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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Coker Wants Vengeance !

¢ #~DEER’S coming!”’
A fag put his head in at the door
of No. 1 Study in the Remove,
shouted out that warning, and vanished.

Harry Wharton looked up from the footer
he was repairing, only in time to catch a
climpse of legs vanishing past the doorway.

““ My hat!”’ ejaculated Wharton.

He ran to the door. TFootsteps were dying
away up the passage, and he caught a
olimpse of Gatty of the Second. Then he
elanced down the passage towards the stairs,
and saw that the warning had not been an
empty one. Coker and Hobson of the Shell
had just entered the Remove passage from
the end towards the stairs.

Harry Wharton laughed a little.

CGatty’s warning had been very good-
natured, and might be useful ; but Wharton
was not at all afraid of the Shell fellows.
But he was on his guard. He looked back
quickly into the study.

““‘Back up, you chaps! It’s trouble!”

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh came quickly towards him. The three
juniors stood in the doorway, and watched
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How such a duffer as Horace
Coker ever got into the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars has long
been a source of wonder to
many ! This lively story re-
veals just how it happened!

the Shell fellows. Coker and Hobson eaught
sight of them, and grinned. They were
evidently satisfied at seeing that the chums
of the Lower TFourth were at home, and that
theiv visit was not in vain,

‘“ Better
Nugent.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur nodded
assent.

““ The
remarked.

Harry Wharton shook his head decidedly.

““ Let ’em all come,’” he replied. “ We’re
not afraid of the Shell. Besides, they would
wait outside for us, and they know we
wouldn’t spend a half-holiday in the study
to keep out of their way.”’

““ Yes, that’s so.”

‘“ The so-fulness
Hurree Singh.

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

Coker and Hobson were coming.

‘“ Hallo, Coker!” said Nugent, in s

lock the door,” suggested

lockfulness is terrific!”> he

is terrific!’’ assented
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easual way, as the burly Shell fellow came
up. ‘“ Have you got your remove into the
Fifth yet?”

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

Coker glared at the Removites.

““ I’m jolly glad to find you in,”” he said.
I saw that cheeky fag scuttling upstairs,
and I know he came to warn you to bolt.”’

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

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

““ The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific!”’

““T’I1 give vou something to grin about,”
said Coker. ¢ Look here, one of you chaps
put a picture up on the notice-board—a
picture of me.”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”” roared Nugent. ‘¢ Was
it a picture of a chap in a grev heard with
the inscription : ¢ Still in the Shell 72’

““ Yes, it was,”” said Coker angrily.

““ Then Pm your man!”’ said- Nugent.
¢ Tt’s the artistic temperament, yvou know.
T can’t help doing these things.”’

Coker clenched his fists.

““ T’ jolly well teach you not to do it,”
he exclaimed. ‘¢ Come on, Hobby !’

¢ All serene,’” said Hobson, pushing back
his cuffs, preparatory to backing up his
chief.

¢ Master Coker! Master Colker !”’

Coker paused as he was rushing forward,
and looked round angrily. Trotter, the

{

Greyfriars page, came up with a telegram
in his hand.

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

‘“ Oh, blow
Coker.

‘“ Better open it,”” advised Hobson. ¢ I’ve
heard of people telegraphing money. You
never know.”’

““ Oh, all right!”’

Coker took the telearam.

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

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

Meanwhile, Coker had retiretl a few paces
and opened the telegram.

He gave a snort as he read the message.

¢ My hat, this is rotten |”’

““ Not bad news?”’ asked Hohson.

Coker grunted.

“It’s my Aunt Judith.”

€< Oll !’J

¢ She’s coming down to Greyfriars this
afternoon,”” said Coker. ¢ Seems to have
sent this wire from the station. That’s
just like Aunt Judy ; she makes up her mind
to do things all of a sudden.”

‘“ Rotten !”” said Hobson sympathetically.

¢ May be here any minute, I suppose,””
said Coker. ¢ They’ve been a long time
bringing me this wire.”’

“’Unting for you heverywhere, Master
Coker,”” said Trotter.

““ Well, get cut; there’s no answer.”’

And Trotter departed, with a sniff. He
had expected at least sixpence after hunting
for Master Coker everywhere. But, as &

the telegram!”’ snapped
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matter of fact, Coker was not in & position,
financially, to present him with a sixth part
of that snm. Coker was in thai pleasant
situation known as ¢ stonv.”

“ RHill, there's time to lick these cheeky
fags,”” remarked Coker.

‘“ All serene; I'm ready.”

Coker thrust the telegram into his pocket.

Then the two Shell fellows advanced
again. They looked very formidable
antagonists for the Remove lads. The latter
were sturdy and strong fellows for their
age, hut the Shell

was ftwo Forms
above the Re-
move, and the

difference in age
and weight was,
of course, greaf.
In addition to
that, Coker was
old enough, and
more than hiz
enouch, to have
passed into the
TFifth long before,

licking all yound., You ean either take it
quietly, or not, as you choose %

“ We'll chuose not, please,” said Whar-
ton blandly.

“II you make a row vou'll eet it worse,
that’s all.”’

“We don’t mind.”’

““ Oh, all right ! Go for ’em, Hobby !’

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

THE SECOND CHAPTER

Kicked Out !
“ T ACK up, you
B fellows 7

““The hackupful-

ness is terrificl’’

“Give ’em
socks 1”7 gasped
Coker.

The thres
juniors  were

driven back into
the study by the
rush of the Shell

and, as a matter fellows.  Hurree
nf fact, Coker Jamset Ram
had more than Singh was swept
once licked fel- off his feet by a
lows in the Fifth drive from Hob-
in fistical en- " son, and crashed
eounters. But against the table,
the chums of the knocking it fly-
Remove did not v : ing into  the
flinch. They were  Master Coker ! Telegram for you, sir. I've been ‘unting fenudler. There
el e i i for you heverywhere,”” said Trotter. *‘ Oh, blow the tele. was a crash of

> i . gram ! " snapped Coker. ‘* Better open i.t," advised AT R e
the Remove pas Hobson. *‘1’ve heard of people telegraphing money. ’ g &
sage, for the You never know.””  (See Chapter 1.) and inkpot and
Remove was a pens.

most unruly TForm, and always rowing
with others or among themselves, and Harry
Wharton & Co. were not afraid of a few
hard knocks. Coker and Hobson had chosen
the time well, however; for it was a fine
half-holiday, and the other studies were
deserted; there was na help at hand for
Itarry Wharton & Co.

““ Now then,” said Coker, in his most
truculent tone, ‘‘ you're going io have a

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Coker. ¢ Groo!
Yooh! Grooh!”

His roar of laughter ended thus uninten-
tionally as Nugent whipped the sooty broom
forward, and jammed it into his face.

“ (rroo!”” gasped Coker. ¢ Hoo! Yooh!
Grooh !’

‘“ Ha, ha. ha!"” yelled Nugent.

Coker stageered hack.

His mouth and eves
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Coker blinked round sootily. He gasped and gaped.

hat | ™

countenance.

fellows sitting at her feet. °‘ Horace !”
(See Chapter 2.)

The new-comer

crammed with soot, and he was blinking and
sniffing and gasping and spluttering.

‘““Oh! Oh! Y-you young bib-bib-beast !
Grooogh 1’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

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

Meanwhile, Hobson was sparring with
Wharton. Much bigger as the Shell fellow
was, Wharton held his ground well. He was
a splendid boxer, and in first-class condi-
‘tion.

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

Coker retreated blindly out of the study,
knuckling his smarting eyes to get the soot
out. Hobson was prancing round Harry

(

L 13 My
came up with horror.stricken
She gazed with wide eyes at the Shell
she shrieked.

Wharton, getting harder knocks than
he gave all the time.

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

Hobson saw him coming, and
backed away.
Unfortunately for him, Frank

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

He hacked into a corner.

““Look here,”” he roared, ‘ you
keep off! Keep that thing away ! I'll
smash you if you bring that thing
near me! Yarooh! Yaoohoop!”

The broom was dabbing on his
face.

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

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

Hobson joined Cokgr in the pas-
sage.

Coker’s eyes were streaming and smart-
ing, and he was still knuckling them furi-
ously. Hobson rubbed his face with a hand-
kerchief and snorted. He reduced the
handkerchief to a state of African blackness,
but worked no great improvement in the
state of his face.

““Oh!”” groaned Coker. ‘¢ Oh!”

*“ Groo !”” mumbled Hobson.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the juniors.

““ You young rotters! I'l—I’1]

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“ Here, we can’t have Shell bounders
swanking about our passage!’’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton. ‘° We’ve had to drop on
Coker for that before now. Let’s clear them
out !”’

““ Yes, rather!”

“ The ratherfulness is terrific.’’

