go, lad; see
him struggle in his death throes 'ere
the sharks drag him down!™

He went to the door, and raised his
voice to a shout:

“Hi, come yc here, Lop-ear !

Foots shambled towards the
door, and then the pale light of the
lanthorn glimmered on  the crafty
fonturca of Lop-ear.

“Btrike off the fetters, Top-ear!”
commanded One-Eye, “Brin tha
whelp to the deck, and mork 1% that
he shows no fHight!™

Roger could have émiled ot the words.
Show fight! Right readily would he
have done so, if ho could, but he was
so weakened by his long imprisonment
and his lack of food that he scarce
conld move as the fotters wera strnck
from his chafed wrists and ankles. He
was helpless as a babe, and had it not
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MORE THRILLS AND EXCITING SITUATIONS NEXT WEEK!
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been for Lop-ear drogging him out of
his hole, along the hold of the vesscl
and up the companion-ladder which
rave on {o tho deck, ho could not have
moved, ]

But his degradation was not yet com-
plete. Lop-ear threw a rope around his
wrists and triced him to the main mast.
Then the scoundrel stripped off the
lad’s shirt, at which Roger was glad
that he had hidden the chart below.
One-Eyoe superintended the tying of
Roger to the mast, taking care that
thoa lad should be secured in such a
faghion that he could sce where the
plank had been rigged.

Darkness had already {allen, and the
guttering lonthorns sent their ghostly
rays playing an tho savage faces of the
aszembled cut-throats, . i

“Ye shall see the Chevalier go to hia
doom, lad!” One-Eye chuckled grimly.
“"An' ye can reflect, as ye sca if, ‘that
vour lips could pive the word that
would set him frec.”  He turned to
several of his cut-throat 2rew who hung
arcund near ‘by. “Bring up the
thark's meat!” ho ordered.

In a few moments the Chevalier was
hauled roughly on deck. Gone was his
neat and spruce appearance; for he,
like Roger, had been stowed away in
the bilges of the wvessel. Vet the
Chevalier bore himself as 2 noblo and
gallant fighter, nor did he give one rgn
that he cared that doom bhung so closely
ovoer him. He bowed to Roger, and
the lad =aw that there was a smile on
his lips. The Chevalier would meect
death as he had lived——amiling and still
‘confident ! .

“Look, ye scum!” roared One-Eye,
feteching the back of his hand aecross
the Chevalier’s face. “The plank be
ready; the sharks be waiting, for I ha’
thrown fresh meat o’erboard for the
last two days to lead them on. Ye
shall seream and squirm, Chevalier, ere
y¢ ge to your last reckoning! An’ ye
can go to it knowing that I will i
the heart out o' this whelp an® he tells
me not where the chart is hidden!
Your death shall be a joyful ono com-
pared to what lies in store for him an’
hie speaks not IV

“Heed not hiza words, Chevalier, for I
shall not speak and betray your trust!”
broke 1n Raoger.

“Gallant lad!™ said the Chevalier.
“Trust this gallows-rat not, Roger, lad,
for your doom i3 sealed the moment
yo speak ™ :

“Silence 1" shrieked One-Eye; and
onice again his hand fell heavily across
the Chevalier's mouth. * 8ay now, will

ve speak and tell me where the chart

15 hidden? For shall ha'
Chevalier—I shall ha’ i£1”

“ Not this side o' the grave, One-Eye ™
was the calm reply. “An’ I must die,
and tho lad must die, still, dying, we
will take our secreta with us1”

“{nt loosa the bonds that bind hia
hands!* eried One-Eye to his men. “I
would fain ses him atrugg!e «re he be
dragged under. Stand by him, Lop-
rar, and ye, too, Lomez, for he bo the
very devil inecarnate!  Ha' your ont-
Inzens ready ™

The Chevalier was seized by three of
the pirate erew. They were taking neo
chances, and 1t was not until the
(“hovalier was shoved on to the plank
that Lopez ent the ropes that bound his
wisls, :

Restetanens was useless, for all around
the plank where 16 jutted out from the
bilwarks stood the pirates, cutlasses
il pikes in hand, ready to plungo
shemt inte the Chevalier should  his
vteps falter.

