Be introduced to Coker’s Aunt wis Number.
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“Horace!” she shrieked. Coker groaned. “My only hat!
its Aunt Judy!”
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A Splendid, Long, Complete
School Tale of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.

at Greyfriars.
— BY ——

FRANK RICHARDS.

B B S e

!

O

‘‘Coker's coming!” fag put his head in
at the door of No. 1 Rtudy in the Remove,
shouted out that warning, and vanished.

.
v

THE FIRST CHAPTER. saw {hiat the warning had not been an empty one. Coler
Coker Wants VYengeance. and Hobson of the Shell had just entered the Remove
v 4 OKER'S coming !" passage l'rqm the end towards the stairs.
C A fag put his head in at the door of No. 1 Study Harry Wharton laughed a little. .
in the ﬁemovo. shouted out that warning, and (ratty’s warning had been very good-natured, and might
vanished. he useful; but Wharton was not at all afraid of the Shell
Harry Wharton locked up from the footer he was re-  fellows. But he was on his guard. He looked back quickly
pairing, only in time to catch a glimpse of legs vanishing  info the study. o S
past the doorway. Back up, you chaps! It's trouble! )
“My hat!" ejaculated Wharton. Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came
He ran to the door. Footsteps were dying away up the  quickly towards him. The three juniors stood in the door.

age, and he caught a glimpse of Gatty of the Second. way, and watched the Shell fellows. Coker and Hobson
g‘?:ngi?e glanced dogn lhagpan.?nge towards the stairs, and  caught sight of them, and grinned. Thay wore evidently
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satisficd at seeing that the chums of the Lower Fourth were
at home, and that their visit was not in vain,

‘** Better lock the door,” suggested Nugent.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur nodded assent.

* The lockfulness is terrific I’ he remarked.

Harry Wharton shock his head decidedly. .

“Let 'em all come,” he replied. * We're net afraid of
the Shell. Besides, they would wait ouiside for us, and they
know we wouldn't spend a half-lioliday in the .-!ru(iy to keep
out of their way."”

“ Yes, that's so0."”

* Tho so-fulness is terrific!" assented Hurree Singh.

“Wo'll give them all the trouble they want, too,” said
ITarry Wharton. “ They're big chaps, but there are three
of us. And they won't take us by surprise. Let "em come.”

Coker and Hobson were coming.

“ Hallo, Coker!" said Nugent, in a casual way, as the
burly Shell fellow came up. *Have you got your remove
into the Fifth yet.”

Coker flushed red, and_Hobson (frinncd. That was a very
sorc point with Coker. "It seemed as if he would never get
his remove. At exams. Coker was helpless and hopeless, and
the most judicious shoving on from his Form-master could
not get him that much-desi remove. The spectacle of a
chap in a tail-coat still in the Shell, among the juniors,
ﬂlfordedu‘relt delight to the Lower Forms, and whenever
Coker cuffed a fag, that fag was certain to rotort with a
question about the.time when Coker expected to get his
remove, till Coker was sick of the subject. And the more
lie flew out into tempers on the subject, the more he was
chipped about it; and even Hobson, his special chum, was
sometimes facetious about it, which led to strained relations
in Coker’s study.

Coker glared at the Removites.

“I'm jolly glad to find you in,” he said. ‘I saw that
checky “T scuttling upstairs, and I know he came to warn
you to belt.”

‘“ Well, wo've not bolted,” smiled Harry Wharton.
‘“ Even the door's not bolted, you see.”

“Ha, hs, ha!" =

“ The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific !" .
ive you :ometh'm‘l to grin about,” said Coker.
ere, ‘one of you cl aps put a picture up on the
notice-hoard—a picturc of me."” .

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent. “ Was it a picture of a
chap in a grey beard with the inscription: *8till in the
Bhell?” "

“Yes, it was,” said Coker unﬁrily. o

“Then I'm your man!" said Nugent. “It's the artistio
temperament, you know. I ¢an't help doing these things.”

Coker clenched his fists.

“I'll jolly well teach you not to do it,"” he exclaimed.
**Come on, Hobby !” .

*“ All serene,” said Hobson, pushing back his cuffs, pre-
plrﬁory to backing up his chief.

“ Master Coker! Master Coker !”

Coket paused as he was rushing forward, and looked
round angrily. Trotter, the Greyfriars page, came up with
a telegram in his hand.

‘“ Master Coker! Telegram for you, sir. I've been
'unting for you heverywhere,” said Trotter.

*“Oh, blow the telegram !" snapped Coker.

‘* Better open it,"” advised Hobson. ‘‘I've heapd of people
telegraphing money. You never know."”

“Oh, all right!’

Coker took the telegram.

The three chums of the Remove still stood in the door of
the study, waiting. Nugent grinned as a thought came into
his mind, and he stepped back into the study, and took a
hand broom from the cupboard. It was a very ancient hand
broom, and had seen service in No. 1 Study. It was about
to sec more.

Nugent A)oured water over the worn head of it from the
kettle, and then thrust it up the chimney. A shower of
soot came down, and sparkled and fizzed in the fire. The
head of the broom, when Nugent withdrew it, was thick
with soot. The junior chuckled softly, and stepped back
towards the door, holding the broom behind him.

Meanwhile, Coker had retired a few paces and opened the
telegram,

He gave a snort as he read the message,

“My hat, this js rotten!"

“ Not bad news%” asked Hobhson.

Coker grunted.

“It's my Aunt Judith,"

i nh !"

“She's coming down to Greyfriars this afternoon,” said
Coker. “ Seems to have sent this wire from the station.
That's just like Aunt Judy; she makes up her mind to do
things all of a sudden, and never gives a fellow a chance.

THe MaaNer LiBrary.—No. 145.

1f I'd had enough notice she was coming, I could !'u‘ave gone
out for a spin for the afternoon. I call it rotten.

**So it is,” said Hobson sympathetically. . ,

‘“‘May be here any minute, I suppose,” said Coker.
‘‘They've been a long time bnEgmg:me this wire.”

" 'auing for: you heverywherc, Master Coker,”
Trotter.

**Well, get out; there's no answer.”

And Trotter departed, with a sniff. He had expected at
least sixpence after hunting for Master Coker everywhere.
But, as a matter of fact, ker was not in a position,
financizally, to Frmnt him with a sixth part of that sum,
Coker was in that pleasant situation known as * stony.”

“I suppose you'll have to see the old girl,” said Hobson.

“1 suppose so. If I try to get ont I shall run into her
in the Clase, as sure as a gun!” said Coker. * 8till, there’s
timo to lick theso cheeky fags.”

“ All serene; I'm ready.”

Coker thrust the telegram into his pocket.

Then the two Shell fellows advanced again. They looked
very formidable antagonists for the Remove lads. The
latter were sturdy and strong fellows for their age, but the
Shell was two Forms above the Remove, and the difference
in age and weight was, of course, great. In addition to
that, Coker was old enough, and more than hig enough, to
have passed into the Fifth long before, and, as a matter of
fact, Coker had more than once licked fellows in the Fifth
in fistical encounters. But the chums of the Remove did
not flinch. They werc used to rows in the Remove passage,
for the Remove was a most unruly Form, and always rowmz
with others or among themselves, and Harry Wharton
Co. were not afraid of a few hard knocks. Coker and
Hobson had chosen the time well, however; for it was a
fine half-holiday, and the other studies were deserted ; there
was no help at i\ln_d for Harry Wharton & Co.

“Now then,” said Coker, in his most truculent tone,
“ you're going to have a licking all round. You can either
take it quietly, or not, as you choose—'"

““We'll choose not, pleese,” said Wharton blandly.

“If you make a fow you'll get it worse, that’s all.”

“We don’t mind.”

“ Oh, all right] 'Go for "em, Hobby !

And the two Bhell fellows rushed in at the doorway of
No. 1 Study with brandished fists, and then there were
ructions.

said

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Kicked Out!

“49 ACK u¥, you fellows!"

“The backupfulness is terrific!"

“ Give "em socks!” gasped Coker.

The three i:mon were driven back into the stud;
by the rush of the Shell follows. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was swept off his feet by a drive from Hobeon, and crashed
against the table, knocking it flying into the fender. There
was a crash of ks and paper, and inkpot and pens.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Coker. *“Groo! Yooh! Grooh!"”
His roar of laughter ended thus unintentionally as Nugent
?-hipped the sooty broom forward, and jammed it into his

ace.
“Groo!" nPed Coker. ‘"Hoo! Yoch! Grooh!”
al”

‘“ Ha, ha, elled Nugent.

Coker suggere(f back.

His mouth and e'y;os and nose wers crammed with soot,
and he was blinking and eniffing and gasping and
spluttering.

“Oh! ?)h! Y-you young bib-bib-beast! Gerroogh !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Nugent advanced upon the unfortunate Shell fellow,
dabbing With the broom. Coker hit out wildly, and barked
his knuckles on the broom, and yelled again. Nugent drove
him to the doorway with dab after dab.

Meanwhile, Hobson was sparring with Wharton. Much
bigger as the Shell fellow was, Wharton held his ground
wef. Hg was a splendid boxer, and in first-class condition.

Hobson, to his surprise, found that he had met something
like his match. .

Coker retreated blindly out of the study, knuckling his
smarting eyes to get the soot out. Hobson was prancing
round Harry Wharton, getting harder knocks than he gave
all the time.

As Coker backed away blindly down the passage to escape
the lunging sooty broom, Frank turned his attention to
Hobson.

Hcbson saw him coming, end backed away.

Unfortunately for him, Frank Nugent was between him
and the door, and he could not back out that way.

He backed into a corner.

“ Look here,” he roared, * you keep off ! Keep that thing
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Alonzo stood In the way with his hands uplifted, evidently determined to play the role of peacemaker. *Out ‘
of the way, Toddy! " shouted the chums of the Remove, as they charged down upon Coker and Hobson. (See page 3.) |

away! I'll smash you if you bring that thing near me!
Yarooh! Yaoohoop!" )

The broom was dabbing on his face.

He made a wild clutch at it, and it dabbed under his chin,
and then on his head. Then he made a break for the door.
The sooty broom trailed along his ear as he fled.

He dashed into the passage and escaped; and the chums of
the Remove, crowding in the doorway, sent a roar of laughter
after him.

Hobson joined Coker in the passage.

Coker's eyes were streaming and smarting, and he was
still knuckling them furiously. Hobson rubbed his face with
a handkerchief and snorted. He reduced the handkerchisf
to a state of African blackness, but worked no great improve-
ment in the state of his face.

*“Oh!" groaned Coker. * Oh!"

“ @Groo!"” mumbled Hobson.

““ Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

“You young rotters! I'll—I'll—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Here, we can't hiave 8hell bounders swanking about o:r
passage!"” exclaimed Harry Wharton. * We've had to drop
on Coker for that before now. Let's clear them out!"”

“ Yes, rather!”

* The ratherfulness is terrific.”

* Back up. Remove!" shouted Harry Wharton, calling
along the passage for recruits, in case any of the fellows
should be in their studies; for Coker and Hobson were
furious, and preparing for a desperate struggle.

Tue MaigNET LisrarY.—No. 145.

NEXT

WEEK:

“THE LEADER OF THE NEW SCHOOL.”

Two heads were put out of study doors. One belonged to
Billy Bunter, in the last study in the passage. Seeing that
nothiAg more Promiuing than a row was in progress, Billy
Bunter promptly withdrew his head and closed the door. The
other head belonged to Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Grey-
friars. Alonzo might be clumsy, and he might be unlucky,
but he had heaps of pluck. He ran along the passage ot
once to help.

“ Good old Toddy !"" exclaimed Wharton. ** Back up!"

* My dear Wharton, I trust there is not a serious quarrel

“Not a bit of it!" said Wharton cheerfully. ' Wa're
only going to chuck these Shell bounders downstairs.'

""('mue and do it, you cheeky young beggars!"
Coker.

Alonzo blinked at them.

* It would save trouble if you were to retire peaceabl..
Coker!"” he exclaimed. *' You gre certainly trespassing heiw,
and encroaching upon the rights of others. My Uncle Hen
jamin always told me that it was very wrong to encroach
upon the rights of others. I consider—"

Oh, ring off !'

*“ My dear Coker, you are personal. My Uncle Bonjamin

r-n.rv-._t]mt personalities are the result of a very bad training

roarcod

*(‘ome on'" shouted Wharton.

* My dear Wharton e

Alonzo stood in the way, with his hands uplifted, ovident!s
determined to play the role of the peacemaker.

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

at Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARD
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“ Out of the way, Toddy!"

** But, my dear— Oh1" .

The chums were charging, and Alonzo, being unfortunately
in the way, went spinning along the wall, and fell in a heap.
Then the threo Removites crashed into the Shell fellows.

Coker and Hobson hit out blindly.

There was hard hitting on both sides, and Nugent's sooty
broom came into active play once more, and it did moie
execution than the fists of the juniors.

Alonzo sat up, gasping. Even Alonzo realised now that
peaceful words were superfluous, and he pushed back his
cuffs and rushed into the fray. .

He delivered a terrific swipe at Coker, which unfortunately
missed Coler and caught Nugent on the side of the head.

Frank velled, as he wont reeling,

“Oh! Ow!

Alonzo gasped.

** My dear Nugent, I'm so sorry——"'

“* Oh, you frabjous ass—"

*“I'm sorry— Yoh!"

Coker's fista crashed on Alonzo's chest, and levclled him
with the linoleum. Nugent came up to the scratch again
ﬂ:llantly. and two or three more Removites, Bulstrode and

azeldene and Linley came on the scene, attracted by tho
noise—und a combined rush of the juniors swept Coker and
Hobson to the btlllirl.

Hobson went rolling down.

Coker q]unr to_the banisters with one hand, and punched
away furiously with the other, and the juniors setiled upon
him like a swarm of bees.

Coker was dragged off the banisters und rolled bodily down
the stairs, and all sorts of things rolled out of his pockets as
Coker rolled.

He was quito broathless and bewildered by the time ho
reached the lower hall, and had hardly a gasp left in him,

Harry Wharton looked round quickly.

It was usually far from safe tothvo a row just there, with
the masters’ studics so near at hand; but no master had
appeared on the scene. It was -evident that the fineness of
the afternoon had tempted them all out of doors. There was
no interruption from the upper powers to be.feared.

* Chuck them out of the ITouse "’ shouted Wharton. ‘* Roll
'em into the Close !"

** Hurrah "

* The hurrahfulpess is terrific!”

' Go it, Remove!"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

There was hardly a struggle left in Hobson or Coker. They
were breathless and *“ done,”” The juniors rolled them across
the hall to the wide-open portal. Outside they went rolling,
and the soot from them left black trails on the white stone.

** Down the steps!" roared Nugent.

** Hurrah !

And Coker and Hobson rolled down the steps into the
sunny Close. There they landed on the ground, and sat up,
torn and sooty and dishevelled and gasping. The Rewmovites
crowded the steps and the doorway, gasping, too, and laugh-
ing with what breath they had left.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!'"’

* My hat!” ejuculated Nugent suddeoly. ‘* Look there!”

In the excitement of the struggle neither the Shell fellows
nor the Removites had observed that a cab had driven in at
tho gates. They did not observe, sill this moment, that an
old lady in & remarkable bonnet had alighted, and was gazing
at the scene in astonishment and horror, ’

** Phew !"" said Wharton.

* My word! It's Coker's aunt, as sure as a gun!”

* Coker's aunt! Great Scott!"

Coker of the Shell heard the words, and blinked round

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!
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Addrees: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
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sootily in the direction of the old lady. He gasped and
gasped.

My hat!"”

The new-comer came up with horror-stricken countenance.
?he gazed with wide eyes at the Shell fellows sitting at her
eet.

‘ Horace !”" she shrieked.

(oker groaned.

* My onfy hat! Aunt Judy ("

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker's Aunt!

UNT JUDY stared in blank horror at her beloved
nephew for a moment more, and then she grasped her
umbrella in a businesslike manner. Her hostile inten-
tions were evident, and the Removites hastily crowded

tack. Coker jumped up like a jack-in-the-box. Hobson
groaned, and sat where he was.

* Aunt Judy!”

* My darling Horace! You have been assaulted!”

[T 0!‘. no—ll

* 1 will punish these young ruffians—""

** My hat!” gasped Harry Wharton. ‘' Beat a retreat—
quick ! I don’t like the look of that gamp!"

* The gampfulness is terrific!"

Coker caught his aunt by the arm, just in time to stop her
charging up the lteﬂl.

* It's—it's all right, aunt!” he gasped, with an unhappy
g'once at the juniors. ** This is only a game!"”

** Horace !"

“ You see, it's a half-holiday to-day,” said Coker, ‘ and—
and 1 got so excited at the prospect of your coming, that I—I
started this game!"" ~

* That's it,"” said Hobson, dragging himself so far as to sit
en the lowest stﬁ:_ ‘It's all serene!”

* My darling Horace—""

“It’s all right, aunt!” persisted Horace.
call this game—— Hang it, you ass!"" he whispered fiercely to
Hobson, “ What do we call it?"”

* * King of the Castle,” ' saidd Hobson.

“ Of course!” said Coker. ** You see, we call this gamo
*King of the Castle,” auntie. Those chaps there have to
keep the top of the steps, you see, and we—we lave to be
rolled down, you know. It's a splendid game!”

iy Brinqs your muscle up,” said Hobson.

‘“ That's at,"”" said Coker, with a grateful look at his chu:n.
* It’s specially intended to bring a chap's muscle up, vou
know, auntie. The Head specially recommends it 1 the
case of weak and nervous boys."”

** My only hat!” murmured Harry Wharton. * If Coker's
aunt believes that——"

* Of course, she believes hor darling Horace!" said Bul-
strode.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

** The darlingfulness of the esteemed Horace is terrific.
And the beloved and venerable aunt believes him fulfully I

** Looks like it."”

Tt certainly did look liko it. The Removites looked on at
the scene with great interest. Coker's aunt was evidently %

reat admiver of Coker, and nothing that Horace did could
e wrong in her eyes.

Her faco cleared as he gave his explanation.

“ Very well, Horace,” she said. *I really thought you
were fighting at first!”

* Oh, aynt!”

“1 really did!"

“ Fighting!"" exclaimed llorace, “My dcar
Aunt Judy!"” o

1 am=orry I did you injustice, Horace !"" said Miss Coker.
* But your dear father was a very pugnacious man—very
pugnacious. 1 remember once when he fought with a
Jdreadful grocer’s boy, when we were both quite young, and
-pilt all his eggs upon the ground. I remember it perfectly,
l<catise eggs were so dear at that time, and he had a black
exfudsver, wiek wfitarsntgs e rdahe winkwerid; 1 Wad vy
careful to take no notice of him."”

Whether it was the dreadful grocer’s boy, or dear Horace's
papa_who had the black eye, and which of them was repri-
manded by his employer, and which it was saw which pass
and took no notice of him, was not quite clear from Miss
(‘oker’s statement, nor did Horace seem inclined to inquire
for more exact particulars.

*T should advise you to play some less rough and dirty
came,” said Miss Coker. ** You are in a most dreadful stata,
Horace.” .

*“ Am I. auntie?”

* Yes. You must run away aud change your clothes at

“You sce, we

P
in horror.
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onoe, Horace, and wash yourself, and mind you part your
hair in the middle in the way that makes you look so sweet.
You will have to see the Head with me."”

Coker gave the grinning Removites a furious look with
one side of his face, koeping an affectionate grin on the other
side for Miss Coker's benefit—an effort which brought about
an almost alarming distortion of his features.

“Yes, aunt,” ho said meekly.

“Run away, then, Horace, and mind you do no:urlny
these rough games any more. When you are in n of
excitement, I should recommend guessing charades, or play-
ing a round game for hazel-nuts, which will amuse you
without spoiling your clothes.”

Coker gupe(f The Removites tried not to laugh, out of
politcnoss towards Miss Coker. But the idca of Coker, tho
terror of the Shell, playing a round game for nuts was too

much. The juniors ge away with all kinds of
mysterious chuckling sounds proceeding from them.
iss Coker mn:%ed the steps of the Head's house, and

was admitted there, and disappeared.

Coker and Hobson looked at one another.

“ Well, this is luck I”’ said Coker lugubriously.

“I'll smash those Remove bounders,’” growled Hobson.

“Oh, never mind them!” growlod Coker. *I'm thinking
about my Aunt Judy. She's a jolly old girl to swallow
things like that, but—"'

“Oh, blow your Aunt Judy!"

% Bhe's come down for tho afternoon,” groaned Coker. ‘I
shall have to show her over the school, and introduce her
to“the fel'l.?ws."

“Bho's awfully decent to me, and I'm very fond of her,”
said Coker. .

““Yes, you look it."” . .

““ Well, a chap can be fond of his aunt without wanting her
to come to his school, I suppose,” said Coker argumncnta-

Hobson grimned.

“ Yes, I s'pose so. Does she always carry that umbrella 1"

1 believe so?” . ;

% Been in the family, I suppose, ever since the Flood?™

“Oh, rats!”

“And that bonnet,”” said Hobson. * My cyes—that
bonnet! I believe it belongs to the Early English style.”

‘‘She’s always worn it,”" said Coker.

“JIt looks as if she has,’" amsented Hobson, who was very
much disturbed and damaged by the tussle with the juniors,
and was taking it out of his fricnd, in a way one's chuma
somctimes have. *‘Must have been dug up in Nineveh, I
suppose, in the first place.” .

*Oh, let my aunt's bonnet alonc,” said Coker.

“My dear chap, I wouldn't touch it with a barge-pole. I
suppose she got her set of fcaturcs at the samc cstablish-
ment—""

““Never mind her featurcs.”

* And hor voice—""

“Oh, shut up!"

Coker went up the steps.  He didn't want to quarrel with
Hobson just then; he felt that he needed a friend to stand
by him in catertsining his aunt. Now, Aunt Judy cvrlnmlr
was, from a nchoolbocr‘l point of view, a terror. Her old-
fashioned costume and carly Victorian bonnet, her corpulent
umbrella, her cotton gloves, and her cndearing expressions
towards her nephew, made (‘oker simply wriggle, and made
him turn cold at the thought of walking her about among
the fellows. i

It was at such a time that he needed a true chum to stand
by him through thick and thin, Coker felt. And a horrid
suspicion was rising with him that Hobson was picking a
row in order to fall out with him, and escape Aunt Judy for
the afternoon—which it is probable was preciscly what
Hobson was doing.

Hobson followed (‘oker slowly in.

“T say, Coker, I'm sorry about shoving you out in that
state to sce your aunt,” said Harry Wharton, in his frank
way. “Of course, we had no idea—""

Coker grinned.

"U.I." it's all right, Wharton! I'll lick you for it another

time.

Iarry Wharton laughed.

“Always ready,” he replied. “We'll give you a warm
time whenever you care to come to the Remove pnasage.””

“The warmfulness of the time will be terrific.”

Coker and LHobson went in.  They headed for the dormitory
to clean off the soot, and change their decidedly  dirty
collars. 1lobson was growling discoptentedly all the time.

“ Don't forget to part your hair in the middle, in the way
that makes you look so sweet, Cokey,” he remarked sarcastic-
ally, when they had finished their ablutions.

(‘oker flushed red.

“ Look here, Hobby, you just shut up!" he excluimed.

* Lats ™

“1f you want a thick car, you've only got to ask for it,”
roared Coker.

Iobson sniffed.
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““More rats!"

*“ Look here—"

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

That was enough for Coker; or, rather, too much. His
feclings had been already sorely tried. He rushed at Hobson
and smote him. Hobson retorted in kind, and they closed
in an cmbrace that was not affcctionate, and pranced round
the dormitory, punching at cach other wildly.

The door opened and Trotter put his head in.

*“ Master Coker wanted in the 'Ead's study.”

“Oh!" gasped Coker.

T!:eg parted, glaring at cach other. Coker put his tio
straight, and left the dormitory. Hobson followed suit; but
he did not wait for Coker to come out from his interview
with tho Head. He went to the bicycle-shed and took out
his machine, and in two minutes was pedalling contentedly
along the Friardale Road. Ho had failed his chum in the
hour of need; but he had escaped Aunt Judy.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
About Horace.

R. LOCKE, the respected Head of Greylfriars, sat in his
study, with a far from happy expression upon his
face. Dr. Locke had been cnjoying his half-holidny.
With a bright fire blazing in his study, and the opcn

window giving a wide viow upon tho trees in tho Close, and
with the voices of the boys noundl:lg cheerfully in the
distance from the footer ficld, the Head had becn very
comfy. Thero wcere papers upon his writing-table, papers
in r:sntorious charaoters, which, deciphered, would have been
found to be anmontl of the great Grock tragic poot; it
being Dr. Locke's custom to beguile his leisure moments by
preparing  his now cdition of ‘‘ Eschylus"—a now cdition
which was intended to make some scnsation among at lcast
nine or ten old gentloman in quiot cloisters at Oxford.
?p&)n the doctor, so plcasantly doscended Aunt
udy.