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

Two heads were put out of study doors.
One belonged to Billy Bunter, in the last
study in the passage. Seeing that nothing
mmore promising-than a row was in progress,
Billy Bunter promptly withdrew hdis head
and closed the door. .The other head
belonged to Alonzo Todd, the duffer of Grey-
friars. Alonzo might be clumsy, and he
might be unlucky, but he had heaps of
pluck. He ran along the passage at once
to help.

“ Good old Toddy !”’ exclaimed Wharton.
““ Back up !

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

‘“ Not a bit of it!"”” said Wharton cheer-
fully. ¢ We’re only going to chuck these
Shell bounders downstairs.”’

“Come and do it, you cheeky young
beggars !”’ roared Coker.

Alonzo blinked at them.

““ It would save trouble if you were to
retire peaceably, Coker!”” he exclaimed.
““You are certainly trespassing here, and
encroaching upon the rights of others. My
Uncle Benjamin always told me that it was
very wrong to encroach upon the rights of
others. T consider——"’

‘‘ Oh, ring off 1’

‘“ My dear Coker, you are personal. My
TIncle Benjamin says that personalities are
the result of a very bad training——"’

““ Come on !’ shouted Wharton.

““ My dear Wharton A2

Alonzo stood in the way, with his Lands
uplifted, evidently determined Lo play the
role of the peacemaker.

““ Out of the way, Toddy!*’

“ But, my dear ol !’

The chums were chargine, and Alonzo,
being unfortunately in the way. went spin-
ning along the wall, and fell in a heap.
Then 1he three Removites crashed into the
Shell fellows.

Coker and Hobson hit out blindly.

There was hard hitting on hoth sides, and
Nugent’s sooty broom came into active play

once more, and it did more execution than
the fists of the juniors.

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

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

Frank yelled, as he went reeling.

“Oh! Ow!”

Alonzo gasped.

¢ My dear Nugent, I'm so sorry—-"’

“ Oh, you frabjous ass—-">

“ I'm sorry Yoh 1

Coker’s fists crashed on Alonzo’s chest,
and levelled him with the linoleum. Nugent
came up to the scratch again gallantly, and
two or three more Removites, Bulstrode and
Hazeldene and Linley came on the scene,
attracted by the noise—and a combined rush
of the juniors swept Coker and Hobson to
the stairs.

Hobson went rolling down.

Coker clung to the banisters with one
hand, and punched away furiously with the

Coker rushed at Hohson and smote him. Hobson

retorted in kind, and they closed in an embrace that

was not affectionate, and pranced round the dor-

mitory, punching at each other wildly, (See
Chapter 3.).
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other, and the juniors settled upon him like
a swarm of bees.

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

He was quite breathless and bewildered by
the time he reached the lower hall, and had
hardly a gasp left in him.

Harry Wharton looked round quickly.

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

“ Chuck them out of the House !”” shouted
Wharton. ¢ Roll ’em into the Close!”’

“ Hurrah !”’

“ Go it, Remove!”’

¢ The hurrahfulness is terrific !>

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

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

““ Down the steps I’ roared Nugent.

““ Hurrali!”’

Aund Coker and Hobson volled down the
steps iuto the sunny Close. There they
landed on the ground. and sat up, torn and
souty and dishevelled and gasping, The
Nemovites crowded the steps and the door-
way, gasping, too, and laughing with what
breath they had left.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ My hat!”’ ejaculated Nugent suddenly.
¢¢ Look there!”’

In the excitement of the strueele neither
ithe Shell fellows nor the Removites had
observed ihat a cab had driven in at the
eates. They did not observe, till this
moment, that an old lady in a remarkable
bonnet had alighted, and was gazing at the
gcene in astonishment and horror.

““ Phew !”” said Wharton.

¢ My word! It’s Cuker’s aunt, as sure as
g gun !’

“ Coker’s aunt! Great Scott 1™

Coker of the Shell heard the words, and
bliuked round sootily in the direction of the
old lady. He gasped and gasped.

‘“ My hat!”

The new-comer come up with horror-
stricken countenance. She gazed with wide
eyes at the Shell fellows sitting at her feet.

‘“ Horace !’ she shrieked.

Coker groaned.

¢ My only hat! Aunt Judy!”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Coker’s Aunt !

uNT JUDY stared in blank horror at her
beloved nephew for a moment more,
and then she grasped her umbrella in a
business-like manner. Her hostile intentions
were evident, and the Removites hastily
crowded back. Coker jumped up like a
jack-in-the-box. Ilobson groaned, and sat

where he was.

“ Aunt Judy !’

‘“ My darling Horace !
assaulted !’

““ Oh, no i

¢ T will punish these young ruffians

““My hat!”’ gasped Harry Wharton.
¢ Beat a retreat—quick! 1 don’t like the
lovk of that gamp !’

““ The gampfulness is territic

Coker vaught his aunt by the arm, just
in time to stop her charging up (he steps.

“CIt's—it’s all right, aunt!”’ he gasped,
with an unhappy glance at {he juniors.
*“ This-is only a game!”’

‘“ Horace!”’

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

““ That’s it,”” said Hobson, dragging him-
sell so far as to sit on the lowest step. ““ It's
all serene !’

‘¢ My darling Horace

““ It’s all right, aunt ¥’ persisted ‘Torace.
““You see, we call this game—— Fang it,
vou ass!’’ he whispered fiercely to dobson.
““What do we call it?"’

““ “ King of the Castle,” ** said *{obson.

“Of course!”” said Coker. ‘¢ You see,

You have been

b )
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Horace Coker saw Miss Coker into her cab. .

the cab as it drove away, and in the exuberance of his spirits waved his cap round his head. It
was plain that Horace had some reason to rejoice ! (See Chapter 5.)
- It certainly did look like it. The

we call this game ¢ King of the Castle,’
auntie. Those chaps there have to keep the
top of the steps, you see, and we—we have
to be rolled down, you know. It’s a splen-
did game!”’

¢ Brings your muscle up,”” said Hobson.

¢ That’s it,”” said Coker, with a grate-
ful look at his chum. ¢ It’s specially
intended to bring a chap’s muscle up, you
Lknow, auntie. The Head specially recom-
mends it in the case of wealk and nervous
boys.”’

““ My only hat!"”’ murmured Harry Whar-
ton. ““ If Coker’s aunt believes that——""

““ Of course, she believes her darling
Horace!” said Bulstrode.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ The darlingfulness of the esteemed
Horace is terrific. And the beloved and
venerable aunt believes him fulfully !>

£¢ Looks like it.””

I

{

Then he stood, cap in hand, looking after

Removites looked on at the scene with great
interest. Coker’s aunt was evidently a great
admirer of Coker, and nothing that Horace
did could be wrong in her eyes.

Her face cleared as he gave his explana-
tion.

‘““ Very well, Ilorace,”” she said. I
really thought you were fichting at first!™’

““ Ol, aunt !’

“T really did!”’

“ Fighting I exclaimed Horace,
horror. ¢ My dear Aunt Judy!”’

“T1 am sorry I did you injustice,
Horace!” said Miss Coker. ‘° But your
deav father was a very pugnacious man——
very pugnacious. I remember once when
he fought with a dreadful grocer’s boy, when
we were both quite young, and spilt all his
eggs upon the ground. I remember it per-
fectly, because eggs were so dear at that

mn
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time, and he had a black eye for a week
afterwards, and he was reprimanded by his
employer, and when he saw him afterwards.
he was very careful to take no notice of
him.” ‘

Whether it was the dreadiul grocer’s boy,
or dear Horace’s papa who had the black
eye, and which of them was reprimanded
by his employer, and which it was saw which
pass and took no notice of him, was not
quite clear from Miss Coker’s statement,
nor did Horace seem inclined to inquire for
more exact particulars.

¢“1 should advise you to play some less
rough and dirty game,”” said Miss Coker.
‘““You are in a most dreadful state,
Horace.”

‘“Am I, auntie?”’

‘“ Yes. You must run away and change
your clothes at once, Horace, and wash your-
self, and mind you part your hair in the
middle in the way that makes you look so
sweet. You will have to see the Ilead with
me.”’

Coker gave the grinning Removites «
furious look with one side of his face, keep-
ing an affectionate grin on the other side
for Miss Coker’s benefit—an effort which
brought about an almost alarming distortion
of his featuves.

““ Yes, aunt,”” he said meckly.

‘“ Run away, then, Horace, and mind you
du not play these rough games any more.
When you are in nced of excitement, I
should recommend guessing charades, or
playing a round game for hazel-nuts, which
will amuse you without spoiling your
clothes.”

Coker gasped. The Removites tried not to
laugh, out of politeness towards Miss Coker.
But the idea of Coker, the ierror of the
Shell, playing a round eame for nnts was
too much. The juniors stageered away with
all kinds of mysterious chuckling sounds
proceeding from them.

Miss Coker ascended the sieps of the
1Tead’s house, and was admitted there, anl
disappeared.

Coker and Hobson lovked at one another.

““ Well, this is tuck!”’ said Coker lugu-
Lriously.
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“1’ll smash those Remove bounders,”
growled Hobson.