Gne-Mve drew hie pistole and levelled
1hat-nai

it,

“Away wi' ve, Chevalier!” he
stormed. "“The zharks are waiting!”

“1 shall
lopg!™ was the Chovalier's answern
“ Adicn, Roger, lad, and ne'er let your
lips disclose the secret they hold

“Btill his cackling tongue!” yelled
One-Eye; and one of the pirates, lean-
ing out over the bulwarks, made a
Iunrﬁa at him with a pike, ]

Tho -pike, however, did nob strike the
Chevalier; for, with a mockin
gesture, he raised his hand lightly, an
kissed his finger-tips mockingly to One-
Eyo ere he took the last pace that
plunged him from the sight of Roger
and sent him hurtling to the sharks
Helow!

There came a mighty splash; and
then the air was rent with a scream as
though of a man in direst agony. i

Roger, sick unto death, hung by his
hands from the mainmast, the last ery
of the Chovalier ringing in hig ears. Ho
the sharks had got %im, and Rogor waa
alone—alone amidst these cut-throat
gallows-rats, who would show him no
moroe mercy than they had shown to the
ill-fated Chevalier |

e

How Roger’s Luck was Followed by
Misfortnne !

LL, my bully boy, an' how
like yo that? Would ye,
too, be shark's meat?"

i Roger, who had closed his
cyes tightly, as though he would shut
out from his sight the whole evil scenc,
nganeq them again to see O
thrusting his face forward into his own.
An evil leer spread aecross it from ear
to ear, and the eclitary.cye glittered
like & serpent’s.

“Ya heard hia scream!"” went on
One-Eye. “"Tis foew men who do not
quatl when the sharp teeth o a shark
bito deep into their flesh ! Ay, lad, but
I ha' been merciful to him to what I
will be to ye an' yeo tell me not where
the echart 73 I seck1”

“I°lt tell ye naught!” panted Roger.
“Po wi' me what ve will. This tongua
o' mine shall not betray my trust.”

“Wao shall see, lad—wo shall szee,™
growled One-Eye, and he chuckled in a
roanner to make Roger's flesh creep
and his blood to scem to [reeze in his
veing. *Ya ghall stay there the night,
and when morning dawns lot's see if
the lash shall make cries for mercy
come to those stubborm lips o' vours. The

(14
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HOW THE ETORY BEGCAMN.
Spurred on by the call of the sea and {olex of
freasure on

he Spanisgh Maie ﬁ'hl'ﬂﬁﬂﬂ' Roger
Bartlelt sete out for the sea af Fotheringham.
He is nearing his destinalion when ke overhenrs
two pirates named Abednigo One-Epe and Slim
ting the denth of the owner of o rearby Roise.
oger wverns the man before the scoundrels can
curry oui their murderots derign,  Mortally
wortrided in the fight that follows, the slrawoer
hands over {o Roger a sealed packel, charging him
fo take of {0 © mon Enows g © The Cheralier,'
The later proves fo be g Jushionably-dresced
gallant who makes the discorery that the puckel
conduing the chart of an fsland on which great
treastre lies buried,  Ope-FEye and Slim are
defermined to gel their hands an Lhe ehort at all
cosls, and, four doys after the Chevnlier'a selponer
sele sail for the Spunish Mam, it iz atfacked by
{he porcdes” evil cralt, Despile their gndlant figlil
against overwfrelming odds. e Cherelier and
Roger qre made priconses ard token ahonrd the
segwolces® bpgite, the schooner being Ffl in the
charge of Sl  (Mgnmen to the pornles, the
Checalier has hunded he olinrt over to his oy
comrade. A fler n voin seirch, Abadnigo One-Eye
offers the fnd his freedors and o shuré in Uhe
treagure if ke will dicelpe the whersabouls of
the plan, " Fre wmy tongue shodd tell e avght,”
replies Moger, "t T anglifd redher fear ifaut £

{ Noaw reveed o0y

pot keep them walting.

Une-Eya

lash, lad! Think ye o" that whilst ye
hang thers " .
He turned abruptly away, and his

‘voice rang out as ho shouted orders to

his gang. - The plank was drawn -
board; the pirates shambled off to
whera the lights of the forecastle shono
on: the darkened deck. The lanthorns
thit had shed their fitful rays o'er tha
seone were taken away, and darkness.
wrapped the barque in velvet pall
Roger heard One-Eye chuckling to
himself, and then the chuckles gave
place to that chant of his;,

“Where the dead man lice, his sgtarving

eyes o

Look out to the Westward—ho' _

And none can tell where the dead
mern: .