As » matter of fact, Aunt Judy's coming was mot un-
expected: but, deep in the fascinating work of the editor,
Dr. Locke had forgotten all about Coker's sunt. The
“8oven Against Thebes” were of more interest to him at
that moment than Horaco C'oker or even Miss Judith Coker.
When Miss Coker was announced, the Head looked up
absently from * JEschylus,” and passed his hand over his
brow, apd thon he rose in his old-fashioned, courtcous way,
with his old-fashioned, courtcous bow. .

“My dear Miss Coker,” he cxclaimed, * pray sit down!
Iow very kind of you to come so far!"

‘‘Not at all, doctor,” said Miss Coker.
anxious about Iorace.”

“Dear me,"” said Dr. Locko, who, still deep in classical
reflections, and not yet quite awnkened to the outside workl,
as it were, imagined for the moment that Miss Coker alluded
to llorace of the Satires, our old friend Q. Horatius
Flnccus. * Dear ine, Miss Coker, I had no idéa that you
touk &0 deep an interest in such subjects !’

Miss Coker stared, as well she might.

“ Really, doctor —-"'

“Put [ am delighted,” said the [Head, with a pleased smiis
—* [ am delighted to see any lady take so deep an interest
in matters of this sort.'”

It is quite natural, [ suppose,” said Miss Coker, puzzied,
“ihat | should take an interest in Horace.”

The doctor nodded.

“(iuih' natural,” he assented—* quite natural, and very
delightful. May I ask which of his works you prefer?”

“ Really, doctor—- -

“You are, doubtless, devoting your attention to  himn
capecially just now,” the Head suggested. * That is what
vou mean by maying that you have snxicty on the subject.’
“ Y, yes, that s quite right.”

“ Very ool. 1 was not aware that you were a Latin
student, Miss Coker”

Miss Coker starcd.

“ Neither am I, doctor,”

Then the doclor stared.

“You—you are not --

“(ertainly not.”

“Then—then, way | ask, what is your interest in an authos
vho writes in that tongue 7™ asked the perplexed icad.

“What! Horace docs not write in Latin.'

The Head smiled

I nsasure you that he docs, Miss Coker."

“Dear me! How very clever of him!" said Miss Coker.
The MHead coughed.

“I amn very

-

“Coertainly he was o great writer,” he remarked. 1t
)
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a person is naturally expected to be able to write in his own
language.”

‘“Dear me,"” said Miss Coker. “1 do not quite under-
rtand you. I suppose you mcan that Horace writes in Latin
for_his class-work—hexameters and things.”

The Head rubbed his chip.

» ‘* He has never written to me in Latin,” said Miss Coker.

But I havo no doubt that the dear, clever boy could if he
“'1:‘..hcd, or in Greek, ecither, for that matter.”

“ Bless my soul !”" said the Head.

) r.l-\rt:d. i c‘.d'utif Horace is so ?dunccd as you ‘:‘uy. I reall!y
do not see any uate reason for not passing him into the
l'_ufrth Form,” uidc?uiu Coker. ’ .
. '“Horace—in the Fifth Form!" gasped Dr. Locke, think-
ing for a_moment that Miss Coker was insane,
Shel?t'!’rtunly. I am sure he has been long cnough in the

Then the facts dawned upon Dr. Locke. He had quite
forgotten that Mies Coker's nephew’s Christian name wus
Horace. Miss Coker, naturally, did not think it possible for
lnip:rbody"to orget an important thing like that.

Ah 1" gasped the Head. * You are speaking of—of your
ncephew.”

! Certainly. Whom did you imagine I was speaking of 7"
asked Miss Ccker, in great astonishment, '

E'he Head coloured Erliule. - i

my soul! A mistake on my part; it is of no con-
requence, ou—you came, of course, to see me about your
nephew. I think acquainted me with that circumstance
in your letter,” said the Head.

: Yes. I am anxious about Horace.”

‘' Ah, yes, Horace Coker, certainly !

* The dear, clever boy has been 80 long in a lower Form,”
raid Miss Coker. ‘It is preying on his mind, and kecping
him from attending to his studics as he desires. You may
have probably noticed that he is a very keen studcnt.”

Dr. Locke coughed.

He had notl'ced, and the master of the Shell had noticed,
ﬂx.nt Horace Coker was one of the veriest slackers that had
ever slacked at Greyfriars. But naturally he did not feel
inclined to tell Miss Judith Coker so. The good lady was
cvidently & great belicver in her nenhew, and placed the
greatest trust in the explanations he gave, every vacation, to
account for his position in the achool.

! Dear Horace would go ahead likoe—likc a steam-engine,”
said Misa Co!m_r. after pausing a moment to think of a su:t-
able simile, *“if ho had proper cncouragement. He would
have proper encouragement if he had a place to kéep up.
That placo is in tho next Form above the Shell—I think
the Form he is in at prosent is called the Shell.”

- E!mly !'I

“He is growing so big a boy, that he is chaffed— ink
he called it chaffed, or chippm{ or somcthing of thl;[ qﬂ‘rﬁb
about being in the Shell so long. Dr. Locke, I want to
appeal to you to give Horace a chance, without waiting for
the examinations. I know you sometimes pass a boy into
a !nxhu;o Forrr—'"

J y who shows exceptional cle ‘t his
remove earlier,” said the Hclld. o hut—v:r‘um AT X0 b

‘Hin Coker beamed.

* Yes, that is exactly Horace's case. I am sure tho dear
boy is exceptionally clever. His Uncle James said that he
was the most brilliant Latinist he had cver spoken to. 1
r(:membor the incident perfectly, for it was on the day that
Uncle James had an cxceuation in the house, and came to us
to borr9w seventy pounds. You have surcly noticed, Doctor.
Horace’s exceptional cleverness. You spoke just now yoursc'f
of his writing in Latin. I am sure it is very clever to be ahle
to write in Latin, or—or in Dutch,” added Miss Coker, with a
f:i::l:: :l: t}éo pakpﬂi'll I:tf.':rodran tlﬁ lc-llel‘d'l; de:}nlk—nppnn»mly
i @ Greek characters for a kind o .

Dr. Locke checked a smile, e

"I have alrcady becn thinking about Coker,” he said. *1
have consulted with the faster of the Shell, and with Mr.
Prout of the Fl"h; and we think it may be possiblo to give
Coker his remove.’

** Oh, how kind of you, doctor!"

"‘Not at all. It is vather absurd, as you say, that a youtl
Fx} (Aoke.r s age and size should be in the Shell, among lads of

teen.’ '

It is due to over-study,” sighed Miss Coker. ** Dear
Horace lias often told me how it is. 1le studics so hard as to
overtax his brain, and then he finds his mind quite a blank on
the day of an cxamination.”

The Head coughed.

* As a matter of fact,” said Miss Coker, with a beaming
amile, ** T have no doubt that Iorace is really fitted to take his
;-I::p in the 8Bixth Form, if he had a chance to do himscIf real
ustice,

** Ahem!" said the Hcad.

** Buppose you send for Horace now,” suggested Miss Coker.
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“ Very well."

The lfvnd touched the bell, and Trotter was sent for Coker.

“The dear boy!" said Miss Coker. * He was playing s
very rough Famo when I arrived, and was quite covered over
with soot. It is a game called * King of the Castle.’ 1 dare
say it is one of the favourite games here, doctor—but the soot
muet be very detrimental to tho boys’ clothing.”

The Heed was saved from the necessity of replying by the
arrival of Coker,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Lucky for Coker,

OKER came to the Head's study with sonfe misgivings.
He had had to explain at home how it was that he never
passed up in the school, and he had related all sorts of
cxplanations on the eubject—chiefly attributing his

Rermnﬂont position in the Bhell to tho effects of over-study.

fiss Coker's promise to use ber imfluence with the Head to
get him his remove had cansed him half-relief and half-alarm.
He hoped Mies Coker would be able to do.it, but he was very
doubtful liow the Head would take an outside suggestion on
the subject. He guessed that Aunt Judith’s sudden arrival at
Greyfriars was for the purpose, and he felt vory uneasy as he
tapped at the Head's door.

r. Locke bade him enter. .

Miss Coker gave him an affectionate glance as he came in,
as who should say, * Isn't he nice?”

Coker ducked his head. i

Coker probably had some qualities. He was very big, and
very clumsy, an verﬁ obtusc, but he had the saving grace of
a sense of humour. He knew that he wasn't clever, and there
was no humbug about him as a rule on the subject. He
wanted his remove into the Fifth, not because he thought he
was on the average intellectual level of the Fifth Form, but
because it was pleasanter to be in the Fifth than in the 8hell
at his age, and he admitted it. .

His inability to i:;npplg with subjects that some of the fags
could tackle filled hin with a comical despair. But hc said,
with some justice, that it was rotten for him to have to stick
among the juniors till he was a man because he
hadn't a taste for any language but his own, and liked cricket
better than mathematics—not that he was specially good at
cricket, or football either. At the summer gamec lLie was

encrallv called ** Butterfingers™ when he ficlded, and as &
hatsman he had a late cut that would have made the angels
weep.  When Coker was batting it was quite a common thing
for the fags to say to one ancther, ' Let's go and scc Coker
stump himself.” And at footer he was irresistible in a charge,
but he was quite as likely to charge onc of his comrades o
the ball as anybody clsc, and when he passed, it wus said thut
he generally passed to an opponent. | L

His gereral incompetence wus a subject of hilavity to Coker
himsclf, as vwell as to everybody clse at Greyfriars.  He took
it seriously only on examination-days and on occasions at
home when he wes corne by affectionate relatives and asked
to «xplain why hc wasn't head of the 8ixth,

The explanations Coker gave were fearful and wonderful.
1lis mest humorous explanation was attributing hix failures to
over-study.  The idea of that appealed to Cokui's sense of
humour. e could never get through his prep. without e
<Love framn Heobson, and when he construed in the class-room
he would stunible over words that were perfectly familiar to
fugs in the Sccond Form. Coker was the despair of the
Sholl-master, who would have been glad enough to sce him
removed into the Fifth; but Mr. Prout, the muste: of the
Fifth, wus by no mcans cager to receive & pupil with Ccker's
reputation.

Dr. Locke looked long and hard at Coker.

Ho wondered whether he would be justified in giving the
densist slacker at Greyfriars a sufficicatly bard push to seud
Lim into ihe Fifth,

After all, wlrut purpose was served by keeping him in the
Shell? 8o far as his attainments went, he might as well have
been left in the Fourth Form. But a fellow in wil-coats in
the Fourth would have been ridiculous. But he was jittle less
ridiculons in the Shell, with a moustache beginniny to appear
on his upper lip. Perhaps it would be ne worse fur him to
b a fool in the Fifth than to be a fool in the Shell. Thut was
how the Head put it to himself.  Ncedless to say, he never
thought of putting it like that to Mixs Coker.

Coker dreoped his eyes.

He wondered what effect the *‘old girl,” as he mentally
styled Lis aunt, hud had on the Doctor. Te was guite in
doubt whother ie was going to get a remove into the Fifth,
or a hcking.

* Coker !"" said the Head at last.

“Yes, wir"" ]

o ¥oun- aunt is very anxious ubout you”

" oY, TLr s

* You have causcd her anxicty by your continua! failures”

ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT FOR THE CRAND XMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF “ THE GEM " LIBRARY.



“ Yes, sir.”

*Bhe is bout your future.”
(ot Eoter Theerfuly,
Horace—""

* Dr. Locke is goini[mive you your remove !”

¢ Ahem " said tho dubiously.

**Thank you, sir.”

“ Coker is really a—a difficult case,” said the Hecad. *“I
hardly know what to do with Coker. I know it must be a
m.flulpmmtmmt to his people to see him still in the

“It's rotten, sir!"” said Coker. * I—I mean, I don’t like it
myself, sir.”
© “Then you might surely have made an effort!"” said the
Head, somewhat tartly.

& ©8, sir.”

“The dear boy has made continual cfforts,” said Miss
Coker, with a fond glance at her nephew. “ I am sure that
his constitution has puffered from his efforts. I had an unclo
who worked so to pass an examination that he died of
rheumatism—at least, if it was not rheumatism it was
pneurgonia, or something of that sort, and the dootor asked
me if it was in the family, and I said * acious, no!’ It
was in the same year that Horace was cutting his dear little
teeth, and everybody said what a fine baby he was, and you
oould hear him ‘when he cried at the very end of the garden.
1 remember it was a very long garden, and thero was a pear-
tree at the end, where we ules to sit and have teca in the
afternoons, and—""

“ Exactly!” murmured the doctor, despairing of ever
reaching the end of Miss Coker’s reminiscences, and venturing
to interrupt. * Coker, then—""

“It will be so mice to sec the dear boy rewarded for all
his hard work and ltickin1 to his lessons liko a—a Trojan,”
said Miss Coker. ‘' At , 1 don’t know whether t
Trojans ever stuck to their lessons, but I believe they were
a hard-working race of people, and made wooden horses, or
something of that sort. I distinotly recollect Uncle James
making o remark that was really very learned and classical on
the subjeot at the time that we were buying a wooden horse
for dBor,'oe. who was then five years old, and a sweeter

Dr. Locke murmured t.h::'s .
He begamn to feel that he would pass Horaoe into the Sixth
Form itself, or make him Head of Greyfriars, to get Miss
Coker to take her rture.
1"’ asked Miss Coker.

*“ Then it is settl
a“ (V] we__ll‘
* The kind doctor has sent for you to sa
settled, Horaoe,” said Miss Coker. “ He knows
misunderstod by your Form-master.”

“ My dear madam——*

“ You remember, Horace, the occasion you have related to
il:: _several times when you corrected your Form-master’s

tin—""'

“ Oh, don’t mention that!"’ said Coker, in ahurried whisper.

“But I must mention it, Horace, to do you justice. It was
through your Form-master using a false quantity, you said.
I really do not know how much he should have used, but if
he used a wron r.}:nntit:y of Latin, or anything else, I am sure
it was very foolish of him, and——""

“J—I will discuss this matter with the—the masters con-
cerned.” said the Head. ** I do not think it necessary for you
to waste any more of your valuable timo, Miss Coker.”

*“ Not at all, doctor1” beamed Miss Coker. *‘ My time is of
no value whatever where dear Horace is concerned!”

The doctor groaned, and then, remembering himsclf, tried
to change it into & cough. It was a most remarkable sound
that finally proceeded from his mouth, and Miss Coker looked
at him in some alarm. .

“Dear me, doctor! You are not ill?"

* A—a slight—er—it is over now !"" gasped the Head. *I—
1 think you may safely leave this matter in my hands, Miss
Coker."”

“ But I suppose I may remain till it is settled 1"

" ’l'ill—'—'it—is——wtt!ed'!"

“ My dear Miss Coker—""

“You are going to consult with the masters "

* Exactly.’

“Then surely I may wait in the study?’

“Ahem!”

“I should be so glad to see my darling Horace show what
he can do, and I am sure you wiil be very mach surprised. I
am sure he knows the correct amount of Latin—the correct
quantity, as you would say."”

Coker grinned.

PII' Ilmfkp Ewoh'lytlrily passed his hand across his brow.

—1 think—'

“Bo I will wait till it is settled,” said Miss Coker. *I shall
never be at rest till my darling has his remove.”

Dr. Locke gasped.

* I—I think you may leave this matter to me, madam,” he
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said. “J—I think I can guarantee that Coker will get his
remove.

““You are sure, doctor!” asked the relentless old lady.

a“ Ye:u, I think s0."

ke gmto——q_uito sure?”

‘‘ Yes,"” said the Head desperately.

Miss Coker rose.

“Bo kind of you!” she said. * Perhaps you will see me to
my cab, Horace?”

* With pleasure!" said Horace, with alacrity.

‘“Good-bye, my dear doctor."

‘* Er—good-afternoon, madam,"

Horace walked Miss Coker off. She had gained her point.
Ho_nca Coker saw Miss Coker into her cui. to his great
dshfht finding that the old lady had a train to catch, and
could not stay to see Greyfriars at all. 8he promi him
another visit-shortly, and, meanwhile, she held a conversation
of five minutes' duration with Horace at the door of the
cab. An interested crowd of fellows of all Forms snhu‘od
round to watch, but they did not hear what was said.

But they saw the expression of Horace Coker's face grow
brighter and brighter, and when at last his aunt kissed him

ood-bye, he threw his arms round her neck, and hu'g‘fnd

er, and gave her a sounding smack that could be heard at
a great distance. Then he stood, cap in hand, looking after
the cab as it drove away, and in the exuberance of his
spirits he waved it round his head. It was plaju that Horace
oker had some reason to rejoice.

“ Quite sure.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker, of the Fifth!

HAT was how Coker got his remove. .

The next day it was known all over Greyfriars that
Horace Coker, of the Shell, had been removed into the
Fifth, and was a full-blown senior.

But that was not all that was known.

It was rumoured in the Form-rooms and the passages that
Coker's aunt had been so delighted with his success that she
had come down really handsome.

Coker's aunt was® well-known to be rolling in money, as
the juniors put it. Coker told wonderful tales of her wealth.
His stories were backed up by the fact that he sometimes
received liberal tips, and sometimes hampers, from Aunt
Judith. If Coker's rich aunt had come down handsome,
Coker was in clover.

And it was soon seen that Coker really was in_clover.

He was seen to pull out a handful of soverei in the
Close. On another occasion, he absent-mindedly folded up &
five-pound note to make a spill to light the gas, and stopped
himself only just in time.

Such things as these took a fellow’s breath away.

Greyfriars fellows, as o rule, had well-to-do people be-
longing to them. But a ﬁve-round note was a very rare
possession there. Fellows in the Sixth had been known to
possess them. Harry Wharton, of tho Remove, had had ono.
once. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sometimes showed a crisp
fiver, and so did Wun Lung, of the Remove. But not
commonly.

There was Ionides, of the Sixth, the son of a rich Grock
merchant, and he was certainly plentifully supplied with
money, and he was the only fellow at Greylriars’ who was
known to carry banknotes habituzlly. To seo Coker in
possession of paper payable at the Bank of England, and o
much of it that he could absent-mindedly use a banknote for
a pipelight, was astounding. Coker’s banknotes were talkod
of in hushed tones in the junior rooms. Immense respect was
shown to Coker.

The fellows agreed that it was high time that Coker was

‘in the Fifth, and there never wus a fellow more suitable to

}u‘-- in the Fifth, and to grace and adorn that or any other
form.
His backwardness was attributed to incompetence on the
part of his Form-master. Coker was all right. A felow
who hpd five or six banknotes in his trousers pocket could
not have very much the matter with him, physically, morally,
or intellectually. ) ]

Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, had been inclined to
give Coker rather a warm reception into the Form. But the
story of the banknotes and the handful of %lold chlnred
Blundell's opinion. He began to feol that, perhaps, he had
misjudged Coker. After all, it was quite time he passed into
the Fifth, and it would be only civil to give the chap a
friendly reception.

Bland, of the Fifth, who was Blundell's chum, quite backed
him up. He suggested taking vp Coker, and making some-
thing of him. Blundell was doubtful about the pouibi!’ity
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of making anything of Coker; but he thought of the bank-
notes, said wobly that it was a fellow's rrnty to try.

Coker's old friends in the Shell showed that though lost
to sight, he was to memory dear. Hobson, rather regretful
of that little row in the dormitory, and of his baso desertion
of his frlend—which had turncd out unnecessary, after all, as
Aunt Judy had not stayed for the afterncon—bubbled over
with affection as he congratulated Coker on getting his
remove,

. It was after morni
Just come out -of the
ore,
_ Mr. Prout, the master of the Filth, had received Coker
with & grunt, and dl.th‘l:& the morning had discovered that
he was even a g&pr duffer than he was popularly supposed
to be; and so er had not had a wholly pleasant time in
the Form-room. The only time he gave correct answers to
:ony questions was when Blundell whispered to him what
say.

But Coker never allowed this kind of thing to depress him.
I‘ differences of opinion with his tutors had depressed Coker,
Coker would bave passed his whole existence in a state of

ression.
or had a way of allowin roof and sarcasm to flow
off him like water off a ducg'lnguet, leaving him quite
screne,

It was a happy faculty of Coker’s, and saved him a great

eal of worry. It did mot advance him in his studies.

Coker came out with Blundell and Bland and. Higgs, all
three of whom seemed quite fond of him. Hobson was
waiting in the passage, having eut off at once for the Fifth-
Form r as soon as the Shell came out.

He eumooi;s to Coker with &' sweet smile.

** Hallo, boy I"’ he said. * Congratulations.”™

Coker stared at him.

:: %a:::uuhtti#s." repeated Hobsap, with a sickly smile,
‘* Why, getting your—your remove, you know,” said Hob-
son

*'Oh, that!"” said Coker, in a to if that had happesed
“ Thl!]ﬂl "” N .88 W.‘

.".'..'( was glad to hear it,’”” said Hobson.
“ oh ‘l' "

e lad, you know.
“ Thanka” said Coker loftdly.. *“You're very good. But
o passing on

i g o bit n":'"'md':"d you know, for a Fifth-F
“Yes. It's a bit infra dig., you know, for & Fifth-
chﬂ) to lkn; about talking to J{mioﬂ." g
obson’s mouth opened wide.
Ho could only stare blankly at Coker, gasping like a fish

out of water.
Coker ul:rpod his arm t.h.rot]:fh Blundell's, and strolled on
oay gasp

lessons on Thursday, and Coker had
ifth-Form-room after his first morning

with him, ing Hobson sti and staring.
s only hat!” Hobson ejaculated at last. g
And he drifted off in amazement.

He had not_expected the remove into the Fifth to make
such a tremendous difference to Horace Coker at once.

But there was no doubt it had.

Coker was a senior now,

He did not mean to let the youngsters forget it. He
ggapnd his new-found dignity round him like a Spanish noble

is cloak.

. Coker's nose was very high in the air as he strolled out
into the Close with Blundell and Bland and Higgs.

“ My hat!" said Hobeon, again. * My only chapeau!”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclsimed Bob crry, as the
Remove came pouring out of their class-room.” ** Here's
Hobeon in a fit."”

** The fitfulness is terrific.””

Hobson blinked at them,

* Have you seen Coker!’ he asked.

L1} CdoT 1]

*Yes. Since he's got his remove?”

"No,” said Wharton curiously. ‘I suppose it makes a
difference. He's a senior now.’

** Premendous swell,” said Hobson. * Won't speak to a
chap in the Shell. Ha, ha, ha! Not that it makes an
difference to me. I don't care! Ha, ha! Of course, I don't
care! I call it caddish. But I don't care a rap. Not me "’

And Hobson snorted to show that he didn't care.

The Removites' laughed.

i l.::; go l?g have a look at Coker,” said Nugent.
. »

** Where is he, Hobby !’

'* Oh, he's in the quad I" snorted Hobson. ‘‘ Walking with
Bland and Hig Tmmming up with seniors already. He's
forgotten old friends.”

obson had forgotten, too, how Coker's old friend had
Tre Maewsr Linmany.—No. M5.

fuiled him in the hour of need. But we all have bad
memories at times.

The Removites crowded out into the Closs, Harry Whar«
ton & Co. looking for Coker, They found him. He was
w.alkmf. u:f and down in a slow and graceful promenad
with Bland and Higgs and Blundell. The four seniors look
very imposing, at least, in their own eyes, and theﬁ regarded
with lofty glances some mere juniors—Shell fellows—who
were playing rounders.

Harry Wharton chuckled. .

My hat! Coker's on the high horse!” he exclaimed.
‘ Blessed if I don't think he'll get a crick in the neck if he
keeps his chin at that angle. lgny, Coker."”

oker looked Hown on the Removites. .

He did not deign to speak. Juniors were beneath his
notice. Only yesterday he had been a junior himself; bus
now he was a renior of the seniors,

** Coker, old man!”

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! Deaf, Coker?” . i

“The deaf-fulness of the esteemcd Coker is terrific.”

‘:%uhl: :lexly." said Coker, with a wave of the hand.

**It's rotten for these youngsters to be allowed the run of
the quad.,” said Coker, in a complaining tone to Higgs. "I
think ‘there ought to be a playground marked off for them,
you know. Hawl’

‘* Yes, rather,” said Higgs.

= Cerui.nly," Bland remarked. ‘“They're a general
b uay only chapesu!” said Boh Cl

my only chapeau !" sa ) Cherry.
rich—you're too rich! Oh!" .

I can’t waste my time talking to_ juniors,” said Coker.

‘* How long have you been a senior?” shrieked Tom Brown.

2 ool d g SRl " exclaimed Blundell

G you buzz off, you youngsters!" exclaim undell.
"No:.rﬁz off with.you !"y .