¢ Oh, never mind them !”’ growled Coker.
“ I'm thinking about my Aunt Judy She's
a.jolly old girl to swallow things like that,
but i

‘“ Oh, blow your Aunt Judy!”’

¢¢ She’s come down for the afternoon,”
groaned Coker. ‘I shall have to show her
over the school, and introduce her to the
fellows.””

““Grool”’

‘¢ She’s awfully decent to me, and I'm
very fond of her,”’ said Coker,

“ Yes, you look it.”’

‘“ Well, a chap can be fond of his aunt
without wanting her to come to his school,
1 suppose,’” said Coker argumentatively

Hobson grinned.

‘“ Yes, I s’pose so.
that umbrella 2’

“1 believe so’

““Been in the family, T suppose, ever
since the Flood 2’

¢ Oh, rats!”’

‘“ And that bonnet,’” said Hobson. ‘¢ My
eyes—that bonnet! I believe it belongs go
the Larly English style.”’ '

‘¢ She’s always worn it,”” saids Coker.

““ 1t looks as if she has,”” assented Hob-
son, who was very much disturbed and
damaged by the tussle with the juniors, and
was iaking it out of his friend, in a way
one’s chums sometimes have. . ¢ Must have
heen dug up in Ninevel, I suppose, in the
first place.”

‘“ Oh, let my aunt’s bonnet alone,” sail
Coker. \

Coker went up the steps. He didn’t want
to quarrel with Hobson just then; he feit
that he needed a friend to stand by him in
entertaining his annt. Now, Aunt Judy
certainly was, from a schoolboy's point of
view, a terror. Her old-fashioned costume
and early Victorian honnet, her corpulent
umbrella, her cotton gloves, and her endear.
ing expressions fowards her nephew, made
Coker simply wriggle, and made him turn
cold at the thought of walking her about
among the fellows.

1t was at such a time that he needed a

)
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true chum to stand by him through thick
and thin, Coker felt. And a horrid sus-
picion was rising within him that Hobson
was picking a row in order to fall out with
him, and escape Aunt Judy for the afier-
noon—which it is probable was precisely
what Hobson was doing.

Hobson followed Coker slowly in.

““1 say, Coker, I’'m sorry about shoving
you out in that state to see your aunt,”
said Harry Wharton, in his frank way. ¢ Ot
course, we had no idea 2

Coker grinned.

‘¢ Oh, it’s all right, Wharton! T’ll lick
you for it another time.”’

Harry Wharton laughed.

““ Always ready,” he replied. ¢ We'll

give you a warm time whenever you care to
come to the Remove passage.”’

“ The warmfulness of the
terrific.”’

Coker
Hobson went in.
They headed for
the dormitory to
clean ofi the soot,
and change their
decidedly dirty
collars.  Hobson
was growling dis-
contentedly - all
the time.

““ Don’t forget
fo part your haiv
in the middle, 1n
the way that
makes you look
so sweet, Cokey,”’
he remarked sar-
castically, when
they had finishe
their ablutions.

Coker flushed
red.

““ Look here.

time will be

iy ’
an o T

you’ve only gof to ask for it,”” roared Coker.

Hobson sniffed.

““ More rats!”’

““ Look here

““ Oh, go and eat coke!”’

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

The door opened and Trotter put his
head in.

¢ Master
study.”’

““ QOh!”’ gasped Coker.

They parted, glaring at each other. Coker
put his tie straight, and left the dormitory.
Hobson followed suit; but he did not wait

for Cuker to come

’2

Coker wanted' in the ’Ead’s

out from his
interview with
the Head. He

went to the
bicycle-shed and
in two minutes
was pedalling
contentedly alonx
the Friardais
Road. He had
failed his chum
i the hour of
need : but he hal
escaped A unt
Judy.

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER
About Horace

R. LockE, the
respected
Head of Grey-
friars, sat in his
study, with a far
from happy ex-

Hobby, you just 3 pression on This
shut up!” he /) face. Dr. Locke
exclaimed. an - had been enjoy-
““ Rats!”’ Only yesterday Coker had been a junior himself ; but now he & 116 Lalf-holi-

ce was a senior of the seniors. *‘‘Coker, old man ! ’* *‘ Hallo, 1 o Wil )
If'you want  paile, hallo! Deaf, Coker?’” *‘Run away!’” said Coker, (18Y- o

a thick ear, with a wave of his hand. (See Chapter-6.) bright fire
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blazing in his study, and the open window
giving a wide view upon the trees in the
Close, and with the voices of the boys sound-
ing cheerfully in the distance from the

footer field, the Head had been very
comfy. There were papers upon his
writing-table, papers in  mysterious
characters, which, deciphered, would have

been found to be fragments of the great
Greek tragic poet; it being Dr. Locke’s
custom to beguile his leisure moments by
preparing hig new edition of ‘¢ Alschylus *’
—a new edition which was intended to make
some sensation among at least nine or ten
old gentlemen in quiet cloisters at Oxford.
Upon the doctor, so pleasantly engaged,
descended Aunt Judy.

As a matter of fact, Aunt Judy’s coming
was not unexpected ; but, deep in the fasci-
nating work of the editor, Dr. Locke had
forgotten all about Coker’s aunt. The
““ Seven Against Thebes 7 were of more
interest to him at that moment than Horace
Coker or even Miss Judith Coker. Wheu
Miss Coker was announced, the Head looked
up absently from ‘¢ Aschylus,”’ and passed
his hand over his brow, and then he rose
in his old-fashioned, courteous way, with
his old-fashioned, courteous bow.

““ My dear Miss Coker,”” he exclaimed.
¢ pray sit down! How very kind of you
to come so far!”’

‘¢ Not at all, Doctor,”” said Miss Coker.
‘1 am very anxious about Horace.”

““ Dear me,”” said Dr. Locke, who, still
deep in classical reflections, and not yet
quite awakened to the outside world, as it
were, imagined for the moment that Miss
Coker alluded to Horace of the Satires, our
old friend Q. Horatius Flaccus. ‘“ Dear me,
Miss Coker, I had no idea that you took so
deep an interest in such subjects!”’

Miss Coker stared, as well she micht,

““ Really, doctor

““ But I am delighted,” said the Head,
with a pleased smile—“T am delighted to
see any lady take so deep an interest in
matters of this sort.”

““ Tt is quite natural, T suppose,” said
Miss Coker, puzzled, “‘ that I should take
an interest in Horace.”

bR
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The doctor nodded.

‘“ Quite natural,”” he assented —*‘ quite
natural, and very delightful. May I ask
which of his works you prefer ¢’

.““ Really, Doctor .

““You are, doubtless, devoting your
attention to him especially just now,”’ the
Head suggeste:d. ‘“ That is what you mean
by saying that you have anxiety on the
subject.”

““ Yes, yes, that is quite right.”’

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

Miss Coker stared.

¢“ Neither am I, Doctor.”’

Then the Doctor stared.

‘“ You—you are not

S Certamlv not.”

‘“ Then—then, may I ask, what is your
interest in an author who writes in that
tongue ?’’ asked the perplexed Head.

*“ What! Horvace does not write in
Latin !’

The Head smiled.

““ T assure you that he does, Miss Coker.”’

‘“ Dear me! How very clever of him!”’
said Miss Coker. =

The Head coughed.

‘¢ Certainly le was a great wwiter,”” he
remarked. ‘“ But a person is naturally
expected to be able to write in his own
language.”’

‘“ Dear me,’”” said Miss Coker. *“ T do
not quite understand you. T suppose you
mean that Hovace writes in Latin {or his
class-work—hexameters and things.”’

The Head rubbed his chin.

‘ He has never written to me ir* Latin,”’
said Miss Coker. °“ But I have no doubt
that the dear, clever boy could if he wished,
or in Greek, either, for that matter *’

¢ Bless my soul!”” said the Head.

‘“ And, indeed, if Horace is so advanced
as you say, I really do not see any adequate
reason for not passing him into the Tifth
TForm,”” said Miss Coker.

‘“ Horace—in the Fifth Form!’’ gasped
Dr. Locke, thinking for a moment that Miss
Coker was insane.

. *“ Certainly. T am sure he has been long
enough in the Shell.”?

)




( AFTER " EXCELSIOR )
O

THE football players were falling fast, A //.'
An elephant came lumbering past, 2
Charging them here, and charging there,
Barging and charging everywhere !
"Twas Coker !

His brow was mad ; his gleaming eye
Flashed at the grinning standers-by ;
And like the sound of cannons pealed
Stentorian shouts across the field,

Of “COKER!”
Before him he could see the goal,
He heard the shouts like thunder roll.
They rang like music in his ear,
For he enjoys a rousing cheer,

Does Coker !

“Try not the pass!” George Potter said,
“ But let me take the ball instead !
You'’re bound to make a hash of things !’
But_scornful satire seldom stings

Old Coker !