A door clanged and the chant: was
heard po more. Silence descended upon
the deck, and r was left to his
mise and his thoughts, -Had his
sufferings been great before, they were
incrensed tenfold now: for, in addition
to his weakness and the tortures of
thirst and hunger, he was nigh faintin
with the pain of tho position in whic
he had been triced to the mast, and his
body humg heavily from his wrists and
swoyed with the motion of the ship.

Roger feared that before the morning
ha would be dead, for it scemed that
he could ne longer suffer tho tortures
that were his lot. Far better would it
have been had he, too, been flung to
the sharks. Far hetier that excruciat-
ing torture as the sharks ripped him
limb from lmb. '

Occasionally he heard foolsteps as a
pirato walked tha deck, and then tho
silonea fell again, to be broken only
by tho plash of waters, tho rustling of
the wind, and the sigh of the sails and

shrouds above him. Then Roger
started suddenly, and became aware
that someone had crept up wmilently

behind him.

Who it was he could not see, for he
could hardly mustor strongth to move,
so weak was he. But he heard the
sound of breathing behind him, and it
brought terror to him. Was he to die
by  knife-thrust, then — knife-thrust
delivered from behind, so that he might
not even have the satisfaction of seeing
his ::-[Ix]punent?

“Who is there?"” he called. *"What
want ye? Ha' ve come to dispatch
me !’ . 3

“8h! Mako no sound!"” whispered &
voice, and Boger was greatly amazed.

For the voice was not thpt of 8 man.
It was a soft voice—a voico that was
almost as gentlo as a woman's! With
great  difheulty he swung  himself
around, so that he caught a ghimpse of
ithe solt-footed figure that had crept up
behind him under cover of darkness.
And then he had the greatest difficulty
in suppressing a cry of surpriee, for
here was no pirate, but & boyl A boy,
too, of tender gears!

Roger judged that he could be no
more then twelve years of age, and he
was small and ill-nourished. He was
clad in rags, and his face, upon which
tho moon shone softly, was almost ghost-
like in itz pallor. In one hand he
clazped & knife, and even aa Roger
ramarked thia, the boy slasiied at tho
ropes which held Roger to the mast,
The ropes fell apart, and Roger would
have dropped had nol the newconmwr
canght him and  eopported _hrm with
great diffieulty,  Then in silence the
boy sot to work with a key to froc
TRomer of his fettors, o task he accoin-
plished in a few moments, .

Roger rubbed his eramped wrists, amd
there was a look af bewilderment upon
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hiz fage as ho turned. his guze on the
neweomoer.

“Who be ye?” gasped
whispor.

“Erpenk notsvet,” answered the lad,

“Conue, T will puide ve to o hiding-
place; far Irknow .every plank of this
foul crafe -
v He »beckoned Roger to follow him,
and, greatly wondering, Roger allowed
himself to bo led along the deck and
down a-companionway, his companion
haltivg. cver andl anon to listen, lesk
their footsteps shofild have betrayed
them., Into the deepest depths of the
dagkened hold ithe bes-led Roger, and
then bhe whispered cnutiously :

“Wait ye here pntil I return.”™

Roger wounld have questioned him
further, but the lad slippcd away in
the darkness, leaving Roger alone, his
brain a riet with the curiousness ef this

ropecding. For how leng he waited he
Ene-w not, but soon the glimmer of a
lanthorn told him that his helper was
returning. Nor did he come empty-
handed, for he brought with him bread
and water, upon which Roger fell to
with an avidity that only one who has

he in o

been denied these things for countless
time can possess,
“Who be ye, boy?"” asked Roger,

when his hunger and thirst had been
anpeased.

“They call me Jem,” was the bov's
reply.  ""T'is the only name ha'
known. I be a powder-boy aboard this
eraft, and I ha' watched myv chance to
hplp ye since yo ha" been aboard, for
it paaned me to see how yve ha' been
treated.”

“Heow came ye here!” was Roger's
next question.