The Fifth-Formers looked hostile. Harry Wharton & Co.
The new dignity

* Coker, you're

rotreated, almost sobbing with merriment.
of Horace Coker was too comic.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Shell Do Not Like K.

ORACE COKER had obtained his remove, and he did
not allow Greyfriars to forget that fact. Iis aunt
Judith had come down handsome on the strength of
his remove into the Fifth, and that fact was also

evident to all Greyfriars. The rise of Coker was ono of the
m i henomena in the history of Greyfriars,

The Fifth lns received him with open arms. Blundell and
Bland. had asked Mr. Prout to put Coker into their study,
and Mr. Prout, who was puzzled where to put him, assented

at once.
Coker carried his chip) desk, and his rocky coal-scuttle,
and his footer and his bat, and his dog-cared books, into

Blundell's study, or, rather, tha* had been carried for lim
by admiring new friends in the Fifth. It was an honour to
carry things for Coker. .

Coker was becoming a great leader already. In fact, Higgs
had mooted the suggestion of asking Coker to captain the
Fifth Form eleven. iggs, who was a little given to classical
quotation, put it in Horatian language, as suitable to the
occasion, ** Nil desperandum Teucro duce et auspice Teucro,”
only Higgs made it * Nil desperandum Cokro duce et
auspice Cokro.”” Which was very clever of Higgs.

He poinfed out that the name of Coker was as easy to
decline as the name of Teucer, and he did it; and a remark
of Potter's, to the effect that he certainly would decline the
name of Coker, was frowned down, though Potter's remarks
were generally considered funny.

Coker was very much flattered.

Although he was in the Fifth now, he found cven that
ancient verse difficult to construe, but he was willing to take
Higgs's word for it. And when Potter changed the ablative
of Coker into ‘‘cock-crow,'” instead of Cokro, for a joke,
there was another gencral frown, and Potter was given to
understand that there was a time to joke, and a time not to
joke. And a time not to joke was when the popular Coker
was concerned. .

Coker's progress in the Fifth, in short, was a triumphal
one.

Which was a joy to Coker.

But in the Bhell there was. metaphorically speaking,
weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth.

It cannot be said that the Shell were gorry to lose Coker.
That wasn't it. But to have him pa over their heads
in this manoer, when the dullest of them could have
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constriied his head off, so to speak, and then to have him
carrying his nose high in the air snd declining to speak to
Bhell chiupa—that was the unkindest cut of all.

The Shell wero furious.

Hobson, in the 8hell pnssage, was loud in his denunciatiors
of the fellow who had refused to recognise old friends a4
soon as he got his remove, and he declarod that the Fifth
Form cliaps were sucking up tu Coker bucause of Aunt
Judy's money.

“Just yvou wait till the tin's gone.'
“thon you'll see what you will sce!™

And s this statement was really incontrovertible, no one
attempted to controvert it
Shnllllr Coker went on his way ecrenely, regardles: of tha

i~

The question was whetlier the 8hell would allow themselves
to be disregarded in this high-handed mnanucr.

Holmon called & crowd of the Shell fellows together in the
Forme.room that evening. and uttered guite a philippic on the
auhjoct,

e found sympathetic hearers.

The Siwll were all wrathyv, There was a general desire 1o
wi!l Coker down off his perch, ns they put it in the fumiliar
anguage of the Form-rooms.

How was it to be done? was tho query. But there was no
doubt abuut the genuineness of the gonera! desire to do it.

“ The check of it ! anid Hobson. **Ouly yesterday ho was
a blesacd Bhell chap himsell. you know—only yesterday!"

Tur. MAGNET Linrary.— No. 145.
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“ And he'd have been at the bottom of the class, too,”
remarked Pimble. of the Shell; “only the Form-master
wouldn’'t havoe such & big chap at the bottom of tho clsss
just for sppearances’ uto i

“1"imble’s right !

*Yes, rather!”

‘“And now,” said Houbson wrathfully—'*now he's a full-
l;ln\\in scnior, with morce blessed airs than a chap in tho
Sixth !"

Thero was a groan from tho Shell fellows—either for Coker
or for tho F-iﬂi it was not quite clear which—bat perhaps
it relieved the Shell feelings to deliver that heavy groan.

“Why, Wingate dowsn't swank about the passnges as
Cokor does!" Ilobson exclainwed cxoitedly.

Anotlier deep gronn.

*“What I say is, the bounder ought to be put in his
place !

Cheers.

“ e ought to be lugged off his perch!"

“Qlear, hear !

¢ He—he deserves to have Ho<kins play his flute to him !™
said PPimble.  “ Don’t you think =0, IHosky ?"

Hoskins, who was o musical gonius, aud who composed
fearful and wonderful things on the piano, frowned et
Piwmble.

** Really, Pimble—"" he said.

“ Look  here,” eaid Ilobson, **I think wo oughl to tell
Cokor what we thiuk of him! Those chapa in the Fifth aro

A Bplendid School Tale of
at Greyfriars. By ‘M M“
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making a sickening fuss of him. I hear that he's going to
stand a big feed on Saturday afternoon, to eclebrate his
getting into the Fifth. You'd naturally expect him to stand
1t to his old Form-fellows. But not a 'bit of it. He's going
to stand .it to the Fifth.”

a“ Mtten lll

* 8hame "

“‘Yes; that's it, it's a shame !"” agrced Hobson. * Would

ou believe it, I chummed up with that chap all the time

» was_in the Bhell, and stood by him throu&h thick and
thin? M_c?'l the time I've borrowed money off him |'’ said
Hobson indignantly. ‘“Now he's forgotten all that, and
now_the Fifth will—"

** Borrow money off him !"" said Pimble.

“I ;b?uldn't n:ti:nndler.'l"o;?‘idl Hobson. “Thay'ntomc:n
enough Ior an g \ere, suppose we go the
Fifth in a body, and tell Coker what we think of bim belore
the b d 16t of them1"

** He might cut up rusty.”

“Let him! We're not afraid of Coker "

* Hear, hear!"

‘“He’s digging in Blundell’'s study,” said Hobson.
‘““ They're theres now; I saw them through the window.
They let Coker sit in the armchair—Blundell’s fag told me—
and put Inla'lool.on the fendor.”

o m ¥

“Thoy're soaping him up like anything. T call ‘it

K ping P ything

 Rotten |" _

““ Who's going to back me up in going to tho Fifth Form
passage, and telling Coker our minds?” exclaimed Hobson,
who wag wildly excited by this time, and completely carried
lwa(vh his own eloquence.

H'We'll all come !"”

““ Hurrah |”

*‘ Come on, then!" exclaimed Hobson.

And the Bhell fellows swarmed put, with Hobson at their
head. As they made their way in’a crowd towards the Fifth
Form quarters, they encountercd Harry Wharton & Co. The
Removites stared at them.

"Hnllo‘ hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ‘‘ What's
the row I’

‘Hobs#on looked round at them.

““We're going to sce Coker—to tell him what we think of
him !"" he exclaimed. ‘' You fcllows can come along, too, if
you like ! i

* Where are you pgoing!"

*“Coker’s study !""

“You'll have the Fifth on you."

‘ Blow the Fifth!"

Wharton laughed.

“We'll wait here, and ronder first aid when you come
back !" he said.

‘“Oh, rats!" said Hobson.

And he led on his merry men into the Fifth Forin

passage.

It was the hour when most of the Greyfriars fellows had
tea. The greater part of tho Fifth Form wcre at home.
Fellows were secn in the punfe carrying kettles of water
into the studies. From some of the rooms came a smecll of
frying, or a scent of tca and toast, and from one or two
p a sound of breaking crockery. ;

The door of the study shared by Coker, Blundell, and
Bland was half-open, and the Shell lellows could hear move-
ments within. Coker was at tca with his new friends
evidently, and the old friends, who would so willingly ani
cordially have made merry upon ono of Aunt Judy's bank-
noto:‘; were out in the cold. The thought added fuel to their
wrath.

Fifth Form fellows looked out at the Shell juniors. and
frowned. As a rule, a Shell fellow found in the Fifth Form
passage was liable to be cuffed at sight. But there wero
rather too many of them now for any one or two Fifth-
Formers to venture to cuff them. They stalked on, exchang-
ing glances of defiance with the Fifth.

a‘hey reached the door of Coker's study, and Hobson
opened it further with a tremondous kick, which sent it
crnsh{;n back against the wall. Then the Shell fellows
crowded in.

TAE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
014 Friends.

OKIER. of the Fifth, was pleased with himself just
then,
C He had been standing a few things to grace the
tea-table in Blundell's study, though the roomn now,
by the way, was not called Blundell's study. Blundell him-
self had suggested that it should be considered as Coker's
study, and himself and Bland as Coker's study-mates.
Cokor consonted; ho was flattered.  Full-fledged Fifth-
Tee Maewer Linrary.—No. 145.

Former, as he now was, it was flattering to him, for Blundell
was the captain of the Fifth, and a great man in the Fifth
Form passage.

As in the cases of many great men in history, Coker's soul
was expanding with expanding prospects, and he was
becoming a truly great character.

Coker was ple . The study was much larger than a
Shell study, and better furnished, and the easy-chair was by
common consent reserved for Coker. Bland had been making
tonst, and Blundcll had made the tea. Bland helped Coker
with much grace of manner, insisting that Coker shouldn’t
rise from his seat. :

*“My word " said Coker. ** This is better than the Shell "

“I'm glad you think so,’" eaid Higgs, who had come in to
tea, on the strength of Coker's munificence. **Of course, &
fellow like you was wasted in the Bhell !I”

*“ A fellow like Coker would be an ornament to any Form I”
said Blundell.

“ Just s0,”’ assented Bland.

‘“ Have some more toast, Coker}"

““Thanks, I will " .

“If Coker finds any difficulty In Fifth Form work, I'm
sure there are lots of fellows will, be only too pleased to
help him,” said Blundell. “It's not to be expected that a
chap in Coker's position will be able to swot at Latin like
other chgps.” i

“ Never could,” said Coker, demolishing nearly a round of
toast with a tremendous bite. . :

“0Of course not! Now, if you ever want a little help in
the classics, I'm your man !” said Higgs, in the most friendly

way.

‘rﬂlnkl. old chap! Pass the ham!" - .

“Here you are!” said Blundell. * Now, if mathematics
stump you at all, you just speak a word to me!”

“T will,” eaid Coker.

And he meant it.

% e [You sce—"" began Higgs, and then he broke off. ‘' My
at " ]

The door had crashed open at that moment.

The Fifth fellows jumped to their feet as the heroes of the
Bhell came crowding in. . .

Hobson surveyed the tea-party with a sarcastic glance.

“Having a nite time here?’’ he remarked.

"Lookﬁihe it !I" sneered Pimble.

Coker looked round.

“Hallo! Who are you?' he asked,

The Sheil fellows ni':lJ)ly gasped.

hey had grown used fo the *‘side"” adopted by Horace
Coker since he had passed into the Fifth; but to r him
pretend that he had forgotten their faces was a fresh sur-
Drisc.
P You—you—-"" stuttered Hobson.

Coker looked at his companions.

““These chaps friends of yours?” he asked.

Blundell chuckled. -

**Not much!"” he said. * They're juniors!"

“Do you usually have juniors come bolting into your
efudy 7"

“Hardly !" .

“Well, if they're not guests of yours, you might tell 'em
to get out!” snid Coker. I never could stand being
bothered by juniors !" . .

“Quito right!" eaid Higge. '‘My belief is, that in a
properly-regulated school the junior would be isolated, like

-like small-pox patients, you know!”

* Jolly good iden " agreed Coker.

* You—you_swanking rotter!” roared Hobson.

Blundell pointed to the door.

““Get out!" ho roared.

“ R.u !.l

* Look here—"' . .

“ We've come to talk to Coker,”” snid Pimble.
you're a rotten fraud '’

** Beastly cad!"”

* Bounder!"

“ Prig!”

" Sp:)iok‘r e

“Cad ™ <

The Shell fellows (did not minca their words. They hurled
thora epithets at Coker, apmnnll{‘:xpectinz him to wither
under their scorn. But Horace Coker showed no signs what-
ever of withering.

Ile yawned.

“1 wish vou wouldn’t allow juniora in this study,” he re-
marked. *'1 never could stand youngsters about mo.”

ANSWERS

** Coker,
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That was too much far the Shell.
They _had came.there to tell Coker.what they thought of
him. But now that they

had come, words seemed inadequate
to express their feelings. They felt that deeds wern required,
and, without waiting to consult about it, they rushed upon

r.

*‘ Rescue, Fifth!"” roared Blundell.

The Shell fellows swarmed round the four Fifth-Formers.

The Iatter hit out valiantly, and as they were all hiiland
strong fellows, as big and strong ss any, their blows
told severely. But the juniors were in mat foroe. They
rushed Coker & Co. into a corner, and piled on them there.
Then Pimble, who was of a humorous turn of mind, took
the table by the edge and shot the whole of the tea into
the fender—tea and toast' and ham and crockery and every-
thing. There was a terrific crash. Coker’s tea to the Fifth
was ‘‘queered '’ with a vengeance.

“Oh!"” roared Coker. * Look thete!*Go for them!”

He had his old chum embrace, and
migu ching his nose till Hobson howled and roared.

) H& h-Formers were turning out of the other studies now
in _force.

. The news of a junior raid upon a senior study was astound-
ing, incredible at firet, till the noise in Coker's room showed
it to. be’ true.

The Fifth came in numbers, in t wrath.

Big fellows came smiting their way into the study. and
the unfortunate juniors were hurled right and left, and {:icked
out one after another into the passage.

Thero they fled as fast as thel'! ovuld get away, but only
to run into the hands of other Fifth-Formers further alon,
the passage, and to be cuffed and kicked along to the e
without mercy.

The tide had turned against the Shell.

In a few minutes there was only one Shell fellow left in
Coker's study, and that was Hobson, and he did not stay
from choice. Coker had his head in Chancery, and was
pomimelling him with the force dnd precision of a piston-rod.

Hobson struggled and yelled.

**Kick him out!” exclaimed Higgs. * My hat! Look at
that mess in the fender! Kick the young bounder out!"

**They've mucked up everything,” said Bland, picking a
jam-dish out of the grate, the jam having received the addi-
tion of cinders and a heap of salt. ““ We'H give him this to
take with him.” z

He wigod out the jam-dieh on Hobson's head.

*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Coker.

Then Hobson was kicked out.

Bewildered, with a very swollen nose that was atreaming

, and one eye up, and his hair matted with jam,
Hobeon staggered along, and was helped by kick after kick
from the Fifth-Formers he passed, till he escaped from the
dangerous precincts. .

A roar of laughter from the group of Removites greeted
him as he staggered into view.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Hobson blinked at them out of one eye.

“Groo!" he gasped. ‘‘ Yarooh! Oh!"

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Waen't your old chum glad to see you?" asked Nugént
sympathetically. X

“Must have been,' said Bob Cherry.
he's given him."

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

Hobson passed his hand over his head, and his fingers
came away sticky with jam. He staggered off, gasping,
leaving the chums of the Remove yelling.

“Well, I must say that things are funnier since Coker
passed into the Fifth,” said Harrr Wharton. ** All the same,
lno'n a cheeky beast, and I don’t like him holding his nose so
high in tho air.”’

“Rather not!" agreed Nugent.

*“The highfulness of his esteemed nose is terrific!”

“ Nature elevated it a bit,”" remarked Nugent. ‘‘Coker
can’t help that. But he needn’t add to the effect.”

** Ha. ha, ha!”

“I think it will fall to us to take him down a peg or two.”
said Wharton, with a shake of the head.

And tho Removites responded unanimously:

4 Hear, hear!"

Hobson in a loving

“ Look at the jam

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Coker.

HE visit of the 8hell fellows to his study to tell him
what they thought of him did not have the expected
result of bringing Horace Coker off his perch. As a
matter of fact, it rather seemed to fix him more

securely upon that coign of vanta The Shell, after their
pnmf_uf experience at the hands of the Fifth-Formers, were
not I:k'el‘y to repeat the visit. In fact, in the Bhell dormitory,
that night there was groaning galore, and many reproaches
directed against Hobson. Hall the Form had black eyes or
Tur Macxer LiBrarY.—No. 145. z
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swollen noses—in fact, the only fellows who had escaped
damage were those who had taken no part in the expedition.
And these fellows did not even sympathi y grinned.

Hobson was so much damaged that he had no energy
loft to combat adverse criticism. One of his eves was quite
closed, and the other very nearly eo, so that objects did not
appear to Hobson as they appeared to othor {'ellpwl. His
nose was nearly twioe its usual size, and three of his hand-
kerchiefs were stained a tell-tale ‘crimson—so much so, ¢
if Hobson had been found near the scene of s murder there
was evidence enough about him to get him hanged half a
dozen times over.

So Hobson Jet the Bhell growl, and the Shell growled.

And when Coker, the next day, met some of. the dam
heroes in the Close, he grinned at them, and pointed them
out to Bland and Higgs, and was overheard to say that the
prefects really ought to look after those kids better.

Coker had always swanked over the Remove a little, even
when he was'in the Shell. Now that he was in the Fifth
ho had become unconscious of their existence.

When Alonzd Todd, who was polite to everybody, f_ollow
the exocellent precepts of his -Uncle Beniamin said good-
n'xormngto him in the quad. Coker only waved his hand, as
i i

brushing a fly away, and walked on.
Alonzo s after him in amazement.
“Dear me!” he murmured. * Something mgust be the

matter with Coker. I trust I have not offended him im
any way. Surely he cannot bear malice for that little row
in the Remove pass the other day.”

Alonzo rubbed his nose reflectively. .

His Uncle Benjamin had often warned him never to
lot the sun go down on his wrath, and although, as it. hap-
pened, the sun had only lately risen now, Alonso feit that it
would be better to clear up the matter. He hated h-mﬁ‘qn
bad terms with anybody, and if Coker was bearing malice,
the eooner it was explained away the botter.
rried after Coker, and

Ho the er of Greyfriars hurried : !
attracted his attention bydi;g:n him in the ribs with &
bony knuckle—a way Alonzo Coker gnsped, as if he
had been punctured, swung romnd.

y dear Coker—"' began Alonzo.
“QOw!" gasped Coker. .
1 trust, my doar Coker, that you oro not ntrumhnaE
the little tussle we had the other day in the Removp passage?
said Todd. * My Uncle Benjamin has always impressed upon
me that it is wrong to bear malice.”

“You young ass!'

It is wrong, and therefore you should not allow yourself

to become a prey to angry feelings, Coker. ‘Let dogs
delight to bark and bite,’ as the poet so touchi ly observes,
for it is in sccordance with their natural proclivitics. Let

endowed with

bears and lions growl and ﬁﬁxt. for they were
these propensities. But children— —'"

“You ass!” .

“You should never permit the effulgence of euch uncon-
trolled passions,” said Alonzo, with a shake head.
“Your digits were never intended to bs doubled up in a
compact manner for the purpose of smiting one another upon
the salient features, such as nose and jaw.”

““My hat!" . -

“ Therefore, my dear Coker, I trust that '{‘ou will be willing
to accept the hand of friendship,” said odd, h out
his right hand.

y.

“Well, it would be the better for a wash,” said Coker.
“Take it away."”

“ My dear Coker —"' . .

« And don't you have the cheek to speak to seniors in the
quad.,” said Coker. *I'd lam you, only I know you're &
harmless lunntic_! Only don't do it!"”

My dear— . .
“ When you address me you should sny sir,” said Coker,
growing exalted. T expect respect from young people.”’

“Oh ! gasped Alonzo.

““Now buzz off! If you have the cheek to speak to me
again I shall give you a licking. Go and eat coke !"

* Coke?"” gasped Alonzo.

Alorzo had a curious habit of repeating things that were
said to him when he was startled and confused. He was
quite bewildered now. He oould not understand Coker in
the least.

““Yeas!" roared Coker. *““Get away, and don't jaw!™

“ Ja“’?.' 0

“ Do you want me to give you a thick ear?"”

“ A—a thick ear?”’ i

“ My hat!" said Coker. ‘' It's a giddy parrot in etons!
Look here, young shaver—'

“Y.y-young shaver "’

11
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" Look here, get off the earth!
Absquatulate !’

Myt e oo off his rocker !

+2 at e’s fairly off his rocker!

 Racker " 5

Coker lost patience. Ho was strongly inclined to smite
Alonzo, but a lhoufh a big, overbearing fellow, and
times given to bullying, he was good-natured. Instead of
levolling Todd with the earth, he thrust his hands into lis
pockets and strode away. But Alonzo was not satisfied. He
ran after Coker, and gave him a dig in the ribs again.

** My dear Coker, pray listen to me—""

“Ow! Yow!"

*“Dear me! Havo I winded you? I'm so sorry! I wanted
:::oat:;'[;l:m |;l;mt. my Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon

** Buzz off " roared Coker.

** My dear Coker, I—"
: rasped Alonzo Todd by the shoulders and swept
him round, and sat him down on the ground with a bump.

Alonzo gasped.

“" ()w !II

‘" There!” panted Coker. + “ Now, don't you talk to a
scnior lia'm without permission, and don't you puncture a

ap’s ri .ln_gug.".
My Ull.':clo enjamin would be shocked, Coker!” gasped
P He would be shocked at your conduct—nay, dis-

" You young ass! I—— Oh! Yarooh! Yaroop!"

Coker suddenl$ broke off, as there was a rush of feet, and
ﬁv3 or six hands seized him and swept him off the ground.

N Bump him!” roared Harry Wharton.

Leggo !” yelled Coker frantically.

He lll'lll%!ud in the irusp of tﬁo Removites.
Wharton & Co. had seen him sit Alonzo Todd down, from a
distance, and they had rushed up at once. As a matter of
fact, it camc a little hard upon Coker; but the Removites
h‘ud not heard what had passed. They only knew that
Coker the Great had laid violent hands upon a Removite,
and thasy were ready to avenge the insult to the Form at
once. So they rushed upon Coker, determined to make it
clear to him that even if he had gained his admittance into
the ranks of the Fifth, he must leave the Remove alone.

“Bump him "

‘“Hurrah !"

Coker struggled fiercely, and knocked down two of his
assailants; but the rest were too many for him. He was
swung into the air and bumped, and bumped again. Alonzo
Todd su:garod to his feet,

‘“My dear fellows,” he said, *“pray do not hurt Coker.
He is a very bad-tempered and unreasonable person, but
m{’ Uncle Bemamm always said that onc shouls bear with
a bad-tempered person patiently. You seo—"

‘“Oh, buzz off, Toddy!”

‘“My dear Nugent—"

“Bump him!"

““Give him one more!"”

“Ow! Yow! Help! Rescue, Fifth! Yarooh!"

“My dcar fellows—"

*Hn, ha, ha!”

‘Look out!” exclaimed Tom Brown.
Fifth bounders!"

And the Removites sauntered away, leavin
on the ground, and gasping for breath, an
the Fifth to find him there. Harr,
by the arm and hurried him off. Todd was inclined to stay
with Coker and offer him gentle ministrations, for it
appeared that his Uncle Benjamin had always impressed
upon him to succour the distressed. But Harry knew that
Alonzo would necd some succouring if he was still upon
thie spot when Coker recovered.

Coker did not look quite so stately as of late, as he walked
away with Bland and Higgs. Bob Cherry remarked that he
looked as if some of the starch had been taken out of him.
And indeed he did.

Buzz off! Bunk!

Harry

‘“Hero come the

Coker sitting
his chums in
Wharton caught Alonzo

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Great Catch for Coker.

ODER, of the Sixth, came out of his study with a
thoughtful frown on his face. Loder was a prefect;
but it was not his duty as a prefect that was worrying

~ him now. He could generally contrive to let his

duties as a prefect shift.for themselves. Loder was thinking
now of—Loder., He went along the Sixth Form passage to
Carne’s study, and entered without knocking.

Carne, of the 8ixth, was seated in his easy-chair, with his
feet on the table, and a cigarette between his lips. There
v.as & blue haze in the room. As the door opened, Carne
matched the cigarette from his lips and threw it into the
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fire with the same movement of his hand. He had evidently
had practice in that kind of thing.

Then he gave a gasp of relief.

**You ass, Loder! You startled me."”

Loder grinned.

“You'ro the ass,” he said. '‘If 1 had been a master
coming in, what about the smoke in the room. It's risky,
Carne.”

‘*“Oh, hang!"

Loder threw the window open. .

“I've looked in to sec if you've got a couple of quid,” he
remarked.

Carne laughed.

** Say a couple of pennies,” he said.

“Tt's serious, Carne."

“Same here.”

* Look here,” said Loder, “I've had mmethinﬁ: on_the
Woodford races. I was morally certain that Blue Bird
would romp home."”

*“My hat! So was 1.”

“You!” cjaculated Loder. .

“Yes,"” said Carne ruefully; “and I had three t,md on
him, at three to one against. And he came in sixth.’