““ Oh, stay ! ” the wrathful Blundell cried.
“ Come back, you duffer ! You’re off side ! ™
But charging on, with main and might,
And scattering players left and right,
Came Coker !

‘“ Beware the goalie’s doubled fist !

““ Beware, I tell you!” Potter hissed.

Away went Coker, neck or nought ;

That distant goal absorbed the thought
Of Coker !

A sharp concussion checked his pace,
The goalie’s fist had found his face !
He saw more stars in that same minute
Than all the firmament had in it,

Did Coker !

He sprawled upon the muddy ground,

While grinning fellows gathered round.

“ 1t serves you right,” said William Greene,

“ You're too intrepid, dear old bean ! ”
Poor Coker !

There in the goalmouth, sprawling wide,
Lay Coker, humbled was his pride.
And from the touchlines, near and far,
Came voices, *“ What an ass you are,

Old Coker!™
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Then the facts dawned upon Dr., Locke.
He had quite forgotten that Miss Coker’s
nephew’s Christian name was Horace. Miss
Coker, naturally, did not think it possibie
for anybody to forget an important thing
like that.

“ Ah!” gasped the Head.
speaking of—of your nephew.”

““ Certainly. Whom did you imagine 1
was speaking of ¢’ asked Miss Coker, in
great astonishment.

The Head coloured a little.

‘“ Bless my soul! A mistake on my part;
it is of no consequence. You—you came,
of vourse, to see me about your nephew I
think you acquainted me with that circum-
stance in your letter,”” said the Head.

“Yes. I am anxious about Horace.”

¢ Ah, yes, Ilorace Coker, certainly!”’

¢ The dear, clever boy has been so long
in a lower Form,”” said Miss Coker. ‘Tt
is preying on his mind, and keeping him
from attending to his studies as he desires.
You may have probably noticed that he is a
very keen student.”’

Dr. Locke coughed.

He had noticed, and the master of the
Shell had noticed, that Horace Coker was
one of the veriest slackers that Lad ever
slacked at Greyfriars. But naturally he
did not feel inclined to tell Miss Judith
Coker so. The good lady was evidently a
great believer in her nephew. and placed
the greatest trust in the explanatiouns he
gave, every vacation, to account for his
position in the school.

““ Dear Horace would go alicad like—like
a steam-engine,”” said Miss Coker, afier
pausing a moment to think of a suitable
simile, “ if he had proper cncouragement.
He would have proper encouragement if hs
had a place to keep up. That place is in
the next Form above the Shell—I think the
Form he is in at present is called the Shell.”’

“ Exactly!”

“ e is growing so hig a hoy, that he is
chaffed—I think he called it chaffed, or

““You are

chipped, or something of the sort—about -

being in the Shell so long. _Dr. Locke, I
want to appeal to vou to give Horace a
chance, without waiting for the examina

tions, 1 know you sometimes pass a boy
intu a higher Form .

‘“ A boy who shows exceptional cleverness
may get his remove earlier,”” said the Head,
“but i

Miss Coker beamed.

““ Yes, that is exactly Horace’s case. 1
am sure the dear boy is exceptionally clever.
His Uncle James said that he was the most
Lrilliant Latinis¢ he had ever spoken to. I
remember the incident perfectly, for it was
on the day that Uucle James had an execu-
tion in the house, and came to us to borrow
seventy pounds. You have surely noticed,
Doctor, Horace's exceptional cleverness. You
spoke just now yourself of his writing in
Latin. T am sure it is very clever to be
able to write in Latin, or—or in Dutch,”’
added Miss Coker, with a glance at the
papers littered on the Head’s desk—appar-
ently taking the Greek characters for a kind
of Dutch.

Dr. Locke checked a smile.

“T have already been thinking about
Coker,”” he said. ‘1 have consulted with
the master of the Shell, aud with Mr. Prout
of the Fitth, and we think 1t may be possible
to give Coker his remove.”’

¢ Oh, how kind of you, Doctor !

““ Not at all. 1t is rather absurd, as vou
say, that a youth of Coker’s age and size
should be in {he Shell, among lads of
tifteen.””

“ It is due to over-study,”” sighed Miss
Coker. ““ Dear Horace has often told me
how it 1s. He studies so Lard as to overtax
his brain, and then he finds his mind quite
a blauk on the day of an examination.”

T'he Head couglied.

““ As a matter of fact,” said Miss Coker,
with a beaming smile, ‘1 have no doubt
that Horace is really fitted to take his place
in the Sixth Form, if he had a chance to
do himself real justice.”’

““ Ahem !”” said the Head.

¢ Suppose you. send for Horace now,"”
sugeested Miss Coker.

“ Very well.”

The Head touched the bell, and Teotter
was sent, for Coker.

““ The dear boy !"" said Miss Coker. ““ He

b
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ROAD “HOGGING” WITH A VENGEANCE'!

Horace Coker, the champion duffer of the Fifth Form at Creyiriars, fancies—amongst other

things—his chances as a motor-cyclist. He's welcome to them if the above sketch—drawn

on the spot—is anywhere near the truth, for Farmer Giles in the background is coming up

hand over fist. You can hear in imagination Horace Coker’s squeals when Giles’ stick begins

to raise the dust—a splendid echo to the squeals of the unfortunate pigs whose calm and placid
serenity Horace Coker has so rudely disturbed !
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was playing a very rough game when I
arrived, and was quite covered over with
soot. It is a game called ‘ King of the
Castle.” I dare say it is one of the favourite
games here, Doctor—but the soot must be
very detrimental to the boys’ clothing.”

The Head was saved from the necessity of
replying by the arrival of Coker.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Lucky for Coker!
OKER came to the Head’s study with some
misgivings. He had had to explain
at home how it was that he never passed up
in the school, and he had related all soris
of explanations on the subject—chiefly
attributing his permanent position in the
Shell to the effects of over-study. Miss
Coker’s promise to use her influence with
the Head to get him his remove had caused
him half relief and half alarm. He hoped
Miss Coker would be able to do it, but he
was very doubtful how the Head would take
an outside suggestion on the subject. He
guessed that Aunt Judith’s sudden arrival
at Greyfriars was for the purpose, and he
felt very uneasy as he tapped at the Head’s
door.
. Dr. Locke bade him enter.

Miss Coker gave him an affectionate
glance as he came in, as who should say,
#¢ Tsn’t he nice?’”

Coker ducked his head.

Coker probably had some qualities. He
knew that he wasn’t clever, and there was
no humbug about him as a rule on the sub-
ject. He wanted his remove into the Fifth,
because it was pleasanter to be in the Fifth
than in the Shell at his age.

He said, with some justice, that it was
rotten for him to have to stick among the
juniors till he was a bearded man because
he hadn’t a taste for any language but his
own, and liked cricket better than mathe-
matics—not that he was specially good at
cricket, or football, either. At the summer
game’ he was generally called ‘¢ Butter-
fingers >’ when he fielded, and 2s a batsman
he had a late cut that would have made the
anzels weep. When Coker was batting it was
quite a common thing for the fags to say to

ones another, “ Let’s go and see Coker stump
himself.”” And at footer he was irresistible
in a charge, but he was quite as likely to
charge one of his comraces off the ball as
anybody else, and when he passed, it was
said that he generally passed to an
opponent.

His geuneral incompetence was a subject of
hilarity to everybody at Greyfriars. He
took it seriously only on examination-days
and on occasions at home when he was cor-
nered by affectionate relatives and asked to
explain why he wasn’t head of the Sixth.

The explanations Coker gave were fearful
and wonderful. His most humorous
explanation was attributing his failures to
over-study. The idea of that appealed to
Coker’s sense of humour. He could never
get through his prep. without a shove from
Hobson, and when he construed in the class-
rooin he would stumble over words that were
perfectly familiar to fags in the Second
Form. Coker was the despair of the Shell-
master, who would have been glad enough
to see him removed into the Fifth; but Mv.
Prout, the master of the I'ifth, was by no
means eager to receive a pupil with Coker’s
reputation. .

Dr. Locke looked long and hardat Coker.

He wondered whether he would be justified
in giving the densest slacker at Greyfriars a
sufficiently hard push to send him into the
Fifth.

After all, what purpose was served by
keeping him in the Shell? So far as his
attainments went, he might as well have
been left in the Fourth Form. But.a fellow
in tail-coats in the Fourth would have been
ridiculous. But he was little less ridiculous
in the Shell, with a moustache beginning to
appear on his upper lip. Perhaps it would
be no worse for him to be a fool in the
Fifth than to be a fool in the Shell. That
was how the Head put it to himself. Need-
less to say, he never thought of putting it
like that to Miss Coker.

Coker dropped his eyes.

He wondered what effect Aunt Judy had
had on the Doctor. He was quite in doubt
whether he was going to get a remove into
the Fifth, or a licking.
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¢ Coker !’ said the Head

at last. il

¢ Yes, sir.’*

“ Your aunt is
anxious about you.”

‘“ Yes, sir.”

‘“ You have caused her
anxiety by your continual
failures.”

