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DR. BIRCHEMALL WIELDS
THE AXE!

A Seasational Stary of fack Jolly & C.
of 'St. Sam's, and their Amazing Head-

am 3, and
master—Df. Birchemall.

“I'm  fammished !” cried Jack
Jolly, of. the 3t. Sam's Folrth, _

“Bawe here!” corussed Merry and
Bright and Fearless. o

“I only hoap there's something
gsolid aud subatantial for dinwer to-
day,” said the kaptin of the Fourth.

“Wlat-ho ! grinmed  his . loyle
supporters. _

~Our heroes had come in to dinner
with keon, healthy appetites. It was
a cold .November day, and they had
been kickiug a footer about in the.
quad ‘for half ‘air hour,
ally they felt as hungry as punters.

’ I‘erln:lpu--thﬂg.'il ish up boiled
beef and carrota and dumplings,”
vemarked Fearless optimistically, as
they reached the dining-hall, “I
hoap so, anyway.” _

nforchunitly, Frank's hoap was

doomed to disappointment., When
thiey reached their table, it was to
find Dv. Birchomall, the revercd
and majestick headmaster of Bt
dam's, d]islting ont the dinner, and
all there appeared to be was o moat
decidedly  thin-looking soup. The

Head smiled o heeming smile ag he

notissed the new areivals. .

“Pass up your plates, boys, while
fhe ooing's good,” lhe eried. “This
dielishus soup i3 poing like hot eakes;
bt the gquantity is strietly lmmited
in accordance with the rules of the
Bt. Sam's Anti-Waste League I

Jack Jolly stavted slitely. At the
mention of the 3t. Sam’s Anti-Waste
League — that . notovious  s=ociety
fopnded hy the Head, it secemed, for
the sole purpuss of lining his own
pocket—1hie kaptin of the Fourth folt
o pang of suapighon run throngh him.

“Fyggseuse me, eiv,” he said, “but
would you mind telling me what we
are laving for dinner to-dpy after
this watery-lookiug: licker?” _

“What are wyou having after,
Jolly #** repeeted - the Fead, raising-
his ‘eyebrows haM-way up his forrvid,
in serprize.” “Bless my sole! What
ilo you, tliink you are having after?
Nix, of coursp—ov, fo put it vulgarly,
uothing [

' HF ]']11{- '._” . -

“The 8t Sam’'s Anti-Wasts League
is determined to put dowy gluttony
and piggishness.” went ou the Head,
tadlig out a measly little helping of
sonp into Jelly's plate and settiug it
down again on the table with a'crash,
“ & portion of soup is gqnite’suffishaut

for -a. uwormal .hug'a.'.dingcm It’s
spifing: stuff, and by no. meaus
watere-looking  leker like . vou

2o natcher-

-
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insinuate. I know for a fact that a
piece of oxtail washeld i it for. five
rainnits while it was on the boil!”

{1 “It’s not suffirhant for me," sir,

atyway !” aaid Jolly boldly.

.gﬂaﬁm here I nrfe:l; Fearless,

“Me, tool” yelled Bright, and a
duzzen other fellows joined in the
ACOTUSE;

‘Dr. Birchemall srghed ﬁ‘eerilgq

“Ah, me! "Agaiu, I see, I am faced
with an eggsample of greediness an
selfishness on the part of you yung
raskals! But the 5t. Sam'a Anti
‘Wastoe League will stand firm and
refuse to bd browbeaten! Lickham,
you .mite finish serving up this
scrumptions soup to those who-watit
it. I fcel too melancolly to proseed
mysgelf.”

0, aﬁythiﬂﬁ
eniffed” Mr. Lick

gir 1

1o -uhliﬁe,
oocked by

am, who

Jno means pleased himaelf at the

Head’s ‘new anti-waste dinner.
Dr. Birchemazll atalked majestick-
ally back to his own table. e wad

followed. by .some very cggspressive
looks -from the fammished Fourth-
Formers, and their Jooks becamp: still

more egasprezsive when Binding, the
page, staggered in, boughed down
nnﬁnr the weight of 4 grate steaming
digh of food. It was ensy to guess
where Binding was_taking that huge
eonsignment of . dinner, :

Binding, as. gverjhad;;. Eggpﬂﬂtﬂdu
duly planted the dish before the Head
and. lifted. the cover. A mermer of

1 wrath ran round the dining-Hill, as

he eggsposed ta light a whole roast
ﬂllii’.’fﬂgl'l_l -and ,_glgate stacks of
vegetables,

ack Jolly's blad simply. boiled: as
e saw the Head make a raverous
onslawt on that mountain of tuck

 Bitehemall with gleeming eyos.
“What about sharing some of your
dinner with . us,. sir?" he eried.
“ Fare's fare!”
*“ Hear, hear!”
Tiie Head grinned. o
“Pare’s fare in.the:usual way, ]

1

that!. Ha, ha, ha

He rose to his fett and eyed Dr.| it
rose’ to his fe s, . |good spimts, called them bock.with

adusit,” he larfed.. % But in this case [
[ fare's fowl—and. 8, nige, juicy one.at,

Burleigh, the kaptin .of St.: 8am’s,
Arom the prefects® tableé gt -the back
wof Dr. Birchemall., My idea is that
it's o bit thick!™ :
U Caite right, Burleigh I eried the
Head ganily. “It is a bit thick, and
nice and tender at' the samo time.
Just the right kind: 'of chicken, in

1 fact, to _revive the flagging energics

of one whose cfforts- for tho Anti-
Waste . League eall for plenty of
-sustaiging fodder )™

“Shame!” came a ery from tho
Fourth.

*De. Birchemall frowned. _

*Oh, well, if that's goine to bo
the attitude, I decline to «diskuss tho
matter farther,” he s=said loftily.
“The only thing 1'd like to say is—
yooop 1*

That was not teally what the ITead
had intended saying; but it seemed
the most natchernl thing to say when
he suddenly found his face pushed
right’ into the middle of his plate!
-, It- was Burleigh, of the Sixth, whe
had taken thid drastick step. As a
rule, the kaptin-of St._Sam’s was as
meek nz: a mouse; but the Head's

 anticks i_;!m‘i ln;:ﬁ;r made him
ratty. . Burleigh crept n
'hehi‘{:d the Head, scezed hit;
napper, and pressed his faco
right into that hefty grato
dinner! It was the most
commical site you - could
imagine, and the spectators
& roared Wwith larfter.

“Ha, ba, hal®’ 5

It tack a lot to put Dr.
Birchemall off his tnck; but
that move of Buileigh’s did
the trick. The Head stag-
gered to hia feet, clawing
and vogetables out of his
beard, and gasping and spluttering
like the dickens. Then he made for
the door nt top speed. He Had had
gquite enuff dinner for one day !

The goneral’ opiniom was that
Burleigh's Iittle stunt would pnt a
stop to the ‘activities "of the Anti-
Waate ue for some time.

But this wag not the case. Half an
hour after the scenc in the dining-
hall, Dr. Birchemall came clattering
down the staira’ of the School House
with a grin oo his face and an‘axe in
his hand. The efowd scattered wildl
at tho site of that axe; but thé Head,
who ‘seemed to have -recoverdd his

chicken

‘a wringing whoop. _
. “QOyez! Oyez!” lio eried. * Aften-
Ftion, everybody! The economy axe
of the St Sami’s Anti-Wasta Lﬂn%e
is now anhout to go into hetion! De
-Vere IV : o .
“Yaas, sir ™ drawled the Honner-
ahle Guy de Vere.

“ Nothing to In¥f at, sir!” growled

© T gec you are wedridg a diamond
(Continued on pege 27.)



EXCITING SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF
GREYFRIARS, STARRING THE GREAT HORACE COKER and—

COEER CALLS!

ié OEKER ™
About f{ifty Greyinars
fellows uttered that nsme

all at once.

Fifty pairs of
fixed on Horact Co
in at the school gates.

“Qh, my hat! Coker!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“That ass Coker I” cxelaimed Hazty
Wharton.

“Coker agdin!” chuc¢kled Vernon-
Smith.

“I say, you fellows, it's Coker!”
squeaked Billy Bunter. " He, he, he !”

“Good old Coker!”

“(Coker's come back!”

A few days ago, the a
Horace Coker of the Fifth I
the gquad would have excited
spmi:?l remark

Now his appearance made ever
fellow stare. It surpriscd them! It
startled them! Indeed, the rhost of
Horace Coker could hardly have
startled Greyfriars more!

For Coker of the Fifth had been
rxpelled.

oker, once of the Fifth, was no

es ot lehst wero
r, ns he walked

arance of
Form in
1o

lo of the Fifth—he no longer
belonged to Greyfriars School at all!
But Le¢ walked in ot the gates as

coolly as if nothing had happened.
He (ﬂwa Gosling, the porter, s nod,
as Gasling stepped ount of his lodge
and stepped in his way.
“@ood-morning, old bean!” said
Coker cheerily.
@osling waved a horny hand at
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‘ If you've come here as customers, all right ! ** said Coker.
“If you haven’t, get out, before I boot you! ™

== =i
him., Cosling, it seemcd, was not Gosling. “Yon ‘ook it, Jlaster
going to admit Horace Coker to the Coker!”

recinets of the school from which he

d been expelled. He stood in
Coker's path and waved him off, as
if Hornce Coker were a troublesome
bluebottle.

“Doni’t you come in, Master
Coker !” gaid Gosling. " 'Ead’s orders
that vou ain’t to be let in!”

Coker smiled genially.

“Who's going to stop me?” lo
inﬂuire:l.

I ham!” answered Gosling em-
hatically. " Wot I says ie this "ere,
ter Coker—you "ook it!”

Coker laughed.

Coker was big, and he was burly.
and he was Coker could have
handled two Goslings easily, one with
each hand, But Coker had a proper
respect for age—and he was not going
to hit Gdsling, unless Gosling insisted
upon it.

“Trundle off, old thin said
Coker good-humouredly., “ Get ont of
the way while yoif're still in one
piece!”

“Look 'cre—" gaid the Grey{riars
porter.

“I've called to see my TForm-
master,” cxplained Coker. “Just n
friendly call, seef”

“Mr. Prout ain't your Form-master
now, and wecll you knows it ! retorted

1

A crowd of Greyfriars fellows
gathered ronnd the gates. Dost of
them were langhing.

Fellows had been sorry when old
Horace was sacked. It was an awfnl
thing to happen to any chap! But
really, the way Coker of the Fifth
took it made it scem moere comic than
tragiec.

Coker had at first refused to go—
and two Sixth Form prefects had run
him off the premises. Then he had
declined to go home, and had put
up at Uncle Clegg’s in the village.
Then—as if he spocinlly wanted to
exasperate his late headmaster and
Form-master—he had actually taken
on a job as grocer’s boy with old Mr.
Clegg, nnd called at the school with
o basket, delivering goods !

That was the climax. That had
eaused Dr. Locke to warn Gosling
that Coker, if he reappeared, was not
to be admitted to the school in auy
cirenmstances whatever.

Yet here he was again !

He hadn’t o basket this {ime. e
wasn't calling as Mr. Clegg's new
boy. He was just walking in, to call
on Mr. Prout!

“Prout will be glad to sco Coker
Tae Macrer Lisrany.—Ne. 1,657.
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4
again—1 don’t think!” murmured

b Cherry. :

“The gladfulness will probably not
be terrific ! chuckled Hurrec Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Of all the asses— said Frank
Nugent.

“0f all the born idiots—" said
.TuhnI:{ Bull.

” him come in, Gosling !” called
ont Skinner. * Prout will be fearfully

bucked to see him. Prout's looking .

ont of hia study window now! He
looks glad!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Potter and Greene, who had been
Coker's pals in the Fifth before he
was eacked from QGreyiriars, came

hurrying up.

“QOh, my hat—Coker!” gasped
Potter,

“Back again—like a bad pennyl”
sighed Greene.

‘Of all the thumpi.%g nerve ! ex-
claimed Price of the Fifth. *What
the devce do you mean by buttin® in

bere, Coker?®
Coker looked at Price.

“Hallo, you emoky sweep ! he agid.
“1 shi ‘FJ your atudgl just befors I
left. 1 ship it again when I conie

back! I rammed your sneaking head
into & waste-paper basket. I'll ram
it in again!”

Coker made a forward stride.

Gosling, finding that he could not
wave Coker off like a bluebottle,
pushed him back. At least, he tried
to push him back. He planted both
horny hands on Coker's chest and
pushed.

But Gosling’s push produced mno
effect on Coker! Gosling might as

well have hed at the enlid stono
pillars of the pateway.
Coker stood like a rock.

“@o it; Gosling!” chuckled Bob

Cherry.

“Shove away !” encouraged Smithy.
“Ha, ho, ba!” .
“Look ‘cre—" pgasped Gosling.

“Wot I says ig this “ero, look ‘cre,

Master Coker, you ain’t comimg in

‘ere, I sayg—and don’t you think it!

You're sacked, you are, and you get

off with you !”

“Aren’t you gctting out of the way,

Gosling 7" o Coker,
"‘_H‘u?” retorted Gosling. “I ain’t!”
“Y fancy youn are!” grinned Coker..
Two mighty hands grasped old

Gosling. The ancient G iars

porter was hooked off his feet.

* Coker picked him up almost sa if

he had been a doll.
Gosling's ancient legs thrashed the

air, amid a how] of langhter from the

Greyiriars crowd.

“You leggo!” yelled Gosling. “You
‘car me, Master Coker! You legpo,
and put a man down! Oocoghl¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker .did not let ! He did not
put Gosling down ! raised Gosling

above his hensd and carried him
towards his lodge.

“He, he, he%ﬁ cachinnated Billy
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha'? roared
mob of Greyiriars fellows.
" Ooooooh ! "Eip *
Gosling. !
With his arms and lege wildly fly-

Tar Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,657.

the whole
apluttered

¥HE MAGNET

ing, Goslibg was carrfed to his lodge
and dom down thaorein.

H¢ eat’in the doorwaj a.nd'gm'%haﬁ
for breath. He gl'u'g'l and gurgled,

“Bit there, old bean!” said Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha I*

And leaving QGosling sitting and
g‘u.rgling, Coker strode on his way,
amid a yelling erowd.

“Look here, you cheek
exclaimed. Price of the Fifth.

en Price seemed to be the onl
Greyiriars man who was not pleas
to see Coker again,

No doubt that was accounted for b
the fact that Coker had’ ahipﬂp]eg
his study and rammed his head into
a w r basket just beforo-he
left. Little attentions of that sort
did not endear Cokor to Stephen
Price.

Coker did not auswer Price in
words. He swept out a eriul
hand, which landed rather like o flail
on Price’s ear.

Smack !

" Whoo—hoop |” roared Price, as he
went over under that hefty smack!

Price sprawled and roared.

Coker gave him :eglhn{:e of careless
contempt and wal on.

Nobody else made any attempt to
stop Coker. Nobody wanted to etop
him. Coker was providing a free
entertainment by this t to the
school from which he had been
bunked, and which he was forbidden
to re-enter. Most of the féllows were
disposed to encourage Coker to earry

on.

infants " pasped
Cherry, as Coker strodo awa
towards the House, S

oY -1 PO

' And the G;Eﬁla mﬁlt:_- iJIiiu:nrll-u:rnrml ﬂﬂkﬂ;’,
eavin B gﬁapi.ug n
the dﬂ%mnj his 1 and Price

tottering to his feet, with a hand to
a palnfpl ear,

t the doorway of the House, Loder
of the Sixth appeared,

Loder was & prefect. He held up
a commanding hand.

“Stop | he rapped.

In his daye at Greyfriars School
Colrer had often wanted to punch the
bully of the Sixth. Often and often
had he told Potter and Greene that
lic didn't know how he kept hiz hands
off Gerald Loder. But punching a
prefect was too awiully serious an
enterprise, even for the hot-headed
axd headstrong Horace—a fellow woa
sacked for that sort of thing!

But matters were altered now.
Coker was already sacked. In his
sacked state, Loder of the Bixth was
no more to Coker than Sammy Bunter
Dfﬂih?‘»h Ei:ﬂundl unity w4

(1] Wias 4n oppor not 1o
bo missed.

At long last, Coker could puuch
%ﬂﬂ%ranf the Sixth if he liked—and

L ¥ :

The word “Stop ™ was bardly out
of Loder's mouth when Coker hit him.

Loder of the Sixth went over backs
warde in the doorway with a bump
and a yell.

“Man down !” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Good old Coker|"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Coker, regardless, walked om.

Leavin wer of the Sixth for
dead, as it were, Horace Coker walked

intd the House, and the old Grey-

friars gle rang with -merri-
mend ind him,
e hteinrsill

PUITING IT TO PROUT!

M P20, e o
i orm ab riars,
= pgasped for breath.

From mtuggd wind t]:l'!_f, Prout had
spotted , and wi ping eyes
he had watched Cﬂkﬂr’np';gggrw to

fha House,
Old -Pan]:;g.us secemed hardly able
to believe popping eyea. Still less

could be believe them when the door
of his opened and that former
member of hia Form walked in.
Coker gavo him a nod.
“ BGood-morning, sir 1" said Coker.

|:|_ IH' Pm“‘

"I'E wfiﬁ-—" Coker hcm.

“How dare you callf” med
Prout. *“I rcpeat, how dare you?
You have been exp from ~this
school, Coker! You have been sent
@ from this school with iiﬂﬂminlﬂ'
for having perpetrated ap unheard-of
outrage in thia very study——"

“Let a fellow epeak, sir,” said
Coker. “I told you, when the Head
sacked me, that I never banged off
those fireworks in your study—"

“How daro g}ofu sn; o, Coker,”
boomed the th Form master,
“when, with my own ears, I heard
you threaten to do.so, and then——*

“Never mind what I said,” inter-
rupted Coker. “It’s what I did that
matters.! I don’t mind admitting that
I blew off steam when you bagged my
fireworks and confiscated them!
Fallows often blow off eteam! But I
never really meant it—and I never
did it

“Enough.!” _

“Haven't you found out yet who
banged off those fireworks?" de-
manded Colker. “It's time you did I”

“You did!” raved Prount.

“I've tald you I didn’t! Ten to
one it was some cheeky fag—ome of
those young sweeps in the Remove,
qe:r{mh v. Keoping a stack of fire-
weorks in your study was really ask-
Ing for it, with a lot of checky faps
about I

s

¥ not go

yet I said Cokor.
“When you fin

ont who maﬂly

banged off these fireworks, I shall

expect an apologyl”
(13 w-hﬂt ?#

“And then I'm ready to come
har‘?}iu L

“At prescnt,” said Coker, “I'm

sacked! I'm sacked nnder a eil
mistake! The Head will be gl
encugh to sce me here again wlhan

it comes out that it was a silly mis-
taka! You ought to be Ny your
hardest to find out who did it! o

“@o1” gurgled Prout.

“HBut that isn’t what I came fo
say,” went on Coker, “I thought I'd
mention it, that's all. I've something
else to tell you, Mr. Prout”
h_lln Pront waved plump handa at

im,

“1 desiro to hear nothing from you,
Coker! I refuse to hear a word from
yon! You are cxpelled from this



school. A sense of shame should pre-
vent you from revisiting the ool
from which yon have becn ignomini-

onsly expelled.”
o to be nshamed of,”

“1've nothi
explained Coker. *“If anybody. here

has anythi to be ashomed of, it
ain't me—it's you I¥

“What ?*

“You ought to be jolly well
ashamed. of getting o fellow nnked
ucder a si y mistake,” eoxplained
Coker. “ Don't you see that?”

Prout did not seem to sce it, His
uajestic face was purple with wrath,

‘He glared ronnd his study as if in
snarcfi of something—probably a
eane!

“But never mind that,” went on
Coker. *“I've got something else to
say I've come here specinlly to tcll
. My Aunt Judy——"

“Leave my study!”
“Mv Aunt Judz ot prescut knows

nothing of this,”  continued Coker.
‘I‘.E.nd" don't want lier to kmow.

“Jeave this House !™ ;
. “You see, I can’t have Ler worried
by silly mistakes made by a school-
mhaster."” explained Coker. *“As soon
ng it comes ont who banged off those
fireworks in your study. the Head will
ask me to come back—that stands to
reason. He's sacked me for nothing,
and he will be jolly anxiods to set

1t right. Well, I don't want my Annt

Judy to hear aaything about it till
then I

“Leave this school !

“I've written bome, cxploiniag
that ns I left school under s mis-
take, I am staying on in the neighs
hu&:huﬂfl till it's set right |

“But all I've told Aunt Judy is tha
there wos nothing to worry about,”
snid Coker. “Now, as it happens,
Aunt Judy bad arranged to como hero
and see me touday, it being o kalf-
holiday——" '

“Will u‘i;o?" roared Prout.

“As she dresp't know how the
-nntter stonds she will come, all tho
same,” continued Coker. * Naturally,
I wont to bp hefo when she blows
:“1—'—'" 3

“You, en expelled boy—-" gurgled
I'i'mr:"i'ﬂ'." trying to mako i

“I'm n make you er-
stand that I gﬂn'h want her to know
anything about that,” said. Cokor
pﬂgientl]r, “Don’t you scc? 1 wang
to sep her when she comes, and have
Ler to tea im my study, as usmal

And after she's taken her train, I'm-
prepared to leave again without any

fuss! But.,” added Coker, “no non-
sonse while she's here! I prefer to
ke%'p all thiz from Lor."
ront gazed at him speechlessly.

It Lad often puzzled Prout, when
{loker was in his Form, how any
fellow could be so abysmally obtuse
a8 Horace James Coker.- Now he was
n3 puzzled as ever. Coker; sacked
from Greyiriars, seemed to think that
this was a quite reasomable proposl-
tion. g

Coker was fond of his Aunt Judy.

Ho did not want Aunt Judy wo
and bothered by the news that ho
had been gacked. This, to Coker; was

important—other matters less im-
portant ! '

with - -Coker's

-dodgo

Jolly
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8Bo0-it scemed reasonable to Coker
that Le should carry. on that after-
noon at the school just as if nothin
had happened so long as Miss Judit
Coker's visit losted. It did not scem
reasonable to Prout.

. It was true that Coker knecw,
though Prout did not, that he never
hnd caused that big bang in Prout's
study. He had done his very best to
moke it look as if he had—but Lo
hadn't! But, anyhow, Coker did not
think much of - schoolmasters, and
their proceedings werc matters of
very small consequence in comparison
own affnirs—from
Coker's point of view.

On this point, few schoolmasters
would have dgreed with Cokor. Mr,
Prout cortainly did not
Prout’s eye, at last, fell upon the
article for which he was looking.

It was o cane! He clutched it up !

“Cokor! I doubt whether you arc
in your right semsea!™ he pasped.
*Go! I will excuse yvour impudence,

-your audacity. your effrontery, if you

go—immediately! But go—at once!”

Coker ntnmirnt him.

“I'm neot going!” he expldined.
“I'm going to stay here till Aunt
Judy comes! I'm going to stay so
long as she does! After that, as I
said, I'm perfectly willing to——
Yaroocoop !

‘Bwipe !
el h, He got th

uickly enough, go
ﬁwigf & Prout’s cane and roared.
- % Now—" bhoomed Prout.

Mr. Queich, the. master of tho
Remove, looked in at the open-door-
WOy,

Quelchi’'a face wore  its primmest
expression. With the trouble which
had caused Coker's expulsion from
Greyfrinrs, with the draatic sentence
that had been on Coker, the
Remove master had nothing to do—
it did not concern him, But this
invasion'of the school hy a fellow who
had teen expelled did
%My, Prout. if yon require any
assistance in dealing with this extra-
ordinary boy——" exclaimed Quelch.

Coker stared round at him.

“Don’t you butt in | he exclaimed.
“This is nothing to de with you! I
ean jolly well tell yon— Wheoop !
added éﬂkﬁr. in a roar, as Prout's
cane came down across his brawny
ghoulders with a terrific swipe.