“Well, you are an ass!" said Loder.

‘* What about yourself 7"’ demanded Carne. *“ You were
as certain as I was that Blue Bird was a winner.”

“Well, he lost,” said Loder. *Two quids are gone, and
the worst of it is I was doing it on tick. I was so certain,
you see, that Blue Bird was a dead sure snip.”

‘“Same here again,” grinned Carne. ‘ How much do you
owe "’

1 owe Banks two pounds.”

“And I owe him three."”

‘“ And you've got mo tini”

“ None.”
“ Expecting any 1’
“Ten bob on gnturday: not much use.”

And the two seniors looked grimly and ruefully at one
another. It scemed awfully sporty to put money on the
races, and Mr. Banks, the bookmaker, had often compli-
mented them upon their sportiveness—as he could afford to
do, as drew a regular income from them and several
other foolish young fellows in the school. But being a
“ giddy sport’’ had its awkward side. Dead certs were really
oxtrolme!y uncertain—or, rather, they were, as a rule, certain
—to lose.

“Well, this is rotten,” said Loder at last, “If you can't
stand it, I suppose I'd better try Ionides. 1 hate borrowing
of that chap.”

“8o do I,” said Carne. * But now
can sce it's the only thing to be done.

“ All serenc.” .

And Loder and Carne made their way to Ionides’ study.
Therc was no doubt that Heracles Ionides, the Greek senior,
was rolling in money; and he was gencrally willing to lend
to fellows whom he was certain could repay him. As a
matter of fact, it was his money chiefly that caused the
Greek to be tolerated in the Sixth, for his character was
not a pleasant onc; and the best fellows, like Wingate and
Courtney, had very little to say to him. =

The two seniors found him at home. He was sitting at
his table, with a silver pencil in his white fingers, and a
paper before him jotted over with figures. He looked up
at his visitors and grunted. i .

® Just looked in to sce you, Tonides,” said Loder cheer-
fully. * Buey?" . :

*No,” said the Greek, putting the paper into his pocket.

“The fact is, old man,” said Loder, ** we're in a fix; and,
of course, we thought of a chum like you at once to help
us out. You're the only fellow in the Sixth, as a matter of
fact, that I'd care to ask a favour of.”

The Greek showed his tecth in a grin.

““Thank you!" he said.

“ Fact is, we've becn backing Blue Bird,” said Loder.
“I'm stuck for two pounds, and Carne for three. Can you
help us®”

Tonides laughed. .

The two seniors stared at him. . . .

“RBlessed if I can see where the joke comes in,” eaid
Carne testily. **I'm in the dickens of a hole, Ionidcs, and I
don't care about being sniggered at.” .

“Pardon,” exclaimed the Greek, “ but it is funny.”

“] don’t sce where ¢he fun comes in.”

“ Nor I, either,” exclaimed Loder nngrﬂ!. )

The Greek waved his white/ ringed hand deprecatingly.

‘“It is all right,” he said, * onliy it happens that I cannot
lend you the money, because——'

* Bocause what?”

* Becausc I have backed Blue Bird myself."
a“" “ﬂ h‘t !‘l
“] have lost seven pounds,” said Ionides.

ou speak of it, I
t's go together.”

“1 have paid
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five of it, and was thinking of coming te one of you fellows
to _borrow the other ‘two."' - o
er and Carne exchanged glances of dismay.

“ Well, that’s what I call simply rotten,” said the prefect.
“We're all in the same ditch together, then.”

** Looks like it,"’ growled Carne.

The Greek showed his tceth again.

“But I have an idea,” he said.

:: To raise the tin?”

“Go ahead !” said Carne eagerly. “I simply must have
it. Banks won't wait for his moncy. Of course, I'm not
afraid of his coming up to the school, or anything of that
sort, but he won't trust me a second time.”

“Of course, he must paid,” said Loder, “but I'm
blessed if I can see how. What’s your idea, Iomides?”

Ionides chuckled.

“You have heard of Coker?" he asked.

“Coker! A big clumsy chap in the Shell?" said Loder.

‘“He is in the Fifth now.”

#Oh, yes, I remember; the Head gave him his remove
ih_rouﬁild bemF badgered by his relations, or something,”
said er. ‘What about Coker?"

‘“Ah, you arc not observant,” said the Greck. * You
have been thioking tco much about Blue Bird, perhaps. I,
Heracles Ionides, keep my eyes and ears open. This Coker
has an aunt, who is wealthy. She has prescnted Coker with
unlimited pocket-money for having obtaincd his remove at
last, and the Fifth Form are mnkir:ig reat fuss of Coker,
i.nd he"hn passed over all his ol !‘:iendl in the lower

orms.

“ Just like him, I should say."”

“ Exactly !" eaid the Greek.  You sce, Coker is ambi-
tious, like Julius in the play. It is a_grievous sin, and
grievously will Coker answer it, as your Shakespeare says.”

“] don't sec——""

“Coker rolls in wealth,” said Ionides. *‘Fcllows are all
trying to pftk up the crumbs that fall from the rich man's
table. He has passed over all his old friends, and swanks
about with the head boys of the Fifth. It has occurred to
me that such a windv and vainglorious person as Coker
would be very much flattered if some notice were taken of
him the Sixth.”

L 1" said Loder and Carne togother. y

It would turn his head,” the Groek remarked. ‘' His
head is somewhat turned alrcady by the favour of the Fifth.
If he could be taken up by Sixth-Formers, I really believe
that the worthy Coker would Le as wax in our hands."

“My hat!"

“ Are you sure about the moncy, though?" asked Carne
dubiously.

“1 myself have seen him produce a handful of banknotes
and gold to show to somcone clse,’ said Ionides. “I think
he certainly had more than twenty pounds.’™

“ Phew ! ‘ ‘ _

“[t is time to make hay during the sunshine,” said Tonides,
with a grin. * Let us make vp to the worthy Coker. and
make a great friend of him, and 1 do not think we shall be

troubled to “n_\' these simall debts to Mr. Banks."
*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You agree?"”

# Yes, rather!" said Carne. *It's a chance, anyway."

“ Then it is settled. It will be a great catch for Coker
to find friends in the luF Form of the school ; and, of course,
he must expeet to pay for it.”

l.oder and Corne chuckled. There was no doubt that
(‘oker would pay for it, if Le obtained the distinguished
honeur of their friendship.  And the three seniors sallicd
forth together to look for Ilorace Coker

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Coker the Humorist.

“ OMING for a stroll, Cokor?'' asked Higg= of tha Fifth.
Tea was over in Coker's study that Monday even-
ing. Coker lay back in tho armchair, with a frag-
ment of a tart in his hand, doubtful whether hn
should finish it. Coker was growing quite delicate in lns
appetite 1o had ulways been a hungry fellow, ready to
eat pretty nearly anything. But of late he had been living
on the fat of the lana. The horn of plenty had never ceawed
to Aow. Aunt Judy, in her enthusasm, had sunply piled
monsy on him. Aunt Judith was so rich that sl hardly
yealised how much a banknote or two might mean to a schoal
boy. Her liberality had made her nephew rich beyond the
dreams of avarico—while it lasted. In justice to Coker, we
miust stata that he was getting through hLis wealth at a really
ereditable spoed.

Plenty had reigned in Cloker's study cver since he obtained
liis remove, and indeed thero was a time of plenty all along
the Fifth-Form passage. Coker was an open-handed fellow
among his friends. The Fifth thought him a jolly chap, and
regrotted that he had not got his remove whols terms earlier.

I'nr Maoner Linrary.—No. 145.

NEXT

WEEK:

“THE LEADER OF THE NEW SCHOOL."

EVERY
TURSDAY,

[ 14 " [}
The “Magnet” oue, 7
Higgs's idea of making him captain of the Form team had

caught on.

Coker had played footer in the Shell, and he was as big
as any Fifth-Former, and there was no resson why he
shouldn’t play in the Form eleven. To captaim it was or's
ambition, of course, and it was an ambition that his new
friends were disposed to gratify. In private, Blundell and
Bland agreed that it would be possible to get the captainship
out of Coker's hands when an important match had to be
played. It was swank that Coker wanted, and there was
:lo t“hd reason why he shouldn't swank to his heart's con-
ent.

It is quite possible that in -his heart Horace Coker knew
exactly to what he owed his wonderful popularity. It is
quite possible that inwardly he grinned at it all. But he
liked it all the same—and, after IY!! the Fifth-Formers could
not, for very appearance sake, drop him suddenly after

making so much of him. The dim reflection of his glo
would be left after the reality was gone—with the last of his
cash. Perhaps Coker all the time was not so simple as the

other fellows believed.
. The Fifth Form rejoiced in Coker. Bome fellows did not
join in general enthusiasm, but they wero set down as
prigs and swots—indeed, Potter won great applause by calling
them pro-Boers.

The name of Coker flourished throughout the length and
breadth of the Fifth-Form passage. Nearly everybody in the
Fifth had dropped into Coker's study some time or another
to have tea, or to sample the cake, or to drink Coker's health
in his own ginger-pop, or to borrow h bob to be repaid on
Saturday, or something of the sort. And Coker was so free
and generous that the fellows couldn't help liking him. It
was probable that they would be able to help it when Aunt
Judy's banknotes had all gone the same way. But that, as
the novelists l:i. is anticipating.

Coker yawn .

¢ I don't know!" he remarked. ‘' It's getting dark.”

** Yes, so it is,” agreed Higgs at once. " Let's have a game
of chees.”

*“ Oh, chess is a bore!" said Coker. He couldn’t play chess,
but he preferred to put it like that.

* Come to think of it, chess is rather a boro," said Bland,
withh a nod. ** What do you say to a game of draughts,
Coker?"

* Tired of draughts,' said Coker.

“ Come and have s box in the gym.," suggested Blundell.

“I'd rather have a box at the theatre,’ said Coker.

Coker was given to making punx of this sort. The inost
obvrious and barefaced play on words was good enough for
(Coker. Coker's puns hod nlways been hooted in the Shell;
oven his friend Hobson declaring thay ho regarded themn as
unmistakable symptoms of softening of the brain. That was
bafore Aunt Judy had come down so handsomely, of course.
In the Fifth Form, Coker's puns sent fellows into convulsions.
Thoy were looked upon as brilliant flashes of wit sufficient tc
set any table in a roar; and it had dawned upon Horace latoly
that he was really a great humorist.

** Ha, ha, ha!"’ rang through the study. Higgs and Bland
and Blundell roared in concert. Higgs wiped his eye«.

““Oh, my hat!” he gasped. * You'll be the death of me,
Coker !"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Now, if I were in Gerniany, I should have bocks at &
boor-garden ! said Coker, further.

Thus further dm-elo&-mont of tho pun was greeted with
shrieks of laughter. Blundell and Bland clung to one another
and almost wopt.  Higgs scemed in danger of going into
hiysterics.  Coker, infectod by the general merrimient, and
thinking that the joke must really jolly funny, laughed,
too.

While tho study was thus shaking with merriment, the door
openod, and Potter looked in.  Potter looked surprised.

“ My word ™ he exclnimed. ** What's the joke? I could
hear you yelling in iy study! Let a ehap into the joke! 1'll
bet it's Cokor again '™

“You're right!" slinost sobbed Iiggs *“Ila, ha, ha!
It's Cokor! lgknmw that cliap will be the deatli of me!™

““ Ha, ha, ha'"' shricked Blundell and Bland.

“Tell a chap the joke!" said Potter eagerly. T knew it
was Coker. Nuo chap cxcept Coker ever raises a laugh liko
that. Tell a cliap.” He np{-onled to Coker.

“Oh, Higgs'll tell you!" said Coker miodestly.

nothing really !
* Nothing !"" gasped Pland.  ** Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!
You sce, Blundell «aid to him, * Come and have a box in the
rm.—"' Oh, ha, ha, hat"
“[a, ha, ha!""
“Yes?"' naid Votter.
* And then (‘oker said -—

. I!-‘

ITa, ha, ha!"
13

A Griyiiare. By PRANK RICHARDS



14 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY. "2A2"

* Ha, la, ha!"

“ Coker _said—s-s-eaid—  Oh, dear! Hold me some-
body !” gasped Higgs. ** Coker said— Ha, ha!”

*"But what did lfk:uker say?"' demanded Potter, with great
Interest. .

* He sgid—ha, ha !—he said—he'd rather have a box ut the
tieatre !" stuttered Higga.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Potler

** And then—""

* Ha, ha, hal" .

* You see, that wasn't all—"" gasped Iliggs.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

* Coker said—he said— Oh, dear!
wero in Russia—""

** Germany,"” said Coker. . .

** I—I meant Germany—he said that if iie were in Genany,
he* would box them at a beer-garden !" .

** I1a, ha, ha!" roared Potter, not in the least seeing any
joke, but determined not to be left out of the laughter.

** That's not right!" exclaimed Coker.

** Of course it isn’t!" said Bland, with an indignant look at
liggs. ** You've got it all wrong, Higgy!"

it looked dismayed.

** Well, you tell him, Blandy?" he said. )

** No; let Coker tell him,"" said Bland, rather hurviedly.
go on, Coker, It sounds so much better the way you te!l

it

*“ Ob, all right!” said Coker. * You see, Blundell :aid
‘ Come and have a box in the gym." I said, ‘' I'd rather have
a box in the theatre.' "

_ He paused; arid Potter, knowing what was wanted, burt
into a roar of laughter. This was rather hard on Potter, for
lie had already laughed at that part when related by Bland.

But Potter was an obliging fellow, and though the joke was
ot very laughable, he thought that Coker’s considering it
funny was laughable enough; so he laughed at Coker in<tead
uf Coker's joke, which was just as good.

** Ha, hs, ha!" roa Potter.

** Well, then, 1 said—"'

* Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Potter ggain, a little too previously.

* 1 said—you see, that's how it was—Blyndell said come
snd have a box in l'.'i'ne gym., and I said I'd rathor have a box
in_the theatre,” said Coker, in his heavy.way. ** Then 1
:-nutlJ th’.t if 1 were in Germany I'd have bocks in a beer-
parden.

Potter had never been in Germany, and knew nothing
nhont Germans except certain vague notions about German
*avsages and a threatening Navy. Bocks in a beer-garden
wero quite Banskrit to him, He did not even know thut
Coker was using the plural of ** bock,” and he wondered why
t‘oker should consider it funny to say that ho'd lLave a box
ina lrd;n. hB,l'.l.t it was his duty to laugh, and he laughed.

a, ha, ha

Potter's ilugh started the others again. They laughed i
i!l(ir:'lrn.l Coker beamed huplcnl: tho}:n e was ﬁkina'uf\dhi""
vightful position as a champion humorist at last. His light
liad been hidden under a bushel all the time he was in ll'lla
Shell: but he was coming into his kingdom at last.

He turned over rapidly in his mind whether the unwiitten
laws of punning would allow
any relerence to Chincse
Boxers, or Irish bogs, and
whether a musical box could
!luﬂlb! be dragged in. Per-

.aps Higgs saw by his expres-
rion that a fr("li; un was
voming, and he warded it off
by skilfully thanging the sub-

He said that if he

A SPLENDID NUMBER.

“ (Come on, then,” said Coker lazily.

And he strolled out of the study with hLis friends of the
Fifth. It was getting dusk in the Close when they entered
it, but thers were rtill & good many fellows out of doors.
Among them were Hobson and Pimble and Hosking of the
Shell. They exchanged glances as they saw their old friend,
und lined up in his path with the cheery greeting:

** Hallo, Coker "’

—y

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Go-By.

“¥ 4 ALLO, Coker!” )
Coker glanced down at the Shell fellows along his

56,
) ** Who are these fellows?' he asked, turning am
inquiring glance upon Blundell & Co.
lundell sniffed.

" Only some fags,”” he said.

** Fags are a bore,” said Coker,

** They arel”

** Get away you kids!"”

** Buzz off I”

** Hallo, Coker!" refelmd Hobson obstinately. ‘ Can you
eettle up that tanner I lent you last week to get toffee?”

Hobson had jnvented the tanner oa the spot. The idea of
n full-blown Fifth-Former borrowing sixpence and buying
toffee with it was too cruel.

(Coker turned crimson.

** You ,blessed cheeky fag!" he exchiimed.

And he lunged out at Hobson.

The Shell fellow promptly retreated.

** Ha, ha, ha!" roa Hobson. ** Who borrowed the
tanner?"

** He, he, he!"” shrieked Pimble. ** Where's the tofiee?"

The Fifth-Formers made a rush at the juniors, who melted
away, but continued to yell from the distance. )

The seniors, with their noses very high in the air, walked
on, pretending to take no notice of the taunters. .

Coker held his head so high that he really seemed in
dJdanger of getting a crick in the neck. Perhaps that wrs
why he received a pat on the back from Bob Cherry, as the
live seniors pa a group of Removites. .

Harr W{:nrton & Co. grinned at the sight of Coker'a
na-ul elevation. Bob Cherry gave him a friendly poke in
the emall of the back that made him gusp.

“Ow!" raid Coker.

* All right?” agked Bob.

"itll right ! roered Coker. * What do you mean, you
ciice

“ Get off!"

fag "

** Thought you might have a stiff neck, or something,” said
Kob innocently. * You'll get one, you know, if you walk
sbout like that.”

Coker glared at him.

* You- -you—you—-"' . X )

* Don’t take any notice of these fags,” said Higgs loftily.
** 1t makes them conceited.”

**Just that,” agreed Potter.

* Quite right,"” said Coker, with a wave of the hand to the
juniors. ‘“Buzz off, you
youngsters. It's time you
were indoors, too !

““Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd thLe
Removites, i

““ Look here, vou kide——"
('oker began angrily.

jeet,

“We haven't had that
#troll,” he remarked. * Com-
ing, out, Cokey, ald son 7"

‘tlold out,' said Coker.

"*Quite right—let’s stay in

“THE GEM” XMAS

“Ha, ha, ha'” _
*0Oh, Coker, you'll kiil
me ! sobbed Nugent. " You

are too rich; you are rcally,
you know, Horace.”

*The richfulness of the c«-
teemed and silly Colicr is ter-
riic!” murmured Hurree

the study !”

** Bit stuffy here, too."

(‘oker rose and stretched his
Lig limba,

* Perhaps we may as well
have a stroll,” he remarked.

DOUBLE

Jamser Ram Singh.

*“Oh, run uway and play,
yon kids ! said Coker loftily.
*] don't waut to have to bex
your ears,”’

NUMBLR.

*“\Ye can gct somo ginger-
Jop lp.t Mrs. Mimble's, any-

Wiy .

“My hat!" said Harry
Wharton.  * Don't stop for
m3. You can begin the box-
ing as soon as you like,

he Fifth-Formers ex-
changed glances of satisfac-
tion.  When Coker was stand-
ing treat at the school shop,
Uoker was great.,
“Good egg!”

Nigys.
i !’em. rather!"

Tur Maaxer LiBpary.
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PLEASE GET IT.

Cokey.”"

Coker sniffed, and walked
on with hix nos in the air,
und the other Fifth fellows
adopted the same inanner.
The statelinces of their bear-
ing was a little marred, per-
haps, by a yell of laughier
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Nugent advanced upon the unfortunate Coker, dabbing with the sooty broom. Coker's eyes and mouth were
filled with soot. *“Oh! Y-you young bib-bib-beast!” he spluttered.

from the Removites, and a wild ycll from the distance, in
the voice of Hobson :

“*Where's that toffee?”

“(Oh, Coker gets richer every day!" grinned Wharton.
| imagine he gets poorer, too, as he goes on etanding treat
ne he's been doing lately. I shall be glad to sce how he gets
i with Blundell & Co. when all his tin’s gone.”’

** Ha, ha, ha !’

“1 imagine there will be a sudden drop in Coker stock
when that takes place,”’ grinned Nugent.

* The dropfulness will be terrific !’

And the chumes of the Remove chuckled. It was not Likely
that Coker would keep up hie loftiness when his financial
resources were exhausted. And they were curious to eec the
end of the comedy. Meanwhile, Coker & Co. had met Loder,
t'arne, and lonides ns they walked on towards the tuckshop
with his Fifth-Form friends.

Coker glanced at the three Sixth-Formers as they came
towards him. nnd his glance was very dubious. Coker had
bren on strained terms with thein before. Tonides, the
(ireek, was given to bullying, and he had once made the
wistake of bullying »o big a fellow as Coker.

Now, it wap very right and proper that Horace Coker
should cuff fags of the Second aml %hird Forms; but when
a Sixth-Former cuffed him, the cheek of it was astounding,
and Coker had retaliated in a way that made lonides very
careful to let him alone afterwards.

So now, when Ionides came up with Loder and Carne,
(‘oker was prepared for trouble. His Fifth-Form friends

I'HE Maones LiBRARY.— No. 145,
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cuthered round him, as if to stand by him against all-comers.
Uoher smiled with gratification. After all, he was in the
Fifth now, a senior himself, and his old enemy would hard]
dare to attempt to bully him, even with a prefect to bac
him up.

But it was soon clear that the Sixth-Formers did not mean
trouble. lonides appeared, by his manner, to be oblivious
to any pateages-of-arms between himsclf and Horace Coker
in the past.

Loder wae smiling his most agrceablo emile, and Carne
was quite aminble a sufficiently remarkablo thing in Carno
10 attract attention,

“Hallo, Coker ! «aid Loder, quite affably.

* Hallo ! smdd Coker.

“I've been going to see you for dog's ages, to congratulate
you about getting your remove,” explained Loder.

Coker had had his remove for four or five days now, o
Lauder had evidently taken his time about it. But that did
not matter. It was something to be congratulated in publie
by a Sixth-Form prefect, and Coker purred.

“Thanks. Loder,”’ he said. '* You're very good.”

Not at ali,” said Loder. ' Carne was eaying to me that,
s~ & matter of fact, vou ought really to be in the 8ixth.”

(‘oker no<dded assent. Ile thought so himeell.

** Just «0,”’ said Carne.

“1 am sure a fellow like Coker would be an adornment to
any Form,” said Ionides. *'I sincerely hope he will soon
get his remove into the Sixth.™

*Thanks ! roid Coker,
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 Meanwhile,” said Loder, “we should be glad to sce
some more of you, Coker, my boy."

‘“Thanks!” said Coker.

-““As & matter of fact, wo really regard you as a Sixth-
T_E‘ormer in effect,”” said Ionides. ““ You are resting transiently
in the Fifth,”

‘ Merely a bird of passage,” said Carne.

ker coloured with pleasure.

It waa something, certainly, to be made so much of in the
Fifth; but to have big fellows in the Sixth chumming up
with fim in this way—well, it.was simply ripping! Coker
had learned tp-despise the Shell, and to forget the mere
existence of any Fo bolow the ll. He now an to look
upon the Fifth with disdainful patronage. Why should a
fellow of his merits be thrown upon Fifth-Formers?

Bluqd_ell,' Bland, Hnlfgf. and Potter eaw the way things
Were going'at once, and they were furidus.

Higgs put his nr_mr.througi Coker'e.
i1 say, Cokey, ‘oome on,” he raid.

I.vmh you wouldn’t call me Cokey,” said Coker. My
name's Coker:"

¢ Sorry.. Y meant Coker. Come on.”

It was only a few days since' Coker had thrilled with pride
at being addressed in public by Higgs as Cokey. He bad
progressed gince then..

o hurry,” said Coker.

. We were going tb look in at Mrs. Mimble's,” said:Bland
hintingly.

‘“ No hurry, that I can see.”” .
Lf;':i“ you're entgla.god, -lgoker. we ‘nil:'t bother oui:k said

erﬁmﬁun y. “But we thought you might like to
come and have a chat in our study.” B

Coker's ayes da ;

*“ With pleasuré I he exclaimed.

“Come on, then. I should advise a fellow like you, really,
mot to waste his time going about with these youngsters.”

““ Youngsters "

Blundell & Co. could have eaten Loder for that word.
'Ii;l)zs,vt‘:ould bavre eafen Cokor, too, when they.eaw him accept

or's arm and turn away with him.

X Here, I say, Coker,” exclaimed Potter, you're coming
with us!"

“You're coming to Mrs. Mimble's!” said Blundell
sharply. . ’

¢ Coker, old man—"" Bland renionstrated.

“It's all right,” said Higgs unessily. * Coker's all right.
He's coming with us.”

* Another time,” eaid Coker, with a wave of the.hand.
“Plenty of time, you know. I'll eee you fellows later.”

And he strolled away with the Sixth-Formers.

Blundell, Bland, Higgs, and Potter stood transfixed.

“My only hat!" ejaculated Potter, staring after Coker
and the Sixth-Formers, as if he could acarcely believe the
evidence of his eyes. ‘“ My eolitary chapeau !

“ Great Beott!” said Blundell hopelessly.

* The worm !"'