¢ %Yies, 'siryt”

‘“ She is anxious about
your future.”’

““ Yes, sir,”” said Coker
cheerfully.

‘“ My dear Horace 2

‘“ Yes, aunt.”

““ Dr. Locke is going to
give you your remove!”’

‘“ Ahem !’ said the Head
dubiously.

‘¢ Thank you, sir.”

‘¢ Coker *is really a—a
difficult case,”” said the
Head. ““I hardly know
what to do with Coker. I
know it must be a great disappointment to
his people to see him still in the Shell.”

‘¢ It’s rotten, sir!’’ said Coker. *‘I—I
mean, I don’t like it myself, sir.”’

““ Then you might surely have made an
effort I”’ said the Head, somewhat tartly.

‘¢ Yes, sir.”’

‘“ The dear boy has made continual
efiorts,’” said Miss Coker, with a fond glance
at her nephew. ‘I am sure that his con-
stitution has suffered from his efforts. I had
an uncle who worked so hard to pass an
examination that he died of rheumatism—
at least, if it was not rheumatism it was
pneumonia, or something of that sort, and
the doctor asked me if it was in the family,
and I said ¢ Good gracious, no!’ It was
in the same year that Horace was cutting his
dear little teeth, and everybody said what
a fine baby he was, and you could hear him
when he cried at the very end of the garden.
I remember it was a very long garden, and
there was a pear-tree at the end, where we
used to sit and have tea in the afternoons,
and =

4 Exactly !’

very

'n

the Doctor,

{

murmured

i
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There was a groan from the Shell fellows. °° Wingate doesn’t swank
about the passages as Coker does !
to be put in his place1?”” (See Chapter 7.)

F7

What 1 say is the bounder ought

despairing of ever reaching the end of Miss
Coker’s reminiscences, and venturing to
interrupt. ¢ Coker, then i

‘Tt will be so nice to see the dear boy
rewarded for all his hard work and sticking
to his lessons like a—a Trojan,’’ said Miss
Coker. ‘“At least, I don’t know whether
the Trojans ever stuck to their lessons, but
I believe they were a hard-working race of
people, and made wooden horses, or some-
thing of that sort. I distinctly recollect
Uncle James making a remark that was
really very learned and classical on the
subject at the time that we were buying a
wooden horse for Horace, who was then five
years old, and a sweeter child ?2.

Dr. Locke murmured something.

He began to feel that he would pass
Horace into the Sixth Form itself, or make
him Head of Greyfriars, to get Miss Coker
to take her departure.

¢ Then it is settled 3’2 asked Miss Coker,

*¢ You see—""

““ The good kind Doctor has sent for vou
to say that it is settled, Horace,”” said Miss
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‘Coker. “ He knows that you are misunder-
stood by your Form-master.”’

‘¢ My dear madam: S

“ You remember, Horace, the occasion
you have related to me several times when
you ,?orrected your Form-master’s Latin

““ Oh, don’t mention that!’’ said Coker,
in a hurried whisper.

‘¢ But I must mention it, Horace, to do
you justice. It was through your Form-
master using a false quantity, you said. I
really do not know how much he should have
used, but if he used a wrong quantity of
Latin, or anything else, I am sure it was
very foolish of him, and o

¢ IT—I will discuss this matter with the
—the masters concerned,”’” said the Head.
““1 do not think it necessary for you to
waste any more of your valuable time, Miss
Coker.”’

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

The Doctor groaned, and then, remember-
ing himself, tried to change it into a cough.
It was a most remarkable sound that finally
proceeded from his mouth, and Miss Coker
looked at him in some alarm.

‘¢ Dear me, Doctor! You are not ill?"”’

“ A—a slight—er—it is over now!”’
oasped the Head. ¢ I—I think you may
safely leave this matter in my hands, Miss
Coker.”’

““ But I suppose I may remain till it is
settled 77

“ Till—it—is—settled ¢’

€< Yes')’

‘¢ My dear Miss Coker

““You are going to consult with the
masters?”’

““ Then surely I may wait in the study?"”

““ Ahem !’

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

Coker grinned.

Dr. Locke involuntarily passed his hand
ncross his brow,

3 3

(

head.

““ So I will wait till iv is seftled,” said
Miss Coker. ‘1 shall never be at rest till
my darling has his remove ”’

Dr. Locke gasped.

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

““You are sure, Doctor?’ asked the
relentless old lady.

““ Ye-es, I think so.”

“ Quite—quite sure?”’

‘“ Yes,” said the Head desperately.
‘¢ Quite sure.”’

Miss Coker rose.

“ So kind of you!”’ she said. ‘¢ Perhaps

you will see me to my cab, Horace?”’
““ With pleasure!”” said ~ Horace;
alacrity
‘“ Good-bye, my dear Doctor.”
¢ Exr—good-afternoon, madam

Horace walked Miss Coker off. She had
eained her point. Horace Coker saw Miss
Coker into her cab, to his great delight
finding that the old lady had a train to
catch, and could not stay to see Greyfriars
at all. She promised him another visit
shortly, and, meanwhile, she held a conver-
sation of five minutes’ duration with Horace
at the door of the cab. An interested crowd
of fellows of all Forms gathered round to
watch, but they did not hear what was said.

But they saw the expression of Horace

with

"’

Coker’s face grow brighter and brighter.

and when at last his aunt kissed him good-
bye, he threw his arms round her neck, an:l
hugged her, and gave her a sounding smack
that could be heard at a great distance.

Mhen he stood, cap in hand, looking after

the cab as it drove away, and in tle exuber-
ance of his spirits e waved it round his
1t was plain that Horace Coker had
some reason to rejoice.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Coker, of the Fifth!
HAT was how Coker got hLis remove.
The next day it was known all over
Greyfriars that Horace Coker, of the
Shell, hiad heen removed into the Fifth, and
was a full-blown senior.
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But that was not all that was known.

It was rumoured in the I"orm-rooms and
the passages that Coker’s aunt had been so
delighted with his success that she had come
down really handsomely.

Coker’s aunt was well-known to be rolliny
in money, as the juniors put it. Coker told
wonderful tales of her wealth. His stories
were backed up by the fact that he some-
times received liberal tips, and sometinies
hampers, from Aunt Judith. If Coker’s

rich aunt had come down handsome Coker
was in clover.

And it was soon seen that Coker really
was in clover.

He was scen to pull oui a handful of
On another

Treasury notes in the Close.

occasion, he absent-mindedly folded up a
five-pound note to make a spill to light the
gas, and stopped himself only just in time.

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

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

There was Tonides, of the Sixth, the son of
a rich Greek merchant. and he was certainly
plentifully supplied with money, and he wag

‘.

Bowildered, with a verv swallen nose, and one eve dosed up, and his hair matted with jam, Hobson

was grected with a roar of laughter from the group of Removites as he staggered into view,
blinked at them out of one eye.

200 )

4
+

Hobson
(See Chepter 8.)



the only fellow at Greyfriars who was known
to carry banknotes habitually. To see
Coker in possession of paper payable at the
Bank of England, and so much of it.that e
could absent-mindedly use a banknote for a
cas-lighter, was astounding. Coker’s bank-
notes were talked of in hushed tones in the
junior rooms. Immense respect was shown
to Coker.

The fellows agreed that it was high time
that Coker was in the IFifth, and there never
was a fellow more suitable to be in the Fifth,
and to grace and adorn that or any other
Form. .

His backwardness was attributed to
incompetence on the part of his Form-
master. Coker was all right. A fellow who
had five or six banknotes in his trousers’
pocket could not have very much the matter
with him, physically, morally, or intellec-
tually.

Blundei!, the captain of the Fifth, had
bheen inclined to give Coker rather a warm
reception into the Form. But the story of
the banknotes changed Blundell’s opinion.
He began to feel that, perhaps, he had mis-
judged Coker. After all, it was quite time
he passed into the Fifth, and it would be
only civil to give the chap a friendly recep-
tion.

Bland; of i{he Fifth, who was Blundell's
chum, quite backed him up. He suggested
taking up Coker, and making something of
him. Blundell was doubtful about the pos-
sibility of making anything of Coker; Imut
he thought of the banknotes, and said nobly
that it was a fellow’s duty to try.

Coker’s old friends in the Shell showed
that thougeh lost 1o sight, he was to memory
dear. Hobhson, rather regretful of that little
row in the dormitory, and of his bhase
desertion of his friend—which had {urned
out unnecessary. after all, as Aunt Judy
had not stayed for the afternoon—hubbled
over with affection as he congratulated Coker
on getting his remove.

It was after morning lessons on Thursday,
and Cuker had just come out of the Fifth
Form-room after his first morning there.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, had
received Coker with a grunt, and during the

morning had discovered that he was even
a bigger duffer than he was popularly sup-
posed to be; and so Coker had not had a
wholly pleasant time in the IForm-room.
The only time he gave correct answers to
any questions was when Blundell whispered
to him what to say.