“Go!” roared Prout

“You silly old ass!" roarcd Coker,
goaded out of all patience. “I've a

ﬁ_w-od_ mind ‘to grab that canc
away irom you and whop you with
it! For two pins, T would '™

“JI have asked some of the prefcots
to come here, Mz Prout!”™ said the
Bemove master. * Wingate, Gwynne,
Sykes—""

““Threp stalwart men of the Sizth

Form walked into Prout's study.
Coker eyed them rather like a bull-

dog.
.-EDnn't you Sixth Form fatheads
butt in!” he said warningly. “I
shall hit out if yon do ™
“Remove that I" gurgled Prout.
“Toake him away! Eject him from
the school ! Take him away at ooco |
“Cortainty, sir!” said Wingate,
“Hands off I roared Coker, as the

dodged—but he @id a0t .

5

three prefects closed in or Lim. “I'H
jolly well Lit out—" :
Coker -was hitting out the next
moment as Wingate, Gwynne. and
Sykes collared him 1 :
In g moment more a terrific shindy
was raging in Prout’s atudy. :

e o .

CHUCKED 0OUT!

HI E.ﬂ:t'fl," you fellowa, Coker's going

it |

“Listen to tho band !*

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Maosters” Passage, goncrally a guiet
spot, wher+ juniors trod softly if the
trod at nll, was getting crammed, It
was not a quiet spot now—it was in
a rear of excited voices and laughter.
_ Coker, undoustedly, was going it
in the study of his former Form.
master. The din could be heard over
most of the House. Everybodr

-wantod to see-what was going on.

Harry Wharton & Co, of the [c-
move pushed for front places. They
suneaasﬂﬂ in getting to Prout's door-

gﬁ‘und thoe Famous Five erowded
fellows: of all Forms. Tle pﬂaﬂnﬁc
was poacked. Everybody who coald
get near the doorway etared in.

It woo o esight worth seeing, ot
feast from the point of view of the
juniors.

Three stalwart Sixth Form prefects
were grasping Coker, to porsuado him

to cgo ;

ker, really, had no chanco in
suwch a tussle, hefty and’ beefy as he
was., But be was doing his best.

Coker was boiling with wrath and
indignation. He bad come there to
make .what svemed—to’ Coker—n
reasonable pr ition. - Prout had
not even ‘listened to him—he had
whopped him with his cane, and now
he was directing the prefeets to re-
move hin: by force!

Coker was not ioing to bo removed
by force, if Coker could help it.
thnt pul up a terrific resistance.

(oker hua in one—p good onec--
as the three prefects collared him,

Eﬂwﬁneiuh the Eil:l:th ﬂwc':;nt amﬁ*
nnder & mig punch- and stoggerct
up again with his nose streaming
crimson. But he rushed back into the
fray at once The three had hold of
Coker—but Le was hard to Lold,

Mr. Prout looked on in speechless
wrath. Mr. Quelch looked on in grim
anger and annoyance.

were not heeded.

Coker, in the grasp of. the three,
stapgered to and fro. They whirled
him towards the door, and the erowd
of fellows there surged back, expeet-

ut Coker did mot come out yect.
He rallied and whirled hmkh-;thm. {1;
he .was dragged on again, caugh
hold of the study table. He held on
to the table tenaciously as the pre-
focts dragged—and the table rocked
over, scattering books and papers and

i t.

e lesr my. soul!” gasped Mr.
e n - my word [” breathed Alr.

Qualoglo

Prout.
*Go it, Coker ! yelled the Bounder

-ing Coke1 to come headlong out.
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from the pack of fellows In the
ABSEES.

PYHa, ha, ha ¥

“8ilence, tihare:‘l:;ﬂcalled out Mr.
Quelch angrily. awa awa
at onee - ﬂw dare yon-—— nmh!z

Crash !

Coker, whirling in -the grasp of
three, crashed inte the Remove
master.

Mr Quelch spun over, and over

him went Coker, sprawling, dragging
down the prefects as he went!

There was & gasping yell from

leh as he disappeared wunder
ker and the prefects,

“Bless my soul!” gurgled Prout.
“My dear Quelch——  Goodness
gracious !”

“Hs, ha, ba ¥ came a roar from
the erammed ge.

“Y say, you fellows, they're squash-

jung old Queleh ! squeaked Billy
Bunter. “I say, they're making a
pancake of old Quelch I”

”HE-I. l'l.-ﬁ. h-a IH

It was o wild mix-up on the foor of
Prout’'s study.

Mr Prout rolled to the spot to give
his colleague a helping hand—if he
could! But as the master of the
Fifth bent over the mix-up Wingate
scrambled u d his head, as Le
roge, butted on a plump and well-
filled waistcoat.

Bump !

“Ah 1 gas Wingate,

“Qooocooh I'" gurgled Prout, as ho
went over backwa and sat down
with & concussion that almest sheok
the study.

“ Oooooh I

Prout, winded, sat and gurgled.
Quelch, spluttering {rantically,
wriggled under  the mized-up com-
batanta. ]

Coker rolled off at last in the grasp
of the three and whirled to the door
again.

_ This time they got him as far as
b8 Deggo I soared Coker, clinging to

3 P roar er, clingi
the dggﬂ ts. “You checky Eﬁ:th
Form fatheads, leggo !

“Clear the way, therc!” gasped
Wingate.

Thoe crowd backed to give space.

Coker was jerked away from his

hold. He came whirliug into the
passage. the three prefects bundling
round him.

Prout’s study was left o wreck

behind him, Prout and 311&11:11 att-
ting up 1u a gasping and gurglin
atate, amid papers, ks, an

ink.

But Coker was eut of the atudy at
last ! Now the prefecis were getting
him down the .

He was not easy to get!
puted every inch of the way! It waa
several ‘minntes—hectic minntes—
before Coke: was got to the deer,

whirling away through an exeited, .

awarming crowd.

But be was got there at last and
out into the quadrangle, still resist-
ing valiantiy

Will yon tcg.gu?” roarcd Color,
“I'm- not goin

“Hs. ha, hat*

Loder of the Sixth joined in the
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fray at that moment. Price of the
Fifth cut in to lend & hand.

With five pairs of hands on him
Coker had less chance than ever. But
he disputed the ground as he was
persuaded across the quad to the
gates,

Price’s interventlon was grected
with a howl of disapproval from the

apectatora.

“Get ont of it, Pricey "

“¥You ain’t a prefeot I*

“ Leave him alone, Price, {i}ﬂ cad ¥

Price of the Fifth did not heed. He
was anxious for a chance at Coker,
and this was his chance.

Price had hold of Coker’s cavs,
which were large, and gave a good
hold. Price pulled, while the pretects
pushed and shoved.

Coker, roaring, travelled towards pal

the gates. with o orowd swarming
round as he went.

Coker's collar was left in the door-
way. His tie was loft on the steps.
Mast of his buttons were strewn in
the quad.

It waa a wildl
dishevelled Coker t arrived, at
long last, at the gates,

ling etill gasping in the door-
way of his lodge, blinked at him a=
B Pt
i * gaid Gosling.
"ng‘;r:hcn- I:ﬂmnﬁgruiﬁuu', oub
w go.!” gas er,
I,u"‘goot fm ot I Gwyune,
*Leggo !" aplutte

oker, gg
cara, Price, you.cad ! I'll smas
!P"Witl you Bixth Form vottera

ha, ha *

vou
fey

. Coker went headloug out of the
gates. He was dumped down in tha
road, and the prefects stood gasping
for breath round him.

Coker »at gurgling for brealh,

collar and tie goue, all the buttons ofi
his waistcoat, his jacket split up the
back, his hair & wild mop gtanding on
ond. Cokor had put:ga tremendoiia
fight; but be had suffered a lot of
casualties. He looked a wreck,

“Now !* gasped Wingate., “Hook
it, and don’t come back here again |

“Shan't ' panted Coker. “I'm nol
going——"

With his last gasp of breath Coker
panted defiance.

“Boot ham ! hooted Loder.-

-“Are you goiung, Coker?” roared
Wingate.

“Ow! No! Never! Owl I—7

“Boot him, then I said the Grey-
friars captain. “Beot him till he
clears

* Yaroooh I™

Coker had stated that he would not

. He had, apparently, some idea of
ﬁnr back 1nto Greyfriars heed-
of the oddas,

Bet now he gave up that ideal
Many boote vigoromsly applied,
urgeold him to do so.

ker stroggled to his feet and
charged—not in. the direction of. the

school gates! There were too many
boots in the way ! He charged in the
ather direction—booted ns he went,

Coker did not connt odds—but the
odds were too heavy for himi Je
went !

A wildly dishevelled figure dizap-

peared op Frinvedale Tang.

rumpled and

The prefeets, ting for breath,
eame i again at the gates.

Coker waa gone !

But whether Coker was gone for
good was ancther matter, . Prout

Bﬂmﬁ, and eertainly hoped, thaf
ho had! But a gmdrmr?ieﬂnw#
doubted whether he had—and perbaps
hoped that lLe hadn*t!

PAINFUL FOR PRICE!

“ OB fool 1 muttered Price of
the Fifth.
Price spowled over the
sntoke of his cigarette,

Cedric Hilton, lonnging in the
window-seat of the study, laughed.

Hilton was smoking, as weil as his
. That was one of the customs
of had hata of the Fifth in the privacy
of their study,

Hiltan, like most other fellows ab
Greyiriars, was ammsed by the extras
ﬂ&? antics of Horace Cokek,
Priea did uot secm to be amused.

Hilton, in view wof Coker's owiul
disaster in gutﬁhgamkaﬂ; had quite
forgiven him for Maving shipped thab
atudy. But Price’s was not a forr
aivimg nature. )

“The dummy!” went on Price
“Whao'q have thomght that cven
Coker would oct the goat like this?
Who ever heord of a fellow sacked
frara a school havging on in the

butting in

neighbonrhood, on
againf” o

“Coker was always an original
chap !” said Hilton, laughing. * ti
docg it matter to ue, anybhow ™

Price gave an angry grunt. Somes
how or other, it seemed to matter to
Price, though why, it would have been
difficult for any fellow to say.

“The Head ought to step in dud see
that the fathcad clears off home,” he
gaid, * “He's actually put up at the
village ihi};p-f-wgln.’f" Gﬂ:g 8! He's taken
ont groecries Ior o &ﬁg——"

o ﬁaking himeelf ‘usefnl id wars
time ¥ grnihed Hilton, * More pgower
to hia ¢ je

“The fool I snapped Price. - '

" Well, the fact 18, old man, I don’t
think Coker iz such a fool as usual
in the line he's takin’ now,” eaid .
Rilten thouzhifully “I'm not at all
sure that he did hug off that stack
of fireworks in old pous’ study,
an averybody believes.” _

Price %ﬂw a start, and fixcd his
cyes on his. study-mate.

“What the dickens do you mean?”
e exelaimed. "E?aryhod{ knowa
that he did! He bragged at the top
of his voice that he was going to
it—eand then it was done!l
cleay o
“But Coker says he didn’t!”

“ fellow wounld, when he wgs u
fur#lﬂaxﬁmit“meeﬂ Price. “Fat h}%
of notice Prout or the Head took of

that I _

“Nor - fellow 1" ssid Hilton,
shakin h{n bhead, “Coker's the
I}igge.g idiot ever—but I believe he'd
be carved into small tﬁim before he
wogld tell liea! 1 thought at first,
ike everybody elae, that he had done
1%, but as soon I heard that he
denied daoing it’,q‘% began to doubt
41 F1) R

t was
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*“ Ha, ha, ha | *” roared the Greylriars juniors.

“What utter rot!” snarled Price,
“Of course he did it! He said he
would, and he did!”

“Ho said he would!” admitted
Hilton, “Coker always talked too
much ! But lots of fellows say they'll
do thinga they never do! Some m!l}y
fag may have sneaked into Prout's

at and pla that trick—and
Ceker, after g1] his gas, of course, got
the benefit of it.”

“Rot 1”

“Well, it looks like it to me,” said
Hilton. “Coker's hanging on near the
sohool, instead of going home! That
means that he thinks he may come
back. Well, only cone thing could
bring him back—the Head findin
that he never did it. If the old bean
found that out. he would be fearfully
gorry for sacking Coker and would let
Liim hop in again, like s shot. It
looks to me as if that’s what Coker
is bankin’ on.”

Prive compressed his thin lips spite.
fully.

“The cheeky fool ought to be
cleared off home!” he said. "The
Head ought to come down on him and
raake him go!” ‘

Hilton eat up in the window-scat
and gave his pal a very keen and
very curious look.

“You don’t know anything about
it, Priceys” he ashed.

Price started.

“I? What do you mean, you burb-
ling ass?* he exclaimed, in alarm.

‘; How should I know anything aboub
it}

out

“Well,” said Hilton slowly, *it
may have been some silly Eﬂi-g who
baur‘gig-od off those fireworks in Prout's
study, never thinking of Coker—or it
may have been some fellow who had
his knife into Coker and wanted to
land it on him! It was a pretty dirty
trick, if that was it.” _

Price breathed hard through bhis

nose.

“Don’'t be r silly fool, Cedric!” he
muttered. “And don’t gabble that
sort of rot outside this study! You
may start fellows thinking all sorts of
things."

“Quite!” agreed Hilton, "“But if
some rotter did ik, knowin’ it would
e landed on Cpoker as a matter of
course, he would be 'a bit alarmed by
Coker hangin' about the school and
keopin' the affair alive, instead of
Eﬂin' guietly hiome and lettin® it be
orgoticn.™

Stephen Priee lighted o fresh cigar-
gtte. His hand trembled as he did ao.

8o long as Coker hangs about, the
affair won't be forgotten, and there’s
always o chance of the facts comin’
out!” said Hilton. “That's why I
think that Coker's present game is
not quite so fatheaded as it looks—
that is, of course, if Le never did it !”

“He did!” said Price. * You know
he did, as well as I do!”

“1 don’t!” yawned Hilton. *“I'm
uok at all sure! But I'll tell you oo
thing, Pricey—{ellows don’t like your
taking a hand agninst the fa , Oig
you did, He's gok it in the neck, and
it doesn’t look mnice to keep up a

grudge against a. fellow when he's
down !*

“I've never liked the brute—and
you haven’t, either |

“Not in the least! But he's down
on his luck now, and there’s noe need
to give him another shove! The Sixth
Form prefects had to Landle him—
that's their duty—but there was no
need for you to barge in, and I can
tell yow, noboedy likes it—"

“I've owed him a booting for a lm::;I
timo!” sneered Price. “The foo
ghouldn’'t butt in where he's not
wanted. I was jolly plad of the
chance of giving him one or two when
he went.”

Hilton shrug
made no rejoinder,

Prico smoked his cigarette, with o
scowling brow. He could see that
there was a lingering suspition in his
pal’s mind; and it was an uneasy
thought to him that that suspicion
might spread to other rinds.

It would have been all right had
Coker gone, like any other fellow who
wis expelled from school. The whele
matter would hove becn forgotten in
a fow days. '

But Coker, always original, was
moro original than ever now that he
wae bunked, And his countinued
presence in the vicinity of Greyfriars
was an alamming worry on Priec's
mind. Only Price knew who really
had caused that big bang in Prout’s
study; and it wos a secret that conld
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not- be buried toe deep—for FPrice's
peace of mind !
‘There was a tramp of feeg in the

Fifth Form passage,
Hilton hastily put his cigaretie
behird him, aud‘--%ma‘ dro his

and clapped a faot on it as the study
door was threown open.

- But it was only a couple of Fifth
Form men who looked into the study

—Potter and Grecne of the Fifth,
“Oh! You're here, Pricey!” snid
Potter,

“ Smokinp—as usual ! said Greene,
with a amiﬁ-

“Any bizney of yours?” aneered
Price. “Are ‘going to try to run
the Fifth, like that fool Coker befaro
he wos kieked out P

- Hg dear man, you can smoke your-
sclf sick, for all 1. care!™ answered
Potter. “But there’s onc thi:na{ou
con't do. and that's boot old er
when half a dozem prefects have got
hold of him.”

“Coker’s been turfed out!” said
Grecne. “He was ouwr pal when he
waa here, and a pretty pal in hias
own way ! I know he was the biggest
idiot that ever was—->"

“Frightful chuomp!” said Potter,
with a nod. “Born idiot! Maddest
aes TBI‘L m mkﬁﬂgﬁrghnﬁ he gﬁﬁ
nearly g up ompous Wi
ﬁrﬂﬁq;?:sl But——"

iF n
Pricey,” said Greeme. “Catch you
trying to hoot him if he wasn’t !
Tou can let old Coker alone, sce?”

“That’'s what we've looked in to
say ! said Potter. ;

ice scowled at them.

“Well, now vou've said it, you can
clear 1 he suapped.

“Wo haven't fmished yot!” cx-

lajned Potter, “Old Horace may
rge in again—he’s fool enough !

“Pretty sure to,” said Greenc.
“Ho's i tenm:gh 1»

“And you ain’t %loinf to lend the
prefects & hand if ho does, Pricey!”
went on Potter,

“1 ghall suit myself about that!™
sheered Price, “Shut the dodr after
Fou'!l‘l

“We're mnot poing yet!” gaid

Potter, “ You're going to have o few,
Pricey, Just as o tip not to hit a
fellow when he's down.”

Price 1 to his feot.

Potter of the Fifth grabbed him as
he leaped, and spon hom round.

Greene lot out a Loot as e spun.

Thud !

“Ow 1" roarcd Price, .

He wrenehed himself away from
Potter’s %;nﬂp and darted round the
study tahle, ]

Patter rushed aiter him!

Twice his boot landed, while Prico
raced round the toble, yelling.

Hilton, sitting unmeoved in the
wintlow seat, grinned.

Price made a_jump for the door.

Greeiie, standmg in the doorway,
ghoved him baek.

Potter's boot caught him again,
and Price yelled :

“Back up, Hilton, you fool I”

‘Tilton did not stir,

“ Haven't you asked for this, dear
man ¥ he mquoired.

“You rotter—yarococh!” roared
Price, boumdinr rouind the table
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again, as Potter's bobt erashed omce
T,

“That’s a tip!” said Potter warn-
inglg. “You elear .of old
Horace next time he plays the giddy
ox, Pricey! You barge in oagais,
and we'll boot you up the passa
and back again, and round the study
landing !

And Potter and Greene left tho
study, leaving Price wriggling, gasp-
ing, and scowling, and rie tom
grinming.

AUNT JUDY BLOWS IN1I

SAY, you fellows!” squeaked
Billy Bunter. “Ii's old
Judy !”

“Oh,. my !lﬁ-t 1

“Coker’s jolly old aunt!"

(1]

i Phew !ij
Everybody at riars Echool
Ima'wmﬂukgr s nnﬁifﬁl udy. Misa

Judith Coker was quite a well-Enown
ficure. Twice a term, at leonst, she
vigited her dear Horace—twice a
week, at least, she wrote to him, and

encrally there was a handsome tip
in Aunt Judy's letters. Aunt Judy's
hampers, sent to her beloved Horace,
were famons in the Fifth.

“There were fellows who called Anut
Judy a frump, and a sketch, and a
rehistoric telic, But the did not
call her so in old Horace’s hearing.
Injudicious remarks on the subject
of Aunt Judy had more than once
caused ecrious trouble to the  in-
judicious remarkers. Fitzgerald of
the Fifth had once had a black cye

‘that Iasted weeks, because Coker had

heard him allude to Aunt Judy as a

frump.
Frump or not, Coker was fond of
kis kind old annt; and Coker, always

ready to punch anybody for any-
t.hini, wae specially ready to deliver
his heftiest pumch on Aunt Judy's
account,

But though Miss Coker waa well

known at the school, nobody had ex- th

pected to sce her there again—now
that Horace was sacked! She counld
hardly have come to sce Horace, as
Horace was no longer there.

But there she was—and many e
tarmed on her. There ghe was, in
old-fashioned Vietorian bonnet, look-
ing like a relic of the Victorian age,
especially as, on this occasion, she
arrived in o Victorian hansom-pab!

Few Greyfriars fellows' had ever
scen & hansom-cab! They had heard
of them, as they had heard of dodos.
Now they saw one—and it scemed to
suit Aunt Judy as a framework re-
markably well.

War-time brings strange changes.
Shortage of petrol had brought the
old h:me-msu back m;njq its Got;wr?-
again ! me enterprisiy
field cabby. unable to get a hiviog on
his petrol ration, had disinterred 4n
ancient hansom-cab, and a horse that
looked almost equally ancient. And
in that interesti wehicle, Aunt
Judy arrived at Greyfriars.

rally, that survival of the
rehistoric ages drew a lot of atten-
on, when it turned in at tho gates

Guosling blinked at it. Gosting
knew all about hamsom-rabs—they

some kind!
not sure whether it was s fruit or a

had been 23 common as blackherries
ir Gosling's younger days. But he
had never expected to sec one again,

__ Clatter, clatter, rattle, rattle, rang
the old horee's heofs; as the hansom
bowled in.

“My eyel” said Qosling, almost
i’ﬂgﬂﬁiﬂg to touch his old hat to
Miss Coker, as he blinked at the
vehicle in which shé came.

"1 eay, you fellows—he, he, hel”
chortled Billy Bunter. “I 8ay, 2
hansom cab—and an old frump it
~he, he, hé!™

**Shut uﬂ. you fat ass!” grumted
Johony Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—ain’t she an old
frump?” grinned Bunter, “Coker
ain’t here now. I suppose I con call

ap old frump an old l'mliﬁ I like.”

“Kick him!” said Bob. *“ Coker
ain't here to kick him—so it’s up to
O Zually, Cherry—wow 2

“Oh, r . wow " Toare
Bunter. “Bga.atl“'

“It’s Coker’s aunt!® said Harry
Wharton. “I wonder—I supposc ehe
must know that Coker's gone |”

“Looks as if ahe doesn’t!” said
Frank Nugent. “‘Bhe wonldn't he
looking so merry and bright if she
knew | She's fond of old Coker |

“Oh, my hat!"” said Boh. “H
she’s come to see him—

“Bit of a shock for her i she
tdoean’t know !” gaid the captain of
the Remove. “That ass Coker ought
to have Jet her know.” :

The Famous Five felt quite con-
cerned.

Miss Coker’s face waa Lkind and
cheerful, as usnal. She cerfainly did
not loock as if she knew that irre

ble disaster bad befallen her
ear nephew Horace. In which case,
there was no doubt that Aunt Judy
had a rather painful shock coming.
‘They capped her very politely and
tfully, as the hansom-cab . drew
up at the ateps.
Bob Cherry rushed-forward to open
e flaps, and help: her to extract
herself from the extraordinary
vehicle.
:Miss Coker gave him the kindest
of amiles. She knew all the Famous
Five gquite well, and rémombered
them kindly—their faces, at least, if
not their names.

*“Thank you, Plummy !’ she said,
beaming: “I think your nome is
Plummy, little boy I”

Bob Cherry blushed red as the
ripest of the fruit from which his
pame was derived. He was not, in
peint of fact, a " litle b-ngi"—ha waa
rather a big boy; but to Miss Coker,
all schoolboya wete little boye—she
would probably have addressed even
the great Wingate, the captain of the
school, as “liftle boy.”

B"hﬂltl Cherry, ma'am [ stammercd
ab.

“Oh Cherry ™
beamed “1 remembered
perfectly well that it was a frpit of

Or a vegetable! I waa

e, of course,
isg Coker.

vegetable. Thank you, Plummy—I
mean, Cherry!”
Bob gallantly assisted Miss Coker
{rom the hansom. _
The driver, in his porch, scemed to
be trying to appear uncomscionsd of



the deep interest tnken in his velicle
by the Greyiriars fellows,
“And where is Horace?” asked
Mi.:ﬂ cﬂlflﬂlfd ted d
unt ¥ expected everybody to
know that Coker’s front namo was
Horace. The Famous Five, as it

ha Bem.sﬂ, did !
& h |” stammered Bob.
“Is dear Horace in his study?™

asked Miss Coker, :

“Ohl No!* said Harry Wharton,
a5 Bob remained dumb with confu-
gion. “I—I think he—he's out of
rates, ma'am,” :

Obviously, Miss Coker did mnot
know thot Horace was sacked! No
member of the Famonus Five was keen
to tell her} Sho had to learn, but it
wns not their desire to strike the
blow !