"« The c-‘d EI!
¥ What can you expect, taking up with rotten juniors?"
said Blundell. ““ It wae our own fault."” )

“ After we've Put up with him for nearly a week,” said
Bland pathetically.

* The worm !

“The rotter!”

‘“ After laughing at his rotten puns, too!" said Potter
wrathfully.

“The ungrateful beast!"”

“Did you ever hear of, or dream of, a sillier and fat-
headeder rotten punster?"" demanded Higgs. And the other
fellows admitted that they never had.

‘“ Like his cheek, inflicting his rotten jokes on us!" sail
Potter. ‘I came jolly near telling him <o, too.™

‘“Hopeless cad ! eaid Blundell.

“I'm done with him."

“8o am L[

“I wash my hands of him," said Potter, with a suitahle
ge.&tt':_l:e accompanying the words. ‘' I'm done with the junior
cad !

And they walked away in great indignation. The whole
scenc had been witnessed by Harry Wharton & Co.. and
Harry burst into a laugh as the disappointed Fifth-Feriers
walked off. Bob Cherry looked a little puzzled.

“What'e the little game?"" he asked.

a. hs, ha! Coker's given the Fifth the go-by, that's
all!” roared Wharton. “Don't you see? He's chucked.the
Shell for the Fifth, and now he's chucked the Fifth for the
Bixth!"

“My hat!”

‘“It's the same old gome,” grinned Wharton,
after Aunt Judy's tin. Old Coker is getting on.

Tur Macxer LisrAry.—No. 145.
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“They're
He can’t

get much further ahead than this, unless the Head tukes him
on as a epecial chum.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

That was not likely. to happen. Coker was at the summit
of his ambition now, and he was.in a state of dreamy con-
tentment as hée sauntered into the house, his arm linked in
lI;ogielr!‘e]?to the wondet and admiration of all the fags who

cheld him.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Expensive Friends.

-4 ARRY WHARTON was right in'the motives he assigned
to the Sixth-Form trio; but it is probable that those
same motives were vistble not only to the Removites.

; It is quite likely that Cokor saw them, too; but Coker
did not mind. Coker knew only too well that he would never
be valued highly for his brains, or for his manners, or for his
beauty. He wanted to be rated high, and he could only be
rated high for his cash.’, That was semething.

After all—that was the way Coker put it to himself—eome
fellows have ome quality, some have another. He had
money, 2s it happened. But, after all, a chap who was a

cricketer was a good cricketer because Nature had
made him like that; and a handsome, pleasant fellow was
hunndsoma and plehsant because the Fates had.so ordained

i

The Fates had not been kind to Coker in this respect,
certainly—he wasn't handeome, and nobody had ever found
him very pleasant—but wealth was ss goéd a gift‘as any
other. Why shouldn’t a chap be valued as much for having
banknotes in his pocket as for having a Groek nose, or a
jolly temper, or a tricky leg-break? %’hﬂt was what Coker
wanted to know, . . .

Anyway, whatéver might be the object of the three seniors,
Coker was wﬂlinﬁo‘ bask in the sunshine while it lasi>d.

He seemed to walking on_air as he went in with the
seniors, and he tried to look quite cool and accustomed to it
as he sauntered into Ionides's etudy, but he did not quite

su .
Ionides .etirred the fire to a cheerful blazo, and Loder
closed the door, and Carne pushed an easy-chair forward for

. Coker. Ionides's study was very handeomely furnished, for

the Greek had epent money like water for the purpose; and
Coker. could not help thinking that it was oven a greater
improvement upon Blundell's study, than Blundell's study
was upon his old quarters in the Shell.

“Comfy theret”" asked Ionides, turming back from the

re.

““Oh, yes, quite, thanks!" said Coker.

“Have a cigarctte 7

Coker hesitated. Smoking among the juuiors was atrictly
forbidden—and no less strictly among the  acniors—but
Ionides’s habits were well known. When Ionides was scen
gasping across a playing-fiecld with “bellows to mend ™ all
the time, everybon knew the caumse of it.

But Coker's hesitation lasted only a moment. Why
shouldn’t he smoke? There was no danger, anyway, in tho
prescnee of a prefect.

““Thanks, I will!" he said.

Ionides pushed the box towards him—expensive, gold-
tipped Turkish cigarcttes, which no one clse at Greyfriars
could have afforded to smoke. even if they had been given
to the same habits as the Greek.

“ Match ?*’ said Loder.

“ Thanks ."

Coker accepted a light.

The three seniors drew up their chairs, and lighted cigar-
cttes nlso, Loder had taken the precaution to lock the door,
and to open the window at the top. Coker tried to puff
away at the cigarctte in the same way that the othera did,
and succeeded in getting a volume of amoke down his throat,
and a cloud of it into his cyers, which made him gosp and
choke for some time, and blink tearfully. )

But Ionides tactfully chose that moment for stirring the
fire again, and made enough clattor to take attention off
(loker's indisposition, and the Fifth Formm heeo  soan
recovered, and puffed away aguin more eautiously

The sound of footateps pas-ing the door malde Coker look
round uneasilv. Loder laughed

‘“It’s all right,” he said. ** Nobody will coune in. Tt'a
eafe here.  Of course, we have to put this sort of thing down
among the juniors.”

“Of course,” said Coker.

“ It wouldn't do, you know. But among oursclves—for T
really regard you as one of ourselves, of course,” maid Loder,

i {'on're very kind.”

“A fellow like you is thrown away in the Shell. T shall
try and use what mflucoce I have with the Head to get you
ahigher remove,” said Loder.

ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT FOR THE GRAND XMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF “THE GEM " LIBRARY.



“You'ro awfi good.”

“In that case, I hope Coker would share my study,” raid
Ionides.

‘“That I jolly well would,” said Coker.
fixed up here, old chap.”

Coker trembled inwardly as he called a Sixth-Former ** old
chap.” But the ceiling did not fall in, neither was there an
carthquake within hearing. Coker breathed again.

Tonides said something in Grecek.

* What's that 7’ said Coker.

“1 was just saying that you would be a valued friend to
me,” said Ionides, with a smile that showed nearly ever
tooth in his head. *I should be honourcd by your friend-
ship if you were in the Sixth, But even as it is, I think
we ought to sce a great deal of our friend Coker.”

And he glanced at the others. They nodd-d.

“T'll tell you what!"” exclaimed Carne, as if an idea had
suddenly struck him.  **Suppose we introduced Coker to
Mr. Banks. Banks could put him on to a good thing. You
can sce that Coker is a sportsman.”

It was the wile of Mr. Banks himself, used over again at
second-hand for Coker’s benefit. Coker scemed to swallow
it ggedlly enough.

‘“Oh, yes!" said Loder. “ He's got the look of a sports-
man. f he won, he'd spend his money like a prince. If
he lost, he could stand it without whining.”

““That's just the impression Coker gives
remarked.

**Well, what do you say, Coker?
Banks 1"

* What is he?" asked Coker.

‘* Bookmaker."”

I'll sample him,” said Coker.

That was meant for a joke, and in Blundell's study it would
liave been greeted with a roar of laughter. Coker was dis-
appointed, and a little nettled, when the Sixth fellows failed
to sec that it was a joke at all.

“You're jolly well

me,” lonides

Would you care to meet

‘“Look here,” said Loder, *‘there’s a jolly good thing
coming off to-morrow. I've got a doa sure  snip.
Willoughby II. for the Woodford Handicap. What do you

say, Coker? If you like to place some tin in my hands
I'll look after it for you.”

“Thank you!" said Coker.

“Well, how much would you care to place?"”

“ Five bob,” said Coker.

Loder made a gesture.

**Don’t be funny,” he remarked.

** Well, say ten,' said Coker, who thought this was being
very sportsmanlike and reckless indecd.

‘“Now, look here, Coker, I'm not joking,” said Loder.
“If you like to place zeven or eight pounds in my hands, 1'll
sce to a good thing for you.”

Coker gasped.

Ho was prepared to hand over half-a-sovereign, or cven
a whole sovercign, with the sercne inward knowledge that he
would never sce it again. To that extent he was willing to
pay for his friendship in the Sixth Form. To pay for it
in lumps of seven and ecight pounds at a time was rather
teyond his mind. His cash would not last long at that rate.
And Coker was no fool. He knew that the kindness of the
scniors would last exactly as long as his cash.

“Well, what do you say?"" asked Carne.

Coker shook his head.

“*No,” he replied. “Thanks awfully, but I don't think
1I'll do it. I remember now that I've promi my Aunt
Judy never to gamble. I'd forgotten, but I remember it
now."

The three seniors exchanged glances.

“ Perhaps you don't trust me, Coker,” said Loder, in a
low and very significant tone.

Coker shifted unecasily.

*“Oh, yes, 1 do!” he said.

“ Perhaps you think I've been bad!f' informed, and that
I can't place the moncy for you to advantage,” said Loder
unpleasantly. . .

“Oh, no!” said Coker, getting a little alarmned.
sure you can do it. Only you sec,
Judy never to gamble.”

Loder made an impatient gesture.

** Look here!” he exclaimed. ** Will you do it or not?"”

(‘oker looked at him squarely.

“No,"” he said.

The seniors exchanged baffled glances.  They had not
expected so much obstinacy in Coker. All three of them
were greatly inclined to seize upon Coker and wipe up the
floor of the study with him.

Coker blew out a cloud of smoke. He was quite cool,
His position was, that he was being courted for his monuy,
and was willing to shell out te any reasonable extent. But
unrcasonable demands made the whole thing **not goed
enough.”

“(oker, old man,” said Carne at last, *‘ we happen to be
rather hard up at the present moment. Could you lend us
seven pounds ?”

Coker shook his head.
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“Sorry, I couldn't,” he said.

“But you have the moncy,” urged Loder.

Coker was silent.

** Now, look here, old chap,” said Ionides, in his soft voice,
( yot:i 'tmght oblige us in this little matter, you know—as s
riend.”’

“I'm sorry.”

“Of course, seven pounds is nothing to a chap like Coker,"”
<aid Loder. ' He's only joking with us. Now, Coker—'

But cven that failed to draw Coker. He rose, and threw
the stump of his cigarette in the fire.

* I think I'd better be goin,

The three Bixth-Formers also rose, and there were very
ugly expressions upon their faces. ey did not like to fcel
that they had blundered, and that & mere clumsy, heavy-
footed 8hell fellow had seen through them.

‘“This won’t do!” said Loder abruptly.

‘* So-long !"* said Coker. .

The three scniors looked as if they would spring upon him.
(‘oker gave them a casual sort of a nod.

Loder stepped to the door quickly. A
4 ““Hold on a minute!” he exclaimed, with his back to the
(e 10) 2%

(‘oker pauscd.

“ Certainly,” he said. . .

“Look here, Coker, we want you to oblige us in that
matter,” said the prefect, with emphasis.

“I'm sorry,” said Coker. * But it can’t be donc.”

“You don't deny that you have the money ?"” "y

““Oh, no!” said Coker uneasily. *I supposc I have it.”
“ What are you going to do with it, then?”

“Keep it,”’ said Coker. .

Loder snapped his tecth, and sprang towards him. II
Coker had lied, and pretended that he had no money left,
it would have saved Loder's feclings a little. Dut, as a
matter of fact, Coker was not a liar. And, besides, he knew
himself too well; he knew that if he lied, he would lie %o
clumsily that he would never be believed.

““ You checky young cad!” shouted Loder.

Coker backed away. .

* Here, hands off !"" he exclaimed.

“(Collar him, Carne!” .

“You'd better let me alono!” exclaimed Coker. “T sup-
yose you don’'t want me to tell all the fellows what you

rought me here for.” X .

Logor'l hands dropped to his sides. He stared at Coket for
a moment or two, and then threw the door open.

“Get out!” he said.

And Coker got out.

i“

now,” he remarked.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captain Coker.

OKER ran till he rcached the end of the 8ixth Form

¢ passage, and then he drop into an eus stroll. His

Erief ﬁriundnhi in the Sixth was at an end; but Coker

was not foolish enough to let the Fifth Form fcllows

know how and why it had ended. Coker waa not exactly
clever, but he was too clever for that. h X

Blundell, Bland, and Higgs, and Potter were standing in
a group at the foot of the big staircase when Coker strolled
along. . They gave him- a glaro, which ke affected not to
notice. He paused, with a grin.

“(*oming into the study ?” ho asked. “I say, supposc
we get young Trotter to fetch in the ginger-pop? at'll
save trouble.’

The Fifth-Formers stared at him. .

They knew how valuable Coker was to them. They did
not dream that the Sixth fellows would lightly let him go.
Had he come back of his own accord?

Coker strolled on towsrds his study as if ho e:gec_tcd them
to come. They looked at cach other and followed him.

Cokcr walked into the study.  His manner was
jovial, as it had been before that meeting with the Bixth,
and perhaps a little more jovial. Coker realised that he
stood upon_very slippery ground. . .

*You might call in Trotter,”” he said. ‘I want him to
take a banknote to Mrs. Mimble to change.”

The banknote did it.

“Certainly,” said Bland. .

And he went to look for Trotter. Coker sat down in the
armchair.  Blundell and Higgs, unablo to restrain their
curiosity as to what had happened in Ionides’s study, came
over to him. 5

“ Look hero!" exclaimed Blundell. * What did you go off
with Loder and his lot for?"

Coker yawned.

*Oh, just for a chat, you know."”

17
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*“ Why didn’t you stay with them, then? If the Fifth Form
lsn't ﬁood cnough for you—"" began Higgs hotly.

*“ Oh give him a chance to explain!” said Potter.

“My dear chaps,” said Cokor lazily, “I don't scc why a
ohap in my position shouldn't be civil to the Sixth. As for
chumming cutside one’s own Form, the idea's ridiculous, of
course. It couldn’t be done.”

“Oh, I see!l”

** Well, that’s right.” g "

“ Ycs, remember, a fellow in Coker's position !" said Potter.
¥ Don't forget that! After all, it's only natural for the Sixth
to be civil to a fascinating chap like Coker."”

“ Potter’s right.”

. Bland returned with Trotter. The House gaped at tha
sight of the five-pound note he was _wmtasaf: ch , and
scribbled down the things wanted as Coker dictated them to

im.
The list dictated by Hornce Coker was quite suficient to
ba:i!;h any lingering trace of distrust or ill-feeling in the

sbudy.

It was a long list, and when the goods were supplied Coker
would only expect threé ;;:;mda change from the Evor.

Trotter departed ypon his mission, and peace and confidence
m:gnod once more in the study.

e ye L must say that Coker’s a_decent chap,” said Blundell.
If I've,done Coker any mLustico. I'm sorry for it."" _ .
S And'I jolly well hc:ﬁ: e won't get his remove into the

Sixth,” said Bland. * Though I'm sure Coker could get it

casily cnough if he chose to wotk for it.”

‘ He could it on his head,” said Higgs.

Coker strotched out his legs to the fire and grinned. He
had quite re-established himself in the good graces of the
Fifth, and ho realised that he had had an escape, and ho
mentally resolved not to follow the wiles of the Sixth any
more. Tonides and Loder and Carne’'might be swagger friends
:; stroll about the Close with, but they were decidedly too

ve.
@ chaps in the Fifth, to put it in commercial terms, were
of ‘a lower ‘quality, but much cheaper.

Trotter retu with the heavy-laden basket lent him by
Mrs. Mimble, and the change of the five-pound note. - The
latter Coker cueleulz slipped into his trouscrs-peckot, as if it
were a mere bagatelle. . ’

A fellow who oonld do that was deserving of great respect.
Great;. respect, .acoordingly, was paid to Coker. He tosscd
Trottet a ahr!hni_‘fvor his services, and the page departed in
high feather. opences were commoner with him than

gs. - It was not so very loag since'the Kifth-Formers had
had tea, and a very substential tea too, but they were quite
ready to eat currant-cake, and preserved fruits, and to e?rink

Coker's health in ginger-pop.

And they drank it. Gili;;cr-pop flowed liberally to the tune
of “He's a Jolly Good Fellow.” Coker felt tﬁnt he really
was a jolly good fellow.

iy mkmg of footer,” he remarked presently.

Nobody had been speaking of footer, but the fellows were
all attention at once. .

* Exactly,” said Higgs. '“ About footer, you know—""

“ That idea of yours of making me footer skipper in’ the
Flftih{” said Coker. “I think it's a jolly good idea myself.”

“ Hear, hear ("

“I'd do my best to pull the matches off, you know."

“Nil_desperandum, Cokro duce et auspice Cokro,’ mur-
mured Higgs, classically.

Coker lookcd at him. He had heard that before, and
hnd;’t kn}ﬁw-n what to éukor of "? Ha::d it or.'currkc-:il to him that
perhaps Higgs was making fun of him in an unknown tongue.
Coker did not mean to stand that sort of thing.
bc“ Look here, Higgs, if you're punning on my name—"" ho

Zan.

Higgs looked dismayed.

“Oh, I soy—=" ke said.

“] don't like it1”

“But I wasn't,” said Higgs. “I was quoting Horace,
altcred to suit the oocasion, you know. ‘Teucro duce, ot
auspice Teuero—'"

““You said ‘ Cokro’ just now."

* Y?s. that's the ablative, old man—ablative absolute, you

o L]

. .
‘ Absolute rot, I call it!"" said Coker.
Whether this was intended as a pun, Coker's friends did not
quite know, but they thought ehc*wore pretty safe in treating
is as somce sort of joke, anyway. There was a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* Absolutely !” said Coker.
. gl-&. ha, }la!" -
“QOh, you funny dog!"
‘“Ha, ha, ha!"y %

Coker was quite placated. An accepted wit, says the sage,
has but to say * Pasg the salt" to set the table in a roar,
Coker was cvidently an accepted wit now, for at the least
remark the study was set in a shriek.
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““ Well, speaking of football,” said Coker again.

*Yes, Coker?"”

“Go 1t, old chap!” .

“I don't mind captaining the Form team, if you fellows
like to arrange it.”

Blundell slapped him on the back. .

“G ogg!” he exclaimed. * Weo'll try it, anyway, and
see how it works,. Here's to Coker, captain of the Form team
—Captain Coker!”

‘“Hear, bear!” .

And the hoalth was drunl: with acclamation. The noise was
heard along the passage, and other fellows came looking in to
sce what was tho matter. The sight of preserves and cakes
and jams and fruits on the table, and endless arrays of ginger-
beer-bottles, convinced them at a glance- that they were
wanted in the study.

And they came in, in force.

Coker’s hospitality was boundless—and Blundell & Co. were
very generous in sharing Coker's propert;r with the whole
Form. The study was soon crammed as full as it would hold.
There was a soene of great onthusinsm. The idea of Coker
as footer captain scemed to catch on like wildfire. Ho
mightn't be able to play footér, perhaps—that was a moot

int—but there was no doubt tha'iohe could stend firstclass

5.

‘“ Hurrah for Coker—Captain Coker!'"

‘““ Hear, hear!” . )

And the joyous meetinF did riot break up while there was a
bottlo of ginger-beer left corked, or a cake uncat. What
results would accrue from Coker’s election as footer captain
in the Fifth tho fellows did not yet know. Bat upon one point
Blundell & Co. were assured—they wore secure of Horace
(i'oker. The Sixth would not bé able to wile him away from
them now.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Littte Wheeze.

L ALLO, hallo, hallo! Have you ohaps heard?* de-
manded Bob Cherry.

. Bob asked the question excitodly on Tnesday morn.
ing, somc time after morning classes, as he mot Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent in the Close.

The two juniors stared at him.

‘““ Heard what?" asked Harry,

““The news.”

“ What news "

“ About Coker." .

“Coker again!" said Nugent. ‘‘Toujours Coker! Coker
cencore! We're gotting fed up with Coker, old sont”

‘“ But the news——""

“ Well, what is it? Have the Shell been ragging him

‘“No. No chance, I ¢ | i

“Havoe the Fifth given him the order of the boot?” .

‘“ No. I think the Sixth have done that. He's thicker with
Blundell & Co. than ever,” grinned Bob Chorry.

““ Has his Aunt Jud;‘ come again?”

“Ha, ha, ha! No.” L

“ Ha's she sent him a hundred pounds this time 1

“ Not that I know of.”

““Then what is it?"” demanded Nugent. “If you've got
news, why the dickens don't you propound it?"’

“You haven't given me a chance. The Fifth—— Ila, he,
ha!"

“Well?™

“The Fifth havo made him—ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

“Get it out, you ass!” .

“The Fifth have made him footor captain!™ yclled Bob.
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Wharton and Nugent starcd.

‘“ Footer captain!"

‘“Ha, fa! Yes!”

“In the Fifth!"

“Just it.”

My only hat!” . ’

And Harry Wharton and his chum roared too, joining in
Bob's stentorian peals of merriment. Coker, as Fifth-Form
footer captaim was richer-than ever.

“ That's their bid nEainst the Sixth, I supposs,” said Harry,
at lu:q_t. “They're keeping him out of Loder’s hands that
way.

“I suppose so."

“ But you've seen him play!
gosal-kecper once! Ha, ha, hat"

And the juniors yelled again. .

“But I've got an idea,” said Beb Cherry, when his mirth
had subsided a little. “ It's a real, Al, coppor-bottomed, non-
skidding, ripping idea!™

‘““Go ahead!"”

“We've all l:ad a lot of airs and graces from Coker. We'ro

I saw him charge his own
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all well fed-up with him and his funny ways, and the
swank of those Fifth-Form bounders, I' think.”
" rather "
h;;}_!c:i.l, I'vo got a dodge for taking them down a peg or
"Expound,“iou ass.”
& y shouldn’t we challenge the Fifth to & game of
footer?’
“ Whlt t!l

“No, I'm not off my rocker,” said Bob Cherry coolly. 'I
think it's a. ripping i W'hy shouldn't we challenge tac

Fifth " ;
“Rats! They'd never play the Lower Fourth. They'd
consider it infra dig., the asscs!” .
“1 know that—as a rule. But we mnfl chip Coker into
laymg. Then, too, there's the fact that he’s no good as &
ifth-Form footer captain. Blundell and the rest know that
well enow'l:. They're only doing it to butter him up, of

course. en they have to play an out-match against a team
that's nnly“good. ey'll get up some excuse to leavo Coker
out, or else shove him in as back. He can play back after a

fashion, but he’s about as fit to captain & team as to captain

an airship.”
““But he'll see through it if they chuck him.”
“That's the idea. I think Blundell & Co. will play us,

thinking they can walk riﬁht over us,” grinned Bob Cherry.
s Bu—thoy'ﬁ think the Remove easy enough to lick, even
with Coker as their lkigser.”

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

“ Bomething in that,” he asscnted.

“ Then—then there'll be a surprise for them!” Bob Cherry
chuckled. ‘' We'll make up a junior team, including the
Upper Fourth and the Bhell—%h::ing out the best players in
the Lower School, any Form. Bee? We can make up a team
that way that would &in the Fifth Form trouble at any time
—and with Coker as their captain, we may——"

“Lick them!” roared Nugent.

“That's it, lick them!” assented Bob Cherry. * What do
you think of the wheezd?" . .

H and Frank rdshed st Bob Cherry, and scized him,
and waltzed him round in their glee.

“Humzl" shouted Nugent.

*Hurrah " roared Wharton.

Bob Cherry ,

**Go easy, you duffers! You like the ideal”
“ Ripping !

“Good! Then it's & gol"

And a go it was.

The moment the ides was communicated to tne other
fellows it murht on. Lick the Fifth—beat the top Form but

one of Greyfriars on the ground! It was like &
dream—the fellows would have given weeks and weeks
pocket-money to do it. Lick the 'i‘rmm For that noble

bj all Lo Forms at Greyfriars were willing and
:ud’;hw pull.ton:h.:r as one manm! yhriars = .

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Junior Eleven.

ARRY WHARTON believed in striking the iron while
it was hot. The next d.K was & half-holiday, and then
Harry knew, the Fifth had no match on. Had they
had one, it was likcly enough that they would have

left Coker's appointment till Thursday. Now, they were
likely to get up some scratch match on Wednesday afternoon,
and play Coker as captain, and make him feel as if he were
s roal skipper. The challenge from the Remove would fall
in beautifully with that. e licking the Remove intended
to give them would come as a pleasant, or otherwise, surprise.
arry Wharton, then, lost no time. He meant to get his
team together that day, and challenge the Fifth to a match
for Wednesday afterncon. At the thought of licking the
Fifth, and even of merely playing them, the Removites felt
several inches taller. Even Billy Bunter felt & glow of Form
triotism at the idea, nnd was obeerved to take iome slight
interest in matters outside the tuckshop. .

Wharton and his chums held a discussion on the subject
in No. 1 Study immediatcly after dinner. It was decided
that Wharton would have to rq];uin the team, and at least
six Removites would have to play im it—Wharton himnself,
Bob Cherry, Nugent, Tom Brown, Hurree Singh, and Mark
Linloy, the lad from Lancashire. They werc players who
could give any opposing team some trouble, and if the rest
of tho eleven was of equally good quality, there was s good
chance of snatching a victory.