‘I"ha' been aboard c'er since T can
remember,” was the amazing reply.
“An' many is the time I ha' tried to
escape, for I ha' ne love for such doings
as happen here. 'Tis naught but blood
and sudden deoth, an' who knows but
that my time mght nok come? "Tis in
the hope that ve ha' friends that will
search for ye an' save ye, that I ha'
frecd ye, for was 1t known what T ha'
done, my skin would pay for't! I ha'
hopes to cseape one dav, an’ if vo will
help me, then swear it now, an® I will
do all in my power to aid ye hide
abonrd—ay, an' bring ve food and
water, ton!™

A glemin of hope camo into Roger's
heart. He had not thought io find a
friend aboard the pirnte erpftz—much
lesz such o oone es this.  If this lad
could, indeecd, help him to remain
hidden, then might it not be that they
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eould both escapo the toils ¢f One-Eye
and his minions? His hand went out

“Here's my - hand * oft't,” Jom (™ he
said, "I owe ye much for this night’s
work o' yours, and ye shall not-find fie
fail ye.  Keep me hidden until such
time as we can get ashore, and then,
Jem, will I pledge mysclf right readily
to aid ye "

And there, in the flickering light of
the lanthorn. the two swore to aid each
other, and Roger Bartlett made the
acquaintance of one whose future was
te be bound up se much with his own!

WHO PUNCHED PROUT?

iContinued from page £5.)

Bunter came through with fying
colours.

The punch was admittedly an acci-
dent. Prout, the person most nearly
concerned, was the most eager of all
to proclaim that it had been an ‘acci-
dent. * He would have admiited or pro-
claimed' almost anything in his keenness
to demonstrate that he was not & master
whosa nose haili béen punched.

Bunter having taken the risk of own-
ing up in such a2 manly way was par-
doned. That reward was felt to be due
to his manliness.

Theré was another reward cqually
gratifying to Bunter—a handsome and
extensive spread in No. 1 Btudy in the
Remove.. Judtice having been done all
round,” Bunter did justice to the spread

Horace 'Coker's troubles in the Fifth
Form were not perhaps ovar. Suctonius
and- other ‘matters presented the same
ald. difficulties to Coker's powerful
brain., Prout never gomechow scomoed
to bLe szatisfied with his construe. And
even’ in simple matiers of spelling he
continued to find fault with Coker.

But. 1f Toker sometimes in the games

ngs study made bitter and sarcastic remarks

about- Prout, he never, never again
uttored  a threat to punch Prout. IHa
still” talked too much. Being Coker he
could -npt help that. DBut cven Coker
had learncd a legson, and he dismiszed
froni” Hig mind” for ever tho moero possi-
bility of punching Prout. Never again,
so far.as Horace Uoker was concerned,
was Gireviviars likely to be apitated by
the ;ﬂuﬂling guestion, * Who Purnched
Prout?"
THE EXD.

[(There will be another topping long
story of Huarry Wharten & Co. in next
wec ke :'ﬂAGHET_, chums, entitled r "THE
FORM MASTERS FREUD!™ You can
anly moke sure of reading i by ordering
wour MaGNET wcll in advance.)

The boy Jem was as good as his

ward.

On the following day Jem told Roger
how One-Eye had dwcovered that bho
was gone, One-Eye, suspicious against
pll Wis pirate crew, had endeavoured,
unsuccessfully, to find out how Roger
had so mysteriously vanished. Heihad
bethought him that ons of his inen
anxious to learn the hiding-place of
the chart, had - freed Roger, learned
from him the secret, and had then dis-
patched him and thrown his body. to
the sharks,

Thus was suspicion sown in the heart
of the crafty OneEye, and Roger
chuckled as he thought of the surpriso
that would one dny be the pirate’s lot
when he discovered that Roger was alive
and well. <

Days passed, and Roger remained
like a rat, skulking in the bilgea of the
ship by day, and seeking a reg.th of
air by night, when the pirate ship waa
wrapped in silence. "T'was Jem who
told ﬁim when 1t was safe to crzep u
to the deck and drink deep of the fres
air, and as night followed night Roger
erept silently and lay on deck, hardly
daring to breathe lest he betrayed his
prespnce. :

But as days passed and he was still
undiscovered, Roger became more
daring, until one night, as he lay by
thé "bulwarks, disaster o’ertook him!