“Ont of gates!” enid Miss Coker.
“That is wvery singnlar! Dear
Horace cannot have forgotten that I
was coming to-day—he knew last
week!  But, of course, he did not
Enow my train—trains are so wvery
uneertain in thess days, owing to
that dreadiul man Potler—I nk
the dreadful man’s name is Potler, or
Hotler, but I never can remember.”

“ Hitler 1™ gaagm‘] Bob,

“Yes, that is it—at least, I think
s0. Dear me, is that Mr. Squelch?
How do you do, Mr. Squeleh P

Mr. Quelch, coming out at the
doorway, blinked at Miss Coker. Ho
was 08 surprised as the rest of Grey-
friars to eeo her there, comsidering
E]‘:mi.::t Coker of the Fifth had been gone
or days. A

“Miss Coker!” he ojaculated.

“You romember me, Mr. Sguelch #”
smiled Miss Coker. “T have called
to see Horace, and these dear little
boys tell me that he is out of gates!
But as I wish to see Mr. Clout—""

“Mr. Clout?" repeated the Remove
master. He was quite unacquainted
with anyone of the name of Clout,

“Dear Horace's Form-master.”

“Oh'!' Mr. Prout!”

“Yes, ves, Mr. Prout, of course!
I am not very good at remembering
pames,” admitted Miss Coker,
“Thouph I had not forgotten that
vour name is Squelch—*

“My name is Euelnh, madam.”

“Dear me ! t ever could have
made me remember it as Squelchf”
said Miss Coker. “Perhaps you will
take me to Mr. Bnout's study, Mr.
Welsh. And I will see him, while I
wait for dear Horace to come in."

“To—to—to come in!” stammered

EVERY SATURDAY

Mr. Quelch. It dawned on him that
Miss Coker could not know that dear
Horace was gone for good!

“Yes. I am sure he will not be
long, ns he knows that I intended to
come this afternoon, - I wish to speak
to Mr. EKnout about Horace—I am
not pleased with Horace's half-term

.report—I feel sure that Mr. Clout

has madoe some mistake—I fear he
does not wheolly nnderstand Horace.”

“Oh! Ah! J— Oh!” stam-
mered Mr, Quelch, ““Did you not
know—— Oh! ‘Ah! Pray—pray

come with me, madam !”

Like the Remove boys, the Remove
master shrank from dealing the blow !
That was up to Prout, who had had
Coker sacked.

Miss Coker, with a kind smile and
nod to the Famous Five, went inte
the House with Mr. Quelch,

*“This is pretty rotten, you chaps |”
said Enrrgpwm:';tun. . £

“The rottenfulness is terrific!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
B”l'{‘hnt ass Coker—" gaid Johnny

1.3- l|-I
B"‘JThat- fatlicad Coker——" said

ob.

“I wonder if that's why Coker
butted in to-day?” remarked Frank
Nugent, “He came a good deal too
early, if-e——>"

“LI say, wvou fellows, I wonder

what'll hn%neu whon Prout tells
her 7" pasped Billy Bunter. “I say,
I shouldn’'t wonder if she smacks his
face!™

“Oh, my hat !”

“I've heard that she went for the
Head once with hor umbrella, when
Coker was in & row before,” declared
the fat Owl of the Romove.

“Fathead "

“Well, I've lLeard so0!” said
Bunter.. “I say, you fellows, I jolly
well shouldn't hike to bhe in old
Prout's shoes when ho tolls her!®

And in that the Famous Tive
agreed with Bunter! Nobody envied
Mr, Prout the task of telling Coker's
Aunt Judy that Coker was sacked !

A JOLT FOR AUNT JUDY!
L1 E. PROUT i
M “What is it, Quelch ?
S “Miss Coker——~
£F !J]

Prout had dreaded it. Ever since
Coker's visit he had dreaded it. It

9
had to come. But le dreaded it
deeply !

Prout was a kindly man. He was
sorry cven for Horace Coker, who
had been . sacked—though Coker's
Euhscﬁnmt proceedingd had Lhad =
fearfully mspemtmg cffect on him,
There had been mo choice about that
—a fellow who nearly blew his Form-
master up with. fireworks had to be
sacked! The headmaster had coms
pletely agreed with the Fifth Form

master on that point.

Hec was sorrier still to have to
break the news to a relation of
Cokor, Likewise, he was annoyed.
Heally, this task should not have
fallen to Prout!

Coker’s parents had been notified.
The fact t Horace Coker had been
as good as adopted by his Aunt Judy,
that he was heir to her wealth and
the apple of her eye, was nothing to
do with Pront. Miss Coker ﬂnght. to
have been told by somebody—if she
was interested !

From what Coker had said in the
study, Prout knew that shie had not
been told| It was very disturbing
and perturbing.

Prout rose to his feet as Mr,
Quelch Euhtr:hr showed Miss Coker in
—and then departed without delay.

Prout would have preferred him to
remain and give moral support in
this interview; but the move
master did not seem keen on
shoring FProut’s troubles.

“Ah! Praycome in, madam !" said
Frout. “FPray be seated, madam! I
regret to hove to inform you that—
that—that—licm !

Miss Coker sat down.

“1 am so glad to see you, M
Grout—" she began,

“Prout, madam !™

“Quite so—Mr. I'rout,” asscnted
Miss Coker. “I trust that I am not
intcrmlptm% you.” ;

“Oh ! c6—I mcan, no!” stam-
mered Mr, Prout. “Not at all!
Hom! But—" '

“No doubt you are at leisure, on
a half-holiday, like the dear little

boys, so happy playing marbles!™
snir:!lﬂ Miss Coker ™
“Mum-mum-marblez! AL! Ol
Yes! Quite!”

“Dear Horace appears to Le gone
out at the moment,” said Miss Coker. -
“He did not, of course, know the time
of my train. Probably you bhave
noticed, Mr. Snout, that trains arc

(Continued on nexi page.)
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gomacwhat uumcertain, sinea thab
drendful man Boodler n to act
s0 sbr dy—I think lus aname is
Boodler—it is either Boodler or
Stickler, I canmet  remoember

which—-"
“Do | Jyou mean Hery Hitler.
madam #* gasped Prout.
“Yes, probably that is the nome—
certoanly thought it was

thouph
Bnod%:a.-—ur Stickler 1 said Miss

Coker. “However, never mind him !

Dear Horace says that wo take alto-
ether too m notice of him, and
at it makea him impertinent—and

I think Horace is right.”

“Oh! Ah! It appears that you

Lhave not been informed, madam, that

—that——" Prout stammered.

“Horace is guitc well ?” asked Miss
Coker anxieusly. “IPlease tell me af
mﬁi‘ HH!'.- Gront—is Horace quite
w

“1 helieve so, madam—yperfectly |”

asped Prout. “Iun the very best of
Bealth, I thivk.”

Horace had certainly nppeared to be

retty fit whon he was scrapping with
ehr&e prefects in Prout’s study! .

“You telieve my mind so much,”
soid Miss Coker, with a charming

smile. "1 real feared, for a
moment, that you some bad news
for me. .

“Qh! Ah! Quite!”

*T hdvo bedn s0 }:m'plﬂmd by your
report of Herace!” i:ﬂntinueuf §Jim
Caoker. I canuot guees for what
reason you described him as careless
—and vory elow. Perhaps you do not
underatand Horace, Mr. Clout.”

Prout blinkcd at her. In des-
cribing Coker as " careless—ond very
slow,” Prout, always kindly, had put
it very mildly. t ho had really
meant was that Coker was an un-
thinking ass ond the b:ggsmt fathead
he had- ever struck in career a3
a schooimaater ! ' N

“Now, lot us discusa this——" went
on Mizss P

“Tt is imthaterial now, madam—-"

“Nothing that concerne Horace is
immeterial, Mr. Stout!™ adswered
Migs Coker in surprise.

“I—I—I mcan that your ncphew,
Horpee Coker, iz no longer at this
gchool I

Prout got it out at last.

But his words did not produce the
shock he e;sl'pected_nnﬂ dreaded. Miss.
Coker gimply did not catch on!

“Dh, quite!” she assented. "1 am
aware of that, Mr. Bnout. A dear
little boy unamed Plummy told me
that Horace had gone out——"

“Coker haa left!” said Mr. Prout.

Misa Coker started.

“Left #” she repeated.

“l am sorry—yes.” ;

“There ia some mistake, Mr. Qrout
—if Horace's td had decided to
remove him m the echool, they
would eertainly have consulted me.
Ynu must have been misinformed, Mr.
Bnont.”

1 ret to icll you, Miss Coker,
that Cokor of my Form has been ox-
welled from Greyfriara!” said Mr.

rout, taking the plunge.

Miss Coker jumped.

; i Eid you say cxpelled 7 sbe ejacn-
ate

Tae Micxer Lmnane.—No. 1,657.

THE MAGNE?
“I am SOrTy, madam—-*"
“Expelled ¥ 0id _ Miss Coker
dazedly. I hope, Mr. Stout, that
you arc mot makng a foolish and
thoughtless joke !”

Prout gurgled. Really, the mejestic
master y tf:e Fifth E{im ﬂﬁ-
friars was not the man to make
thoughtless and foolizh jokes.

“Madam !* he gasped.

“ Expelled 1 repcated Miss Coker.
“Nonsense! Do you suppose for one
momont, Mr. Stout; that 1 shall allow
Horace to be cxpelled?”

“Madam, the headmaster Laa so
ginit]ei‘—rﬂukﬁr Iﬂ!flt the si.u::] am&w:tl

' » thou TegTe B
hu?‘ah:ggu not 13 hnmg:: as he ghuu]&
have done, and his parents appear to
have left him to his own foolish
devices—" s :

Misa Coker looked at him. " Her lips
trembled. '

Prout fairly. equirmod: in his dread
of teara! This was really awful for
a Form-mastér—and a kindly soul!

But Miss Coker shed no tears. Her

Tips trembled—then they shut firmliy.

Amazement in her old faco was re-
placed by sngry scorn.

That anyone could find fauit, with
Horace Ceker to the smallest possible
m;i:lnnt was incomprehensible to Aunt
J A

ﬂgker. in hizs aunt’a fond eycs, was
not merely a perfect character—
impraved upon perfeetion, if poasible !
The news that be had beem sacked
from schoel was a.shock—but it did
not wake Miss Coker suprqaa that
Horace had committed-any fanlt! It
only made her sup that his echool-

She Iooked grim. Het hand closed
on the handle of her umbrella—rathier
to Prout’s alarm.

“1 regret, madam——" began the
Fifth Form méaster.

“ And why,” neked Miss Coker, “has
Hordace been treated with this foelish

and ﬂﬁmt injustice #*

(1] m_hﬂ-

“Rindly answer me, Mr. Stout! I
insist upon an answer |

“Madam, I am sorry—"

“You ought to be sorry and
nshamed as well 1" said Misa Coker.

“Madam—-=" gurgled Prout.

“What is it pretended that Horaco
las done?” sshed Misa Coker eoldly.
“J presume that it is pretended that
he has done something to descrre

this.”

“I will tell you, madam!” px-
claimed Prout, ded. " Last weok,
madam, I found that Coker had an
cnormous stock of fireworks 'in his
study, against my etrict orders. 1
coufiscated them. In my hearing,
Coker uttered the threat to cxplode
those fireworks in my: study I*

“No doubt the poor hoy was
annoyed ! said Miss Coker. “You
ghouid not bove taken heed of o fow
thoughtlesa worda, Mr, Stout. It wos
injudicious.”

t breathed hard.

“1 warned Coker, madam, that if
he carried out that threat I should
take him to hia headmaster and
that ke would be immediately eox-
pelled from the school!” he hooted.

“In gita of my warning, he carvied
t that disrespectful threat. The
works were exploded in my study.
Coker was expelled for this, madam,”
Mies Coker wae silent for o moment

Even Aunt Judy scemed to rcalisa
that, if the matter was as stated
Frout, it was a serious matter. Bu
she rallied at once.

“Are _you nite sure that Horace
did eo?” she nired. “Perhaps it
was an accident——*

“It was no accidept, madam.”

0F TWO.

“Yon may have dropped a maptch
carelessly—" sug i er.
“1 did not drop & match carclessly,
madam !” sno Prout. “Thoe fire-

warks were deliberatcly stacked in
m)t fireplace and were get off when I
put & match to tho firo.”

“By Horace?”

“Certainly, madam.”

“Does Horace admit the ections

“He does not, madam! He adds to
his offence by an untruthful denisl of
hia action !” snorted Prout.

Misa Coker rose to her foet. Hor
cyes Hgolfnmed gcorn at Prout.

- darc yon, Mr. Snout!"” she
exclaimed..

“* Wh-a-a-t 2% ;
“You say that Horace denics €L
action! Are you so ignorant

Horace’s character, although ho is
he in your Form, that

ou are Btﬂgl:?'li
cnough to doubt his word?®
manded Miss Coker.

lemihm—H

“Are you a fool, Mr. Gront?”

“Miss Coker—"

“Are you an idiot?”

“Upon my word! I—"

“Are you out of your senscs, suck
ag they arcf”

“Madam! I—I—you—I—f—r"

“You dare to accued Horace of un-
truthfulness 1* exclaimed:Miss Coker.
“You dare to say that he did any-
thing that he denies havilig domel
You are dot fit to be n schoolmaster,
My, Shout:!”

Prout gurgled.
“Buch wutter itcapaci - gald
Miss Coker. “Buch orass 1noptitude--

such obtnseness! I am surprised at

1, Mr, 8nout! I am ehocked] I
g:u.linﬂ to discusa the matter with
you further! ¥ shall see tho head-
master! I shall adviee him to dismizs
you from your post|”

FProut gb at her spocchleas.

“ Probably

on are growing too ald
for your 'pﬁ, Mr. Stout. That
may
“M

unt for it! Benilei”
adam !* Prout fairly shouted,
“Will you have the'kindness to leave
my study? This interview mmst
cease, madam !

“Benile I ted Mizs Coker.
“That must be it "

Proit opened the door wide.

“ Good-afternoon, madam !”
hoated, '

“8illy I snid Mies Coker.

“If you will kindly go, madam,
I—*

“Y shall go at once to the Head |
Miss Cnker fnunced through the
doorway  “You may expect your dis-
missal, Mr. Stout! .

Prout ghut the door nfter her. He
gosped for breath and mopped . a
perspiring forchead,

he



There was a fearful erunching and smashing as Mr. Prout sat in the box of eggs.
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'] .\-Iu\‘

From those

innumerable smashed eggs rose a scent that was absolutely nothing like attar-of-roses !

The deor reopened and Aunt Judy
lecked in again, ;

“Fool ! she said.

‘“Madam, will you——"

*Idiot ! said Aunt Judy.

Then she banged the door and was
aone.

Prout turned the k
He was more than w1llin$ to
Miss Coker on to the Head! He had
had more than enongh of Miss Coker!
Eiven Coker of the Fifth was prefed-
able to Coker’s Aunt Judy!

in the leck.

= T

NOTHING DOING!-

ki ITTLE boy!”
“Oh! Yes,
gasped Harry Wharton.

“Take mo to the headmaster !

“QOh! Yea! This way, ma'am!”

Harry Wharton was sympathetic.
so were other fellows.

Miss Judith Coker had Dbecn rather
cxpected to emerge from Mr. Prout's
study dissolved im tears. DBut there
were no tears about Aunt Judy. She
was looking fierce.

The captain of the Demove duti-
fully guided her to the Fead’s study.
It was clear that she had had no luck
with Pront. He hoped she might
have better luck with the Head., But
it did not secm probable.

Coker was sacked ! His proccedings
since he had been sacked could unT,_?
have irritated his headmaster in-
tensely. So far as Harry Whartop
could see, there was not a ghost of
a chance for Coker.

“0Old donkey!” said Miss Coker,
an her way to the Head's study.

ma'n m?™

“Eh? What — who —"
ejaculated.

“Does anyonc, except that foolish
Mr. Stout, believe that Horace ex-
loded those fireworks?” asked Miss
oker. “Tell me!”

“Oh! Yes, I-—-I think so!” stam-
mered Harry, He did not like to say
that all the school, including him-
self, belicved that very thing, as Miss
Coker seemed to have doubts on the
subject.

“How ridiculous!” said Miss
Coker.

“Oht” ;

“Horace did nothing of the kind,
little boy.”

“Did—did—didn't he?” stuattered
Wharton. '

“Cortainly mnot! He has denicd
it!” explained Miss Coker. “That is
conclusive !V

(14 Dh !:u ;

“Youn know, of course, that Horace
wotld not tell an untruth ! said Miss
Coker. “8uch an idea! You, being

Harry

‘one of his little sclicolfcllows, know

his noble character.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes!”

“An untruth!” snid Miss Coker.
“ Absurd ! ;

Harry Wharton made no rejoinder
to that It was quite true that
rugged old Coker, with all his faults,
was not the fellow one would have
expected to tell fibs, even to got out
of an - awful serape. But Coker had
bunged off thoszé firoworks in Prout’s
study—at least, everybody believed
thn!i.l- he had! i

Thée captain of -the Hemove ta 1
at the Hel-]id*n door. iy

“Come-in ! i

Wharton opened the door,

“Miss Coker, sir!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Dr. Locke.

‘He rose to his feet. He bowea
courteously to Miss Coker ns she
swept in,  But he could not quite
conceal his dismay. Miss Juglith
Coker was about the last persom in
the wide world whom the headmaster
of Greyfriars desired to interview.

“Madam——" stammered the Head.

“Dr. Locke! I'ease eend for
Horaco at onco! Where is the dear
boy mnow? You cannot have been

aware that Mr. Stout has made a
foolish mistake—that he is capable of
making such o stupid crror .

Harry Wharton hesrd that much
as he closed the door and departed.
He did not envy Dr. Liocke the rest!

“My dear madnm,” stammered the
Head, “]31'&3 be scated! I—I repret
that—-

“Where is Horacer™

“I—I beliove that Coker has taken
up his abode at a—a—a shop in the
adjacent village, madim! Ilis
parents——"

“Bend for him !

“My dear madam-—'

“It appenrs,” sald Miss

k

Coker,

“that some fireworks, or something

of tho kind, were exploded in Mr.
Btout’s study. Mr, Stout admits that
Horace denics having been concerned
in it”

“Quite so! But——"

“Mr. Stout is eo fooli=li, s0 dense.
as to donbt Horace's statement,”
said Miss Coker.

“But, madam, there is no dounlst
that——" '

Tuc Maswer-Lisrany.—No. 1,657
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"I cannot understand why Horace
has been aavt away,” enid Mfsa Coker.
“Mr. Stout sho have been sent
away? [ suggest that he should be
dismissed 1

“ Really, Misg Coker—"

“Will" you send for Horace at
onee

“I can do mothing of the kind,
madom !” said Dr. Locke. “Coker
Thas been expelled from Greyiriars.

Bince his lsien, lie hias aeted
foolishly, mqt » disrespectfully.
Instead of going home, he has. ro-

mained iv the village of Friaxdale, to
my great :;r.‘nm:_i;mme—"

“ Nonsciso |

¥ Wha-a-t 7

“Nonsense [ said Miss Coker
firmly. : _ :
The Thcmlmaster of Greyfriars

breathed hard and deep. He was nol
aceustomed to heatring his observa-
tions deseribed as nonsense! Nobedy,
hitherto, bkad espressed such an
opinion in hia majestic presemce. Hu
gazed at Aunt Judy.

“ Horace has demied the action!”
cxclainred Miss Coker. “Is that not
sufficient #*

“No, madani!” sua the Head.
“ It is not sufficient. Coker uttered a
threat—that threat was carried out.
That 1s all, madam—the matter is
closed! I'regret—I regret very much
—hut—* '

“Are you as silly as Mr, Stouwt?”
asked Aunt July,

-I'iEllFJI- . :

“Are you as stupid as that stupid
Alr, Btout r”

* What '”

“ Horace is pevfoctly iunocent! Ha
hiis said se, as Mr. Btout himself
admits. Will you send for him im-
mediately, Dr. Lockef”

“Eﬂlrtﬁ?:’ly not !’*?'Enﬁpéd the Head.

A as npot the pro person
been ﬂlj:am‘irm& 5 dskeﬁ fuﬁt Judy.
“It iz your duty as headmaster to
discover him,”

“Madam, it wag Coker—->»"

“Do ot be vidiewlous I” said Aunt
Judy. “I will rot allow you to ecast
doubt upon Horace's statements in
wy grﬂﬂﬂﬂl:ﬂ'."

‘Bless my sonl!™ said the Head.
“Madanr; I regret to say that I am
somawhat busy this aftcrnoon.”

“That is of o couscquence,” snid
Miss Coker. “Horace has been
tréated with injustice. 'Fhis must be
scb right! It s incomprchensible to
me that vou should doubt Horace's
positive statement, If iz not what 1
should have expected of o headmaster.
All thot remains is to discover the
actusl cnlprit! Tou can sce that, 1
presume i

“Really, madanr—"

*Whon that is done you will, I con-
elide, be willing to recinstate dear
Horaca?

“In snch an event, madam, I shounld
certainty be glad to do go! But as it
wasz Coker, beyond donbt—-"

“It was not I

“Tteally, moadam—-"

“He has said so !

“No doubt! Bui—-"

“ Nomsensa |

“My dear wadam,” said the HEead
feebly, *the matter is closed! It is
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uscless to discusa it farther, I have
explained the whole Mintter in o letter
to Coker’s parents. There is nathing
more to be said.”

“ Nonsenge !

Miss Coker turned to the deor—
much to the Head’s relief. Like
Prout, he was fecling that even Coker
was rather to be pre !
aunt: He longed to sce that door close
ot Aunt Judy. _

At the door, Miss Coker turned and
gave him a withering look.

* Nonsense ™ she vep .

Then the door banged after her.

The Head was left gosping,  Miss
Coker made him feel guite dizzy,

It was guite a little time before the
Hcad was able to resmme Greck papers
for the Sixth, 5

BROLLY FOR TWO!
¢ P PLUMMY ¥
“Oh! Yes, ma'ami®

- gurgled Bob ﬂht'I’FE Y
“You may take me to Horace's
study ! snid Aunt Judy.
“(%.k-:-t-’a study !* " repeated Bob.
“ Kik-kik-Coker isn’t there, ma'am !”
“I am aware of that, Plommy!
Dear Horace has been sent away,
owing to a foolish mistake of his
Form-master and headmaster.”

“Oh !” pasped all the Famous Five.

“Take mc to his study, Plummy !
One of you other little boys go aud
find Potzon and Bean ! .

“ Potson amd Bean !* rcpeated Harry
Wharton blankly. _

“ Horoee’s friends,” explained Mics
Coker, *They have often stayed with
dear Horoce at Coker Lodge, ond are
vory much attached to him, I wish
to sce them.”

“Oh, Pottcr and Greene!™ cjacu-
lated Whavton. “Yes, certainly,

madam 1
Bob Cherry piloted Miss Coker to
y in the Fifth,

Horace's s

Harry Wharton went fo look for
Potter and Grecne.

It scomed that Miss Coker wanted
to sce Horace's pals, as Horace him-

sclf was nat available,

Potter and Greene were discovercd
nmong the fellows admiring the
hansom' cob. Neither of them Tooked
delighted when Wharton delivered his
message.  However, they went up to
the study.

Misa Coker was ecated in Horace's
armeloir: when they  entered that
apartment, Her face was stern under
her ancicut- bgnuet, and ler hand

i the handle of her umbrella
E:lm]; But ghe gave the two Fifth
Formers o kind emile as they
appearved in the {Imrwggg .