But C(oker never allowed this kind of
thing to depress him. If differences of
opinion with his tutors had depressed Coker.
Coker would have passed his whole existence
in a state of depression.

Coker had a way of allowing reproof and
sarcasm to flow off him Ilike water off a
duck’s back, leaving him quite serene.

It was a happy faculty of Coker’s, and
saved him a great deal of worry. It did not
advance him in his studies, though !

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

He came up to Coker with a sweet smile.

‘“ Hallo, old boy !’? he said. ‘‘ Congratu-
lations.”

Coker stared at him.

““ What's that 2"’ he asked.

¢ Congratulations,”” repeated
with-a sickly smile.

““ What about?’”’

““ Why, getting your—your remove, you
know,”” said Hobson, astonished.

““ Oh. that!”’ said Coker. in a tone as if
that had happened ages back. ¢ Thanks.”
‘T was glad to hear it,”” said Hobson.

“Oh!”

“T'm glad, you know.”

““ Thanks,”” said Coker loftily. ¢ You're
very good. But would you mind passing
on?"”’

Hobson stared.

‘“ Passing on 2’ he murmured.

““Yes. It’s a bit infra dig., you know,
for a Fifth-Form chap to stand about talk-
ing to juniors.”’

Hobson’s mouth opened wide.

He could only stare blankly at Coker,
gasping like a fish out of water.

Coker slipped his arm through Blundell’s,

Hobson,
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and strolled on with him, leaving Hobson
still gasping and starving.

““My only hat!”’ Hobson ejaculated at
last.

And he drifted off in amazement.

He had not expected the remove into the
Tifth to make such a tremendous difference
to Horace Coker at once.

But there was no doubt it had.

Coker was a senior now.

He did not mean to let the youngsters for-
get it. He draped his new-found dignity
round him like a Spanish noble his cloak.

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

““ My hat!”’ said Hobson again.
only chapeau!”’

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as the Remove came pouring out
of their class-room. *‘ Here’s Hobson in a
ﬁt_‘))

“ The fitfulness is terrific.”

Hobson blinked at them.

‘“ Have you seen Coker "’ he asked.

‘¢ Coker ?’

‘“ Yes. Since he’s got his remove?”’

““ No,” said Wharton euriously. 1
suppose it makes a difference. He’s a senior
now.”’

“ Tremendous swell,”” said Hobson,
“Won’t speak to-a chap in the Shell.
Ha, ha. ha! Not that it makes any difference
to me. I don’t care! Ha, ha! Of course,
1 don’t care! T call it caddish. ButI don’t
care a rap. Notme!”’

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

The Removites laughed.

“ Let’'s o and have a look at Coker,”
said Nugent.

““ Good egg!”’

¢ Where is he. Hobby 7"’

¢ Oh, he’s in the quad !”’ snorted Hobson.
¢ Walking with Bland and Higgs—chum-
ming up with seniors already. Tle's for-
gotten old friends.”

Hobson had forgotten, too, how Coker’s
old friend had failed him in the hour of
need. But we all have bad memories at
§imes.

({1 1\[}-

(

The Removites crowded out into the Close,
Harry Wharton & Co. looking for Coker.
They found him. He was walking up and
down in a slow and graceful promenade,
with Bland and Higgs and Blundell. The
four seniors looked very imposing, at least,
in their own eyes, and they regarded with
lofty glances some mere juniors—Shell
fellows—who were playing rounders.

Harry Wharton chuckled.

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

Coker looked down on the Removites.

He did not deign to speak. Juniors were
beneath his notice. Only vesterday he had
been a junior himself; but now he was a
senior of the seniors.

‘¢ Coker, old man!”’

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Deaf, Coker?”

*“ The deaf-fulness of the esteemed Coker
is terrific.”’

‘“ Run away,’
of the hand.

““ What !’

‘“ Run away and play.”

““ My hat!”

“It’s votten for these youngsters to be
allowed the run of the quad..”” said Coker,
in a complaining tone to Higgs. ‘T think
there ought to be a plavground marked off
for them, you know. Haw!’’

““ Yes. rvather,”” said Higgs.

¢“ Certainly,”” Bland remarked. ¢ They’re
a general nuisance.”’

’ said Coker, with a wave

‘“ Oh, my only chapeau!” said Bob
Cherry. ‘¢ Coker, you’re rich—you’re too
rich! Oh!”

“T can’t waste my time talking to
juniors,”” said Coker.

‘““ How long have you heen a senior?”
shrieked Tom Brown.

‘¢ None o! your cheek, kid!”’

‘“ Here, you buzz off, you youngsters!’’
exclaimed Blundell. “* Now then, off with
you!"’

The Fifth-Formers looked hostile. Harry
Wharton & Co. retreated, almost sohbing
with merrviment. The new dignity of
Horace Coker was too comic.
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Coker grasped Alonzo Todd by the shoulders and swept him
round, and sat him down on the ground with a bump.
senior without permission !’

don’t talk to a
(See Chapter 9.)

‘“ Now,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER

The Shell Do Not Like It !
orACE Coxer had obtained his remove,
and he did not allow Greyfriars to
forget that fact. His Aunt Judith had come
down handsome on the strength of his
remove into the Fifth, and that fact was
also evident to all Greyfriars. The rise of
Coker was one of the most-discussed

phenomena in the history of Greyiriars.

The Fifth ‘had received him with open

arms. Blundell and Bland had asked Mr.
Prout to put Coker into their study, and
Mr. Prout, who was puzzled where to.put
him, assented at once.

Coker carried his chipped desk, and his
rocky- coal-scuttle, and his footer and his
bat,.and- his dog-eared books, into:Blun-
dell’s study, or, rather, they had been
carried for him by admiring new friends
in the Tifth, It was an honour to carry
things for Coker.

Coker was becoming a great leader
already. In fact, Higgs had mooted the
suggestion of asking Coker to captain the
Fifth Form eleven.

Coker was much flattered.

Coker’s progress in the Fifth, in short,
wasg a triumphal one.

Which was a joy to Coker.

But in the Shell there was, meta-
phorically speaking, weeping and
wailing and gnashing of teeth.

It cannot be said that the Shell were
sorry to lose Coker. That wasn’t it.
But to have him passed over theiv
heads in this manner, when the dullest
of them could have construed his heal
off, so to speak, and then to have him

carrying his ncse high in the air and
declining to speak to Shell chaps—
that was the unkindest cut of all.

The Shell were furious.

Hobson, in the Shell passage, was
loud in his denunciations of the fellow
who had refused to recognise old’
friends as soon as he got his remove,
and he declared that the Fifth Form
chaps were sucking up to Coker
because of Aunt Judy’s money.

¢ Just you wait till the tin’s gone,”
said Hobson darkly; ‘¢ then you’ll see what
you will see !’

And as this. statement was really incon-
trovertible, no one attempted. to controvert
it.

But Coker went on his way serenely,
regardless of the Shell. h

The question was whether the Shell would
allow themselves to be disregarded in this
high-handed manner.

Hobson called a crowd of the Shell fellows
together in the Form-room that evening,

.and uttered quite a philippic on the subject.

He found sympathetic hearers.

The Shell were all wrathy. There was a
general desire to pull Coker down off his
perch, as they put it in the familiar lan-
guage of the IYorm-rooms.

How was it to be done? was the query.
But there was no doubt about tlie genuine-
ness of the general dJesiie to do it

““ The cheek of it I’ said Hobson. ‘¢ Only
yesterday he was a blessed Shell chap him-
self, you know—only yesterday !”’

““ And he’d have been at the bottom of
the class, too,”” remarked Pimble, of the
Shell; ““ only the TForm-master wouldn’t
have such a big chap at the bottom of the
class, just for appearances’ sake !’*
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‘¢ Pimble’s right!”’

““ Yes, rather!”’

‘ And now,”” said Hobson wrathfully—

‘ now he’s a full-blown senior, with more
blessed airs than a chap in the Sixth!”’

There was a groan from the Shell fellows
—either for Coker or for the Sixth it was
not quite clear which—but perhaps it
relieved the Shell feelings to deliver that
heavy groan.

W hv Wingate dnem t swank about the
passages as Coker <oes I”’ Hobson exclaimed
excitedly.

Another deep groan.

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

Cheers.

““ He ought to be lugged off his perch !”’

‘“ Hear, hear!”’

‘“ He—he deserves to have Hoskins play
his. flute to him!” said Pimble. ‘ Don’t
vou think so, Iosky?"’

Hoskins, who was a musical genius, and
who composed fearful and wonderful things
on the piano, frowned at Pimble.

‘“ Really, Pimble——"" he said.

“ Look here,”” said Hobson. ‘I think
we ought to tell Coker what we think of
bim! Those chaps in the Fifth are making
a sickening fuss of him. I hear that Le's
going to stam] a big feed on Saturday
afternoon. to celebrate his welting
into the Fifth. You’d na[malh ex-
pect him {o stand it to his old Form-
fellows. But not a bit of it. 1le’s
going to stand it to the Fifth.”