He had dozed off, lulled by the gentle
rocking of. the. barquo a3 it scudded
through. pleasant seas, and he had not
marked .the approach of footsteps. Ho
awoke siddonly to a realisation of his
position as feet struek him, and a man
stumbled over him and rapped out an
gath.

The next moment Roger found him-
self seized by the shoulder and dragged
ont of the shadow, so thnt the light
of the moon played on hiz {ace.

“The lad wa thought had gene!™
eried the man who had: discovered him.
“Bink me, but- itia het Hil The
watch ! Come quick I

Roger's hearl sank. within him, and
he sought desperatoly to'"eschine the
grip of Lop-Ear—for “twas he who held
him! = But, the-grip wasione of iren,
and Ropger could not tear himself frea
from 1if.

(W hpd Lerrile fale i in slore jor
Roger Bartleit now that_he fas falien
inte the; hands .of the. pirates ‘again?
Next week's tnslalment af this gripping
dele af the. Spantsl Main il Eeep wou
thrilled from "Deqginning {o end.. See
that you read i, chuma.)
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n

CHRISTMAS COLLECTION of 100 SPLENDID STAMPS (Catalogued alone at least 8/8), POCEET CASE FOR DUPLICATES, ACCURATE
FERFORATION MEASURER. ASSORTMENT - QF ":JHTRTAL EXVELOPES, and PACKRT OF PEERLESS MOUNTSE: A Postcard will do,
but 2d, secures a i__*IHIE,-Mﬁ.gHIEYlHﬁ GLAES IN METAL CA3K. " Ask for Aprrovals,

P PROMPTXNES

BANCROFT FOR GIFT3! © FOR VALUE!L

11 . Colonial Coliectors ‘get parcel next mail —V¥IGTOR "BANCROFT, - MATLOCK, ENGLAND.

SUPER CINEMA FILMS !5 fre. Exchuage. Samplo-

Bive .0F 10O 11
MACHINES 12/8 th ‘B12. — ASSOCTATED

Foel Il
Eerulcy Road, Tutt:u.:ht_mm.-*

1 A Bd.
FrLMs, 34, [

CIGARETTE PICTURES. %m¢

e g, Foaei g aee
JACONS, 1, Wednore Works, Wedmore Street, Holloway Rd., London, X.19.

BE TALL !

Send 1id.

" Your Height Increased in 14 days, Goaranteed,
gtamp for amazin
| L.STEBBING (Dept. A),167, Hioh Strest, LOWESTOFT

Ly
LH

Free - Ronk. l

Porticn  for PO, 3/9.
T ATTAR

T L Ha
Tu!tlsn, Richmond and Lobdon Bchools Daily.

fy DON'T BE BULLIED

Bend Four Ponny Stampa for TWO SPLENDID LESSONH
ia JETJITAE and Hapdsomas Phots Plata of JapOhampone,
. The Wonderful Japanéss Jelf-Defonca _whlhout weanang,
Toke cars of roirsel! ooder ALL

cireumetancesd; fcAr Ro

MONSTER 1llustrated

HSEND NOW to

i hept. A.F.), 10, Quosnaway
nworth, Foltham, Middlosex. Pract

man. + You can have

300 STAMPS FOR 6

{Abroad 17-], including Alrpost, Tar.
bados, Qid Indie, Nigerin, New Booth

CUT THIS OUT

“ MAGNET.» PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Send B of thest couponsy ¥ith: only 2/9 (and 24. stamp] direet’ to the
FLEET PE&' CO., 116, Plect Street, B.C.4. By rolurn sou will
receive & hondsome lever self-dlling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with
toild geld nib (Gne, medimp, .or broad), -usually 1076, Fleet Price &).,

or with & coupons only 2/8. Deé Lixe Model E.F*‘e:.tﬂ.._ :

-..h-..—'ﬂ-—'-‘*l =T - _'-'.J.ll..l' _;'.l'.r;." L L
s 3‘} LWL L RGPl o

HN

Woles, Gold Coast, sle.~W. A, WHITE, Englve Lase, LYE, Stourbridgs.
BEgny SeSs
All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver.

tisement Mahager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringden St,; London, E.C.4,
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