“Pleasa coma in, little boya!® said
Aunt Judy. _

Potter and Greene nobly suppressed
their feclings at being called “little
boys,” and came in,

“My dear little Dbogs,” said Auut
Judy, “¥ bave had a very great shoek !
I came here expeeting to see dear
Horace, 28 nsual, enly to learn that a
tervible mistake hds been made, and
that he has, in comsequence, been sent
away from the sehool.

"ﬂ.’-'ﬂ rough luck on old Ceker,
ma’am 17 said Potter awkwardly.

to Coker's @

haw

*Jolly rough, ma’am 1" said Greene,
" We—wo're sorry.”

“¥owr mnst miss Horace dread-
fully I aaid Miss Coker, “¥ guite—

ite understand your feclings, my

ecar little boys.”
“Oh! Ah! Yea!™ mumbled Potter,
"Um! Yes! Ok, rather!” mumbled
Teeno.
Potter and Greene wore soiry for
afd Horaee But they did  net,
grhapa, miss him so sorcly as- Miss
ker aupp :

Old Horace had his gpeod points, and
t were sorry he'had been sacked;
but, on the other hand, it was rather
o relief not to have him tellinpr thew
to play football; and, un-
deubtedly, prep in -the study was an
casier prﬂfmlﬁl}ﬂ without Coker
talking all the time. There were con-
golations for the loss of Caker.

Tl_:?_did not cxplain all this to
Mizs Coker, however !’ Théy waited to
hear what slte had to say; wondering
what it was, ;

“This terrible mistake,” aaid Miss
Coker, “muost be act right  withont
delay! Mr. Stout is too stupid to set
it';riﬂm—-nnd the headmaster appears
to' be extriordinarily ‘dander the
influence of Mr: Btout—to the cxtent
of d’ﬂnhtingheﬂnmce’ﬂ positive atate-
ment that wae not concerned in
what happened in Mr. Stout’s study.”

“Oh!" gosped Potter and Greene,

“Someone else,” eaid Misa Coker,
“¢lid thiz! De you know who?"

:lEhF"
th"?nuhsm hiow impﬂmt- it ia for

¢ right persom to iscovered,”
said Misa Coker. “Until he is
found, Mr. Stout will persist in his
vidiculous mistake, and the head-
master will take his view, You two
little bhoys, as Horace's friends and
playmates, must leave mo stone un-
tnrmed to discover the trath, so tha
Hﬁlaie maga mm,ﬁi“ lf_uhml.“ :

m " pasped Potter.”

" Oh '%ruiiéy 1% eurgled Greene,

They understoed what was wanted
now.

To all Greyiriars, it was clear who
rad banged off those firewoerks—Coker
had! To Miss Coker, unable to doubt
the word of hcr dear Horace, it was a
mystery b Potter aud QGreene, as
U-:ﬂm:’s pals, were to clucidate that
mystery ond clear old Horace:

%t was a difficult task for Potter
aud Groens, aud they doubteil no more
than anybody clse that Coker had
dome it. They blinked at Miss Coker.

“You, of course, trust Horate’s
word absolutely P eaid Miss Coker.

“Qh! Ah! Yes! Biat—"

“The enlprit must be found,” said
Annt Judy.

“Um! Ah! But—"

“Then dear Horace will be cleaved
and will return to school, How deo-
lightful that will be for youl”

2 Oh, frightinity gasped DPotter.

“You must put everything else
agide, and leave no stone unturised,”
said Miss Coker, “Even your
of marbles, my -dcar little fellown.”

Potter and Greene gazed at her,

Miss Judith Coker d‘m . thnti?ﬁﬁ
Form men ot mﬂrmw
marbles! They stood leas.

“Whtn I leave,” continmnod Sunt



Judr, *I shall. go direct to denr
Horace and counsel him to remain
ncar - the school, ready to réceive n
message from his beadmaster, re.
calling him."

“0h, my hat |” gasped Potter: “But
the Head won't—"

“I shall assure him that .
Inbouring on _hie behalf to
the truth,” soid Aunt Judy.

“ But—" gtammered Greene,

“Someono must havo dome it,” said
Migs Coker. “You sce that? Ol
viously, someone must have done it
if it was not Horace! 5o it must

1 are
1I200Ver

havo been someone else. That is
perfes IJ clear. Havoe you no pus-
Picitﬁni t Coker! ped
“But it was Coker!” gas
Potter,
-FI'What?.l! .

_ "It was Coker, you know,” eaid
Greene. “It was awiully fathended;
but old Coker was always o bit of an
ass. - He did is.”
“"He gaid he wonld, and he did,”
explained Potter, “We'ro awfully
sorry he was sacked for it—but
Pront heard him shouting out that
he'd do it, and that did it, you see.”

Miss Coker rose to her feet. Her
grip on her nmbrella was firmer than
ever and her face gtermer.

“Horace bas said that he did not
do i6!” sle said icily.

& DE. yes ! admitted Potter. “But

when

 P—
int
* ex-

“Fellows stretch o
they’re up before the ;
iained Grecme. “Nobody wants to
o sooked, you see.”

“Am I to understand that you,
Horace's friends, desert him-—that

n do not take his wordP” asked
isa Coker. Fae .
“Well, you see, he did it!” said
Pdtter. i

“Yes, you sec, he did it["” eaid
Greeme.

Miss Coker's eyea glinted. Ehe had
borne much that day. She had heord
that her beloved Horace waa sacked;

that his Form-master Eehmsted in his
nhsurd mistake, and that the head-
master persisted in backing up thé

Form-master. Her pationce had been
sorcly tried. Now it gave way. This
was the last straw.

Coker hadn't done it! As he said
he hadn’t, ke hadn’t! Potter and
Greene declared their belief that he
bad., That did it!

‘Bang |

Potter and Greeme did not antici-
pate that Miss Judith Coker was
gniui to grab them by their collars
and a:ng eir heads together. Had
they an :ciﬁ?ﬂ it they would hsve
?—t ham in ‘bﬂi !Eﬂail:ﬁ %&3 didn’t

¥y Wore en q Surpriee.

Two fearful yells wore blended
into one as two heads coracked to-
gether with a terrifio banp,

“Yaropooh ¥

Potter and Greene jerked them-
salves aw:a.n{ and jumped for the door,
Like Prout and the Hepd, they had
had enough of Coker's aunt—a little
too much, in fact! They bounded.

Bwipe, B‘H"iiﬂi

Miss Judith was after them like a
shot, nmbrella in hand.

Potter and Greens got one each as
they bounded at the doorway.
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In their baste, they jammed in
doorwny. ‘Behind them was
E%Erim al . :

e, swipc. swipe, swipe!

g Tﬂl?lrﬂdﬂh' e i

“ Oh: erikey I

“Ha, ha, ha |” came & yell from the

passage.

Hilton and Price, and five or six
other. fellows, stared at the remark-
able scene in the dporway of Coker’s
study, Th:g yeolled.

Hwipe, awipe !

“Ow| Stoppit!”

[ {3 Wﬂw I"

Potter and Greene pot out of the

the
the

doorway. -] fled down the pas-
sage for their lives.
Miss  Cokor brandished the

umbrella, following them down the

L}

p&m:"lge' Bhe followed' fast
§fmmp" Sn i roscel Potter
“Ow! Oh{ Ow! Oh crambe!”
howled Greene.
HH;.‘ h‘ 'EE-IH

Potter and QGreeno hed the
stoire., They did the steifs three at
& time, bounding like kangaroos.

Aunt Judy waa left on thoe landing,
brandishing the umbrella!

UP TO HARRY WHARTON & €O, !
¢ Y SAY, you fellows,” yelled Billy

I Bunter, “look out !

LL] W'h“t_'_ﬂ'

“Hbhe'a. coming !

“ What-a-t "

The Famons Five had pgathered in
Btudy No. 1 for tea. But tea had
not yet started when Billy Bunter

put an excited fat face into the door-

way ond yelled the alarm.

“ Auntv Judy !” exclaimed Wharton.
“What.do yon mean, you fat frump?
What—"

“Look out! £he's hashiugnunhaps
with hér brolly!” gasped nter.
“@he’s broined Potter——=

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ And brained Greens! Brained the
poir of 'em] Now sho's after you
chapa! I heard her ask Hobson
where your study was, Wharton—"

8 Bunter. “8he’s after you!
ﬁo out for her brolly! Oh
erikey !” Bunter broke off with o yeli,
“ Here she comes [” :

th':'ha fat ﬂwl;-f gh;udﬂemum eut up
. Aun y was comin
1 mﬂgt;u landing,  Bunter
tnessed the fate of Potter and
Greene. He did not want any, if
Coker’s aunt was running amok with
that brolly | Bunter flew.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood look-
ing at the study doorway in surprise
mﬁ E0Me UNensiness.

Certainly, they could sec no reason
why Aunt J should be ofter
them. But neither could they sec

any reason why she should inguire
her way to that study. If she had
laid the umbrella réund Potter and
Greene, there really was no telling
what she might do next!

Miss Jndith appeared in the door-

way. She looked a little flushed and
excited. Tho umbrella 'was gripped
in her ‘hand.

The Famous Five backed round the

i3

study table, prepared to dodge if
TECEHBATY.

"Oh—er—please come in, Misn
Coker ! stammered . the captain of
the Remove.

“Kik-kik-can we offer you a kik--
kik-cup of tut-tut-ten?” stammercd
Bob tg
Miss. Judith come in. _
Truth to ‘tell, the chums of the

Bemove would have preferred that
rather warlike old lady to call at
some other study. ey kopt watch-

ful eyes on the umbrella.

But Coker's aunt had not comec
there to use the umbrella—not yet,
ot all events. It waa quite g;ambll:t
that it might be unsed if the Famous
Five were no more tactful than
Potter and Greeme. But for the
moment, at least, that bagpy brolly
was nob raised in wrath.

“My dear little boys—" said
Mmt,jlud it

Bideatly, } not o
vagion. Though still a little unensy
about the umbrella, the Famous Fiye
were tfelieved.  Indeed, they were
more than willing to stand Annt
Judy. & tea in the study to compen-
eate, as far as possible, for the nn-
avoidable abscoce of her darling
Horace,

“Please pit down, Miss Coker!”

“Take this ﬂiﬂhin maam |

“Get on with making thot tea,
Fra?uﬂ" ¥

“How many lumps of sugar,

Miss Coker sat down. She leaned
the umbrells against the chair.

‘Tho juniors were glad to sce it no
lenger in her grip.

Why she had come down there they
did mot know. DPotter and Greenc
were Coker’s pals in hls own Form,
go no donbt that wds why she had
wanted to see Potter omd Greene.
But the Remove fellowa wers not
{ﬂl}r with Coker—generally they had

n on scrapping terins' with him.
There had been an occosion onee.
howoever, when, owing {o unusual
eironmstanoes, they had Lad a Boli-
day with Coker of the Fifth,

Perbhaps Aunt Judy ' remembered
that. Or perhaps she regarded all
friars mon, tho Bixth down
tﬂhuol Hﬂi, as iieq:r Iitt-lﬂrhb!-tan at
BC gether—playing marbles

Anyhow, there she was, and the
Famoua Five were prepared to bo hos-
pitable, sympathetip, and polite.

Migs. Coker accepted a cup of ten.
She sipped it and gave the wondering
juniors a kind emile.

“You dear little boys are very
fond of Horace, ate you mnot?” she
asked.

Four of the dear little boys stood
dumb. really did net know
how  to snswer that guestion.

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh, how-
ever, weighed in,

“The fondfulness i3  terrilic,
esteemned madam,”

it was not o hostile in-

“He ia so popular—so generally
liked !” snid Miss Coker. “Everyen:
admires him so muck. It is so

strange that his Form-master should
be so foolishly prejudiced. Poor.
denr Horaecs, even his own friends
have deserted him! I could ecarccly
Tue Macner Lisnany.—Nn 1.657,
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bolieve may cors whem Lis fricuds,

Podley and Sheen, declared their
helici" that Horace had done that
thoughtless thing, although he

declared thot he had not.”

Miga Judith's cyes glinted.

“As if Horpee would tell an aun-
truth ! she wout on. “If Horace
had doue it he would havo said so at
ouce. Ho is imeapablo of deeep-
tion.”

“Woe—we always thonght seo,”
stammered Harry, “but—but ho told
the Head he never banged off those
blessed fireworks, and—and—"

“He spoke tho truth!™ =aid Miss
Coker.

Wi _E.,h 1”‘

“I havo punished Podsou and Bean
for disbelieving him !"

i ﬂh l:hl

“ But you, I am sure, do uot doublt
dear Haoraee I said Aunt Judy.

As the Famous Five did doubt dear
Horace very strongly, it was an
awkward situation.

0ld Horace was honest as the day;
but up before the Hend with the sack
in pm:g:ch lic had departed for once
from cxact path of veracity—at
lcast, that was the gencral opinion,

But oafter what had happened to
Potter aud Grecne, and with the
nmbrella close to Aunt Judy's hond,
the Co. wero not disposed to tell Miss
Coker g0, A diplomatic auswer was

wired.
We've always known old Coker to
Lie jolly truthful ! said Nugent.

“ Yes, that's so!” agreed Wharton.

“Never thought old Coker would
come down to telling whopperal®
said Bob, without adding his belief
that old Coker had, ot last, done so.

Misa Coker beamed.

“I am so glad to sce that you have
faith in dear Horoee,” she snid.
“Dear Horace necds the help of hLis
fricnda. You sce how nccessary it
is for the bad boy who set off thosc
lirﬁiair;t;‘s to bo discovered.”

The Famous Five supposed that
that Lad boy was already discovered,
and that his uamo was Horace James
Coker. But they did not say so.
Taect was needed, with the brolly
right on the spot.

“You little boys do not know who
it wos?” asked Aunt Judy.

Again o diplomatie answer was
required : :

*We dou't know an abont it,
exeept what we heard, ma'am " said

Harry.

"rﬁ{;t vou might be able to find
out !"” said Miss Coker.

“To—to find out!”

“And clear dear Horace of thia
fMIE}BIhI snspicion.”

(L I--"-

“Then I have the lheadmaster's
word that dear Horaeo will be re-
instated,” said Miss Coker. “It is
only meeeseary to diseover the real
offender.”

" Ouly ¥ murmured Bob.

“"Will you do your best? Will you
help?” asked Aunt Judy. “ Horace
must he righted] He must be feel-
ing this injustice very decply! I
shall eee him eoon and give him what
comfort I ean. But lLe must be

Tre Alscwpr Lianany.—No. 1,657,

cleared—he must bo vighted—he must
m"hura ]tf the school.”

“You dear little baoys, who are so
fond of dear Ilorace, will, I am sure,
do your best to clear him !* said Miss
Coker.

i ﬂh [II

The Famous Five gozed at Miss
Coker. They realised why she had
come to Study No. 1 in ihe Hemove
now., Potter and Greene had failed
her—so she had come to them—aoa
dear little Loys who were fond of
Horacc! It was rather awkward, ns
thicir opinion on the subjeet was pre-
ciscly the same as that of Potter and
Greenc.

“We—we—we—" Harry Wharton
stommered.  © We—we—
Oh, ecovtainly! Ti—if—if
it was another chap, we—
we'll try to spot who it
was, Miss Coker, and—and
if—if we s him, we'll
jui]lz well make him own

EP‘I shall trust you!” said
Aunt Judy. “Now I must
go to my poor dear Horace.”

The chums of the Hemove
respected and esteemed Miss
Judith Coker. But they
:‘ﬁ:m not 31:;1‘&‘] to Liear Ehnt

a was ng to poor dear
Horaco | EHTE could mnot
help feeling toat an in-

ions word, at any
moment, might - bring the
umbrella into play.

They politely escorted
Miss Coker down the stair-
chso.

The hansom cob was still
waiting out=ide the House,

Many eyes fixed on Miss
Coker as she eamo out with
the Famons Five. Many
fuces wore smiles. A boom-
ing voice was heard as they
cmerged.

“This cab is still here,
Quelch| Is that—that per-
son still in the House?
Upon my word! I cer-
tainly thought sho was

,or 1 uld not hove
cft my study! I— OL M

Mr. Prout broke off at
the sight of Judith Coker.
Ho backed awny hastily.  Aunt

Jud voe him a glare.
”glﬂunkﬁl“ sﬁe said distinetly.

There was a jo gurgle among
about a hun ellows,

“Madam !* gasped Prout, ''Such
cxpressions—-"

voub did wot stay to finish. Miss
Coker was taking a busincss-like grip
on her umbrella.

It looked, for n momont, as if Mr.
Prout was going to share the fate of
Potter and Grecne, of his Form.

Prout faded ropidly out of the
picture.

Miss Coker gave a sniff.

“ Donkey I she repeated.

Then she etepped into the Lansow.

The driver got hau old horse into h

riate crowd
and cheered os Miss
at tast in the hansom.

motion, and
waved their ca
Coker drore

THE MAGNET—

A LETTER FROM COEER !

B. PBOUT snorted.
M It waa the following woru-
ing, and Prout, m his
stady, after breakfost, glanced over
a pile of lettors on his table.

They were letters for fellows in his
Form, and it was Prout's &nt{ to
give them the once-over before they
were put in the rock.

Oue letter among the othora had

drawn Prout's special attention.

It was nddressed to G, Potler; it
was postmarked Friardale; and the
address was written in o sprawling,
serawling hand that Prout knew onfy
too well.

Only too often had Prout scen that

** Now cut off !’ said Blundell, when the last n
**Don*t you come barging

landing.

sprawling hand, in the Fifth Form
Igwm; and he had boped, ond cx-
pected, not to see it again. Now he
saw it nuexpectedly; ond the sight
of it made him snort,

Coker was still im the village.
That was irritating enough. He was
writing to Greyfriara fellowa frow
his new haunt. That was more irri-
tating still,

Prout was fed-up with Coker—Ied-
up to the back teeth. If anything
conld hove intensified that fed-up
feeling on Prout’s part, it would have
E:feu Aunt Judy's visit tho day

oxe.

- The sight of Coker's yugged fist, on

that letter addressed to ter of the
Fifth, made Prout snort like a war-

UTEE,

He stepped to the study window.
Zome Remove fellows were at hand,
atd Pront ealled to one of {hem.
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1 eémber of the Famous Five

i Whﬂttﬂ]i!"

“Yea, gir |

“Pleaso find Potter, of my Form.,
and ask him to come to my study at
once M

“Oh! Yes, siv!"

Irout sat and suported, while he
waited for Potter. But lic had not
long to wait.

G. Potter tapped at the stody
door and nnt.armr.

The thonderous frown with which
Lis Form-master greeted him rather

alarmed Potter of the Fifth. He
wondered what the dickens was the
watter with Old Pompous now.
“Pottor ! snorted Prout. * Look at
that letter! That letter is pddressed

r.in here again, cheeking the Fifth ! "’

to you, from a boy rceently expelled
{rom thia school !’

“Oh " ejaculated Polloer.

“You must be uEO'I.’fWﬂJ’ aware,
Potter, that no s correspondence
is allowed, in view of the fact that
Coker has becn expelled, and that he
is remaining in the neighbonrhood of
this school in defiance of my wishes
—0f his headmaster’s wishes! Havo
youn written to Coker?®”

“Oh! No, sir!”

“You will open that letter, Potter,
in my presence!” Dboomed Prout.
“"You will open it immediately,
Potter! I will allow no collusion
bhotween boys of my Form and a
moembor of that Forin expelled from
the school! Open that letter imme-
diately, Potter, in my presence.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” goasped Potter.

He slit the envelope, and drew out
ithe letter.

Under Prout's baleful eyes, he read
the letter.
“Oh gum!” he murmured.

“"Potter " boomed Prout. "1t is

for me to sco that letter

Have you sny objection, Potter, to

ur Form-master sceing  that
ctter ¢”

“I—I " atommered Iotter, in
eonfusion. “I—I'd rather you didu't,
gir. There—there's nothmg in it—
nothing—only—oh erikey !”

“You object to my sccing that
letter, Pottor?”

“Nunno, sir! B-b-but——" stam-
mered Potter.

“I shall not insist!™ waid Mr.
Prout.

“Oh! Thank yon, sir!”

“But if you do not show
me the letter, Iotter, 1
shall be driven to conclude
that you are acting in col-
lusion with that impertin-
cut boy, Coker, iu defiance
of your Form-master, and I
shall Lave to act accord-
ingly.”

"Olh! No, sir! But——-27"
wasped Potter, “ Coker is—
is rather eareless how e
worda o letter, sir, and—
and—and—*

“Will you show mo that
letter,. or not, Potter? I

was pitehed out on the

ahall not insist, if you ob-
ject. DBut I shall take your
objection as meoning that
ou are & party to that ex-
raordinary boy's insensato
iroccedings, and you will

detained all holidays this

term, and you will write a
ook, aud—"'

“‘I,Elna.au p;dm%' tlt.;ﬁl; l-zl,!.ﬁi,
BIr!" pas otter, with-
out waiting for Mr. Proumt
to get on with the list of
pains and lties, “I—I
~—I'm sure I have no objee-
tion, sir ™

Prout took the letter,

'otter watehed Lim very
uneasily as he perused it.

The purple deepened in
Prout's plump fuce,

He realised, as soon as Lie
looked at the letter, why
Potter did not want Lhim to
aee it, It ran:

“Clegg's Siores,
“Friardale,

" Dear Yotler,—Jnst a line to tell
you I'm gowing on all rife, old been.
M{ aunt Judy ie backing me up all
allong the lyne, and Fm gowing to
stop hear till I com back to Grey-
friars. My idear is this—that old ass
Prout thinks I banged off thoase fire-
works, and I jolly well didu’t! Of
course, you know what a. phool the
man i3, having him in the Form-
room every day. If I went bhome,
and let the matter drop, that would
bo the phinnish, Eateh me ing !
I'm stikking hear till old Fompous
climes doewn. Soomer or later, he
will spot the swob who banged off
those fireworks, if the matter ain't
allowed to drop! Bec? That’s the
bigg ideah. en the Head will doo
%hukaﬂusibr] thing, and I shall ewmn
ek,

15

“Old TI'rout’s Ilazy—that's i
trebble. He won't take the truh%}ut:
to root out that swob. I'm going to
make him! You kuow I've o
on a job aa growcer’s bay hear, It's
rather a latk. But there baven't
heen any orders from the sclioo] since
I took it on. 8o I want yom and
Greene to sond some orders to Unele
Clegg—ouy old thing, Then I ean
butt iu at the school with my baskitt
ol my arm again, see, and make old
Pompous wild. I'm not gowing to
let him phorget me for a single
wanmit, if I ean help it. You can
[ene an erder—use old Pompous® fone
when he is out. Then I cam cum
allong with the basket, sce? You
can drop in hear after class any time
—you und Grecne—and tell me how
the old ass is gowing on,

“Yore pal,
“H. J. Cuker.”

It was no womder that Potter of
the Fifth hod not wante
see that letter! L

Prout’s plump face grew more sl
more purple, um:ll:l giﬂ u:itmmt:d to find
more and more diffic in bLreath-
ing; till Potter, Hatt{ﬁhiug him,
really woudered whether Prout waos
goiug off with o bang, like these five-
wu}-%a!

“Upon my word I* gasped Prout, ot
lost., He found his t'gwapmill‘t came in
o gasp. “Upon my word, Potter, if
you hold n_:;_r communication with
that boy—if you occede to his
request—if you vieit him in  the
vitlagpe—you will be expelled like
him ! Upon my word !*

Prout rose from his chaiy,

gnthi:r ha:!{:heﬂ 'I:-:nwm]':lu the door.

ut Frout did not clutel up o ;
a8 %ntter feareﬂi it

g ﬂn mn f1 u P 1] Ll
shall take Itlﬁ::«-—!h%a Iﬁitermtun tIuI:
Headl Remember my warning,
Yotter! Gol*

Potter was glad to go.

. Prout, with Coker’s letter clutelicd
in his hand, swept away like a
thunderstorm to the Head’s study.