‘¢ Rotten !”’

‘¢ Shame!”’

““ Yes; thatl’s it. it’s a shame!”’
agreed Hobson. ‘‘Would you bLelieve
1t I chummed up with that chap all
the time he was in the Shell, and
stood b) him through thick and 1hin?
Many's the time I've borrowed money
off him "7 said lobson indignantly.
“ Now hLe's forgotten all thai, and
now the Fifth will

¢ Borrow money off him!”’ sail
Pimble.

“ Just looked in to see you, lonides,’

anything ! Look here, suppose we go to the
Fitth in a body, and tell Coker what we
think of him before the blessed lot of them?”’

‘“ He might cut up rusty.”

““ Let him! We’re not afraid of Coker!™

‘“ Hear, hear!”’

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

¢ Shame!”’

‘“ They’re soaping him up like anything
I call it caddish !’

‘“ Rotten !”’

““ Who’s going to back me up in going to
the Fifth Form passage, and telling Coker
our minds?’ exclaimed Hobson, who was
wildly excited by this time, and completely
carried away by his own eloquence.

¢ We’ll all come!”’

“ Hurrah 17

‘“ Come on, then!”” exclaimed Hobson.

And the Shell fellows swarmed out, with
Hobson at their head. As they made their
way in a crowd towards the Fifth Form
quarters, they encountered Harry Whartor
& Co. The Removites stared at them.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”” exclaimed Bok
Chervy.  ““ What's the row ¢’

> said Loder cheerfully.

o . . " “Busy?’ *““No,” said the Greek, putting the paper inte
1 shouldn’t  wonder, said his pocket. *‘ The fact is, old man,” said Loder, *“ we're in
Hobson. ‘¢ They re mean enough for afix 1 (Sce Chapler 10.)
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Hobson looked round at them,

““ We’re going to see Coker—-lo tell him
what we think of him!”” Lie exclaimed. *© You
fellows can come along, too, if you like!”’

““ Where are you going?”’

““ Coker’s study !’

““ You’ll have the IFifth on you.”

‘¢ Blow the TMifth !’

Wharton laughed.

“ We’ll wait here, and render first aid
when you come back !’ he said.

““ Oh, rats!”’ said Hobson.

And he led on his merry men into"the
Fifth Form passage.

It was the hour when most of the Grey-
friars fellows had tea. The greater part of
the Fifth 1form wevre at home. Tellows were
seen in the passage carrying kettles of water
into the studies. From some of the rooms
came a smell of frying, or a scent of tea
and toast, and from one or two proceeded
a sound of breaking crockery.

The door of the study shared by Coker,
Blundell, and Bland was half-open, an:
the Shell fellows could hear movements
within. Coker was at tea with his new
friends evidently, and the old friends, who
would so willingly and cordially have made
merry upon one of Aunt Judy’s banknotes,
were out in the cold. The thought added
fuel to their wrath.

TFifth Form fellows looked out at the Shelt
juniors, and {frowned. As a rule, a Shell
fellow found in the Fifth Form passage was
liable to be cuffed at sight. But there were
rather too many of them now for any one
ar two Fifth-Formers to venture to cuff them.
They stallked on, exchanging glances of
defiance with the 1"i{th.

They reached the door of Coker’s study,
and Hobson opened it further with a tre-
mendous kick, which sent it crashing back
against the wall. Then the Shell fellows
crowded 1in.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Old Friends !
oKER, of the IWifth, was pleased with him-
self just then.
He had been standing a few things to
grace the tea-table in Blundell’s study,

{

though the room now, by the way, was not
called Blundell’s study. Blundell himselt
had suggested that it should be considered
as Coker’s study, and himself and Bland
as Coker’s study-mates.

Coker consented ; lie was flattered. 1Full-
fledged Fifth-Former, as he now was, it
was flattering to him, for Blundell was the
captain of the Fifth, and a great man in the
Fifth Form passage.

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

Coker was pleased. The study was much
larger than a Shell study, and better fur-
nished, and the easy-chair was by ecommon
consent reserved for Coker. Bland had
been making toast, and Blundell had made

the tea. Bland helped Coker with much
grace of manner, iusisting that Coker

shouldn’t rise from lis seat.

““My word!”’ said Coker.
better than the Shell I’

“I’m glad you think so,”” said Higgs,
who had come in to tea, on the strength of
Coker’s munificence. ‘¢ Of course, a fellow
like you was wasted in the Shell!”’

“ A fellow like Coker would be an orna-
ment to any Form !’ said Blundell.

‘¢ Just so,”” assented Bland.

‘¢ Have some more toast, Coker ?

*“ Thanks, T will!”’

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

¢ Never could,”” said Coker, demolishing
nearly a round of toast with a tremendous
hite.

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

““ Thanks, old chap! Pass the ham!”’

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

T will,”” said Coker .

And he meant it.

“ This 1is

El

i)
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¢ You see > began Higgs, and then
he broke off. ¢ My hat!””

The door had crashed
moment.

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

Hobson surveyed the tea-party with a
sarcastic glance.

‘“ Having a
remarked.

“ Looks like it !”’ snezred Pimble.

Coker looked round.

““ Hallo! Who are you?’ he asked.

The Shell fellows simply gasped.

They had grown used to the ‘side”
adopted by Hovace Coker since he had passed
into the Fifth: but to hear him pretend
that he had forgotten their faces was a fresh
surprise.

““ You—you 7 stuttered Hobson.

Coker looked at his companions.

¢ These chaps friends of yours?’ he
asked.

Blundell chuckled.

““ Not much!’ he
juniors!”’

““ Do you usually have juniors come bolt-
ing into your study?”’

““ Hardly!”

‘¢ Well, if they’ve nol guests of yours, you
might tell ’em to get out !”” said Coker. ‘1
never could stand leing bothered by
juniors!”’

« Quils rizht 1 said Higes. ¢ My belief
is that in a properly regulated school the
juniors should be isolaled, like—like small-
pox patients, you know !”’

“ Jolly good idea !’ agreed Coker.

¢ You—you swanking rotter!”
Hobson.

Blundell pointed {o the door.

¢ (et out !’ he roared.

“ Rats!”

“ Look here

« We've come to talli to” Coker,” said
Pimble. * Coker, you're a rotten fraud!”’

¢ Beastly cad I’*

¢ Bounder !’

“ Prig!”

¢ Spoofer I’

open at that

nice time here?” he

€

said. “ They’re

roared

(

o Cad l”

The Shell fellows did not mince their
words. They hurled those epithets at Coker,
apparently expecting him to wither under
their scorn, But Horace Coker showed no
signs whatever of withering. '

He yawned.

“T wish you wouldn’t allow juniors in
this study,”” he remarked. ‘‘ T never could
stand youngsters about me.’"

That was too much for the Shell.

They had come there to tell Coker what
they thought of him. But now that they
had come, words seemed inadequate to
express their feelings. They felt that deeds
were required, and, without waiting to con-
sult about it, they rushed upon Coker.

¢ Rescue, Fifth U’ roared Blundell.

The Shell fellows swarmed round the four
IMifth-Formers.

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

“Oh!”’ roared Coker.
o for them!”

He had his old chum Hohson in a loving
embrace, and was punching his nose tiil
Hobson howled and roared.

TFifth-Formers were turning out of the
other studies now in force.

The news of a junior raid upon a senior
study was astounding, incredible at first,
1ill the noise in Coker’s room showed it to
be true.

The Fifth came in numbers, in great
wrath.

Big fellows came smiting their way into
the study, and the unfortunate juniors were
hurled right and left, and kicked out one
after another 1nto the passage.

There they fled as fast as they could get

‘“ Look there!
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away, but only to run into the hands of
other Fifth-Formers further along the pas-
sage, and to be cuffed and kicked along to
the end without mercy.

The tide had turned against the Shell.

In a few minutes there was only one Shell
fellow left in Coker’s study, and that was
Hobson, and he did not stay from choice.
Coker had his head in chancery, and was
pommelling him with the force and pre-
cision of a piston-rod.

Hobson struggled and yelled.

¢ Kick him out!’’ exclaimed Higgs. < My
hat! Look at that mess in the fendev!
Kick the young bounder out!”’

““ They’ve mucked up everything,
Bland, picking a jam-
dish out of the grate,
the jam having re- [
ceived the addition of
cinders and a leap of
galt.  “ We'll give
lim this to take with
him.”’

He wiped out the
jam-dish on Hobson’s
head.

7 said

prom
'}
:

‘“Ha. ha, hal!”
roared Coker.
Then Hobson was

kicked out.
Bewildered. with a

very swollen nose that
They laughed in chorus.

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!”

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

““ Well, I must say that things are funnier
since Coker passed into the Fifth,”” said
Harry Wharton. ‘¢ All the same, he’s a
cheeky beast, and I don’t like him holding
his nose so high in the air.”’