“We'll ask Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the Upper
g:uﬁtlh." said Harry, *“and Hobson and Pimble, of the
Shell.”

** Good,"” said Bob Chorrﬁ.

“ And tho sooner tho quicker,” Harry added.

“*Tho soonfulness ought to be serrific.”

And the chumns set out to look for the other fellows. They
found Hobson and Pimblo in_ the Close, looking towa
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Coker, who was sauntering there with some of the Fifth
Coker seemed serenely unconscious of their existence.

*“The rotter!” said Hobson wr-thlullg as the juniors camdl
up. “Look at him, You'd think be'd been in the Fifth
for a term at least, instead of léss'n a week."”

‘*Swankin' beast!" said Pimble.

* What do you Remove kids want?” grunted Hobson.

“We're thinking of s little joke on Coker and his new

friends,"” lerﬁ harton u‘ﬂnnd blandly.
The Shell fellows became liteness immediately.
“Oh, if that's it—"" said lﬁl,son. quite graciously.
* That's it!"”
‘“ What's the ideat’
F_};;‘I‘l'n'ey'va made Coker captain of the football team in the
1 o
Hobson snorted. .
o Tho{'rehjunt sucking up to him, of course,” he said.
t!

“ Wel haven't given him the job on his merits, I
know,” said Harry, lsughing. * Look here, we're going to
challenge the Fifth to a match.”

““My hat! Challenge the Fifth!"
** Yes,"” said Harry otlt.olly.

**They won't 5

“1 think they will; but never mind that. If they do
acoept, will you fellows play in the team] I want to make
it representative of the whole lower ool—all the
players below the Fifth. [

"gou wnn:l. m:"so ca| w:;:“;wnhd Ht;l:.'oou. I ptai

“ No, we don’ i n promptly. ‘‘I'm ceptain,
and I've got five men already. 1 want ;im two chaps to

s ippi and Pimble can keep

gosl ‘olly well."

play, becsuse you're a ripping half,
oou we couldn't play in a team unless there was
a mljori,ty of Bhell fellows In it, and a Bhell chap was

captain.’
all right!” Enr’ lhonllg. turning sway.
oy It's lll“rﬂ' t."'

" oh.

*‘8orry to have troubled .

“"Hold on!" exolaimed Hobson. t be in such &
dickens of & hurry. 1 haven's said that I won't play yet.”

Wharton turned back.

““Well, shall I put your name down?"’ asked Harry.

* Who have you in the team, so far?”

Harry ran over names. Hobson and Pimble looked at
one another. They did not like the csptaincy remaining with
&e Remove, ““{kni was r. Otherwise, the ides struck

em as an exce one.

** Of course, womld(d?.!hllq-.nudch-llnn
Coker’s lot ourselves,’’ said Hobson musingly.

::?L‘Qkph, the game " said Nugeat.

* Quite right,"” said H armly. “It's our ides, and
you'e:l:orll'f ';. t.o“borro:"l{ 'Butl,"ﬂ. up & Bhell team, if

ou like. ou know very well that the Bhell's in rotten
orm, and you've nothinf to ﬁ)ul into the field against for-
wards like Higgs and Blundell, and a half like Fotter, for
instance.”’

Hobson had to admit that.

**8till, you'll concede that the team ouﬁht to be captained
by someone higher than & Remove chap,” he remarked.

'nh which Wharton's reply was brief and emphatic:

" .t. lII

Hobson grinned.

“Well, we'll play,” he said.

“ Al right. f'm to put l(ycmr names down, then?” asked
Hnrv-. opening his note i

“Yes.'

**Good. They're down.' ,

And the chums of the Remove walked away to visit Temple,
Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth. The Upper Fourth
and tho Remove were generally on terms of warfare; but
Ilarry was sure they could unite for so laudable an object
as licking a still hi'gher Form, and he was right there. As
soon as found Temple, and explained the idea to him,
Temple juu:ﬁod at it; only he laboured under the same
delusion as Hobson, that & fellow higher in Form than a

Removo ought to be captain,

“ Hobeon thought that,’” said Harry Wharton. I ex-
plained to him that it was rot."

“Well, it was rot in Hobson,” agreed Temple. ‘I agree

with you thero. Hobby couldn't captain a team of white
rabbits. But in this case, Wharton, you'll admit as a reason-
aneRcIup that an Upper Fourth follow ought to lead?”
* Rats 1"
** Now, look here, Harry Wharton—"! .
“Bosh! The question is, what are you going to do? If
you'ro' willing to play in the team, I'll put your names
wn.'

down.
Temple, Dabney, and Fry looked at one another. They
didn't like Wharton's way of putting it; but to bave a h;;nd
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in inflicting a defeat on tho Fifth Form was a great

b’“iop’ro 8 blossed cheeky fag.” said Fr;: “You ought to
ing us to captain your rotten team!™

“Oh, rather!" said Dabney.

Harry Wharton laughed.

! Wel, we're not,”" he said. ‘‘I want Temple to play in-
sido ‘feft, and you two as halves, Hobby's going to be
centre-half. If you care tb take it on, well and 1' ; if you
don't, I'll look further. I'd rather have vou chaps, but I
can get some decent players either in the Shell or the
Remove.” .

‘““The decentfulness is terrific,” romarked Hurreo 8Singh.
“It is a really great chance of an esteemed lifetime for the
dlogant and honourable duffers."

** Well, I think we can play,” said Temple.

*“Oh, rather!" remarked Dabney.

‘“Shall I put your names down?”

*Yes, shove 'em down. ¥ before the match comes off,
you fecl it your duty to resign the captaincy to me, I sha'n't
refuse it."

‘‘ Thanks,” said Wharton, langhing. “I've got the team
all right now, then, and it only remains to make the Fifth
play us. I think it will work all right; and if they play, I
think wo shall beat them. It will be gorgeous for the lower
school if we do. Weo shall have to go and see Coker after
leasons to-day. and put it to him. I was thinking of a chap

from each Form going®you, Temple, and Hobson, of the
Shell, and myself. What do vou think?"
Temple nodded.

“Good,” he said. “‘T dare say we shall get chucked out
on our necks; but, I suppose. we can risk that?"

“Yeou, we'll.risk it. We must explain that it's s flag of
truce;” said Harry. “ Upon the whole, we'll eatch Cokor
somewhere outside the Fifth-Form passage—they're death
on junwrs there. Hobson and his lot had an awful time
visiting Cokor the other day. It's settled, then: you play?”’

““ Yeos, it's settled.”

‘“Oh, rather!”

““Good.: Then we'll interview Coker immediately after
lossons,” said Wharton, with a grin, **and I rather think
Coker the Great and the Fifth-Form bounders will come down
off thair porch a little over this.”

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Challenge Accepted.

HEN, the .Fifth camp out that afternoon, there was a
roup of Removites standing mnear their class-room
oor, the Remoye having been diamissed a few
minutes earlier. Harry Wharton & Co. wore waiting

for Coker.

Coker gave them a lofty look as he came out with Higgs
and the rest. He regnrd{'d it as really a bora that these
youngsters should persist in shoving themnselves under his

notice.

‘“Coker! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Coker!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

Coker walked on with his nose in the air.

‘‘Coker! Cokey! Coke!”
““ Ha, ha, ha!"
“Coker! Coke, Coker, Cokest!' said Bob.

“‘ Look here!" exclaimed Coker angrily, as Bob ran through
the positive, compdrative, and superlative of his name,
l‘"_dl.:gk here, you buzz off! I don't like being bothered by

148,

‘“But we want—""

“You want a thick ear, I think,” said Higgs.

“And you'll get it 'ere,” said Coker, dropping the aspirate
for tho sake of another of his brilliant puns.  Higgs paused a
moment to roflect, and them, rralising that it was a joke. he
bu}:!t into a roar.

“Lo?]: hers, Cokeat—1 mean, Coker,” said Bab. ““You

““ Oh, get away!"

‘“Weo want to con&ratu‘lnte vou, and to congratulate the
Fifth,” said Harr ‘harton. “ We've heard that you aro
footer captain, Cokor.”

‘“Well, that's right,” said Coker.

“And o jo}ly 3hood captain, too,” said Higgs.

“ What-ho!" chimed in Potter. “I must say that Coker
would make a good footer captain for the Sixth, for that
matter.”

“ Well, we've brought you a challenge.”

“A what!" said Coker,

“A ohallenge from the.Lower School. We're making up
A oqt;nbmcd team to mcet the Fifth, and we want to play
you.
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““Oh, rot!" said Coker loftily.

‘“ Mere rot,” said Higgs.

‘“Bosh!" said Bland.

i | aln_ly. Blundell, you're Form-captain—what do you say?"
asked Harry Wharton.

Blundell pursed his lips.
. " Oh, it's for Coker to say,” he roi)lied.
it over, kid. When do you want to play?"

“ Wednesday afternoon.”

“Oh, we're engaged !" said Potter.

“You're not engaged,” ssid Wharton coolly. “I made a
poin,{: of making sure of that. If you're afraid to mect us

“ What !" roared the Fifth-Formers.

“If you're afraid to meet us, of course, we'll let you off,
but we thought we'd give you a chance,” said Wharton.
!* Besides, it will be a chance for old Coker to distinguish
himself as footer captain, you know.”

“We'll let you know,” said Blundell briefly.

“We're 81l in this,” said Templo of tho Fourth. All the
lower Forms are representod, Blundell, so you won't be
playing merely tho Remove.”

i chfamly not,”” exclaimed Hobson. “The Shell are in

it, too.

“Well, T don't know that we object to playing the Shell,”
suid Blundell. “ Anyway, we'll lot you know."

And the Fifth-Formers walked away.

“ Think they'll play us, Harry?"”

Wharton nodded.

“I think 3o, Bob. Blundell must mcan to lenve Coker
out of all important matches, but he can’t make him footer
captain without playing him sometimes. I think he'll jump
at this, as a safc occasion for playing Coker.”

‘“Ha. ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton showed his usual judgment in that. That
was cxactly the thought that was passing through Blundell’s
mind.

He thought over the junior challenge as he woalked off with
ﬂ: &Er_iondn, and the more he thought of it the better he
1ked 1t

The Fifth had seccured Coker for ever, so to apeak, by
making him fgoter captain. Even the wiles of the Sixth
would be uscless now; Tonides and Loder could offer him
no distinction so groat as that.

Only, of course, it wouldn't do to let Coker captain the Form
team 10 any match of iinportance. Some excuse would have
to be found for Blundell to take his old place as footer
captain on such occasions.

ut it wouldn't do to make Coker suspicious. Hec must
be rlagcd in some matches. And if a series of casy matches
could be arranged, for Coker to play in as captain, it would
be more easy to shift him out of the team for the harder
matches.  Blundell had already thought of that.  Harry
Wharton's challenge really came ns if purposely designed to
assist him.

It was necessary to talk it over a little; ncedless to say,
not in the presence of Coker. Blundell murmured a hint to
Bland, and that obliging youth walked Coker off to the
tuckshop, to stand him some of Mrs. Mimble's special hot
home-made lemonade, a very pleasant drink on a winter's
afternoon. And then the other fellows discussed the matter
by themsclves.

“We'll play the Remove,” said Blundell.

* Rather infra dig.,"" Higgs remarked.

““ Never mind that. We must play Coker somctimes, or
he'll think we’re only making fun of him, making him footor
captain.”

* That's =0."

“PBut if we played him in the match with the Sixth, or
against the Ramblers—"

hat "

“ Couldn’t be done.” ) )

“Of course not,” aaid Blundell. *We'll play him against
Wharton's youngsters, and get up a series of matches of the
same sort. It will be as good as our usual practice, for us;
in fact, we'll take it instead of practice. Only mind, don't
speak contemptuously of the match before Coker. Let him
think it's a hard tussle, and that we depend on him to pull
us through."

“Ha, ha, ba!” .

“Of course, we all like Coker,” said Blundell, who did
not wholly admit cven to himself that he was “apoofing ™
the new tellow in the Fifth. ‘' But it's no good blinking
facts, is it?"” .

And the others agreed that it wasn't,

They joined the two in the tuckshop.
with a hospitabie grin. i

¢ Have some of this,” he said.
out, Mra. Mimble.”

¢ Certainly, Master Coker."

“You're very good.” said Blundell,

“But we'll tall

Coker greeted them

“It's my treat. Trot it

“Thank you, Mrs.
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Mimble; I'll have a large one. Look here, Coker, I want
to speak to you as our footer captain.”

,'* said Coker.
think we might play the Remove?”
kids !"" said Coker.

, that’s so; Coker's right, you chaps.”
, "‘Oh, yes, Coker's right!” said Higgs and Potter, drink-
ing hot lemonade the while.

‘But after all, it isn't only the Remove,” Blundell
remarked.  * There are Shell iallow- and Fourth-Formers
init. If ﬁoq t.honpht fit, Coker, I should like to play them.”

**Ob, all right!" said Coker.

““ Mind, it's not an easy job,” Potter remarked, * Young
Wharton is a wonderful goer, and that chap Linley from
Lancashire is a real terror, you know."”

*“Yes, 20 he is.”

!* We shall have a tussle, as & matter of fact,” Blundell said
* But with Coker to pull us through, I think it
e all right.”
“Nil desperandum, Cokro,”
murmured Higgs.

& ilm.a right, Higgy.”

Coker nqdded genially.
“ All serene,” he said.

Cokro duce et auspice

2 “If {on want to play them, I
ggﬁ't tﬁmd Of course, we shall lick tho young bounders
ow

““Oh, of course ” said Blundell. “But it will be a tussle,
you know, that's all. But with you in the lead—"

L P‘}w 'em with pleasure,” said Coker. * Have some
more

““Thanks, I will 1"

:: P{Bo says cake I'?

“And_ we'll le¢ Wharton know we accept,” Blundell
remarked. ‘‘ You might go and tell him now, Bland.”

Bland cast & ‘r:ﬂmiul glance at the cake.

“I'll go and him in & minute or two,”” he said.

And it was not till the little party in the tuckshop broke
up that Bland went to take the message to Wharton. He
looked into the junmior comnion-room, where there was a
t:rt)\wn'\:‘lv oll] Ff.eml ovites. " a

“We' ay you,” he said.

“Goole mg H‘nrrﬁ Wharton.

i&{u‘l that was all. Bland retired, and the juniors ehuckled
softly.

- *hore'l a surprise im store for the Fifth,'" Wharton
nwﬁ-ked. :.Cﬁ.ker the Great is going to have a fall !

It had not entered into the calculations of the Fifth at all
that the juniors could possibly win. They had regarded the
challenge itsclf simply as & piece of swank. But the
Removites meant business. They had the best team it was
possible to pick from tli_a lower school; and the Fifth had
only an average Fifth-Form team, and the worst captain
they oould have found within the walls of Greyfriars. ero
was a chance at least for Harry Wharton’s eleven—a sporting
chance, at least—and that was enough for the juniors. They
were already dwelling in their minds upon the gorgcous glory
of licking the Fifth.

—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Want to Borrow.

Y SAY, Coker!”
Billy Bunter put his head cautiously into Coker’s
study in the Fifth-Formm passage, and blinked in
through his big spectacles. . .

Bunter had been stalking Coker for some time, trying to
find him slone; and at last he had succeeded.

There was no one in the study besides Horace. Horaco
was sitting on the table, swinging his legs, and he looked far
from favourably upon Bunter.

“What do you want?"' Lo asked. .

Bunter took another cautious blink round, in case ememics
should be nigh, and then came into the study.

“] want to speak to you, Coker, on a rather important
subjcct,” he remarked, as ho closed the door.

“Oh, rats !" said Coker.

“ Oh, really, Coker, I—I know your time is very valuable,"
said Bunter. * Of course, I know it's cheek of a chap to
intrude on a fellow like gou—a fellow with heaps of engage-
ments, and noucﬁht after by ail the school.”

Coker grunted. . .

“I—I only wanted just to speak about old times,” said
Bunter, watching Coker very cautiously. *'I ho?e {ou don’t
think I'vo come here on the make, Coker. opo I'm
incapable of anything of that sort. What did you say 1"

"l didn't say anything,” replied Coker.

* Of course, you're miles above us chaps now,” said Bunter.
“1 know that. I feel just as fricndly as ever, but I know,
of ecourse, that you haven't time to talk to juniors. Big I'd
hike just to chat for a fcw minutes over old times.”

Coker looked at him fixedly.

* You know my Aunt J §s rich 7" he asked grimly.
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“I—TI've heard s0.”

“You know she camo dowp handsome when I got my
remove 1"’

“ YE‘B'EI."

‘““And you want to borrow some tin?’

* Oh; really, Coker—"*

“1 haven't any to lend to 'unit:urlll and any time to talk to
them, either,’” said Coker. ‘ Therc's the door.”

“Oh, really—"

“*8hut the door after you.”

Billy Bunter did not stir. He wriggled his fat person in

a deprecating manner, all the time hccpin his cyes fastoned
upon Coker, ready to escape if the Fifth-Forner made a
hostile demonstration. But Coker was too lazy to move from
his seat on the table.
. Yoy see, Coker, I know a lot of chaps have becn butter-
ing you up, because you're rich,” said Bunter. “‘I'm not
that sort. I wouldn't say nice things to a chap because he
had tin in his pockets. admire you personally.”

Coker grunted.

“I haven’t the least ulterior motive in coming here,” faid
Bunter. “I just wished to have a chat about old times. If
you offered me a five-pound note at this moment, I should

refuse it."”

“It's not likely you'll have the chance,” grinned Coker.

" They werc such pleasant times,” said Bunter, with an
air of dreamy reminiscence, ‘* when you used to come to my
study in the Remove—""

" 'i' 1.1! draw it mild I” said Coker. “I came only onoé or
wice.
“Ahem! And I used to stand you such jolly feeds—"

* That_you jolly well didn’t,"” said Coker. ‘‘It was that
Chinee chap. We made him stand the feeds, and you never

id a penny towards them. You used to get a feed yourself
or nothing, and that's why you nsked Hobson and me.”’

Bunter coughed. .

““It was so nice, having you in the study, Coker.”

" R‘u I"

*You were so pleasant—="'

*Obh, pile it on!” .
ll‘!‘And we felf so honoured at being visited by & Shell
cllow——""

“ Blow the Shell!” said Coker.

“I—I menn, a chap who was just
the Fifth," exﬁllin Bunter. *
ouqht to have had your remove long lﬁ” .

“If you're going to start joking orr that subject here—"'

Bunter backed away in alarm.

*Oh, really er, I—1 wasn't! I—1 mean, we all
régarded you as rcally a Fifth.-Former, you know—and——""

** Liarl’

“ H‘m ] d
were footer captain in the Fifth,” said
you'll lick Wharton's lot to-morrow." .

“1 don't nced you to tell me that,” said Coker.

* You're such a splendid back, you know."”

“I'm going to play forward for the Fifth."”

‘“]—I meant forward.”

“ No, you didn’t; you mecant back.”

“ Of—of course, I meant back,” agreed Bunter. ‘‘But I
know jou will play forward quite as well as Wingate himself
could.”

**You don't.”

“H'm! Look here, Coker, there's another matter I
wnntet[n to spcak to you about. couree, you koow I
wouldn't come here borrowing money1”

1 don't know anything of the sort."” .

“H'm! But the fact is,” =aid Bunter, with a burst of
confidonce, **I'm expecting a postal-order, Coker.”

Coker stared at him. .

“I've been disappointed about it this afterncon,” Banter
explained. *‘It was to have come by the five post, but it
didn't. It's from a titled friend of mine, and I suppose he's
so full up with social engagemcnts that he's forgotten to
send the postal-order. Things like that do happen among
society people.’”

“Do they?"’ said Coker.

“Oh, 'yes!" said Bunter. ‘‘ And my titled fricnds move
in the very best society. Well, as I was saying, the -

tting his remove into
ocourse, we knew you

And I'm sure we were all delishh«ld to “hel.rk you
anter. now

order hasn't come. It's rotten, of course, because wan
depending on it to—to pay a bill. I suppote you wouldn't
mind cashing tho postal-order for me, Coker, as you've

plenty of rcady cash? It would save mec the trouble of
going down to the village.”
** Certainly!" said Coker, with a bland smile. *‘Bring it
to me as soon as it arrives, and I'll cash it on the spot.”
Bunter coughed.
“H'm! I mean, you wouldn't mind cashing it in advance?
That's what I rcally meant, Coker. You aee, it will be hore

A St R R T
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by the last post to-night for a dead cert., and I shall hand
it over to you at once.”

Coker grinned. .

““It's for ten shillings,” said Bunter. *If you care to let
me have nine-and-six now, I would willingly let the odd
tanner io for interest.”

" Go on l" .

 Well, say nine shillings." . . .

The door opened, and Bland and Higgs came in. Billy
Bunter blinked at them in alarm. He had been very careful
to stalk Coker and find him alone for this interview. But
he could not guard ageinst interruptions like these, of
course. Bland and Higgs did not seem 1plemmd with finding
him in the study, cither. They know Billy Bunter.

““Hallo!” said Higgs. * Chumming up with fags—ch,

'okey?"

“Didn't know you had a visitor,” said Bland.

Coker turned red. X

“ He's no visitor of mine,” he exclaimed. ‘I suppose you
don’t imagine I know persons in the Remove?"

“] suppose not.” .

“ What's he doing hete?” asked Higgs.

““Lying!” said Coker.

« Dh, really, Coker——""

“ What di

“ Money.” i

“QOh, really, Coker! I—I _diatmctl{
come for money. I told you that i
pounds I should it,"
.indignantly. o b o .

“My word!” ejaculated Higgs, in righteous 1nd1mt.lon.
“I suppose he's come to spongoe 6n you, Coker, 2USO
you're in funds just now?! How utterly rotten!”

“ Disgusting 1" said Bland.

‘‘ Beastly 1"

“Caddish!” ]

“Kick him out!” said Coker.

¢ Yeos, rathor!” .

“ Here, hold on!" exclsimed Billy Bunter, in great alarm.
“I—I'm just. goinﬁ; You needn't trouble. I—I was just
going, really, you know. Look here, I only came here to
ask &ker to oash a postal-order for me. I—I—ow! Yow!

Bland swung Bunter to the door, and Higgs planted a
heavy boot behind him. i e

The Owl of the Remove arun into the corridor.

“Ow! Yow!. Isay, you fellows—— Ow!” .

“Hallol Who's this?"’ exclaimed Blundell, coming along
the passage. “Fags in my study! Take that, you checky
young rascal!” . -

Bunter took it, on his ear, and yelled again. Then he
went pounding down the passage. at top sped. Bunter was
not a light weight or a runnor, but he got out of the Fifth
Form quarters in record time. L.

o Cheek{vioun bounder!” said Blundell, coming into the
study. “ What did he want?”

he come for?"

said that I hadn't
you offered me five
Bunter

refuse exclaimed Billy

“Came here to sponge on Coker,” exclaimed Higgs
indignantly.

Blundell was horrified.

“What! The awful young cad!"

“Simply disgusting "

“QOh, too rotten for words!" L. .

Coker, who was still sitting on the table, swinging his
legs, laughed. Perhaps he was laughing at Bunter.

'erhaps he wasn't!

.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Kind Offers.

ARRY WHARTON had had his challenge accepted by
the Fifth, and he had seclected his team. Although

. there was no doubt that his tegm was a strong onc,
and stronger than any eleven seclected solely from the
Remove could have been, there was the drawback that the
Shell, Fourth Form, and Remove fellows had not practised
together, and so something might be wanting in combination.
W&lartou made use of what little daylight was left that day
to give them 'some practice, against a scratch team of
juniors, and ho was pretty well satisfied with the result.

Io gave orders that the team were to turn out for more
practico before breakfast on the iollome morhing—an
order that the Remove took cheerfully enough, but at which
the Shell and Fourth fellows were inclined to sniff. But
they had accepted Harry Wharton as their captain, and
there was no excuse to rebel, and they all wanted to beat
the Fifth.

The match was an unusual one, and, of course, excited
immense interest in the lower Forms. The Remove had
sometimes played the Upper Fourth, and beaten them. They
had been serencly convinced of their ability to beat the
Shell, if put to the test. But to play the Fifth—a senior
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Form! It was enough to send a thrill through all the lower
Form-rooms,

And, the match beinil so peculiar and important, every
fellow who fancied that he could play footer wanted a place
in the team. As Wharton had already made the best selec-
tions Fosmblc. and wasn't inclined to change, he was
naturally considered a hopeless idiot by half the juniors of
Groyfriars. Even Alonzo Todd, who was the most patient
fellow in the Remove or out of it, was inclined to lose
patience with Wharton, ho was so obstinate.