When the Gm{fﬁam fellows came
out in break that morning there was

a new notice ou the board, signed by
the Head, ‘'I'hat notice placed the
village tuckshop, at Friardale, out of

school bounds until forther orders®

WANTED ON THE PHONE!
L LEASE, sir——>"
“Well P,
Mr. Qucleh

word out like a bullet.
The Remov¥e were in Form; aud
the Remove master did not like inter-
ruptions in class. So when Trottor,
the House Eﬂg:éd put his head iw,

Ml'.q%ualch ar _

“The telephone, sir,” said Trotter.
“What? You may state that I am

rﬂl:rtm a edtnnil nha]tl ;:uﬁ ba at

i ore twelve o'clock I rapped

My, fgunln]t. s

rapped  that

Remove were in third schoel,

after break.

“I ‘ave, eir,” anawered Trotter;
“but Miss Coker, siy—="

“M%sa Caker|”

“Yeearr! Miss Coker says she must
speak, sir, being important.*

Tar Magwrr Tannirt.—No. 1657,
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Mr.: Quelch stared at Troticr. All
the Remove sat up and took-notige,

Migs Coker had the. spotlight
durieg her, visit to Greyfriara the

revious day, Nobody forgotten
iunt Judy. Iinborl-{ would, have been
surprised bad Prout heard somothy
more from Aunt Judy—even had ‘thp
lady called again ond whopped

Prout with ber umbrella!

But it was rather ﬂuﬁu:_m_mg for
Aunt -Judy to call np Mr. Quclch.
(he Remove -master had nothing. to
do with Coker of the Fifth, or the
sacking of that remarkable youth.

“You.oare sure Miss Coker did not
ask for Mr. Prout, Trottér 7"

“Yesair! You, sir,”

“Plaase tell Miss Coker that I
regret that I am .unable to come to
the telephone at the moment !" said
Mr. Quelch firmly.

“ Yeasir 1 said Trotter.

. He did not look hopeful as e
departed. It was clear that he did
not expeot to get rid of Aunt Judy sp
ensily as. all that. .

Third lesson was resumed in the
Remove room. But it was schednled
to have another interruption,

A fow minutes later, Trolter's
~hubby facc reappeared in the Form.
room doorway.

“ Well?"” rapped Quclch. ,

“1f you please, air, Miss Coker—~
“Diti gou not give Miss Coker my

niessage ¢
“Yessir; bu 4
“You should then have cut off,
Trotter.” _
“Yegsir: I did, sir, bubt Miss

Coker’s rung up again, sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard through
his nose. Telephone calls .in class-
time were irritating, Neither had
e . tho slightest desire to: establish
conitact -with Coker's aunt. He de-
sired to keep that formidable lady at
armslength. He was thankful. that
there was no relation of Misa Coker's
in the Remove.

But if Miss Cokor refused: to take
no for nn answer, therc was only one

“Very well, Trotter!” snapped
Mz, Quelch,

He turned to his Form. ]

“Wharton, I shall leave you in
charge here for a few minutes.”

“Yes, sir!” answered his Head Boy.

Quelch rustled out of the Form-
room, with s knitted brow.

Immediately the door closed there
was a buzz voicea in the Remove-

room, Ev fellow waa curious to
tnow why Aunut Judy wes after
(Juelch,

Mr, Quelch lost no time in getting

to his st ! He grabbed up the
receiver. B barkﬁlgin‘bn the trans-
mitter:

“Well 2"

*1s that Mr. Squelch?” came Aunt
Judy'e voice over the wires,

“It is Mr. Quelch!” answcred the
llemove master, in a deep voice.

“1 hope I have not interrapted you,
AMr. Welah.”

“Yon have interrupted my class,

Miss Coker.”

“Tadeed! I am so sorry, Mr.
Welsh! But it wns so necessary -to
spenk to you that I feel sure you-will
forgive me.”

Tae Macxer Lasnany.—No. 1,657,
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“Wiil yeu kindly tell me.why you
have run}r, me up, madamg” ﬂﬂﬁd
Mr, Queclch, in concentrated guw

*“Oh,, ecrtainly, Mr. Squeleh ! Moy
I speak to Carter?”

“ Carter B¥ - _

“Yes; or Plummy! It rtiﬂ]%nﬂu&n
not matter whother I k to Carter
& _ speak to ome
of them. It ia vory urg 2

“l am quite unﬂhﬂiniﬁ] with
cither name, Miss Coker.”

“Doar me! Is it possible that you
have forgottén the mamcs of boys in

your own Form, Mr. Welsh? I deo

not remember names very. well, but a
schoolmaster——"

"“There is no bo;f of cither pame in
my Form, madam! There was once a
boy in the Remove naméd Carter, but
he left long ago.” -

“My dear Mr. Bquelch, I saw
Carter when I was at tho schopl
yesterday I cxclaimed Aunt Jndy, in
surprise,

"1 repeat that there is no such boy
i

“Perhaps I am in error in the
name, My, Welsh! I often fprﬁnt
pames. Thé nume may be Barker.

“Therod is no such name.”

“Or Parker——"

‘“No boy named Parker—2"

i dear Mr. Welsh, you must be
mi n, Perhaps you nre very
absent-minded. am sometimecs 5
little absent-minded. At our age,
Mr. ueleh, it is hardly to be
nﬁect that- we should not be a
Iind le a?eu‘l:—mindﬂﬂ and forgetful,
R

Mr. Quelch looked ns if he was
going to bite the telephone. He was
neither sbsent-minded nor forgetiud,
and he had not yet reached the ripe
age of Coker’'s Aunt Judy. He re-
pressed a snort.

“The little boy I mention is nomed
Harry,” went on Miss Coker. " Preb-
ably you call him Harry, aud that is
why- you forget that his name is
Cavter, or Darker, or Parker—"

Quelch conld mot quite repress a
snort at this. Miss Judith appar-
ently supposed that he addressed
Remove \I::o;m their front names.
Mr. Quelch conld not guite see him-
self addressing membors of his Form
as Harry and Bob and Tom and
Jimmy, i

But the name “Horry ¥ gave him a
clue.

“Is it ﬁt}ssi'hha that you mean
Wharton, Miss Coker?™ he asked.

“Dear me! Now I come t+ think
of it, that is the name,” said Aunt
Judy. “I knew it was somocthing
like Carter or Barker, That iz the
dear Ettln boy to whom I wish to

“Whaorton is mow in Form! It
ol will kindly ring up after twelve,
{ will allow him fo use the tele.

phone,” .

*“1 should Eﬁfﬂr to speak to him
now, Mr, Welsh! It is very urgent,
as I am s0 nunxions for mewa of dear

Horace.”
“Horaco? Do you mean Coker?

Boys of my Form have nothing to do
with Fifth Form hoys, Miss Coker!
Coker js no longer here. I do not

underatond——"
“Denr Horaco is in-snch trouble
now, Mr. Squelch! I suppose you are

aware that tlint foolish old gentle-
man, Mr. Stout, has made o ridicun-
lous mistake about dear Horace, and
thas he has becn sent away—"

“The matter does not concern me,
Migg Coker, as the boy was n?b._'-iu. my
Form,” said Mr, Quelch. “If you
will kindly ring off—"

“Am I wasting your time, Mr.
Welsh ¢~

“You are, madam,”

“I nm so sprry! Please send Carter
—1 mean Bartou—to speak to me on
the telephone.”

“Wharton iz in Form! He kuows
nothing abont Coker. He i not con-
nected with the matter id any way.
Good-morning; madam !”

Mr., Quelch jammed back the
IEEE:;TE; lite gentl in

elch was a polite gentleman
his- froaty way, but, really, Aunt
Judy was a little too much for him.
He was beginning to feel as tired of
Coker and all his wotrks as Mr. Prout

was,

Having cut off, Quclch rusticd back
to the Remove room.

A fat-voice greeted his ears as he
opened the door of the Form-reom.

“1 say, you fellows, I wander what
that ol ch iz nfter Qmelch for?
Old Quelch looked frizhtfully ratty
when he went——-"

“ Bunter ! y

“Oli erikey !” posped Billy Buuter,
Lis little round cyes almos ping
thmléﬁh his big round spectacles at
Quelch. “1 wosn't speaking, sir! 1
never spoke a word, sir! I was only
anying——"

“'Take o hundred lines, Bunter, for-
talking in class,; and another hundred
linca for yeur disrcspeetful allusion
to Misa. Coker.”

“Oh lor"!*

Once, more third lesson was
resumed. But it was not destined to
proceod uninterrupted on the even
tenor of its way. :

A few minuteas later, Trotter’s
chubby faco reappeared at the door.

“If yon please, sir—"

“Trotter!| What—"

“Miss Coker, sir—"

o n my word !” :

“Mﬁ; Cokoer’s rpug up agoin, sir,
and sho saye she was cut off, sir, and
if you please—"

ucl breathed hard. Quelch
breathed decp. Then he ealled to the
captain of the Remove. )

Wharton ! hﬁtf (t}eu;.'ar t]eam?} to
speak to you on the telephone. You
nI:af po to my study and take the
call.”

I'-Fﬂh!
purprise.
And ho left the Form-room, and
third lesson, at last, was enabled to
on its way without further in-
g;'mptinn.

Yos, sir!” said Harry, in

UP TO WHARTON !

ARRY WHARTON picked up
the receiver in Queleh's
study.

Aunt Jﬂﬂ{?}:l voice come through.
“Ts that Carter?”
“It's Wharton, ma’am !* answered

Harry.
“rgﬁ, yes! Of course! How very



forgetful of me ! soid Aunt Judy. “1

' rﬂmmhher BANeS ° well,
little boy. " Is thore nug ;” 2
“News |® tht captain of
‘the Removo :mklr
“ About Horace.”
“ Horace ™
“1 am sure, dear little boy, ¢
that hmrﬂ no time and that
your beat,” enid Miss

Coker.

“I mnﬂtnbtb&im £

But poor, dear Horoce, all time,

is away from his school, so Can
my anxicty, I sure.”

Hn‘.rry Wharton blinked at the tele-

p]mne

There was xo news of Horuee,
except that the Head bLad placed
Uuecle Clegg’s tuckshop out of buumh

hecause er hod takem u

residenca. there, ‘did not feul dis-

ms-ad;n on t t item of nows to
unt

But he realised fo what Miss Coker
was referring. Tio could not help
fooling  disconcorted, Miss Coker,
evidently, was taking that interview

in Study No. I m more scrjously

than the chums of fho Remove had
tn]i:en it
Certainly they liad eoothed tho old

Jads atatm that il

:J:l:u{r ‘;:Insu’t GGEEI ﬁ
him if they could, fﬂn a8

no doubt that tho

dﬂ:lker, tlhicre did not seom’ '!tﬂﬁumu{-h

Annt Jiuly, tly, hod a
Eicttt;:'n mnilcr m.mrd nl'::lf f.r; earnest
youths, all wvory o ﬂorm
fd:?nwmg 1o stone unturned to find on
tr]l-ltl really had banged off those. ﬁ:ﬂ-
WoT, s—cs,ttah:? not Horace, ' as

nrn.m had said that it was not he.

; “Mave discovered anything p*
askod H:sgﬂ Coker. ﬁh d
“Oh1* Hn *“No™

* Yon lm.!:n uu.t i‘num] out who that
bLad boy was®”
l-li ﬂh ml‘ﬂ
“I mmt not be impatieng ¥ sighed
Miss Coker. “‘Hut
h-u-w n.u:mua I am. Were Horace on
t, I have no doubt tlmt- Lo
soon find out. Horace is so
But' I must-not, -of course,
Fou to be s0 elever s

olmcrt‘
CXpPee
Horace!

“Oh ¢crumba 1

“AMr. Btout will mako no move in
the matter, ﬂs lm iz so foolishly

judiced Even the

eadmastor ta m Hr. ‘thnt.’s view,
instead of Horace's, which is v
strange. Tt is not what I should have
X

of Dr. Loeke.”
“Qh ¥

“Bo it all depends on Iorace's
fricuds in his sehoo} findin 3§ out what

really. hapl.{:mud I” said Miss Coker.
“Yon sco that?
“Qh, yea, but—"

At thoe safc end of o telephone wike,
the captain of the Remove conld havo
Tl‘:‘-nt-'llml to tell Miss Coker his
genuine opinion on tho matter. There

‘was no danger of the umbrella now!
But he natarally shvank from doing
80, Ile hardly know what to sny.

“Well, w you aro
beat, I must lmt- mmplnm,dﬁ ﬁu&
Coker resignodly.
“You=-you sce—" atammered

Harry.

ze
g

on unﬂexstund got

EVERY SATURDAY

ngﬂ ﬁ:-mumw.

ha"rsh n?‘?m maﬂ for me E.'ﬂ
“Mr. Squelch peemed a little E
2, g g e d g
1 P
d Mies ﬂoker L dnm not -E:m
mﬁt it is for Horace
upjust suspicion
minat-u.tar.‘l in ‘his schn-ul id
F mr- hut"'""_ﬂ
nu.re u are damg all you
ff plﬁﬁ& don't
offort !

find that
yy, L am sure
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T mﬁu wﬂ:;hbﬂuahh
to prevail upan him to go to the head
waster and confess, I am very much
surprised that he has not 80

g

p his already, os he must know that the

blame is laid on poor, dear Horace.”
“0Oh, yes, but—"

you find him, you will pnint-

out to him how very mng

,. '
gilen
dreadful circumstances!” said Miss

I7

agaiust Prout. A fellow might Lave
larlfeﬂ in his study, bat hgehwuum
‘l g:ligawall that it would be put
oker at once, aftei Coker's

53 ;bfnt it—so he wouldn’t! Cokor

1 .

“1 suppose there can’'t be an
doubt,” eaid Harry Wharton sil.:nn.'::l;;\'F
“8till, "1 must say I was surpriscd
at Coker telling Whﬂ]:lpei‘ﬁ about it.
That isn't lﬂ:e him, If there’s o
chance that he didn"t—>™

Bob Ch whistled.

“If he didn’t, the fellow who dil
must be an awful skunk to keep gnict
while Coker was sacked !” hio said.

“Well, lock Imm. said Tlarry.
“{herc’s a ﬂpﬂrting chaneco that it
wasu’t Coker. ¢'d better see Lim
and soe what lm says, and thep—

“Unele Clegg’s 13 ‘otit of bounds
now,” said Bob. “It's a bit tongh on
old Clegg—bad for his.business. Put
there: you are !

“We shall have to drop i guicthy
and see Coker I said the captain of

Coker. “Yon sce, Horace's welfaro the Remove. “If hr: neyet did it, it’s
d-apﬂmiﬂ upon the truth being made pretty bard choeeso on “him—though
known. . Porhaps the boy. docs not certainly asked for it ot the top of
realise that I*- his voice  Wo're poihg for a walk
“Ohi* nitcr dinner—if ‘you fellows awe

“ Promise me that you will .do your game.” 2
very best, Carter.™ Elmﬁ a8 t‘ﬂmﬁl Hﬂ}:ﬂf i

e ertainly | grean nner ¢
Whim.r#ﬂ! : : Iy - Rﬂ!ﬂ’# strolled mm ta. ing the

*Very well, then. I must-be con- directior of Courtfield—which diree-
tend to wait! I am very grateful for tion thoy chan after they werv

nr efforta on. behalf dear out of sight of ‘m{t‘nm;a Eehuu} Al
Eomaa. Carter. - Horaco hmlt wilt beaded for the ngn.

whep, ‘he returns to Qrey-

wui“ Eﬂﬂﬂ Ilﬁl‘ﬁh}' | Iﬂ - —

Harry W harion COEKER ALL OVER !
receiver and blinked n-.t lge 'ORACE COEER, latc .of . the
feeling ¢ uBcomfortable. Fifth Form: ut Greyfriam,

Miss Coker's simple faith and - sat on the counter. in Uuscle
trust goave him a mtﬂ.e.r ruitty feel- Clegg’s little shop in Friardale Hisl
ing t e ren conld not have Ntreet.. .
told Aunt J hot thot fathead Coker had an aprom on! IHe was

Coker lhad played the giddy ox . oud
ot what he had asked for
He went back to the Remove roow.

Mr. Queleh gavo him p glanco as
he eitored, but did not &
went, to Lis place in a very thuu#htful
mood.

The matter was very awkward, for
he hod now promised Miss Coker to

do his best to find out fhe guilty R©

man, The ecoptain of the Remove
could not repard a iso as like a
ic-crust—made to be brokon !

He began to wonder whether, after

°TY all, Aunt Judy might be right—and

Coker wasu't the man! If, after all,
hic wasn't, it was up to Wharton 210w,

When the Remove were, dismissed
after third school, his friemds
cred round bim in the tuad.
wanted to kmow,
“What the thump,” gsked Bab
Cherry, “did Coker’s aunt wont?”
Wharton cxplained,
“Oh, my hot!” said Bob. “But
Coker did it ! Everybody knows that
Coker did it—cxcept poor old Aunt

“d'fho didfulness is tervific ! agreed
Hurreo Jamsct Bam Simgh.
“ Cﬂl‘:ﬂl‘ dithn’t, who &id?” gsked

N
1% would 7' said Jolnny Dul.
“Nebody e¢lse hod' anything up

, and ho

iﬂl]’n-ul of the ahuplkm &

g Clegg wad.smoking his pipe

in his- little pnrluur at the Mp}
ﬁuhr‘a faco was ahmfu]

‘4 lark, in
‘ o Trl il ﬁ:ﬂm

w{lﬂm Unele Clepr wos ip
want of a boy, his former.

y howvin
ne on- mubitions. Coker nrﬂﬁ
¥ a3 & war-time job; moking.
usefnl when everybody clse was l[lt'li;l"l o)
hia hlt Li!mwm, it scrved Coker'=

e:zi mg mnear the school
TN whi&h ho been. sgeked, wnd
huttin I.tl thero obcasion: |]!3‘ 10
annay

Aunoying 1"raul: was net, perhaps.
the mioat judicious way of pennmdm o
Prout tu change his mind ::u';uuul
Coker. But it was satisfactory in
iteeli—and, at lenst, it enrted
Coker from being fﬂr}wﬂm at. Grey-
friars, It made it clear that Cokev
waa net a back vumber.

Colrer, certainly, was far fromn for-
goiten ot ‘hi# school. He Lad never.
indeed, been so much i the limelight:
there ag since he hnd left... From the
Rizth t0 the Second, follows talked
of Coker, chuekled over Coker, aud
woundered whoat the dickens Coler
waald. do next.

Coker was quite a good grocer’s
T’m }Tmm llmmi'-—xﬂ-- 1;&5?-



Loy iu some Ways.
and he was willing to work. I
most heavily laden basket was a mere
oy to the hefty Horace.

-In other respects he was mot so
satisfactory. He never could remem-
lser prices, and he was rather lavish
by maturc; seo, when Coker was in
vharge of the shop, the customers
id better out of the business than
M. EIEEE did {

_Hut if Mr. Clegy was growing a
ittle dissatisfied, Coker was still
quite satisfied; so that was all right.

Business was not brisk at the
moment. Coker had served a villago
boy with bullseyes—piving him about
a shilling’s worth for twopence—
much to satisfaction of the boy!
Since then Coker had sat waiting for
more- custorm Now, at last, there
were footste outside, and five
fellows eame in in a bunch.

“OQL ! said Coker, staring at the
Famous Five of the Remove,

They grinned at him.

. They had come to interview old
Horace on a serious subject; but
they could not help grinning at the

He wWag siyong,
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sight of Unecle Clepg’s new boy, in
lli% white opron. o d

h"Hiailln, nlslg, hallo ! said Bol
cheerily. = 3till oin stronog,
Cok "Z' e i

- Coker cyed them suspiciously.- He
had had more rows tgmu anything
clse with the Famous Five at Grey-
friars, and he suspected  them of
coming iu for o rag.

“If youw'vo come here as customers,
all right!” eaid Coker. “If you
haven't, get out, hefore I boot you'!”

“0Oh, my hat! Is that eﬁmr stylo
as salesman, Coker?” asked Bob.

*Ha, ha, ha !"

“I don’t want any cheek!” enid
Coker darkly. “If you Remove fags

think you c¢an come larking here,

wvd got another guess cuming.
ow; what do you want to buy?”

“ Nothing ! said Harry. “You
B
“Then get out!”

“Shut up & minute! You sec—

“If I come across to yom,” eaid
Coker,
That's & tip.!”

“The Hend's put this shop out of
bounds,” cxplained the captain of
the Bemove. “So there won't be any
moré cnstomers from the school.”

“Oh!* said Coker. "“That's a
rather rotten trick! I bet Prout's
put him up to it! I was expesti

in
an order from Potter. He must har%

Lad my letter this morning. I told
him to phone an order.”
“Oh!" said Harry. “Prout sent

for Potter before class this mornin
—he looked fearfully shirty! %
supposo that did it.”

“Old ass!” said Coker. *Obstinate
old ass! The truth is, I helieve
Prout never liked me in his Form at
all. I can’t imagine why; but I
often had that feeling, ell, I'll
jolly ‘well make him more tired of

me out of his Form than in it. I'll

mako him wish I was back before
I'm done with him. You ecan go
back and tell him so I”

1 enn sec us duing ‘it 1" prinped
Jolnny Bull. ' “You'd better tell
Prout that over the phone, old bean.”

"“8o this place is out of bounds, is
it?” said Coker, frownming. “What
the dickens do yom mean by coming
here, then? You ought to be jolly
well licked all r-:nn:niE for going out
of bounds, you young sweeps |

The Famous Five gazed at Coker.
Evidently getting sacked had made
no difference in old Horaco. He was
as Fifth-Formy as over, and still
suffered from his econstitutional
incapaeity to mind his own business.

“We came to speak to  you,
Coker——" said Harry.

“Like wour cheek!” answered
Coker, with o stare. “Think I want
Lower School fags hanging about?
Get out of it!” _

“Coker's the sort of cha]p wlio
makes a fellow yearn to help him
out of a scrape, isun't he? remarked
Bob Chetry.

“Let's get out!” growled Johnny
Bunll, "It's no bizmay of ounrs, any-

WOy, and we're fools to butt in!”
0

b, hold en!” said Harry. “Look
Liere, er, we want you fo give a
plaiz amswer to o -plain guestion.

you'll go out on your meck!

i you pong off those fireworks in

J'rout’s study last week or not?”
“Haven't 1 said I didn’t?" snapped
Coker.

“Well, yes; but—"

“If you mean that youw've come
Liere to call me a liar, you cheeky
little sweep, you've como to the right

lace for = ‘whopping!”® roared

oker. :

*1 suppose you Lknew that the
whole ool believes that you did
it!” answered -Harry.

" %il[j [utﬂnf asses 1Y said Coker.
“You said you were poino to do
it!. Prout lLard ymﬁ.ﬂ Eot-ﬂ of
fellowe heard youm.. Then it
hB‘PFEn'E‘] !.u ]

‘No bizuoy of yonrs," said Coker.
“Shut up and get ont !*

“If it was only gas, and you never
did it after all, you con’t grumbic at
Prout belicving that you did!” said
the captoin of the ove, “But

pur Aunt Judy- believes that you

idnlt *

“Bhe’s got more semse than two
dozen schoolmasters rolled togcther,”
said Coker. "If I'd done it, I should
have said so, of eourse. I had a jolly
good mind to do it, after Prout's
cheek in confiscating my fireworks.
8till, he told me I should be sacked
if I did—so I let him off.”

“You let Prout off ?” asked Bol.

I'I'YEE.JI

“Not the fireworks?”

“Ha, ba, ha!” .

“That will do!” said Coker,
slipping off the counter. “If you've
come hero to boe funny, I°1l shift yon
fast enough. Ontside !

“Look herc——" ecxclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Have o little sensc,
Coker! If you didn't do it, we're
going fo try to find out who did—>

“You young ass! Fat lot of good
{un trying to do anything of the

ind,” snorted Coker. "Don’t be o
fool 1" -

“%Well, if yon didn’t do it, some-
Lody else did!” said Harry. “Have
you gﬂt suy iden who the chap was?”

“Of course I loven't—omly I
cxpect it was some silly, cheeky fag—
ono of you, more likely than not!”
answered Coker. “IF I was sure, I'd
jelly well thrash you all round!

rout’s an old ass—but I'm not
geing to have Remove fags playing
tricks on my beak.”

The Famous Five looked at lLim,
and at one another,

ker, it wos clenr, was uot an
eagy fellow to he

At the same time, they conld not
help having it borme in on their
minds that it was the truth they were
hearing from Coker.

Coker had not done it! Coker, in
fact, rather suspected that one of
them kad—like the silly unthinking
fags. they were!

If Coker had not done it, who had,
was. o deep mystery, But, really, it
looked ns if Coker hadn't! unt
Judy’s faith in her dear Horaco was
justificd.

“Well, this bents it1* ssid Bob.
“If Coker didm’t do it, who the
thump did? Who had his rag oub
with Prout?” . .

“Goodness Enows ! said Nugexnt.
"E“t‘.“"‘"‘n



“Well, if Coker dadn’t, we may be
able to gpot who did!” said
Whartou. “We'll try, ut any rate.
Coker can't lelp being a blithering
idiot—hut fellows aren’t sacked for

being blithering idiots}”
“That’s enough!” said Coker.
“QOutside! I've Ehmi about all the

cheek I want from you.”

“Look here—"

“Out you go!” Coker rushed.

“You gilly ass I’ roarcd the captain
of the Remeove, as the irate Horace
&r&apeﬂ him aud whirled him towards

e shop deorway. “Let go! Can’t
you understaiid that—— Ow! Back
up, you men'!” "

The Co. jumped to the rescue atb
onee. :

Horace Coker waa grasped on all
gides, and dragged off the captain of
the Hemove by main force. His leg
mzﬂs hooked, and he was hurled back.

Um

!
"ﬂhf.” roared Coker, as he landed

on the floor of Unecle Clegg's ehop,
with a concussion that ¢a several
eggs to rol! from a long box tilted
againat the wall, “"Wow! Why, I'll

smash you! I'll epiflicate you! I'll

pulverise youl!”

Uncle Clegp appearcd in  his
parlout doorway. Ho stared at the
scene,

Coker did not heed him! He
scrambled up, his rugged face red
with wrath.

“Botter hook it!” grinued Bob.
“We haven's come here to slaughter
ﬂﬂkﬂ!'!” ; ;

The Foamous Five backed to the
ghop doorway! Hut as Bob put hia
head out, e po it back n&n{n,
like ‘that of 'a tortoisc into ita shell,
at the sight of a portly fignrc in the
1‘illa;ie atreet. , B
= crikey 1 gas ;

“* What——" :

“Prout I breathed Boh.

*“Dh crumbs [*

“He's coming here '™

“Great pip "

For 3 moment the Famous Five
stood in dismay.

They were ¢ut of - bounds—only a
few hours after the Head’s order hoad
been put on the board! And Prout
was coming !

There waa no time to lose!

Hcedless of Coker, scrambling up
and eplutteri with rage, the
juniors bounded over the counter,
?nﬂ ducked down on the inner side of

t.

“My cye!™ gasped Uncle Clegg, as
e watched that proceeding,

*You young sweeps i voared Coker.

“Shut up, you dummy!” hissed

Johnny Bull, from behind the
mm‘z:lthar. “Prout’s coming ¥
13 jar

Coker turned towards the doorway,

as Mr. Prout, ample and majestic,

filled it from eide to sido with his
portly person.

EGGY !

® PROUT rolled in.
M Coker cyed him.
Pront did not deign to eye

Coker. He  gave him only one
witheriee glance of lofty disdain, ang

EVERY SATURDAY

then passed him by like the idle
wind which he re not.

He rolled towards the counter—
behind which, ducking déop, wero five
Greyfriars fellows, kecping out of

ai%ht.

t was just votten luck for the
Famous ‘Five that Prout ‘had butted
in, He was about the last visitor
they would have oxzpected at the
¢stablishment where an expelled
member of his Form had taken
refuge. But there he was—and they
did not want him to gpot them!

It meant report to their Form-

master, and trouble following, for
having disregarded bounds! Bo they
ducked decp, and giiiet.

It was, of course, cr’s letter to
Potter that morning that had
brought Prout! That letter had

been the last straw: and Pront was

_guin‘i to Eg:t' shut of Coker, if ke

coul waa there to see Uncle
Clegz on the subject—and he dis-
dained fo take notice of Coker’s
existenco,

But old Horoce was not to, he
ignored! While Uuele Clegg blinked
fromi the doorway of his little

arfour; Coker opencd the counter-
Eap, and went behind the counter—
almost stumbling over the jumiors in
cover there. He gave them a glance,
But Coker was not the man to give a
fellow ‘away to a beak. He contented
himself with glaring, and then ad-
dresged Prout across the counter.

“What can I do for you, sirf"

Prout glared.

“Do not dare to address me,
Coker I* he boomed,

“I'm in charge of tho shop!” ex-

lained Coker. “1 n‘upg:'&o. ou've
Eumnharﬂ gs a customer " 4

“T have done nothing of tho kind !
boomed Prout.

“Well, you can't waste o busincss
man’s time,” said Coker. *“IFf you've
merely dropped in for a chat, thera's
nothing do in bnsiness hours.
Later on, perhaps, when the shop is
closed.”

“Be silent!™ roared Prout.

Coker had not the slightest iuten-
tion -of being silent. Silence had
never been his long suit, in any case.

Coker's chief object in life, at the
present time, was to make Prouk
wilﬂdpartlﬁy as # punishment for
having -got him socked, partly to
make him realise that Coker: sacked
was more trouble than Coker in his
old place in.the Greyfrinrs: Fifth.

Prout having dropped in just where
Coker wanted him, Coker naturally
m on with the game . of making

ut as wild as he counld.
_“Can I recommend onr fresh epgs,
gir?” he asked. “Home-made egga-—
I mean, new-laid—mope of your im-

ported muck! Best wvalue in the

ma‘rﬁﬂ'il g—" boomed Prout
r. Cle 2 rout,
" Never limd my employer, sir!”
said Coker. "“I'm serving in this
shop at prll:sent!f Wh?t 31.1-::11{- tm‘ij"
Are you short of tea Rr - 10
hlemi’——-" iR
“Silence !
“Cheese, 8ir? Best Cheshirg—*»
“ Will you be silent?”
“Jam?” osked Coker. " New-laid
jam—I mean home-made! We recom-

. It _is an utterly unoseemly
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wend our jam, sir! Our atrawbeuﬁ—
jam, i3 e of strawberries—tlio old-
ashioned method ! I think, sir, you'd
like ouv strawberry-jam——"

“If you say another word,
Coker——"
“Marmalade, sir¢” suggested

Coker cheerfully. “Or tomatoes?
Vincgar? Salad oil? What about
sugar? Or mixed herbs? Or——*
ker broke off suddenly, and
bhacked. A plump hand was reaching
neross the counter to smack! :

Prout’s stout circumierence banged
on the edge of the counter as he
reached | :

Luckily, the counter stopped him
Caoker just cscaped !

“Look here, you chuck that, you
know 7 execlaimed Cokor warm‘i;,
“You con't barge into a grocet's
H]m? and kick np a row, Prout! Ii
you'ro looking for a shindy, go along-
to the Hed Cow !” \

There was a chuckle below the
counter. The Famous Five were
rather miggié:lg Coker’s conversation
with his . et Form-master.

Prout gurgled with e,

“Mr. ege ¥ he roared.

“Qh, {m " said Unele Clegs.
“Yea, girl”

Old - Mr. Clegg cyed Mr. Prout
uizensily. He was muéh more in awe
of the portly Form-master than Coker
wad.

"X am here to opeak to youl?
boomed Prout. “You have given
shelter to this boy, who has been ex.
pelled from his school, ond who
should have gone home.” s

“No bieney of yours, Prout!? said
Coker. “Don't you butt into what
doesn’t concern yom, old bean! “Ii

ou’ve come here to take me back ta

reyfriars, I'll come—and I'll over-
look everything that’s lmg éred, I
ean'y say fairor than that! “Other-
wisc, the sooner you travel, the betfer
—you’'re in the way of customers !"

“Mr. Clegg!” foamed Prouf.
“That boy must Le sent away | This
shop hds been placed out of bounds:
for the scheol—and will remain’ ont
of bounds so long as that impertinent
boy remains herd!” : £

Oh, sir!” gasped Uncle Clegg, in
dismay.

Greyfriars custom mcant a good
deal to tha kecper of tho village tuck-
ghop! This was rather a Llow!

“No Qreyfriars boy,” rstied
Prout, “will enter this establishment
go long as Coker remains here! That
i}alﬁha't Iﬁhaﬂ;;._alladtt& t.e]]t on, itml

egp! Auny boy enteriug this sho)p
wi]%%ﬂ caned by his Form-master.”

Mr, Clegg blivked at five l_:mgg
ducked below the counter! Then
hlinked at Mr. Prout.

“If the ‘eadmaster don't like
Master Coker being 'cre, sir—-*" he
mumbled. ;

“He objects to it most strong {!"
said Prout. “I object most strongly !
state of
affaira! - It must end'! No order will
be seut from the school so long as he
remaing

“Oh! My eye!” said Mr. Clega,

“Look here, vou ring off, I’r-:mf_ g
exclaimed Coker indignantly. “Ii
you've come here to make troubls

‘g Macyer Lipnany.—No. 1,657,
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between me and my employer, you'd
better get out! Are you waiting to
bo pushed out?” .
© “Look 'ere, Master Coker——" said
old Mr, Clegg feebly. \
“Don't you mind Prout, sir!” said
Coker renssuringly. “I e I ghall

be back at Greyfriars before long,

and then it will be all right ! Prout's
made & silly mistake But the
Head's & jolly sensible old chap, and
apouer or later he will ait on ut !
Don't you worry!”

. Prount reached acress the counter.

Fhis time Coker did not dedge in
time.

Smack!

“Yaroooop!” roared Mr. Clegg’s
shop-boy, as & latge, plump band
smacked on his ear with a crack Tike

g , Jou 1 inent young
vaseal [ mare-cf Pront. *'And—"

- “You chee old ass!” roared

Coker, red with wrath. “Think you
con throw your weight about here, as
if yon were in your Form-room?
Kcep your paws to yourself, you old
donkey ¥

There waz o basket of tomatocs
year at hand.

" Coker grabbed omo up and hurled
it
“Prount was not his Form-master now
—Prout had no right to smack his
Lead! Prout was g:ttin somelhing
back for that smack! ﬁe got it in

the ehape of a ripe tomato!
‘guaeh |
“ Gurrrroocogh ! luttered Mr.
Prout as he got the tomato,
_ "0k, my eye !Hﬁas ed Uncle Clegyr,
in hu:&;:.* {;‘}1 r Coker—youn
voung idjit! , my eyal"”
"Téurl:tﬂ-ﬂuuum 11!;’E &

Prout staggered back, clutching at
the ripo tomato that had burst over
his majestic countenance. He stag-
gered back and back; and his plump
valves camo in contact with the edge
of the long box of eggs that was
tilted up agninat the shop wall,.

Prout hod no eyes, naturally, in
the back of his head. He did not see
“that tall tzﬁg box, ns it was behind
him, He net know it was there
till he stappered back against it.

"Then it was too late!

" As his plump calves banged on the
cdge, Pront ent backwards—into the

Fg%a!
“Ihere wos o fearful erunching and
smashing.

Prout sat fairly in the box. It
viigulfed him, ¥ggs by the dozen
smashed under him acd round him.

He rolied in eggs! He squirmed
in egegs! He lived and moved and
had his being in egps! From those
innumerable _ammhe% EgEe TOSO B
scent that was absolutely nothing
like attar-of-roses ! WEre mar,
“beat fresh." But the scent hinted

THE MAGNE1T
that they were uneither best nor

fresh | npon & time, perhaps,
t had been both—but they were
no longer sol

“ Wooooooch | gurgled Prout.

Crack! Crash! Smash!

“ Whurrroocooop !

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Coker. ;
“Oh, mi FF;"* " gnupaﬂt Unclo Clegp.

“Urrgg _ ! oy

Prout rolled and whi in eggs!
Unclo Clegg tottered to bhis aid.
Coker s and

Five juniors, almost suffocatin
with suppressed merriment, dodg
along the back of the counter and
cscaped through Upecle Clegg’'s
parlour and cut out of the back door,

They left the village tuckshop in
s wild uproar belind them.

“0Oh crumbs 1" Bob Cherry,
as tha{ got hﬁgﬁmlf:amia Lane.
“Think old Prout will have Coker
back—after that?"

& Hﬂ,-]ﬂh h-ﬂ lﬂ ;

“If that's Coker’s way of geftin
back to Greyiriars—" gurgle
Nugent, e

“Ha, ha, ha!* _ _
_The Famous Five howled  with
laughter as they headed. for the
o Coker. it lear, hoped to get

Loker, 1t was cleal, Do, . ge
back to Greyfriars—that ‘H"P:E why he
was hanging on &t Friprdale. But if
Coker's return bad been improbable
before, it seemed rother more im-
probable now—eince Prout had sat in
the eggs ! -

Beally and truly, that was noi
likely to prove n short cut back to
Greyirviars [

DETECTIVES IN COUNCIL |

[} HO : -
T R
terrific 1 '

“Job for Ferrers Lockc!” said Bob
Chorry, with a grin,

After ten that day the Famous Fivo ]

gnt in comsultation in Study No. 1
in the Bemove. The subject of the
consultation was Horace Coker.

That visit to Uncle Clegg’s had
iroduced one result—it had convinced
lgha Famous Five that Coker was not
the gnilty Coker, they
believed,

ImAan. now

Prout’s study. :
-"Bat if Coker hadn’t, who had? bod
Coker’s tion of the juniors hac
not been HTEP . It was probable
that, if he knew they were workin
on his behalf, he would consider it
chesk on their part! They did not
e t any sense from Coker. It was
ImE much use expecting semse from a
’l.‘i:ll«m;r who had Eau:{_ij* ahﬁutﬂli me
the house- that he was goin
bang off tt.gnpga fireworks in Prout's
study — and thus
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believed that ol

i Horace hadn't

v via
s Bt 0ld
Wirral.

had told the truth—he
hadn’'t' caused that big beng in

done it, thoy folt.

that it was up to them. Besides,
old Horace, fatbead as he was, was
entitled to justice.. If they could,
the herges of the Demove werc poing
te elucidate the mystery.

But it seemed very deep.

1: 11';11 Bee,” said kHatryﬂEh:;tﬂn
slowly, “everybody Eknew 080
dashed fireworks were ‘in Prout's
study! The old ass had gone ont for
e R o ot M

ar ‘1n 12 ‘AQ 2
¢rackers in his grate, all ready for
him to set off—"

. “That gives us_the whole achool to
choose from !” gaid Frank Nugent.

“Which is. a big order, cspecially
for fellowa who haven’t had a lot of
training aa detectives |” grinned Bob,

“Not 'a spot of o clue!” said
Johnny Bull  -“Bmithy’a the man for
such a trick, if it had been Quelch,
But Smithy's got nothitig up againet
Prout.” :

“Must have becn a Fifth Form
man ! said Bob,

Hnrr{ - Wharton rubbed his nose
thoughtiully.

" t's what I can’t make ont!”
he E;;ni'.ti. n‘ﬁh:gmd}‘ﬂ got anjrt-hignﬁ up
against ompous—except er.
(}%;er hM—Cﬂkeﬁtmmm to do
that m‘? thing, But nobody “else
had, hy should any man in the
j!:iﬂ;h wan:q't to blew old Prout up in

i$ ﬂti p 1)

“ Echo. answers that the whyfnlness
is terrific |” said tho Nabob of Bhani-
pur, with a shnko of his dusky head.

“*Yon sce,” said Harry, *whoevce
did it must have kmown that Coker
would fEBt the benefit of it. Prout
was certain to dﬂm on, Coker at once
~—he¢ had heard Coker say he would
do it! Everybody else was hound to
%h;ii:l: the !-s.ﬂ%e—ﬁwﬂ&t’ga all ht':irgl

r's 1 "'Well, man, who-
ever he Eﬂ, knew all that.”

“ Must have !” Bob,

“YWell, then, it was nmot 3 case of
japing Prout and ini it dark—
which lots of fellows might have done
for o lark. It was a case of ;apirég
Prout and letting Coker pet sack
for it. When it happemed, tho man
had either to own up or let Coker gét
it in the neck!* ;

- *And he jolly well never meant to
own up | said Bob, *“He's let Coker
get it in his eilly neck.”

H Wharton nodded elowly.

"ﬁ":rZﬁ. then, looking at it like that,
and taking it that never did
it, we get to this—that it wos dome

somebody who didn’t care a straw
if another Tellow, Coker, got sacked
for it.” _

“ Not many rotters like that Lere !’
said Bob. “ Nine follows in ten wonld
‘own up if the wrong, man got the
chopper—but .this man knew in ad-
vonce that - Coker would get the

r and dida’t care.”

R xaotly 1” ;miﬂ .H?hry. .:ﬂ.nd
that means only one t it was
done by some swab who had his kuite

into Coker.” 2

“Oh!” enid Bob, Ho made #
grimace, o .

“It’a not 8 mnice ides, I kpnow,” said
the captain of the Remove quietly,
“buat if‘ speaks for itself. g man
knew that Coker would bo sacked forr
that bang., Pront had said so, and
everybody knew, He must have been

ohio
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of twigs, amid shrieks of laughter from the spectators !

pretty sick with: Coker about some-
fhing—céither he did it not caring
twliat happened to Coker, or, worse
gtill, lie wanted something to happén

to Cokcer! And that’s what it looks
like ™
“Done on

rpose to dish old
Horaee |” said %l::b, with a whistle.

“Yeg~if Coker never did it—and
we agree that he never did! Enow-
ing that Cokor would be bunked for
it, the fellow did it—and that means
that hce was fearfully sick with
Coker and wanted to pay him out.”

The juniors looked at one another,

It was a very unpleasant conclusion
to which to come.

Nobody eclse, so far as they knew,
had thought of anything of the kind;
but then, cverybody clse was con-

vinced that Coker had done it
Taking the line that Coker hadn’t
led inwitnhl&tﬂ Harry Wharton's
conclusion, ither Coker had done
it, or an conemy bad done it to dish
Coker—that was the aHernative,

“Is there such a worm in the
school P** asked Bob uncasily, “ There's
gome fellows here who ain’t too
particular—hut that—— Well, that’s
a bit over the jolly old limit.”

“If we're goimg into this,” said

Harry, “wec've to spot some
fellow who was sick with Coker, and
vicious and malicious enough to play
a rotten trick like this! Precicus
few auch fellows here—but there must
be at least ome., Whom had Coker
affended to that extent?” _
“1a there anybody at Greyiriars he
liasn’t rowed with?” grunted Jﬂhnnz
Bull, “I bclieve he's rowed wi
pvery man in the Remove, snd the

Fourth, and the Shell, He"s even
rowed with fags in the Third and
Sccond! Coker’s the man for rows!
Half the Lower School wonld like to
boot him."”

*“ Booting him is one thin ctting
him sacked aneaking treac 15
another, old chap! N%'bﬂ-&j' ountside
his own Form could loathe him as
much as that—and precious few

inside it! I sun he's rowed with
every man in the Fifth in his turn.
But——"

“Hilton and Price weroe the
latest ! said Bob,

“0Oh I* exclaimed Wharton,
“Prico 1"

And there was o general movement
of interest among the five amateur
detectives in Study No. 1.

At the mention of that nama they
had a feeling that they were getting
down to brass tacks,

“Price !” repeated Harry slowly.
“ Coker shi his study and chucked
hiz amokes into the fire, and when
Priuei chipped in ke bunged his head
into his waste-paper basket! Pricey
isn’t the man to forget that!”

“No!” gaid Bob. “Not Pricey!
Hilton wouldn’t do a mean thi
but Pricey would! If Price did it,
never told Hilton.”

“They're a pair of sweeps!”
grunted Johnny Bull. *BStill, I can’t
see Hilton playing dirty tricks to get
a fellow bunked ! I can see Pricey !”

“Pricey’s sick with him, and no
mistake "’ said Bob. “Look bhow he
joined in the other day, when Coker
came here; heélping the prefects to
handle him ! I heard that Potter and
Grecne hooted him for it.”

“Well, a fellow wonld fecl sore ak
what Coker did !” said Harry. “It's
no bizney of Coker's, if Price smokes
in his study—he was a meddling ass
to butt in as he did!l And Priee
couldn’t handle him—if he had pluck
ﬂnnu%:; to try! But if Price has
been hitting back below the helt; liko
thig—"

“Price or nobody!” said Nugent,

“And if he did it on purpose to
dish Coker, he’s mnot. likely to own
up ! said Bob. “He would keep if
as dark as a-black-ont!”

“Well, he would have to own 1up,
if it got out!” eaid . “Fellows
would make his life- here not worth
living, if they knew he had dished
that fatheaded old ass, Coker, like
that. But we've got -to make sure
Let's go and see Pnn&g."

“Think he'd tell ns?” grinned Bob.

Pricey don’t deal in the truth much
more than Bunter does—and he won't
hegin now.”

“We may get it out of him, all the
samé! Look here, we've promised
Aunt Judy to do what we can—at
least, I have—and we're going to!”
said the ca];tain of the Remove.
“Detectives have to question sus-

pcted persons—well, we're detec-

ives aow, and we're going to qiies-
tion Price.”

“Moy get booted omt of the Fifth
Form passage I” chuckled Bob. “The
Fifth may not understand that we're
a set of Ferrers Lockes and Sherlock
Holmeaca! But come on—and let’s
sop 17

And that deccision having been
taken, the amateur detectives of the

Tue MagNer Lisrany.—No. 1,657,
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Eemore broke up the consultation,

left the etudy, and proceeded. to the
I]?-Iit[’!“ﬁ of Price avd Hilton in the
ifth.

e

PRICE CUIS UP RUSTY!

¢ CVACKED again P smiled Hilbon
of the Fifth. “Cokers be-
ginning to make it a habit !”

Price laughed.

“S0 I hear,” he answered.
rpther wondered what would ha
after Old Pompous came in m
Friardale, coated with eggs and egg-
shells! So I got old Clegg on the
phose in the prefeeta” room, ar
agked him if Coker was still there.”

*And he wasn't?"

“No. 0ld Clegg's business
wouldu't stand being pnt out of
school bounds, 1 expect—and I don’t
sippesc hoe thinks it so funny, as
Coker doea, to smother Old Pompous
with brokem eggs. He said Coker's
gone—that meana he's sacked ! Short
carcer as g grocer's boy, after all 1"
sneered Price.

“Sacked from the school—and now
sacked from the shop!” said Hilton.
“I wonder what the benighted ass
will do next?”

“Go home, I expect. What else
can he do?” grunted Price. “Not
likely $o pet another job in the
village !
p&l:-ﬁnle letting him earry on like this
—they ought to have had him home
before this.”

“1 believe his Aunt Judy has the
casting vote about old Horace,”

l'{'I

"“YOUNG

can't understand his PO
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inned Hilton, "and sho's hnnkinﬁ

up. 8She laid into his pals wit
her brolly for not dein’ the same!
Bet you Coker won't go home!”

to scowled—and Hilton laughed.
It was not easy for Stephen Price to
conceal how anxiows he was for
Horace Coker to take the home-trail
and give Greyfriars School a chance
to forget all about him.

Now that hia refuge at Uncle
Clegg's was closed to him, Price
thought that Horace would, at last,

home: the wish, no doubt, bein
ather to the thought. Price won
have given a great deal to hear that

d Horace Coker was a safe hundred

miles from Greyfriars.