For Todd had a curious delusion that he could play footer.
Sometimes the humorous spirits in the Remove would got
up a spoof match, and make Alonzo play, for the simple
purpaso of rotting him and enjoying a hearty laugh. ©On
such occasions Alonzo was really great. The number of goals
he had kicked—through his own posts, as a rule—was
astonishing. And the trivial rules of the game never bound
down a soaring soul like Alonzo’s. He would play the ball
in touch, all by himself, for minutes together sometimes,
and he had been known to pin the goalie against a goal-post,
and hold him there by main force, and yell to another fellow
to kick the ball into the net. Such exploits added to the
gaicty of Groyfriars, but they did not rcoommend -Alonzo for
a place in the &miot eleven to play the Fifth Form.

“My dear Wharton,” Alonzo expostulated, “I am per-
fectly willing to play, and I am not secking the place for
my own personal ‘glorification. My Uncle Benjamin has
always impressed upon me to beware of pride and vain-

lory. But it is for the good of the team. ¥You want the

st players possible. Play me."”

“My dear ass——"'

“You see, Wharton, my dosire is to be useful, My Uncle
Benjamin always told me to be useful to others.”
¢ H ou really want to be useful ?"' asked Wharton' thought-
ully.

¢ Oh, certainly!"

* Well, you can,come and shout.”

“Shout !" eaid Alonzo, perplexed.

“Yes,” said Wharton generously. ‘‘You shall have a
gooc}::ace bt{gl:'nnd the goal, you know, and~—and look on."

(14 n ’

“That's it. And whenever you see me kick a goal, you
shall shout hurrah.”

‘Hurrah!"

Or hip-pip, just as you 1il§e," said Wharton. *‘‘That
will be useful. It bucks a fellow up to hear himself
cheered. How do you like the idea?”

Alonzo locked at him doubtfully.

“1 trust you are net jesting with me, Wharton !" he eaid
seriously.

“ Jesting !"" ejaculated Wharton, adopting Alonzo's own
?ahlt of repeating what was said, with a perfectly serious
ace.

. “Yes. My Uncle Benjamin says that one should never
jeat upon a eerious subject.”

“ Subject !"" repcated Wharton.

' He would be shocked—nay, disgusted!"
¢ Disgusted !"

‘Ha, ha,.ha!" roared Nugent.

Alonzo looked at Nugent in surprise.
anything to laugh at himself.

“ My dear Nugent—-—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is really—well, my TUncle
characterise this untimely merriment as unscemly.’

“* Unseemly !"" repeated Wharton.

“Yes, indeed. Such would be the opinion of my Uncle
Benjamin.”

‘“ Benjamin !""

“ My dear Wharton—""

‘ Wharton !

Nugent shrieked. Alonzo Todd looked at Wharton more
in sorrow than in anger, and retired from the study. The
chums of the Remove velled. Todd heard it as he went,
and shook his head sadly. There was evidently no making
the juniors hear reason-—what Todd regarded as reason,

Bulstrode was another fellow who considered his claim
to play indisputable. Ho spoke to Wharton about it that
evening in the common-room.

] suppose you'll let me know if you want me for the
team?” he remarked.

Wharton nodded a cheerful assent.

“ You can depend on that,' he replied.

Bulstrode snorted.

“Well, do you want me?"’ ho demanded

¢ As a matter of fact, I don't.”

And Bulstrode snorted again and walked off.

There were even generous offers from the Second and
Third Forms to prl players for the match. Nugent
minor, of the Second, t{wught that the team would be more

¢
L

He could not asee

Benjamin  would

’
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representative of the lower school if there were a Second-
Fl:"ml chap in it. Nugent minor, of course, would be the
chap

Gatty, of the same Form, was inclined to agree with Dick
Nugent so far as the first part of the progoution went, but
disagreed with the second. The Second Form ought to be
rewmnted. but Gatty was the man.

harton’s nrly to both was couched in the rame terms—
tha l9“'nc'ne!rat'. monosyllabic reply:
ats "

Which ?unhad the pretensions of the Becond Form.
Hulkes, of the Third, suggested that, while it was quite
right to sit on thoee cheeky Second-Formers, he was a very
proper person to play in tﬁa eleven, and he was quite huffy
when Wharton made him exactly the eame reply.

Both Hobson and Temple, too, reminded WRarton that he
had only to say the word, and they would gladly relieve
him of the responsibility of captaining the junior team. He
did not say the word.
Early on Wednesday morning Wharton called up the
Illyen in the Remove dornutori; They turned out cheer-
ully enough, and as Hobson, Pimble, Tem?le. Fry and
Dabney were not up, the Removites went to call them.

They called them by meane of etripping off their bed-
clothes, and there were yells of protest and threats of
vengeance; but the footballers turned out, and went down
to the ground in a body. |

It was a fine, hard morning, and they put in some excel-
lent practice before breakfast, and Harry Wharton was
more and more pleased with the prospecta of his team.

As they came back from the ground for breakfast, they
met Coker and his friends of the Fifth strelling in the Close.
The_Fifth-Formers regarded them with tolerant emiles.

‘“Been getting some practice, youngsters?” asked
Blundell, with a laugh.

“Yes, rather.”

*“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

“Well, you'll need it,”” grinned Higge.
you# this afternoon.’”

Co‘;: e shall wake them up and ehake them up,” said
er.

_ Whether this was intended for a pun wae not clear; but

it w;; e;ldoll)'tlj: a joke, and the Fiith-Formers roared.

“ a, ha, 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away, leaving them still
roaring. Frank Nugent gave a very expressive snort.

“It's simply aickeninﬁ. the way they butter that chap
up!” he exclaimed. * Blessed if I know how he doesn’t ece
through it !"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“T rather fancy he does,” he replied. *‘ Colker isn't half
the ass the Fifth chaps take him for. They're spcofin
himr and I shouldn’t wonder if he was spoofing them, tco, aﬁ

10 time."

And the Nabob of Bhanipur opined that the epoof-
fulnees was terrific.

“We rhall wake

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Match with the Fifth.

OKER had a new swagger on when he came out of the

Fifth-Form-room after morning lessons that day.

That day he was to |p¥enr in public as the fcotball

ekipper of the Fifth--a fellow truly great. He was to

lead the Fifth Form footballers to victory, and establieh his

fame as a skipper and as a centre-forward. It wase true

that when he had l)lnygd for the Shell he had pl:i‘vod back,

but he chose to play in the front line for the Fifth, and
there was no one to say him nay.

1f the Fifth had not utterly underrated their opponents,
they ':voul.d have been very anxious about the resuit of that
match.

But they never dreamed for a moment that the Lower
School could stand ;31 against them, however poor a team
they put into the field.

Age and weight should have carried everything before
}hle]m. without considering the additional experience of older
ellows.

They did not reckon upon the fact that the Rewmove
players were trained to the last inch, #nd habitually kept
themselves at top form and in the pink of condition. Harry
Wharton could have turned out a team at any time, at ten
minutes' notice, in a fit condition to play the game of their
lives. It wasn't so in the Fifth; and under Coker's lead,
too, the best players in the Fifth weren't anxious for placee.
There was no glory to be got from a match with the Lower
School., And any old thing was good enough to play against
the juniors.

The juniors noted the carclessnees on the part of their
rivals, and rejoiced. A fall was coming for Coker and the
tlj‘ll’th, and the swank of the last week would be dearly paid
or.

After morning school, Wharton led his team into the field
Tar Maanet LiBrarY.—No. 145.
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ain for a quarter of an hour's practice against a scratch
eleven.

He would not keép them at it longer, for fear of making
them stale for the afternoon.

‘There was no doubt that the junior team wes a good onc,
and they were getting into the way of working together.

If there was any danger, it was that Hobeon or Pimble
might be sclfish with the ball, and not let the Remove for-
wards have it; but that was a riek that had to be run, and
Wharton meant to keep his eyes open. He didn’'t mean to
stand any noneense; and he wouldn't have stood any from
Sixth-Formers themselves if they had played in an eleven
under his lead.

The question of a referee was an important one, and
Wingate, of the Sixth, was asked.

Tthg Greyfriars captain laughed when he wase told of the
match.

** They'll wipe you off the ground, Wharton !" he said.

‘ Not with Coker to captain them,” said Harry.

Wingate frowned. .

“But I don't know whether it's desirable for the Remove
to beat the Fifth, even if they could,” he said. *There's
;uc.lé:"thing as diecipline, and it will give you kids swelled

e

“It will be a lesson to the Fifth to buck up, and not to
butter up that ass Coker in the way they're doing,
Wharton suggested.

ingate grinned.

““Well, there's something in that,”’ he agreed. *Lock
here, I've nothing special to do, and I'll referee if you like.
But 1 don’t expect anything but to see you juniors rushed all
over the field and made wrecks of."”

““We don't mind risking it."” . 5

“ All right, then. I shall stop the game at hali-time if 1
think you're not fit to go on.” i

“Right you are,” said Wharton. ‘' We don’t mind.”

And so iv'r'ingate was on the ground at half-past two with
the junior team. The Fifth-Formers had not turned up yet,
although half-past two was the time fixed by mutual agree-
ment for the kick-off.

The juniors knew, of course, that Coker & Co. were affect-
ing to treat the match with carelessness, as a matter of no
importance. But they made a mistake in assuming swank
of that sort where Wingate was concerned.

Wingate locked up at the clock-tower when the ‘hall'-hour
had been excceded by one minute exactly, and calied a fag
to him. It was Nugent minor, of the Second. .

“Take a message to Coker from me,”’ :aid Wingate
quietly. ** Tell him that I give him two minutcs exactly to
get his team on the ground. If he isn't here by then, the
match is off, and I ehall call on Coker, and give him a
hiding for himself.” . . .

Nugent minor grinned with delight at the idea of carry-
ing such a mersage to the great men of the Fifth.

“Right-ho !"' he said.

“ Hurry up!” .

Dick Nugent did not need to be told to hurry up with a
message like that. He simply flew. ; . .

The Fifthi-Form footbaliers were already in their Y‘!n,\-!ug
clothes, standing in a group in their overcoats s chatting
outside the School House. They grinned and winked to one
another as Dick Nugent caine fiying up. .

* Here's a message from the juniors,’” chuckled Higgs.

“Ha, ha! They're in a hurry.”

“ They're tircd of waiting,” grinned Blundell.

“ Let *em wait !"" said Coker, with a grin.

“Ha, ha!"

“ Everything comes to him who waits,” Coker remarked.

This was probably a joke. At all events, the Fifth-
Formers laughed loudly. Nugent minor stopped, breathless.

«1 sa{. you Fifth bounders——"

“ Hallo, young shaver! What's that1"

“ A message——'"' . ’

“Ha, ha, ha! Is Wharton getting cold in the feet?"

:' It'sl_l"rom Wingate."”

e He-aayl that if you're not on the ground in {wo minutcs
thﬁ match is off.”

“ And he’ll give Coker a licking.”

Coker tur pink. . .

The Fifth-Formers looked at cne another with sickly smiles.
They had forgotten Wingate, and the fact that he might not
wait with the patience the juniors might have shown. .

“H'm! P-p-perhaps we'd better get off,” =aid Coker, with
assumed carelessness.

* May as well,” said Blundell.

*Qh, yes! After all, it's time.” . = .

* You'd better hurry up,” said Nugent minor, with a grin.
* Wingate is in a wax, and he may lick you all round.”

A S8plendid School Tale of Harry

Wharton
at Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARD%.OG
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Blundell made a cut at him, which he dodzed, and the foot-
ballers of the Fifth mado their way to the footer ground.

Wingate Tive them ¢ stern glance as they came up.

:' You're late!"” he exclaimed.

‘Only a few minutes,” said Coker. ‘‘ And it really doesn't
matter when a chap's phymg these youngsters, does it?"’

**Don’t talk nonsense!' aaid Wingato sharply.

Coker affected to be deaf. The coats were thrown off, and
the two teams ambled into the field.

There was no doubt that the junior eloven looked very fit
and well. They were, of course, smaller than thoir opponents,
w1lth the excoption of Hobson and Bob Cherry, wko wero big
fellows for their age. But the juniors were in great form,
and the Fifth came on looking far from up to their level in
that respoct.

And then Coker was captain !

he juniors, who were round the field in erowds, augured
vory much from that circumstance.

It would have alarmed tho Fifth themselves, if they had
dreamed that by any chance, under any circumstances, the
juniors could have beaten them. They did not dream it vet.
But it was coming |

r won the toss, and selected his goal. Sun and wind,
however, were of little moment then, and it mattered littls.
Harry Wharton kicked off to the sharp phip of the whistle,
and the game began,

. From all quarters fellows had come to see tho match, many
juniors leaving their own play to see the team figure against
tho seniors,

Thoy expected a_thrilling time—and they had it.

. The Fifth started proceadings with a heavy rush, which was
intended to smash tho juniors and knock the whole side sky-

lnffh.
t did not have that result.

ar enough from that! For as if by magic ths junior
forwards broke away, leaving their opponents strandaeci and
beating the halves quite easily, brought the leather up to the
sentior goal. There Hurree Singh received it from the centre,
and bore it along the touch-line till # was time to send it in,
and then he lot Nugent have it, and Nugont slammed it over
to Wharton as the backs tackled him. Harry Wharton re-
ceived the pass, with only the goalie to boat—and he beat hin
with a kick that was so fast that it made the Fifth-Forrmer's
head swim. The ball glanced past the goalie's ear and found
thﬁ azt.lalmd there was a roar:

al 1

‘“ Bravo, juniors!”
‘“Goal! Hurrah!”

—_—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
No Glory for Coker.

a 0 !II

G The Fifth smiled. They had not oxl)ected a roverso

so soon. But, of course, accident: will Liappen in the

... best of regulated teams. That was their view of the
sttuation,

. Tho idea that the juniors could beat the Fifth still appeareil
impossibla to them, and though thoy did not like it, they re-
started cheerfully enough.

They still intimatod by their benring, that the obliterntion
of the Lower school was merely retarded. There could be no
doubt that such an event was, in the vory nature of things,
bound to fulfil itself.

Harry Wharton took them in at once.

*“On it, kids!" he whispared, as Wingate piped them off
agnin, ‘' Never mind the man. Get awuy with the bail.""

And they did. A smilo went right along the junior fiont
rank. Nugent and Temple were very ably supporting Harry
Wharton, and Hurree Singh, right: and Mark Linley, 1aft,
wore as keen as gm'\/hmmda. on the wings.

" Now, juniors!”" yelled their supporters, as they suw
Wharton & Co. coming again in vory determinad fashion.
** Rub another in!"

The Fifth were superior to such exhortation. Evidently,
they were going to win on superior smilos and disdainful
laughs. Coker was in earnest, of course. But he wis nhout
as useful on a footer-fiold as a bull in a China shop. Heo was
spoiling all combination.

The Fifth were standing it pretty well, but [arry Wharton
+aw pluinly that very soon they would lose their tempors with
Coker, and then they would bo at tho juniors’ mercy.

Coker was cortuinly a danger to the enemy in ono way. Ila
wus clumsy, and very heavy. If ha foll on anyone it would
czrtainly be painful for thom,

* He'd make a good cab-horse,” saild Higzs, in an asid> to
t]nc;r “right.”  *The thud of his lioofs is enough to break the
turf.’

Mark Linley heard tho Fifth inside-right's remark. Himga
reddened. But there was no bolp for it. Tho jibe was soon
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?nssed down the junior rank, and the fellows could hardly play
or laughing. :

“We'll sco that the beast doesn't get away!" said Bob
Cherry from behind.

" RatherI” grinned Tom Brown, his oolleague, at back.
*“We'll sco that Coker is severely ‘kopped’ every timo he
comes this way.” . .

But there was really no danger of the Fifth captain breaking
through the junior halves, and Bob Cherry and the New
Zealander might rest on their laurels,

The attack was unquestionably ioing the other way. Tho
Fifth halves were hnrg put to it to keep Harry Wharton & Co.
out,

Time and again Coker * spoiled things" for his side. The
Fifth were rapidly losing their swank. Even Higgs was
merely malicious, Coker was being followed by anythiug
but blessings. The benighted state of his mind, as regarde
footer, was amply revealed in his play.

Suddenly, Harry Wharton intercepted a pass from Blundell
to Coker. Higgs uttered an_exclamation of annoyance. But
the junior vanguard were off. Down the green they swept.
Potter, the centre-hall for the Fifth, took his defeat cheer-
fully, and, ‘“diddling" the full-backs beautifully, Harry
ﬂarton & Co. were in front again with the goalie only to

t.

hey did it quite simply. The goalie straightened himself
up. In his mind there couldn’t be any doubt that Wharton
would shoot. But Harry Wharton did not do that. Ho
simply deflected the ball to Nugent, and that worthy rolled it
quietly into the corner of the net with the sole of his boot.

The juniors, spectators, and team alike, roared with
laughter. The Fifth were furious.

Tho whole thing had heen got through, thanks to a mistake
by Coker. Wherever did the ass learn his footer? That
was what they wanted to know.

“Goal! Goal!™ .

“Good old Coker! What a nioe chap to give things away
like that to the juniors!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

Higgs looked at his chief as if he would have liked to jump
on him. The rest of the Fifth would probably have usadl
“ boiling ©il " on their skipper.

Wingate phipped them off algain. The Fifth were at last
inclined to take matters seriously. Even Coker was not quite
so clumsy as usual for the next ton minutes. But their com-
bination was very scrappy, nevertheless.

Hizgs and Blundell ** nursed ** Coker as much as they coulil.
but it was not much use. The new Fifth-Former was a duffer
at the game,

Harry Wharton and his friends were making rings ehout
their opponents. Potter was the only Fifth fellow who could
take the match good-naturedly. He was also the only follow
on_his side who wan)la_ving anything like a game.

But ono swallow does not make o summer, is a very truo
saying. In footor it means one good * half" cannot savo a
side.

Then Coker's blunders bogan again. The Fifth could not
got through. Several times they were within an ace; but
a miss was as bad as a mile.

** But Coker can_be relied npon to muck things," grinned
Fra]n!c Nugent. * Especially if he happens to be right up in
goal.”

The juniors grinned as they inade the pace hot for (‘oker's
mon,

** Nip it about there, in front!" called out Bob Cherry.
* Puncture thom azain, kids!™

** Tho esteemed solution would be of no use for such an
agreeablo puncture,” said Hurree Singh.

" Right-ho!"* anid Wharton, lnughing.

And the junior attack moved forward aguin. IMiges and
Blundell saw it coming, and they made n desperate effort.
Utterly ignoring his skipper, Higes sent Blundall a puss, Bt
Cokor was brilliant for onoe. e actually took the pass which
was not intended for hini,

Harry Wharton & (o., it must be «nid, had expected him to
**miss fire,” and ho bore down in all lis weight on the halves,
there being ' just a chance” at the moment through tia
junior front rank. Ilobson, the centre-half, cume for him,

ut just as he was abont to tackle, his foot slipped, and
Coker got ahead to the full-backs themselves,

**Go on. Coker!™ yelled the Fifth .pectators, coming down
from their perch at ono foll swoop. “Put it in! Chareo
Brown down!"

The Fifth had its dignity perhaps, but goals wera goals,
Here was a distinct chanco. Coker had only to beat the full-
backs. And was not Coker as big as a howse?  Had he not
tho strength of many horses? Charge, Coker, charge! What
were two Romove wights at full-buck to Coker? Surely
thoy wero not more than the mites in cheose,.sn

“ Chargn, Coker, charge!™ yelled the delighted 19ifth,

Higes was inclined to reason that it was going all right,
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after all. Coker would soore. That interception was really a
good thing. But he didn’t think so when he looked again.

Instead of meeting Tom Brown, Coker found his way barred
by Bob Cherry, a fellow near!y as heavy as himself.

Bob Cherry made for his opponent as if he were going to
clarge him right over. Coker brought all his weight up in a
moment, but not quick enough for Bob Cherry.

When Coker got up again, only then did he realise that
Bob Cherry lad outwi him.

He had used his weight to throw himself in the mud. The
crowd were not cheering him, but the victorions junior back.
" Well done, Cherry!"” they shouted. ‘‘Splendidly done,
sir! On the ball, juniors!”

And the juniors were. They carried the ball to the other
end like a_flash. Higgs and the Fifth team, generally, were
«tunned. They had made certain that Coker would get right
throug! by his weight alone.

“ Buck up, Fifth!” roared their supporters.

_There was no pretence row. They were anxious about their
side’s ability to win. It was more than in question.

*Two down, and nearly half-time!” saird one fellow in-
dignantly. *What are they dreaming about?”

" Ask Higgs and Blundell,” retorted Hazeldese, grinning.
“They've got Coker on board as a passenger. Teil 'em to
bring out the goalie and ‘dock’ the skipper. He'd be a
little more use in the net!”

‘ Here they are! Here they are again!
cried another junior excitedly.

Harry Wharton & Co. were coming with a vengeance. The
Fifth managed to send the ball back to the halves once or
twice. But the junior halves, led by Hobson, were as
“mighty hunters,”” and making no mistakes. They fed their
forward line like Internationals.

‘* Here they are!” yelled the juniors again. ‘‘Good old
Wharton. Good old Nugent! In with it!”

The junior passing was beautiful. Higgs & Co. made every
effort to cover their captain’s awful mistakes. But it was no
use, The passing of I“rarr_v Wharton & Co. was the neatest
of timing and ki(kin%;e

Down the ground they rushed. E\'er{ man in his place and
moving like the unit in a regiment, they converged on the
goal. Mark Linley's centre was perfect, and, without waiting
to steady himself, Harry Wharton caught it * full toss' with
his right, and slogged it into the bottom corner.

“ Beauty, Wharton—beauty !" shouted the junior sup-
porters. ' Great shot, sir !’

And Hige= and Blundell looked relieved when Wingate
blew for hali-time. To put it mildly, the Fifth had not had
e look in. There could not any doubt about the juniors
playing them to a standstill.

Here they are!”

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Duce et Auspice Coker.

b CW. Fifth! Let's have you!"”

Thke bumptiousness of the first-half had been
entirely discarded. It was recognised that the Fifth
would have to make real work of it to stave off

defeat, let alone win,
“*We have only been playing with them,” =aid Coker.
“* We'll show ‘em next journey. Make it hot for ‘em,

1iggs "’

!ﬂ’ggﬂ turned away to hide his face. The juniors grinned.
Coker was rcally too funny to be let loose on them so
suddenly. they thought.

Higgs, Blundell, and the other fellows knew quite well
that they had been overplayed. ut they wero determined
to try and stave off defeat, whatever Coker might do.

And the second round started with Coker more a passenger
than ever. The Fifth side locked to Blundell and Fiiggs or
guidance,

Pot'er was the man who could have skippered thein better
than anyone. But the Fifth weren’t in the mood to recognise
a good player to-day. The ** accepted lights ™' must be taken,
of _none.

Then the Fifth pressed. Higgs ond Blundell played up,
and for a time it looked as if the Fifth were going to sccre a
roal every five minutes.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were not "".:'{[’i"“' They
regarded the first half as a little rcereation. The Fifth had
not been dangercus once, amd now that they secmed to be
bucking up, the juniors were vot alarmed.

Bland, on the Fifth left-wing, suddenly developed a
tondeney to **wing it"" down the touch-line. But he found
Hurrce Singh a doughty opponent, and his wild rushes were
effectuaily stopped.  Frank Nugent and Iry, tco, were
always on hand on that wing, nnﬁ the Fifth's hope in that
direction soon died a naturel death.

But they were undoubtedly pressing. Harry Wharton &
(‘0. kuew it from the fact that they could not institute a
real attack on the Fifth goal for some time. The juniors
were assuredly on the defensive,

But at last the pace of the Fifth slackened.

Higgs and
Rlundell were desperate.
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Once or twise thoy were very near to fouling. Put
Wingate had his eye on them, and the pulling up of the
nghbwmr man was quite sufficient to show thein that that
could only result in disaster. “ A man off” would mean
certain defeat, even if they managed to get level in the
meantime.

.Then_the juniors came into their own again. They were
distinctly the better team if not the heavier. Their footer
had been consistently good all through the match.

Out went the leather to Mark Linley on the wing frem
Bob Cherry. The Lancashire lad was expecting it. Quick
as thought he drew the opposition all on himeelf. Quicker
still he whizzed it across to Frank Nugent as Coker & (lo.
crowded on him.

Frank Nugent and Hurree S8ingh were off with it down
their wing in an instant. There was a feeble protest of oft-
side, only for a moment. They were as * on-zide™ as it was
possible to

Sc-ein]g the danger, Higgs and Blundell rushed acroes after
the ball. They got there in time to see Hurree Singh abcut
to centre from the corner. "

Mlnrk Linley had followed his pass, and’ was well up in
zoal.

“ Let mo have it!" he yelled, as Hurree Singh's centro
swerved right into the goal-mouth. .

And, leaping in the air as it came, Mark made no mistake.