“The fool will have to go home!”
growled Price. “He can't hang
about for emr—eaﬁmialtg now he
can't pretend that he’s doing a job.
His people ought to see to it, Hang.
in%I abont like that—"

ap !

The door opened, and, Hilton and
Price glanced round, expecting to sce
Fifth Form faces.

They stared in surprise at five Ee-
move Juniors,

Removites were not freqg
visitors in Fifth Form studies.

Price scowled at them—he did not
like-the cheery clums of the Reémove,
But Cedric Hilton gave them n
liteé nod.

uent

“Want anythin’?” he asked.

“Yes — Ints ! answered Harry
Wharton. “Come in, you mon ”

“L don't remember agkin' you to
this study ' remarked Hilton.

Everyone has heard
of Guy Fawkes—the

man who tried to blow

GUY

up the
Parliament. But here

Houses of

wa 15 4 story of him asa

B 1ad. 1t is an amazing §
narrative of his early
days., A real winner

and book - length!

Don’t miss it!
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“Get-ont, yon checky little ticke !’
Eun};;ged Price.

“We woant to apeak to you first,
Pricey !” explained the captain of the
Pemove.

“The want's all on your side! Get
ont 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. had not come
there to ont at Stephcn Price's
order. They came coolly in, and
Wharton shut $he door.

_ Hilton regarded them with amused

m%::;_r.y,
ice scowled, and rose to his fect.

“Will yon get out of this study?”
he snarled.

“Nu ™ answored Harry.

“Arc you waiting to be booted
out "

“The bootfulness may be a boot on

the other leg, my esteomed and exe-
crable Pricey ! said Hurres Jamsek
Ram Bingh gently. _
“Oh, let him get on with it !” said
Johnny Bull. “Any of us could mop
up the study with that wecdy
glacker, Fifth Form man as hc is!
I'd like to sce him boot me 1™

“Havo you faps come here for a
row ' asked Hilton.

*“That depends I"' anawered the cap-
tnin of the Bemove. “We're not
geing till we've pot through what
wo've come for, and you can bank on
that! If Price cuts up rusty, we'ro
ready to handle him.”

“ And you along with him 1" prunted
Johnny Buall,

“Spare me!” said Hilton pravely.

“Look here, Cedrloe, lang me o
hand, and kick tho checky little
scoundrels ont ! snarled Price. “I'l
call along the passage to some other
fellows, too.”

“Why mnot let them say what
they've come to say?"” drawled Hilton
lazily. “Anythin’ for a guict life!”

“We'ro gnin%tu say it, noyhow !
said Bob. “Keep away from this
door, Pricey, or you'll get pushed !

Price eyed him almost wolfishly.
But it was clear that he was petting
ne backing from tho dandy of the
Fifth, and it was not easy to pet the
door open, with five sturdy juniors
standing agoinst it. He gave an
g of the ghoulders and sat
down again.

“Carry on!” gaid Hilton, “We're
frightfully interestod—at least, I am,
if Pricey isn’t!”

“This is how the maticr stands”
said Ham bluntly. *“0Old Miss
Coker as us to find out; if we
could, who gjut :13}; that big bang in
Prout's study last week.”

Price, who hud sat down, bounded
to his feet. )

“What?” he ejaculated.

“8ort of startled yow, Pricey?”
grinned Bob.

“What do you mean, you Eauq;r
idiote ¢ howled Frice, while Cedrw
Hilton gazed curistsly at the juniors,
“You know that Co did 1, and
he's been sacked for it. What do
you mean "

“We know that he's been eacked
for it apreed Harry. “But welve
made up our minds that he was tell-
in& the truth when he said he never
did it."”

“You fool !

“Thanks! Fool or not, that's what
we believe—and we're goipg to spot



the rvight man if we can,” retorted
the captain of the Remove. *“If that
worries yow, it's your own look-out.”

“Why should it worty me, yomw
F‘mlli'ﬁ as3?” breathed Price.

“The whylulness is terrifie!" rc-
marked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Bo you yenng duffers think that
Coker never did i, and you'vo taken

on the job of ing who did?”
asked Hiltom, with an amused pgrin.
“What's put it into your heads that

Coker dido’t?”

“Well, wo thought the same aa
-:-ag:g*bodg else, at first,” said Harry.
o Miss Coker started us thinking
abont it—and we've scen Coker to-
day, in the village, and asked him
about it! And the long and the short
of it is, that we're sure Coker mever
did it—he hasn't sense cnongh, for
ocne thing, to make up a whopping
lie and stick to it.” _

“You've scen Coker ot TUncle
Clegg's?” asked Priec, with a glint
in his eyes.

“Yes—ond hoad a jaw with him
obout it!”?

“T scem to have heard that Uncle
Clegg’s wnz put out of bounds
eneered Price.

* Detectives have to disregard little
things like that, in working out their
cases |* explained Bob Cherry affably.

Hilton chuckled.

“Hetter not let your beak Liear I”
he su . “Quelch might treat

n like cheeky Remove fags; and not
ike detectives at all.”

“The -mightfulmess is terrific!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,
with- a pgrin. “"But the estecemed
Quelch is not wise to our execrable
proceedings.”

“ 8o you saw Coker, and he told you
o atriugﬁaf lies, as hie did T'romt
and the Héad P” sneered Price.

"'WE think that he told us the

“Likely ™ jecred Price. “Any-
how, what the thu have you come
here to tell us about it:for? Think

we 'want to hear obout your non-

gonse P )
“No—most likely you don’tl” said
Harty. “But you're poing to hear, pj

all the same, Pricey! What we want
to know is this-—=were you the fellow
who banged off the firoworks im
Prout’s study

The Famous Pive all fixed their
eyes on Stephen Price, as their leader
acked that question.

- Price- stared at. Harry Wharton
hlankly, the colour wavering in his
pasty cheeks. Obviously, that um-
expected gquestion - had givem the black
sheep of a‘le Fifth a startling shock,

He stood as if dumbfounded.

Cedric Hilton whistled ecftly,
What had been a vague doubt amd
gugpicion in his own - wipd
erystailised now into certainty, aa he
Yooked at Price’s startled; frightened
fsce. But he did not ﬂBeak. .

Tt was Price who broke the silence,
in: a husky, etrained voice.

“What do you mean? Aro yon
mad. or what? - You cheeky young
agonndrel—" g
R TR, S e s

. ""Someh 8
to "gr it on U-:}Eef AE get hig
burked ! We've got that far. Now
we want to know who—and——-="
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“det out of my study!"” breathed
Price thickly.

“¥ou baven't apswered my ques-
tion yet ! said the captain of tho
Remaove. “If it was yom, and yon
Iook ns if it waos, it's up to you to get
Coker clear. If you deny it—"

“Do you think I shall take the
trouble ¥ yelled Price,

"“If you deny it, we want to ask

you some questions,” snid Harry, un-
moved, “and if you don’t sngwer-——"

Price did not look as if he would
answer tho questiona of the Remove
detectives. face, which . had
paled at the shock, was now fiushed
with rage. A lurking fear gave an
edge to his temper.

“@et out!” he said, between hLis
teeth. “By gad. I'll chuck you ount!
I'l} teach you to come here and check
a Fifth Form man in his own study !

With that, Etﬂ:ghan Price fairly
hutled himself at the captain of the

ove.

Evidently, the junior detectives
were not ng- to pursue their in-

iries in ce's study any further.

tective investigation chamged, all
of a sudden, into something like a
i e :

¥ on gave grasp for grasp, as
Priec seized him. He was a Jt?1@;1,!‘;15:“3,
and Price was a senior; hut he was
etrosg and sturdy, and Price was a
weedy slacker, labby with smoking.
He was gunite as much as Price muﬁ!
handle—if not a little more! They
rocked to and fro, struggling.

“Back up, ' Cedrie, you fool!”
screamed Price.

Hilton rose to his feet.

""That’s enough !” he said tersely.
“You've told us your funny etory—
" Hat b you b retorted Job

; you [” ' retor oban
Bull 2

That was euuufgh for Hilton! He
rushed into the fray. He was worth
about- three of his weed
acrap; aud the Famous
their hands full!

lin o
ive found

_Bob had foreseen tronble when they
started detective investigations in the
ﬂ;lh_-—n-::-w the trouble was happeon-
ive juniors, mized up with two
seniors, rocked about the study, in
fierce eombat—and the uproar from
that study rang and echoed to both
ends of the Fifth Form passage.

in
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ROUGH LUCKE|

“F . BAY, you (fellows—look}”
yelled Billy Bunter.

Bunter was on the Demovo
landing—which was a few steps uP
from tho bﬁg study landing on which
tie IMifth Form passpge opened.

Bunter's attention was drawn :I::y a
sound of wild uproar in the guarters
of the Fifth.

There was a scuffling, a trampling of
feet, & bamsing of voices; and tho fat
Owl of the Remove blinked acrozs tho
landing, through his big spectaclés,
to see what was up! Then elled,
and Remove fellows came out of their
studies to stare.

From the Fifth Form pasmﬁe f
dishevelled figure came whirling,
hurked by three or fomr big, grinmingy
PFifth Form scniors.

It wan that of Bob Cherry, with Lis
callar and tie streaming, his jacket
spléit, and bis fazen mop of hair on
end,
Bob was a great fiphting man, and
he had put up a tremanda%a fight all
the way down the ge from
Price’s study. But Potter and
Greene, Bhundell and Tomlinson, of
Ei:: Fifth, were rather too many for

In a rumpled and crumpled, dust
and disheveiled state, Bob was hurl
forth, and he rolled on the study

hﬂﬂ'i:_g. " spluttering for breath,
winded to the wide.
“Ohb, my hat ! ejaculated ?emcm-

Emith. “ What the dooce——
"'He, he, he | chortled Bunter.
“Hallo, here comes another? ox-

ﬂ[m I!;etnr Todd. - 1

nk Nugent came next, wrigoling
in the zrasp of several eeniors. He,
too, was hurled forth, sprawling be-
side Baob.

There were still sounds of conflict
in the Fifth Form passage. The
other members of the famous Ch.
wera putting up a strenuous resist-
anco,

“Looks as if those chaps barged
in where they weren’t wanted ! pé-
marked Skinner.

- “IHere comes Wharton ! grioned

Bolsower major. ' .

The captain of the Remove camo
noat, wi ﬁ' resisting in the grasp of
Blundel), Hilton, and Price, Bat lio

{Caontinued on next page.)
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nad no chanee against tho three, He
was pitched out on the landing.

Three fellows now sprawled breath.
less. Two more were being bhooked
nlong the Fifth Form passage by
crinning seniors.

" Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ehot
out, and landed. Aftor him shot
Johnny Bull, rolling hecadleng over
the fellows already there

A crowd of Fifth Form scniors
stared after them, grinning and
lnughing. The Famous Five sat up,
rasping for breath.

undell, the cﬂ{:«tnin of the Tifth,
waved his hand-at them,

“Now cut off!" he said. *"Den't
you come barging in here agnin,
cheeking the Fifth! Get of beforc
vor're booted 1"

“Ogooh 1 gmaped Bob ﬂ]l[‘!l‘t%.

“Qh gum ! gurgled Johnny ‘Bull.

“My esteemed hat!™ spluttered the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

The Remove detectives had had
fard Inck! Rtmlig', they had not
vone to the Fifth for a row! Price,
ur by a guilty conscience and a
bad temper, had started the row.
‘They could have mopped up Hilton
and Price, but, of course, the shindy
it the study had drawn o crowd of
the Fifth thero.

Fifth Form men did not waste time
inquiring into thoe rights or wrongs
of the matter. Fin ingi’ a gaug of
juniors kicking wp a shindy in a
Fifth Form study, they simply
collared them and chucked them out.

And they had mot handled them
wently. Five fellows spluttering on
the study landing looked, and felt, os
if they had becn wunder a fleot of
lorries |

“Don't butt in here again!™ said
T'otter, pgrinning. “Reep to vour
own menagerie, you checky little
sweeps !”

“Boot them back to their passage !
snid Price viciously

- - -
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* Oh, shut ap; I'ricey ! said Hilton.
“ They're chucked out! You kids cut
ofi, and don’t be cheeky again !

The five staggered to their feet.

They look at the grinning
scniors, and at one another, and then
tramped up to the Bemove landing—
where a grinning crowd of fellowa
watched them.

“Il¢, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 1
sny, you fellows, you look rather
-:11151'{;' I say, you look a bit untidy!
IIe, he, ho 1™

“What vn carth is the row about ?”
asked the Bounder. “Why the
tll.u_m{; have you been rowing in. the
FFifth ?*

“The cheeky rotters!” gasped Bob
Cherry,

“The terrific ticks!”

IInrrec Jamset Ram Singh.

“But what—"

“What the dickens——"

The Famous Five tramped back to
Study No. 1 without answering. "They
were winded and breathless, battered
and bumped. They tramped gasping
into the etudy, and shut the deor,
lcaving the Remove fellows laughing.

“0Oh  crumbs!” murmmred Bo
Cherry, as he rubbed a damaged nose
with one hand, and a painful car
with the other. “This is a go!”

B‘;Punmmgh!" gurgled Johnny
ull.

“Wow !" remarked Nugent. “Ow |

“Thlie gofulness is terrific!” moaned
Hurree Jamset Ram Sinph.

Har Wharton dabbed his nose
with a handkerchief There were red
spots on the handkerchief. He
rasped for breath as he dabbed.

“Might have expected it, really!”
remarked Bob. *'Pricey was bound
to cut up rusty! But I'll tell you
this mueh—Pricey did 1£!"

“I'm sure of that—now!™ gaid
IMarry. “Price is the man! He
looked frightened out of his wits when

mumbled

1 put it to him. Price did it!”
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“Well, we've found that ont !” said
Bob  “Not bad for amateur detec-
tives. what? But proving it on the
cad won't be so jolly easy.”

“Wow'! My nbse!” murmured
Kugent.

“No!" said Harry. He dabbed his
nose again.- “But we've got this far
—1 haven’t the slightest doubt now!
I suppose we can’t say anything about
it till we get it clear—but one thing's
Fll certain—it was Price of the
Fifth who banged- off those fireworks
in - Prout's study last week, and be
did it om purpose to get Coker

‘bunked.”

came o sudden,

“0h  erikey!”
cjaculation ontside the

startled
study.

The Famous Five ccased for a
moment attending to casumalties and
stared round.

_The door was closed. That cjacula-
tion came from the ontside of it.
Evidently o fat car was very near the
keyhole !

‘Bunter ! hooted Bob.

He dragged the door open.

Billy Bunter jumped back.
Eyes were popping in
through his big spectacles

Bunter had been curious to know
what that row in the Fifth was about
—and he had adopted hias usual
method of acquiring information.
E}Th]nt Lie had heard startled the fot

w

“You fat villain!” roared Bob,

“Oh, really, Cherry! I never heard
a word you fellows were saying!”
gasped Bunter, “But, I eay, was it
really Price—"

Bunter did not finish that question,
He barely dodged a boot, and scuttled
up the passage, '

The move detectives had in-
tended. to say nothing on the subject
as yet., But Billy Bunter was not the
man to say nothing. Bunter was the
man to say a lot!

While the dishevelled five were
still under repairs in Study No. 1,
Billy Bunter was confiding startling
news to fellow after fellow, up an
down the Remove.

“I say, don’t tell anybody—but, 1

His
surprise

Ay, Whartom says it was Price
ban thosze fireworks off in Prout’s
study !

Bunter had worked through the
whole Bemove before calling-over!

ONE BACK FROM PRICE!

T HARTON, Mugent, Cherry,
W Bull, Hurree Singh !”

Mr, Quelch recited those
opames after calling-over. And the
Famous Five answered together:

“Yes, sir 1™

“You will follow me to my study!”
said the Hemove master,

“Oh! Yecs, sir!”

Not in the happicst mood, the
chums of the Remove followed their
Form-master to his study. They were
still rather feelin§| the effecta of that
shindy in the Fifth. Now, they
supposed. they were to be called to
aceount for i1t—at all cventa they
could think of no other reason why
Queleh wanted them—and it waos
plain that a row was coming.



In Quelch's study, the Remove
master's first action was to pick up a
?:!ne gifnrfin:; his tai:ri:im Thie:nfhp fixed

is gimlet eyes on the row of jupiors
waiting fc-reiim to apeak,

“Wharton! TYoun are Head
Boy and the captain of the Form!
From you I expect more discretion
than from other %oys in the Remove!
I .do .not expect you to set the Form
an example of insubordination 'and
disobedience to orders, m?enialiy
orders from your headmaster,

The captain of the Remove blinked,
This exordium could not refer to the
ehindy in the Fifth]

Something elze must have th ened,
For the moment, he mun:r not
maH“' o 1 do h e ?

“ Hava ne anything, sic?”
asked Harry, pe Iax&f; i

“1 trust not, arton! You are
here to be questioned. It iz m
inteation to ascertain the facts,” aai
Mr. Quelech. “You have secn the
headmaster’s notiec on the board,
Wharton, placing the village shop
kept tl::geh[r_ Clegg out of bounds for
al yiriars %o:rﬂ till further
orders #*

Wharton gave o start.

“Oh! Yes, gir!” he stammoered.

He guessed what it was now |

Prout, he was certain, had seen
nothing of the Remove fellowa in
Uncle Clegg’s shop that day; Prout
liad been too busy sorting ‘himself
out of best fresh eggs when they had
dodged from behind the ¢counter
through Uncle Clegg's parlour, and
¢scaped by the back door. But it had
come to leh’s Enowledgo somehow,

Have you disregarded this order
of lirmu headmaster, Wharton 7"

‘No reply.

. “Have you other hoys disregarded
itP

Bilence.

Mr. Queleh’s face grew

“Mr. Prout,” he wen ia
naturally very much annoyed by com-
murications between Greyfriars boys
and a member of his Form who has
been expelled and who audaciously

in remaining in the vicinity
of the schoal, Dr. Locke has expressly
forbidden any such communication,
It isa my duty to see that boys of my
Form do not trans his orders.”

“Does Mr_ Prout say that he saw
ua there, sirf"” asked Harry.

“Mr. Prout states that he has
received information to that effect,
Wharton. He desires me to ascertain
the facts.”

The Famous Five stood silent.
Somebody, it secmed, had told Prout
—he had not seem them,

It could not have been Coker, and,
for a moment or two, - weto
Eme to know who it co havo

n. Then they guessed—it was not
very difficnlt to guess, rememberin
what_had been said in Priee’s stady

*Thot cur |* muttered Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton set his lips.

It was Price, of course—he had not
lost this opportunity of getting back
ab the juniors who suspected his
rasenlity. The merest hint to Prout
hdd been enough, in Old Pompous’

riimmoer. .
oo, "

present rated state of mind.
Price h not, perhaps, gone
directly to hia Form-master

amenk Prout would not Thave
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allowed' that. But he had coutrived,
1n gome underhand way, to let Prout
know—eome remark made in  this
bearing, no doubt! Anyhow, he had
put Prout wise—with this result!

This wos one back from Price!

“1 am mtlﬁr for your answer,
Wharton,” said Mr, Quelck. “This is
& very serious matter.”

It did not seem quite so setriouns to
the  juniors as it seemed to their
Form-master, 8till, now they came to
think of -it, it was rather scrious to
disregard' a special order of the head-
master—certainly they had meant no
]dlm but that was what they had

ﬂﬂﬂ. I

“We were there, sirl” said Harry

Em&tlm “I—I suppose we shouldn’t
ave gone, but we wanted to speak
old Coker, and—" ;

“I am willing to believe,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly, “that you acted
thonghtlessly and did not intend any
disrespect to your headmaster,”

“Certainly not!” said Harry.

“We just went,” said Bob, rather °

“Precisely I said Mr, Quelch.
“And I regret that it is my &ut§tn
punish you for having done so., You
will bend over first, Wharton !*

For some minutes after that there
was the sound of a swishing cane in
the' Remove master’s study.

Harry Wharton, as Head Boy of
the Form, and considered more re-
sponsible than other fellows, had a
ul"::tt gix. The other four had three
cach,

Then ¥r. elch pointed fo the
door with his%uanﬁ. -

The Famous Five left the study.

‘Their feolingd weré deep as they

went.

_ Quelch-had a scientific hand in lay-
ing on » cane; _

were never to be lightly dismissed
from mind. They wriggled painfully
as they went down the passage,

They ‘did not blame Quelch, of
course! He had his duty to do, and
he had done it. But their !enlin%?
towards Price were hardly expressiblc
in words,

“That ¢ur!” breathed Johnny Bull.

“It was Price, of course !” muttered
Nugent.

“ Nobody elso knew,” said Wharton,
between h ]
not have kmown if we hadn't told
him! - Price has us this whop-
ping—for finding him-out [”

- “'Phe rotter " muttered Bob.

They went into the Rag, where a
good many curious eyes were turned
on them, L

“Whu!:.pedf" asked Vernon-Smith,

“Yes!” grunted Bob

“What for?
Fifth

“ MNo; going to see Coker.” .

The er stared.-

“What the thump did you want o
m Coke rh'fﬂr?” he :;n'krd. H"r'I 84y,

ugh, have you hea unter's
latest 5

“Blow Bunter!”

* Bless Bunter I

“*Bother Bunter !

" Aceording to Bunter, you fellows
have been making out that it wasn’t

Ragging in the

and Coker who bléw Old Pompous up in

his study, but Price!” said Smithy.

Quelch’s whoppings -

teeth, “and Price wonld

5

“I suppese it's omly Bunter's purh-
ling as neual P

Wharton waa silent for a
MoInen y

He had intended to m{i nothing for
the &rmut—-hlﬂ:v that licking from
m » due to Price's treachery,

ged hie intention, A crowd of
fellows were looking at him aud
waiting for his anaver,

. Bunter’s latest had already spread
far and wide in the Remove—therc
was hardly a fellow in the Form who
had not beard it by now:. News from
Billy Bunter, though -often thrilling,
was seldom reliable—and it was not
taken - very eerioumsly, But every
fellow was-curious 4o know whether
there was anything in it.

“Bunter- heard us talking about
it,” snid Harry, at last. “It's true.”
Thera was a buzz in the.Rag,

“Mean to say that Price of the
Fifth did what Coker’s been bunked
for P’ exclaimed the Bounder.

“Draw it mild!” murmured

€r.
k “wath? g about it, i fts trua?
now ing abou if it's truc?”
asked Peter 'Igﬂdﬂ.

“We can’t say we know exactly,”
said the eaptain of the Remove, “I
mean, we've no actual proof of it,
s0 far! But that’s what we belicve
—we'ro quite certain ‘that Coker
never did if, and we jolly well believe
that Price did I

“Therc’ll be a row when Pricey
hears of it 1" grinned Skinuner.

“Price hos ledrd of it already!”
angwered the eaptain of the Remove
coolly. ®That was what the row was
about ‘in the Fifth! That was wh
Price pitched into me and started the
row—and that’'s why hé's edeaked
about our guinlgntu gee Coker, and fb‘l‘-
us o licking ! Price knowa all right !

The Bounder whistled. _

“There'll be a jolly 6ld row aboul
thia-!“"ht: eaid. “ It will get to the

Head !

“Let it! answered Wharton.
“We're m:l.t}.}r to ﬁo to the Head
about it—if Price is! I rather think
he isn’t |

On that nt, at least, the capn-
tain of the Remove was right.

Prico of the Fifth was shaking in
his shoes, and he certainly did not
think of letting the matter pet as far
a3 the headmaster, if he could help it.
The Head was the very last person
that Pricc wanted to hear anything
abount the discoveries of the Remove
detectives.

e

COEER'S LATEST!
{ OKER !* roared Bob Cherry.
‘ : *0h, my hat!¥ i
“Coker again I2
“Ha

. ha, hal®
Coker ]mi'pﬁmnad suddenly, after
dimner the following day.

Old Horace had chosem his time,
when there would be a crowd on
hawd to witness his latest antica.

“¥ say, you fellowé—Coker !" yellcd
Buunter. *“I say, he's got a barrow
this time! I sa e, he, he ¥

In the gatewny, to which all eyes
wore turned, appeared a  large
barraw, piled with bundles of twigs.
Behind it was Horace Coker, pushingz.
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Crowda of Greyiriara feliows
swarmed up, as Gosling rushed out of
his lodge, waving cxzcited hands at
Coker.

* Houtside I hooted Gosling, “ You
‘car me, Master Coker! Wot I sa
i5' this ‘ere—no more of your larks
cre, Master Coker! Get hout!”

Bump!

Coker pushed the barrow. It col-
lided with Gosling’s ancient Lknees!
The Greyfrinrs porter sat down.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker wheeled the barrow round
Gosling. There was a cheery grin on
Coker's rogped features,

Gotting the sack from Uncle Clegg
did not seem to have diﬂtmlra&d
Coker. He was not downhearted.
He was full of beans! Lpgarenﬂg
he had found a mew job. nyhow,
here he was—petting or with the
good work of making Pront wild.

“Faggots for sale!” roared Coker,
in & voico that woke all the echoes of
the Greyfriars quad. “Cheap and
gool. Lay in your stock for_ the
winter, ‘There’s a war on.  Dest
fnggots—any price you like I

“Ha, ha, ha ™ :

“Twok  ‘orc, Master Coker -—"
enrgled Gosling.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Coker ™

“Carry on, Horace!”

“Here comes Prout!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker - carried on.- He wheeled on
his barrew into the middle of the

nad as Mr. Frout shot out of the
%l'uuse like a lion- from his lair.

A _Ellimr crowd surrounded Coker.
0ld Horace's latest secmed to have
token Greyfriara by storm. Ewi-
dently, old Horace was not going .to
allow himsclf to Lo forgetten at hia
old school. He was keeping himself
in mind.

And there was no doubt that he was
making Prout wild.

_Prout renlly looked savage, as he
swooped down om Coker and his
barrow.

“Coker!” he roared.. *Coker!
Miserable boy——"

“Hallo, old scomt!” said Coker
cheerfully. “Faggots for anle,
Prout ! E’m in a mnew line now,
Prout ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hileneo !" roarcd Prout. “How
dare you laugh at this boy's inso-

lenee ! Coker—you—yon—-—-"

“You got me the sack at my last
place, Prout ! raid Coker. - “But
don't you worry—I've got a new job.
['m the woodentter's boy now——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Go!” roared Prout.

“I'm here on business!” cxplained
Coker. “I've come here to scll
fagpots ! I'il let you have them at a
Teci“] pricec, Prout. Now's your
chonee!  Coal may run short, yon
know. Tay in a stock of firewond.
Shall I take five bob’s worth to your
study? Terms strictly eash!”

"I{z ha, ha!®

Prout fonmed.

The QGreyfriars crowd rocked with
lnughter.

Other masters were locking on.
But they did not intervene. It was
for Prout to deal with this remark-
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able member of his Form—no longor
o Greyfriars fellow, but more trouble
to Prout than he had over been in the
Fiith Form Room.

“Will you go?” foamed Prout. “I
order wyou to depart instantly! I
command you not to ‘enter this school
agrain! 1! Go!”

“Pack it up, Prout!” answered

Coker cheerfully. “Who the dickens Coker

are you to give a fellow ordersf As
eoon. a8 I come back to the Fifth you
can prive me all the orders you like!
Until then, pack it mp, and get out
of the way !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Prout’ packed it up—he was too
breathless with fury. to say more.
But he did not get out of the way. Hp
bounced at Coker.

Coker let go the handles of the
barrow and dodged round it.

After him flew Prout, ﬂtglu_wit-h
furf, his gown fluttering behind him
as he flew.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qo'it, Coker !" roared Bob Ehntr{.

“Put it on, Prout!” yelled the
Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Prout, with a desperate swoop, got

Coker.. He elutched him.

Coker stag) against the barrow
piled hi¥h with faggots,

Crash

“Oh crikey !

“Hana, ha, ha*

The barrow went over. Coker went
over, in a gea of twigs, Over Coker
went Prout, rolling i twigs; amid
shricks of laughter from the
spectators.

“0Oh crumbs ! gasped Bob Cherry,
almost weeping., “Is this where we
Tangh #”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker serambled up.

FProut was not so active. Prout sat
up dizzily, in the midst of the twigs.

He sat and spluttered wil‘.ﬂl.{.
“Look out, Coker!” velled the
Bounder. " Here comes Wingate!”

Wingate and Gwynne rushed up.
They grabbed Coker h{l the arms.
They walked him off to the gates.

“I say, 1 want my barrow—-"

Expmtu[at:ﬂ Coker.
‘Never mind vour barrow, you marl
ass 1” prinned Wingate. “Ount you

ﬂETI

And Coker went out—quite guickly.

IIis barrow and his load of twigs
were left behind.

In the midst of the twigs sat Prout
—purgling.

rout sat and bLlinked round him
dligzily. Then, slowly, with a purple
face, Pront heaved himself to his
fent.

“I.say, you fellows, look at Old
I'ompous !® gurgled Billy Bunter.
“1 say—— Yarocop !

smack !

Other fellows backed away from
FProut.

I'rout was looking quite dangerous.
The Greyfriars fellows, howling with
Ianghter, gave him a wide berth, as
he rolled back to the House.

“Good old Coker!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Ain’t he o card? Ain't
he n coughdrop? T wonder what
Coker will be deoing next?”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Pront, gasping for breath in his

stuly, listening to the howls of
laughter from the quad, was alsc
wun;iaring what Coker wonld be doing
next.

' Coker had been rather a worry in
the Fifth Form—but nothing like the
worry he had been sinco he had been
out of it!

Prout almost wished that Horace
had never been sacked. Really,
it looked ns if Prout would never scc
tho last of Horace Coker.

0Old Horace, at all events, scemed to
be détermined that he never would !

THE END.

“THE WANDERER:S BRETURN!"
is the title of the next yarn in this
expiting series. Have you arranged
with your newsagent to deliver the
Mdﬂl&ET regularly fe you every
Saturday?)

L1

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor s always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write ‘to
him: Editor of the MAGHET, The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flantux
House, Farringdon §t., Londen, E.C.:

ETHOUGH my space iz curdodlcd
this week, chums, I must reply
fo Fred Banks, tcho omiMed

to send me his address. Fred wants
to Eknow if Frank Richavds oas the
orviginator of Harvy Wharfon & Co.
The .onswer iz * Yes." Frank
Ricliards wrote his first Greygfriars
garn in 1908—and he's been going
strong crer gince. In fact, next weckh's
warn—

* THE WANDERER’S RETURN1! "

beals all its predecessors. It's great!
It's amaxing ! It's wonderfull! When
4 felloee geds expelled. he uwsually
vanishes altogether. Bwl nof so the
great Horace Coker! He rever was
in 80 much evidence agn he has been
stnee: he ccased 1o be a Greyfriars
man. Coker can alwoys be relicd
upon to raolse a laugh, and with the
infroduction of his Aunt Judy in next
wweek’s story, pou can bank on the
bhiggest laugh ever. To add to gour

merriment, Dichy = Nugenl torfles
another scnsational story of D
Rirchemall for the * Herald.”

‘ve nof already done =so. fill the
mer Form on l:llﬂf‘ 28 of tﬁ.ll:!isl:pmn_.
hand it to gour newsagent, ond thus
muake sure of harving yowr MAGNET
delivered o pou regularly every
Saturday morning.

* Buy * The Holiday Annual®™!?
iz the slogan now. chums. And no
eeonder ! Imagine the Jeast of fun
gou'll get onut of ils big budget of
school parns starring all your old
favouriles whosc merry anlics cun
mever fail to please. Can gou get
better value for flve shillings ¥ OFf
coursce not

The issucs of the *' Schoolboys' Own

" on sale this week are No.
8856;: '* The Tough Guy of Grey-
friars 1™ a greal yorn of Harry
Wharton & Co.; No. 386 : * Put te
the Test!' a tip-top tale of Tom
Merry & Co.: and No.38Y: * The
Seecref World ! ** a sensational story
of the bops of St. Frank’s. Samplc
one, if not atl, of thexe ripping bool:-
tength school yarns.

That's all for now, chumas.

YOUR EIMTOR.
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searf-pin, Do Vere—incggscusable in
these days I said the Head seveerly.
“By order of the Anti-Waste League
you are hereby fined two-and-six-
pence! Cash on the nail, if you don't
mind ¥
With these words the Head tapped
De ‘Vere on the napper with--the flat
of .the axe..
The zwell of 8t. Sam's gave a yell.
“Yaroocooo! Oh gad! What's the
deah, sir? An' what Iu};ppcna ta the
bally munnay, anyway? ;
“All fines for cggstravagance, De
Vere, are given to charity—to the
Distressed Headmasters’ Fund, as :a
matter of fact! Thanks!” grinned
the Head, as De Vere rcluctantly
Lhanded over half-a-crown.

He bit the cdin’ to make surc it
was cood before slippifiy it into hia
trowsis  pocket. e he looked
round for fresh conquests. '

“Ah, Swishingham!” ke cried,
giving the master of the Third a
playful tap. on the shounlder with his
axe. “Your salary iz far too big
for these days of anti-waste. I hereby
reduce it by five shillings a week—
the difference to go to-the Distressed
Headmasters' Fund. Don't think
mo. I[t's a plezzure ¥

"_'I:l?a_lg hhere, sir e yelled Mr.
Swishingham eggsitedly.

But Dr. 'Eilﬁziﬁemalljhud alreny
marched on, looking for fresh fields
and ‘pastures now,

During the nest hour or two, the
ald fogdy wandered round Sf. Sam’s
like a"liniz.seel':in% what he mite
devour! He fined fags for wasting

£

ink on their fingers; he fined seniors |

for wearing eg ensive clothes; he
nocked five shillings. a week off. the
pay of every master he met, and half-
a-erowit off Foseil’s wages. Every-
where he went he used the flat of Tis
nxe to seal the bargain !

By the time Dr. Birchemall had
finished his tour, 5f.. Bam's wos
simply seething with revolt. But the
Head went on his ‘way -rejoicing. He
knew his league was looked on as a
half-baked wheeze. He knew the
mastera were in a stew, and that the

boys' blud was botled. But he also

knew that he had done them all
brown—and that nellidga gave the
Head a lot of satisfaction!

{(“The Tax-Collector’s Secretl?-is
the title of the laughable sequel to
this yarn in nert week’s number.
Don't mizs itl)

MORE CHIN-WAG
By The Editor.

One thing that continunally sur-
rises me iz the passion some fellows
Es_we for collecting things. Talkfog
abont it,. with a Lttle crowd in the
Rag the other evening, I came to the
conelusion that half the  Bemowe
must be making a hobby-of colleet-
ing -something or other! g

Mouty Newland, it' scems, is the

| the
thick cars than the rest of the Form

jeuggested that we

champion among half a-dozen stom
collectors in the Form. Rake takes
first place among the autograph-
hunters., Fisher T. Fish has a
colossal collection of cigarette cards.
Fishy, by.the way, ranks as & whole-
sale merchant rather than  ‘a
collector, ‘doing a . roaring . trade
among the fags both on a cash and
Jparter hagis!

‘Remove. collectors, however, do not
restrict  their activities thege
orthodox  chapnels, SBquiff, for
instance, hoards mafchbox labels,
and has several albums filled with
unusual specimens. Bulstrede goes
in for door knockers—all obtained
by legal methods, I hope! . Rusesell
began saving agiuningatupa when he
was o fag, and ecan now display a
most interesting collection of the
SAIme.

The queerest collector of the lot,
though, to. my mind, is Bolsover
major, who owna over a hundred
photographs of hoxers in the process
of receiving a knock-out!

Finally, there is Bunter, who is
the world’s greatest collector of
other fellows’ cakes—not,” be. it
noted, for hoarding purposes! In
process, he has cellected more

ut together !
5 o Cheerio, chums!
Harry WHARTON.

GROW YOUR OWN
NEW LAID EGGS!

Says TOM BROWN,

Something ought to be done about
those egga they serve up for ‘brekker
lately. .

I don't like complaining, chaps,
but twice this week,
after  ecracking ‘an
egg, I’ve had to put

on my [gas-mask.
Anotlier time, one
whif from - Mr.

Quelél’s - soft - boiled
egg blew his mortar-
board right up in the
air.

I have heard it
si:i_:-];:,th_:l all &hq;re .?EW-
aid eggs daily if we
kepd chickens of our
own in the =school
menagerie, This is §
%uitl; a bright idea, 284

ut ‘there are uhj;:—
tions. One iz that we shouldn't
kuow whose chicken had [gid which
egg. .Another is that chaps with
mercenary minds 'mi%ht
- and Bwa.lp duda for the genuiﬁ new-
laids, I conld mention one Remove
man at least who has been kinown to
dabble in schemes equally fishy. ,

The best way ont, it seems to me,
ia for every man to leave his own
individual.hen in 8 coop in his study

over night.

Plex
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Thoy could all be hauled up.in
batehes hy.a pulley to the lun&ing
window every evening and distribute
among the owners in . Remove
passage,. The owners would see them
eomfortably placed for the night, and
go up to the dorm in the happy
tion of receiving a real new-
laid egg in the morning.

In the morping, after the owners
had collected their. eggislxs the hens
could be returned to the yard for
the rest of the day.

The slight iiifﬁcuilrtjr-_ of keeping the
powers that be im ignorance ef the
arrangements could easily be solved.
We could drown all clucking and
squawking during the tranaport of

ickens inte the Hounse with other
poises—loud singing and cheering,
for instance, or the beating of tom-
toms.

Once in their copps in the owners’
staudies, the birds cpuld be relied on
to go to sleep till daybreak, without
further noige. ;

The . loud cackling by which hens
cclecbrate the laying of an egg in the
carly mﬁmi;:lg wonld probably. pass
unnoticed. Most people who heard it
would counclude that.it was Temple
of the Fourth langhing in his sleep.

All things mnsi:%erﬁ{ there's a lot
to be said for keeping chickens and
growing your -own hen-fruit. I've
a good mind to try it!

(We wish you Inek.—Ed.)

“ CHEERFULNESS ALWAYS
WINS!”
—Coker Doesn’t Believe

in Blues.

In times of dglpreaqiﬂﬂ, Coker of
the Fifth is a

real ray of sunshine in
the gloom
"“Me get the blues? Not likely!

Don’t believe in. fem I he told me
recently whem we were crossing the
quad together. * Cheerfulness always
wins, if yon ask me, and I do my
hest to he cheerful all the time.
Things that make
other chaps fed to thic
toath iust make. mn
laugh ! e
As. if to illustrate
the truth of his state-
ment, Coker hroke
mte a loud- gnffaw as
Bhundell, who was
walking in. front "of
me, *slipped up on a
banana &in. )
. “Ha, ha, ha! There
you are!” . chortled
Coker. “Taook how
reeved Blundell
et it onl

. I8
makez moe

get up carly |

chueklet

a, hia, ha !”
4 | fiendish

glave

from Blundell did nothing to dampen

Coker's ¢heerfulness. ” He strolled on,
atill guffawing, till we met Bunter.
Bunteir appeared to be i the depths

of despair. He was leaning against

the batnstrade of the School Housce

steps, gronning miscrably. There was
a look of anguish on his face, and o

tear %-_'Iimmﬂrcd behind  his  hig
spegfacles.

Coker stopped guffawing and eved
the fat Owl with a frown.
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“Something wrong, Fatty?” ‘he
asked, “You look as if you'd found
sixpence and lost a ghilling !”

unter groaned more deeply. ;

*1 say, you fellows, I'm starving !

“Ha, ha, 'ha!" yelled Coker,

“Beast| Look here, I'm expecting
a postdl order. It's been delayed on
accounc of the international situa-

tipp—v"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker.
“What a scream! Ha, ha, ha!” ;

He. staggered on, shrieking with
wirth. He was still chuckling spas-
mudically when we met Wingate.
Wingzate was walking up from the
direction of Big Side, looking
unuusnally down in the mouth,

Coker pgrinned genially at him.

“Fed-up about something, Win-
gate?” he inguired.

Wingate shrugged.

“Oh, nothing much! We've lost
the game agaiust Highclifie, and I'm
not sure f did right in playing
Blaund——"

““Ha, ha, ha! roared Coker.
“What did I tell you? I kvew you'd
lose if you left out the best forward
in the school—myseclf ! Ha, ha, ha !

Wingate snorted and passed on.
And then we met Btewart of the
Shell. - He was lurrying up from
the gates with water streaming from
him: Coker, in a state of pgredt
cutiosity, rushed to meet him to find
out -all about it.

“Ha, ha, ha! Been taking your
annual ?* he yelled,

Stewart growled.

“1 fell in the viver, if you want
to know ! Think it's funuy»”

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather! I
believe in lnnkinfg on the bright side
and getting a langh out of these

things I*
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. “You do, do u?” - enapped
Stewart.  “ Well, see what . sort of a
laugh you gﬁ:t out of this, then!”
Stewart then pave Coker a' push
that knocked him backwards into the
bowl of the fountain at the back of
him; and Coker went under water,
with a horrible gurgle. <
- “I sny, old ﬂiu.y.." I grinned, as I
helped him out, “it's a jolly. luck
thing this has haimlmnmi to you, nng_
not somebody - else.  Anyone. elée

would have been really- shirty. about

it, but you, with -?'our cheerful out-
look-on things, will just get a jolly
good laugh out of it and——  Hi
what are you doing?f”

Coker didn't answer that
Instead he seized me by the
sat me down on the flagstones with a
viclent bump. He thesn tore -after
Stewart. _

Why Coker should -bave. behaved
in this, unagcountable way 1 doen’t
know. .I only mention it in conclu-
siou a3 a strange and inexplicable
fact—the: real purpose of this articke
being to tell you how cheerful Coker
remains thiough all misfortunes.

re,

uesfion,

BAFFLING BEHAVIOUR
OF BUNTER!

By BOB CHERRY

If you are any goud at solving jig-
saw puzzles, you may. be able to solve
the latest Bunter puzzle. It's jolly
mysterjous.

Bunter came up to me in the Rag
the other evening, locking fearfully
furtive. . After scanning the horizon,
as though he suspected spics in the
distance, he started whispering
cryptic conmmunications in my ear.
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“MAGNET”and“GEM”
PEN PALS

A peee feature whieh brings together
receders afl over the world for the pur-
wase of exohanging views on matiers of
wmwlval interest, If you wish fo reply
fn a nofice published here wou must
wrete ta the Pen Pal direct. Notices for
jubitication should be aeccompanied by
the eoupon on tha page, and posted to
the MagNeT and’ “Fem " Pen Pals,
Flectway Howss, Forringdon Sireel,
FLondon, E.C.4,

J. Morley, 12, Mount ‘u"liaw

Road,
Chingford, Londen, E.é; 13-16;

acting, ericket; DBritish Ts Eire
preferably. i

Davis, Corrig House, - Corrig
Avenue, Dun, Laoghdire, Co blin,

Eire; pen pals, age 12.15; Australia,
;Eaév&!&ealmd, South - Africa, Canads,
Miss. P. Puerto, 159, Argyll Road,
Penang, Straits Bettlements, Malaya;
girl correspondents, age 13-18; stamps
and general topics;- Egypt, Bwitzerland,
Malta, Hawaii; all letters answered.

G. Goldberg, 35 Rothschild Road,
Tel-Aviv, Palestine: age
m!ts:ie, harmdnicapplaf,rmgi ‘animals, elec-
tvicity ; anywhere; all letters answered,

All keen pen enthusiasts should enrol
in the Groeyfriars nid 8t. Jim's Pen
Circle. Club coripetitions, magazine, no

13-16; scouting, -

Apply to M. Thomas, 26, Font-
hill Houze, Owen Road, Liverpool 4,
enclosing siamped, addressed envelope.

P. Calder, Bank House, Kent Avenue,
Dagenham, Essex} ago 15-20; stamps,
films, and newspapers; anywhere except
British Isles: all. letters nnswered.

H. Jopson, 64, Lathom Road, Kast
Ham, London, E.B; age 13-15; aport,
films, world affairs, and matters of -topi-
cal mterest: Australia, New Zealand]
and Sounth Africa.’ '
- Members wanted for the Aldershot

sulys,

Junior Stamp Club: residents in Great’

Britgin mﬂg. Write to L.. Howard,

Hon. 8ec., b, Roborts Road, Aldershot,

Hants, for full particulars. - e
Migs P. Webster, 63a, Eynham Road,

16: | Wood Lane, Bhepherds Bush, London,

W.12; pgivl correspondents, a 16-18;
swimming and daneing: n.nywlrﬁ:rm :

C. Chong Hueen,. 50, -China’ Strdet,
Penang, Straits Settlements; any age;
stamps, science, newspapeirs, posteards,
Esperanto, books, general topics, sports,
photography, magazines; any part .of
world  except aya;. all leticrs - an-
swared. o Overseas Correspondence
and Exchange Club, consisting of man,

to the above address.

NMaore names and addresses in- the
FEM.) :

MAGNET & GEM

PEN PALS COUPON
18-11-39

air and |

““1 -say, Bob, old chap, supposin
one day, aftér Cripps the carrier b
made his delivery at the gates,
Gosling found a packing-case stand-
ing there addressed to Mrys. Mimble
ab the tuckshop-<mind you, I'm only
Supposing — :

“He wouldn't, old fat bean,” I
said. “Cripps always delivers:tuck-
ahcl.;{stuﬂ irect. to Mrs., Mimbls.”

“Yes, - I. - kiow We're - only
supposing, of course, youn fathead—
I .mgan,. dear old. chap,” cbrrected
Bunter, as 1 extended my hand in
‘the direction ;‘I:fd his _ ear.. I Well,
supposing .it «did -happen,. Gesting
wonld tﬂiﬂ it along to the tuckshop,
wouldn't he?”

“Well, he'd have to do somcthing
about it.” _

“Bound to. And, of course, Mrs.
Mimble would leave it at the back
of the ahop for a day or two, like she
always'- does new deliveries. You
know what an unbusinesslike old girl
she is,” urged Bunter.

“ Probably she would, old sport,” 1
admitted. @ “But what the merry

f1 ]

| thum - :
“ 'i'ijell_, supposing the stock in the

PMIEEnEmé wasn't stock ot all—"
i .I.l‘l'

“Supposing it was a chap who could
pet out of the packing-case from the
inside—-="

“My hat '™

“Then the chap would be able to
hop out ‘when the shop was closed
and have a look round. Amnd if he
happened to be a chap who wanted to
do busingss with the old girl on
eredit terms—mind vou, I'm onl
stating a case—he could help himself
to what he wanted and seitle up
later, couldn't he?”

“Great pip!”

“Now, what would wyou- ssy, Bol
Cherry, if a chap came along and
asked you to help him get into a
&zgking-nm and dump it outside old

sy's lodge?” ; '
I shounld bLurst him, old
bean !*

“0Oh, really, Bob Cherry—I—I
mean, guite so, old chap. But, any-
way, it doesn’t matter, aa nothing of
the kind is likely to ha-lm-em Attor
all, I"m_ohnly aumlmﬂing.‘ s

Bunter then rolled ‘awcy, leaving
me right in the dark over his
fearfully mysterious chain® of
suppositions. -

. I think he might have given me o
clue. of some kind to.what. he was
getting at. But not Bunterd! 8o'l
can tell you mo more about it, old
pals, and you'll have to work it out
or wourselves if you're ‘elever
enougli, :

Don't go and pget brain fag, will

rou ? :

“1 favey

3 |HE WAS ALL “KEYED” UP!

sections, welcomes new members. Write | |

. “Is it true,” - asks " Constant
Reader,” “ that Skinner is an amafenr
locksmith?”

Quite likely, old chap. We know
‘for a fact that the last- time lie was

*for tho- Remove

(spotted Ii:rt'mhinﬁ bounds at” night

dormifory !

I'mss | | GT12] it

anouny;: B 6d
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