“Goal! Goal! Goal!” cried Harry Wharton, shaking
Mark Linley by the hand. ‘* What a lovely header you are,
old son! Bravo!"”

“ Bravo, Linley " shouted the crowd. ‘It was your gozl
all the \\n?'!" . .

The Fifth were now clearly o beaten side. Four nothing
just after the interval was terrible. .

‘““Now, kids, slam it in, sure and often!” grinned Harry

Wba.:tou. “Keep her moving! That's all we've got to
do!'
The junior team laughed. The.day was theirs, let the
Fifth do what they would. To reduce a lead of four goals
was a big undertaking. The whistle went again. At once
it was seen that the Fifth had resolved on rm{lﬁlez play. Bat
Wingate came down on them sooner than y expécted.
Coker was stopped in a foul charee.

* Do that again, Coker,” said Wingate, “ and you'll go <ff
without the option of explaining !

That was sufficient. ;'he Fifth were hopelessly beaten.
Their only chance would have been to cripnle their
antagonists. But it was not given to them. Wingate would
sce to that. And the juniors continued on their victoricus
career.

Five minutes suffioed for Hobson to put the ball in the
net again, and a sound was heard from the Fifth supporters
very like booing. .

“It'll be merely whistle and goals now!"” grinned one
junior.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

Phip !

The whistle went. )

The match was over, and the juniors had beaten the Fifth
holllow, and Coker & Co. hadn’t a goal to show for thein
selves.

The juniors grinned as they came off. The Fifth Form
players left the field with brows as black as thunder, with
one exception-—Horace Coker. Coker scemed to be pretty
well satisfied with himeelf. And Higgs, in a bitter accent,
trotted .out his well-worn classical quotation, in tones of tlo
bitterest sarcasm: . 3
, - "Nil desperandum, Cokro duce et auspice Cckro!" My
at !

Coker looked at them.
“Hard chcese !" he said.
better next time, that's all!"

The Fifth players stared at him.

It was too much.

‘Their already sore feelings were too lacerated.

Vvith one accord they rushed upon Coker and smote him,
The astonished footer captain rolled on the grass with a rear.
The Fifth players bumped him. and bumped him again.
.-\{_;d then, somewhat relieved in their icelings, they marcied
off.

“ My hat ! said Coker, sitting up and locking round Lim
dazedly., *“Oh, my only hat!"”

““Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared the crowd.

* M-m-my hat !"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said that the * Ha-la-ha-
fulness was terrific!”  And ho was right; it was.

THE END.

(Amother splendid, long, complcte tale of Narry Wkharton & Co.
next week, by Frank Richards, entitied *' THE LEADER OF THE NEW
SCHOOL," Order your copy of the MAGNET In advance. Price One Pt;n:-:,.)
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“You feilows must back me up

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Whavton &
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The Vanished Gold—Stanley Dare Appears on the
Scene.

Four men stood just within the doorway, and a single
glance at their faces showed that they wero desperadoes who
cared little what crime they might commit. One of them
closed the door, and they came and stood round the table.
A half-caste, named Leon Scala, was the spokesman, as he
was also the leading spirit of the society. He heeded Morison
no moro than if he was a mero dummy, and if anything this
added to the ex-manager’s terror.

“Two men will remain in this house to guard the trea-
sure,” he said. ‘‘Mark Sefton, the Englishman, and you,
Valdez, are chosen for that task. You will sce, too, that
this man ""—he pointed to Stephen Morison—‘‘ does not quit
the house again. We can decide afterwards what to do with
him. We shall meet here again with the rest of our members
in :.'hrce days’ time, when a division of tho money will be
made."

The Englishman, referred to as Mark Sefton, stepped
‘forward. He was a lithe, muscular, determined-looking
man, who scemed to care but little for his associates. He
glanced at Morison with some contempt. .

* You seem to be a very poor specimen,’ he said. “ There
is not much backbone in you City people when you are
brought face to face with real danger, and I imagine that
you arc already bo,;ginning to regret your felony.”

“That will do!" exclaimed on Scala, “We don't
want you to engage in long conversations with this man."”

“Don't you?" sncered Mark Sefton. “ Then you had
better set someone else to the task of keeping guard over
the gold, for I am not anxious for the job. While I am
‘here I talk to this man or not, just as I please. I have told
you before that I don’t allow any man to dictate to me, so
don’t try it on.”

Silence fell upon the group of men, for desperadoes though
‘they were, they all feared, and some of them hated, the
‘Englishman, perhaps because of his superior daring. Leon
Soala's face grew black as thunder, but he choked back
whatever rotort came to his lips.

After o few minor matters had been arranged, the meeting
broke up, and the three men who had not to remain took
their departure, leaving Mark Scfton and Pedro Valdez on
guard. Stephen Morison had fallen forward on the table
in a dead faint

The cvening of the third day had arrived, and Leon
8cala, with five associates this time, knocked at the door
of the house occupied by Stephen Morison.

There was no response.

They knocked a second time, more loudly.
vas Nno response.

““What is the meaning of this?"” snarled Leon Secala.
! Are both the fools aslecp? If they have allowed Morison
to slip through their fingers, they had better clear out of
Wera Cruz, for there won't be room for them tg live in the
samo city as I do.”

‘“ Force the door!" suggested one of the others. ‘‘ Mark
Sefton is not the man to let a prisoner slip through his
fingers. Something unusual must have happened.”

is suggestion was followed and in a very few minutes
the lock was forced and the dvor swungz open on its hinges.
The place was in darkness. The half-caste struck a match
and lit a lantern, but no sooner had he done so than a furious
imprecation burst from his lips.

n the floor, stretched out in a state of insensibility, was
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INTRODUCTION.

“ John Vincent "—otherwise Stephen Morison, a London business
man—lands at Vera Cruz with fifty large cases marked “ Cutlery.” The
cases really contain sovereigns to the amount of
son has stolen from the firm of Messrs, Crawford, Linscoit & Co,
Morison deposits the cases in a cellar and imagines his secret sa'e,
until a Mexican, named Pedro Valdez, undecelves him by calling him
“ Morison,"” and demanding the stolen money. The embezzler attempts
to dely the Mexican, but the latter produces a revolver and points
-towards the door.

200,000, which Mori-

(Now go on with the Story.)

Pedro Valdez. There was a cup on the table containing
some dregs of coffec, and a smoked cigarette was on the
Eoor. But Mark Sefton was nowhere to be found in the
ouse.

‘“Valdez: has been drugged!" cried one of the men.
! Look here! There is 2 grey sediment in the coffce dregs.
Demonio! If that fellow Sefton has betrayed us—""

‘“Betrayed us! To whom?"

Leon Scala had snatched up the lantern, and descended
the stairs to the cellar. Stephen Morison was there, but he,”
too, was insensible. The.cases were piled up ncatly ogainst
the wall. Scala lifted one of them. It was empty. A very
brief examination showed him that they were all empty.
The cases had been rifled, and tho whole of the money was
gone. For a little while he stood there quite stupefied. He
could not believe it. Then he rushed to the upper room
again and told the others. Valdez was just rccovering con-
sciousness,

‘ Where is Mark Sefton?" demanded Scala.

“Mark Sefton! Isn’t he here?” replied Valdez, in a
dazed manner. * We were having coffce and cigarettes this
morning—""

“This morning !
half-caste.

‘“ At elevon o'clock.”

‘“Have you been lying here unconscious since then?”
shouted Scala.

““I romember nothing since,” replied Valdez. “ What is
the time now?” &

“ Eight o'clock at night. The En%llishman. Stephen Mori-
son, is in the cellar unconscious. Mark Sefton has disap-
peared, and the cases which contained the gold are all
Gmm?-"

Podro Valdez staggered to his feet.

“ What do you say?"” he yelled.

*“The gold ‘has disappeared! It has been stolen!"

The half-caste’s rage as ho made this announcement
baffles description. He vowed vengeance against the traitor
in such terrible language that even his associates shrank
from him in fear.

“ He must have Elanncd this from the first,” cried Pedro
Valdez. ‘ He tricked me, for I never had the slightest
suspicion,” .

“Tricked you, you fool!" hissed Leon Scala. “He has
tricked us all! But he can't have got clear of the city wot.
He must not escape us. You hear what I say, all of you?
He muygt be caught. And when we lay hands on him we’ll
treat him to something in the way of torture that will be
a lesson to others not to try the same game. Swear that
vou will not rest until you have hunted him down! Let
every one of us here swear it!"”

They took the oath there and then, and it was onc that
none of them would be likely to break. Then they went
out to search the city. But altiough they scattered in overy
direction, and kept up the search until daybreak, it was
fruitless. Mark Softon had vanished, and left not a trace
behind him.

Caramba! At what hour?"” cried the

Twenty-four hours had passed, and Zuring that time not
a soul had been near the house on the outskirts of Vera
Cruz occupied by Stephen Morison. The gang of desperadocs
headed by Leon Scala did not consider it worth while to
return to the place now that the gold had gone. And they
cared nothing whatever about the ex-manager. His fate
now was a matter of indifference to them, for he could not
in any case be a menace to their safety. Being a criminal
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himself, and not s greatly experienced one, he was at the
mercy of such masters of the science of crime as Leon Scala
and the gang, or so-called socicty, of which he was the
moving spirit.

It was shortly after eight o'clock on the following evening
that a good-looking, sunburnt, keen-eyed young fellow,
wearing a Panama hat, and dressed in the costume of a
ranchero, or small farmer of the country, knocked smartly
at the door, and not receiving an answer to his summons,
tarned the handle and entereg the passage.

There was a lighted candle standing on a_deal table in
one of the rooms, but that was the only visible sign there
that the place was occupied. But from somewhere down
below came the sound of shuffling feet, and then a burst
of shrill laughter. The young ranchero was evidently
startled at the unexpected sound, but he hastened down into
the cellar from which it had proceeded.

A lantern was hanging from a hook in the wall, and its
light fell on a man who was standing in the centre of the
ﬂl:.bor, fﬁung at a pile of boxes that were ranged up against
the wall.

He turned as the young ranchero entered, and bowed
polltolg to him. .

*Whom have I the honour of receiving?” he asked.

The ranchero glanced st him cariously, and saw that the
man was hollow-cheeked and wild-eyed. A stubbly beard of
a week's growth was upon his chin.

““My name,” said the young ranchero, * is Stanley Dare.”

Stephen Morison rubLed his chin re ecuvez‘y.

“] seem to know the name,’” he-replied. _*T heard
tc:nim:e—.--— Ah, I know now! 1hey call you the Boy Detec-

ve.'

Stanley Dare nodded. . )

“I'm afraid I have no commission to give you,” pursued
Morison; ‘‘but you will stay and take dinner with me, of
course. The firm have given me long leave of absence, and
the money——_ Ah, about that money! I don’t seem quite
clear, but no doubt that.is what iou have called about.”

“You are Stephen Morison, late manager of Messrs.
Crawford, Linscott & Co., African merchants,” said the
young detective quietly.

Morison smiled in a vacant manner.

*“Late managér 1"’ he eaid. * Do you imagine, then, that
the firm could do without me?”

Then suddenly his whole manner changed, and a look of
intense cunning came into his bloodshot eyes. He gripped
Dare by the wrist.

““They tried to make out that I had the gold, and that
my name was John Vincent,” he whispered. ** Why should
they call me John Vincent? And the gold—two undréd
thousand pounds! Well, look in those cases yonder, piled
up against the wall, and see how much gold you will find
in them.”

He g‘:ve a hoarse, cack'ing !augh, and snapped his fingers.

Stephen Morison was mad 1

The young detective had realised this from the first. But
he was not going to take a madman’s word. Crossing the
cellar, he tested every box to sec if it was really empty, for
from information which he had received he knew that the
mon been packed away in some such cases.

“The momﬁu really gone,” he muttered. * The robber
has been robbed. I thought that when I found Stephen
Morison my task would be finished, but it has practically
only just commenced.” . .

I-L was right. The task before him was likely ta prove as
difficult, complicated, and dangerous as any which he had
ever undertaken.

—

On the Tralk—The Broken Link.

Stanley Dare, the young detective, had been cngaged by
the firm of Crawford, Linscott & Co., South African mer-
chants, to try and trace their absconding managcr, Stephen
Morison, and also to endeavour to recover the stolen money,
or, at all events, as much of it as possible. The recovery
of the money was to the firm of the first importance, as ro
large o sum as two hundred thousand pounds would be a
serious blow to them if it was lost for good.

The Scotland Yard authorities were also on the track, but
their efforts were concentrated on the capture of the eriminal,
that always being the first coneideration of the official police.
F‘o:-hthis reason Stanley Dare worked entirely independently
of them.

With infinite patience and skill the young detective had
conducted his inquiries in England, had learnt of the large
quantity of gold that had been drawn from various bnnﬁs
in the company’s name, and also of the passenger on board
the sailing-ship Cuban, bound for Vera Cruz.

The ship was a small and not particularly well-found one,
and the fact of anyone clecting to go a voyage on board of
her as a passenger was, to say the least, curious, and to
Dare's mind suspicious.

_The altered name he naturelly cxpected, but the descrip.
tion of “ John Vincent” did not exactly tally with that of

Tue MagNEr LiBrary.—No. 145,

BXT
EEK:

“THE LEADER OF THE NEW SCHOOL.”

oNE
PERNT.

{:um. The “IMague ”

Stephen Morison. The ex-manager had a dark beard and
moustache, whereas ‘“John Vincent” was clean-shaven.
But, for the matter of that, a razor would remove a beard
and moustache in a very few minutes, and there is no more
effective way of altering the aI earance of a man’s face-

But carefully as Morison ha Tn.id his plans, theze was one

oint on which he had made a slip, and which was not over-
ooked by the keen intellect of the young detective. :

_The ex-manager had not taken the precaution to provide
himself with fresh clothes, but had boarded the Cuban in
a suit which he had worn many times before. This gave
Stanley Dare the required clue. He had traced Morison to
Vera Cruz, and then to the house on thoe outskirts of the
city, with the result which we have seen.

““T must cable information of Morison’s whereabouts to
the Scotland Yard officer who is now hunting for him in
New York,"” Dare told himsclf; **but his arrest will do
little good now. He is mad, and unless he recovers his
reason it will be useless to take any action against him. My
work now is to get on the track of the men who have the
money.

_Quitting the cellar, he commenced a systematic search of
the premises, in the hope of obtaining souie clue which would
put him on tho trail. There were am le proofs of other
men having been in the house, but who they were, what they
had been doing there, and where the{xhad gone, were
matters of which they had left no trace behind them.

He was in an upper room of the house, when he heard
two men enter by the outer door. They were talking
excitedly. One of them was Pedro Valdez .

“The police have become unusually vigilant during the

ast few days,” he was saying. '‘We were being followed,

ut we have managed to give them the slip. We had better

femain here for a little time until they get out of the way.
Demonio! Theso days are not like the good times of a few
years ago, when for a few dollars the police would take
care to be deaf and blind to all that was going on. They
are becoming virtuous.” .

“1 think not,” replied his companion.' * Thers is a large
reward offered for the capture the Englishmun Mowson,
and their new-found virtue lies in the hope of getting this
reward. By all the saints, I have a mind to turn virtuous
myself and secure the reward, for the Englishman is still
in" the cellar! I can hear him. He ia mourning over the
empty cases, I suppose.” X

he two miscreants laughed at the idea, and the young
detective, who had overheard the.conversation, crept to the
door of the room to hear morss These men evidently krw
something of the vanished msney, he reflected, and they
might yet unwittingly ﬁra him some valuable information.

“To hand over tga glishman to the golwa for the sake
of the reward would be too risky a_game,” pursucd Valdea.
““Tt is wise to have as little to do with the police as possible.
;Vl; uha'l'l have all our work cut out in hunting down Mark

efton.

“ Hang him, yes!” exclaimed the other. ‘It is curioud
that in this matter we should be baffled by an Englishinau.
Tt was clever the way he drugged you and got away with
the whole of the money. Two hundred thousand pounds!
Caramba! There is not another man in our band who could
have done it!"

“He will not escape us!” hissed Valdez. ‘ Legn Scals
has sworn to have rcvenge, and he is 3 man who keeps his
word. And I have heard that he has news. We are to meet
to-night.”

“Where 7"’ ;

“In the hut of Pablos, the contrabandista." =

Having ascertained that the coast was clear, they quitted

the house. Stanley Dare watched them from the upper
window. As their backs were towards him and it was ark,
it was pot likely that he would be able to recognise them
again except by their voices. But that was not a matter, of
great consequence. He meant to act on the information
which they had, without knowing it, given him. An
Englishman named Mark Sefton, evidently a former member
of the gang, had made off with the moncy, and they meant
to hunt him down and recover it.

T shall have to join in the hunt,” said Dare to himself;
“for if 'this gang of robbers, or worse, once lay hands on
the money, l&mu. Crawford & Linscott can say good-bye
to it. Leon Scala, I should say, is a prince of desperadoes,
and he has some news for the rest the gang which will
be told them in the hut of Pablos, the contrabandista.
shall have to be present at the meeting in that hut somehow,
thou.gh how I am going to manpge it I have yet to find
out.

He descended the stairs and quitted the house, but he had
not gone a hundred yards when he decided that he ought
to see what Stephen Morison was doing, and whether he had
any food in the house. He was in that peculiar stage of
madness when in all probability he might remain do\\-12|7m
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toe cellar with the empty cases, which once contained the
fold for which he had sacrificed friends, position, and
rcedom, until he was too weak to move, with the result
that he would dic of starvation. His crime had alrcady
brought its own punishment—a more terrible onc even than
the law would havo inflicted.

Returning to the house, Dare scarched all over the placo
for the ex-managor. Hec was not to be secn. As soon as
the two men were fone he must have come up from the
ccllar, passed into the yard, and quietly quitted the house.

“Well, he must go,” said Dare. “The matter of his
capturo rests in the hands of tho police. Now for the con-
trabandista's hut, which I must contrive to find without
making any inquirics as to its whereabouts.” .

The young detective had a tolerably accurate idea where
tho hut would be situated, as he knew that the favourite
haunts of smuggling craft were among the rocky islets,
dangerous shoals, and sandbanks that bordered the coastline
to the south of tho harbour.

Consequently he quitted the city by the south gate, and
madc his way along the sandhills that stretch for miles and
miles along tho shore, until he was level with a group of
islots that fny about a mile out to sea. .

A light was faintly visible on onc of them, and, on getting
his binocular glasses to bear on it, he saw that the light

rocceded from a log hut. And he saw more than that,
or a boat containing two men was being pulled in the direc-
tion of the islet. It was stcered into a tiny cove. The two
i]ncn jumped on shore, and presently djsappecarcd into the

ut =

**I am on the right track,” thought Stanley Darc. * That

is ovidently the hut of Pablos, the contrabandista. The
uestion i3, how am I to get to it? I could swim the
istance, but I have no fancy for providing in my own
orson supper for a hungry shark. I must hunt about for a
ont of some kind.”

There were some fishocrmen's boats hauled up on the heach
—clumsy affairs that he could not have launched without
assistance, and, even if afloat, so big that onc of them
apnroaching the islet must have attracted attention.

However, after a lengthy scarch, he was fortunate enough
to find a small flat-bottomed boat, something like a punt,
with a single oar in it, which was used over the stern. As
the owner was not visible—indeed, the whole stretch of beach
seemed to be deserted—he could not Eo through the formality
of hiring it, so he borrowed it, without permission.

Twenty minutes later he rcached the islet, having made
a wide sweep round some of the rocks in order to avoid
observation, and, stepping on shore, secured the boat.

Voices came from within the hut, and the light streamed
out of the doorway.

Making his way noisclessly round to the back, Dare peeped
in through a chink botween the logé. Five villainous-looking
men were seated round a rough table formed of planks,
resting on a couple of empty barrels. Some of them were
smoking the everlasting cigarctte. There was a bottle con-
taining aguardicente on the table, and they were drinking
the spirvit from tin mugs. Leon Scala and Pedro Valdez
were among the five, although the young detective did not
learn their names until afterwards.  Scala was speaking.

“ Mark Scfton is a fool,” ho said, ‘‘to think that he can
cscape us. e has been long enough a member of the band
to know that our system docs not fail—to know that our
spies wdrk silently and surely. Does he suppose, then, that
we are going to fail in
his case?”

“He hopes to baffle
us because he knows
exactly how we work,"
said Pedro  Valdez,
“which outsiders do
not know."

“There is something
in that,” admitted the
Ylack-bearded ruffian,
who was holding the
bottle up to the light to
see how mueh of the
smuzgled spirit was left
in it,

“It iz a hope which
will never be realised,”
pursued Leon  Seala.
“We Lknow what the
police of England did

not know—thrt'Morimn 5
sailed in the Cuban .
-ander an assumed name, = <~
and that the stolen =

money was stowed away
somewhere in the ship.
We knew every move-

P /E ously.
= you spring here, boyx?
o . Are you tired of your
- === i~ life already?™
% B 5.4 long instalment of this
4 splendid detective story next

.ment of the fool Morison from the moment he set foot on
shore at Vera Cruz. We have done with him, and have
turned our attention now to the traitor who has played us
false. Already I have learnt a great deal. To begin with,
the gold is now on its way back to England on board the
mail stcamer Shannon.”

“What!” Pedro Valdez leaped to his feet, and the others
stared blankly at their leader. *‘By all the fiends, then we
have lost it!” Is Mark Sefton on the steamer with it?”

*“No, he is not,” replicd Scala; ‘““and the gold is by no
means lost. It is only in safe keeping until the right man
comes to claim it. Listen! The gold, packed now in ordi-
nary specie-boxes, has been despatched by Sefton to a friend
in England. The nameo of that friend 1 do not know, but
wo shall discover that later. With the specie he has
despatched half of the broken link of a steel chain. The
link whon whole would be about two inches in length, and
it has been torn asunder in a peculiar manner. - Sefton's
instructions to his friend arc that the money is not to be
handed over to anyone under any pretence whatever unless
he or she produces the other half of the link.” ;

‘“ He fears that if we hcar what has become of the money
ono of us will disguise ourself to represent him, and claim it,*
said Valdez.

** Precisely ! replied Scala. * His idea is that the break
in a chain link cannot be imitated exactly. The two halves
must fit. The idea is a clever one. It iz for us, now, to
follow Sefton, kill him—for there must be no half-measures—
and obtain the other part of the broken link. One of us pre-
sents it, and the money is handed over."” ;

“Demonio!” cried the bearded ruffiian, who was Pablos,
the smuggler. * That half link of chain is the most valuable
bit of steel in the world. In oxchun% for it one obtains a
million dollars, or, in the money of England, two hundred
thousand pounds. But why did not Mark Sefton go in the
same ship?™

‘“ Because he fears us!™ hissed Leon Scala. “He fears
the vengeance that we shall take on him for his breach of
faith, and he can only hope to escape by dodging about from
one part of the world to the other.. When he thinks we have
given up the chase, he will claim the money.”

Stanley Dare had been listening so intently to this con-
versation, that he had failed to observe the stealthy approach
of a man who had come over from one of the other islets in
a light boat, and crept up stealthily to sce who it was that
was standing against the back of the hut.

Suddenly the young detective felt a grip upon his shoulden,
and, swinging round, found himself face to face with a man
who_held a levelled revolver in his hand.

:* Perhaps the senor will explain what he is doing here?”
said the man. * There are friends of mine in the hut who
will be glad to hear the explanation.”

“I shall be happy to give it to them." replied Stanley
Dare, *“if my knowledge of the Spanish language is equal
to tho strain.”

The young detective had recognised at once that he was
in a particularly tight corner, but he did not for a moment
lose his self-possession. He was armed, but for the momeunt
his weapon was practically uscless, because his opponent had
}11:71_(‘0\'9:'('(‘1. and would probably fire if he attempted to reach
or 1t

Meanwhile, the men in the hut, hearing voices, had come
out to see what was the matter.

“ Who have you there, Miguel?"" demanded Leon Scala.

* A visitor, who takes
an anterest  in  your
conversation,”  replied
Miguel ironieally.

*“ A visitor! Caramba !
Let me see him!”

Stanley Dare was
thrust unceremoniously

= into the hut, and the
ST nssembled miscreants

eved him with menacing
ooks.

“A young ranchero,
by his dress,” continued

s
'"The I.eadeoex
of the

Neoeww Sohool.’”

Our next tale of Greyfriars will s i
mark quite a new departure and | Miguel. ‘ But, strangely
added intcrest to these o ular | onough, he speaks our
stories of Harry Wharton cp. language with the accent

The_introduction of a Board | of a Britisher.”

School boy will, I am certain, “ A mere vouth,' said
prove greatly to your satisfaction, Leon Scala, eveing Stan
especiaily as he Is a decent chap, | -0 To8 % eyeIng SiAn-
and represents the majority, ey Dare = contemptu
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