‘“ Rather not !I”” agreed Nugent.

¢ The highfulness of his esteemed nose is
terrific!”’

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

‘“ Ha, ha, hat”

“T think it will
fall to us to take him
down a peg or two,”’

said Wharton, with a

shake of the head.

And the Removites
responded unani-
mously :
© ‘“ Hear, hear!”
THE NINTH
CHAPTER
Rough on Coker !
Tmc visit of the
Shell fellows to
his study to tell him
what they thonght of

wax streaming red,
and one eye closed uv.
and his hair matted
with  jam. Hobson
staggered along, and

Coker beamed upon them.

him did not have the

He was taking up his rightful position as a humourist
His light had been hidden under a bushel
all the time he was in the Shell.

at last !

was helped by kick

after kick from tLe ¥Fifth-1"ormers he passed
till he escaped from the dangerous precincts.

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

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hobson blinked at them out of one eye.

¢ Groo !’ he zasped.  “ Yavooh! Ol!”’

‘““Ha, ha. ha!”

¢ Wasn’t your old chum glad to see you?”’
asked Nugent sympaihetically.

‘“ Must have been,”” said Bob Cherry.
‘“ Look at the jam he’s given him.”

expected  result of
hringing Horace
Coker off his perch.
As a mafter of facl, it rather seemed to fix
him more securely upon that coign of van-
tage. The Shell, after their painful ex-
perience at the hands of the 1%ifth-I'ormers,
were not likely to repeat the visit. In farct,
in the Shell dormitory, that night there was
groaning galore, and many reproaches
directed against Hobson. Half the Form had
black eyes or swollen noses—in fact, the only
fellows who had escaped damage were those
who had taken no part in the expedition.
And these fellows did not even sympathisa
—they grinned.

Hobson was so much damaged that he had

(See Chapter 11.)

{ 207 )



no energy left fo fom-
bat adverse criticism.
One of his eyes was,
quite closed, and the
other very nearly so, s0
that objects did not
appear to Hobson as
they appeared to other
fellows. His nose was
nearly twice its usual
size. and three of his
handkerchiefs were
stained a tell-tale
crimson—so much s0,
that if Hobson had
been found near the
scene of a murder there
was evidence enough
about him to get him
hanged half a dozen
times over.

So Hobson let the
Shell growl, and the
Shell growled.

And when Coker, the
next day, met some
of the damaged heroes in the Close, Le
grinned at them, and pointed them out 3
Bland and Higgs, and was overheard to say
that the prefects really ought to look after
those kids better.

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

When Alonzo Todd, who was polite to
everybody, following the excellent precepts
of his Uncle Benjamin, said good-morning
to him in the quad, Coker only waved his
hand, as if brushing a fly away, and walked
on

know.

Alonzo stared after him in amazement.
““ Dear me!”’ he murmured. ‘‘ Some-
thing must be the matter with Coker. 1
trust I have not offended him in any way.
Surely he cannot bear malice for that little
row in the Remove passage the other day.”’
Alonzo rubbed his nose reflectively.
His Uncle Benjamin had often warned
him never to let the sun go down on his
wrath, and although, as it happened, the

“ Another time,’’ said Coker, with a wave of his hand.

“‘ Plenty of time, you

I’ll see you fellows later!’ And he strolled away with the Sixth-

Formers. (See Chapter 12.)

sun had only lately risen now, Alonzo felt
that it would be better to clear up the
matter. He hated being on bad terms with
anybody, and if Coker was bearing malice,
the sooner it was explained away the better.

So the duffer of Greyfriars hurried after
Coker, and attracted his attention by dig-
ging him in the ribs with a bony knuckle—
a way Alonzo had. Coker gasped, as if he
had been punctured, and swung round.

¢ My dear Coker ’’ began Alonzo,

“ Ow!” gasped Coker.

““T trust, my dear Coker, that you. are
not remembering the little tussle we had the
other day in the Remove passage?’’ said
Todd. ‘° My Uncle Benjamin has always
impressed upon me that it is wrong to bear
malice.”’

““You young ass!”’

“ It is wrong, and therefore you should
not allow yourself to become a prey to angry
feelings, Coker. ¢ Let dogs delight to bark
and bite,” as the poet so touchingly observes,
for it is in accordance with their natural
proclivities. Let bears and lions growl and
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fight, for they were endowed with these pro-
pensities. But children &

*“ You ass!”

*“ You should never permit the efiulgence
of siuch uncontrolled passious,”” said Alonzo,
with a shake of the bead. *¢ Your digifs
were never intended to he doubled up in a
compact manner for the purpose of smitine
one another upon the salient features, such
as nose and jaw.”’

‘“ My hat!”*

‘“ Therefore, my dear Coker, I trust that
you will be willing to accept the hand of
friendship,”” said Todd., holdine cut his
richt hand.

Coker inspected it.

““ What’s that?’ he asked.

“ My hand,”” said Alonzo mildly.

“ Well, it would be the hetter for a
wash,”” said Coker. ‘¢ Take it away.”

““ My dear Coker

*“ And don’t you have the cheek to speak
to seniors in the quad.,”” said Coker. * I’d
lam you, only I know you're a harmless
lunatic! Only don’t do it!”’

““ My dear

*“ When you address me you shonld say
sir,” 7 said Coker, growing exalted. ‘1
expect respect from young people.””

““ Oh P’ gasped Alonzo.

““ Now buzz off | . If vou have the cheek to
speak to me again I shall give you a lick-
ing. Go and eat coke |”’

¢ Coke?’ gasped Alonzo.

Alonzo had a curious habit of repeating
things that were said to him when he was
startled and confused. He was quite hewil-
dered now. He could not understand Coker
in the least.

*“ Yes !’ roared Coker.
don’t jaw!”’

“ Jaw?”’

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

¢« A—a thick ear?”’

“ My hat!”’ said Coker.
parrot in Iitons!

b4

‘ Get away, and

“It’s a giddy
Look here, young shaver

““ Y-y-young shaver 7"’
““ Look here, get off the earth!
Bunk! Ahsquatulate!”

Buzz ofi !

"Removites.

¢ A-a-a-absquatulate?”

“ My hat! He’s faivly off his rocker I

“Rocker ¢’

Coker lost patience. ITe was strongiv
inclined to smite Alonzo, but althongh a big,
overbearing fellow, and sometimes given to
bullying, he was good-natured. Instead of
levelling Todd with the earth, he thrust his
hands into his pockets and strode away.
But Alonzo was not satisfiel. He ran after
Coker, and gave him a dig in the ribs again.

“ My dear Coker, pray listen to me——"’

“Ow! Yow!’
‘“ Dear me! Have I winded you? I'm
so sorry! I wanted to explain that my

Uncle Ben]amm always impressed upon me
that

“ Buzz ofi I”? rom‘ed Coker.

¢ My dear Coker, i

Coker grasped Alonzo Todd by the shoul-
ders and swept him round, and sat him
down on the ground with a hump.

Alonzo gasped.

(&4 O‘V !’)

*“ There!”” panted Coker. ‘¢ Now, don’t
you talk to a senior again without per-
mission, and (lon t you ]mnctme a chap’s
ribs, anyway.’

‘“ My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked,
Coker !”” gasped Alonzo. *‘ He would he
shocked at your conduct—nay, disgusted!”

“ You young ass! I Oh! Yarooh!
Yaroop !’

Coker suddenly broke off, as there was a
rush of feet, and five or six hands seize(
him and swept him off the ground..

““ Bump him !’ roared Harry Wharton.

‘“ Leggo !”” yelled Coker frantically.

He struggled in the grasp of the
Harry Wharton & Co. had seen
him sit Alonzo Todd down, from a distance,
and they had rushed up at once. As a
matter of fact, it came a little hard upon
Coker ; but the Removites had not heard
what had passed. They only knew that
('oker the Great had laid violent hands upon
a Removite, and they were ready to avenge
the insult to the Form at once. = So thev
rushed upon Coker, determined to make it
clear to him that even if he had gained hisa
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TELL me not, in mournful numbers,
Life was meant for toil and hustle ;

It was meant for soothing slumbers,
Which relax both mind and muscle.

Life is lovely ! Life is topping !
When you lie beneath the shade,
With the ginger-beer corks popping,
And a glorious spread arrayed.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way ;
But to put off till to-morrow
Work that should be done to-day !

In the world’s broad field of battle
All wise soldiers take their ease ;

And they lie asleep, like cattle,
Underneath the shady trees.

Trust no Future, trust no Present,
Let the dead Past bury its dead !
The only prospect nice and pleasant

Is that of * forty winks ™ in bed !

¢ Life is short !’ the bards are bawling,
Let’s enjoy it while we may ;

On our study sofas sprawling,
Sleeping sixteen hours a day !

Lives of slackers all remind us

We should also rest our limbs ;
And, departing, leave behind us,

“ Helpful Hints for Tired Tims !”

Helpful hints, at which another
Will, perhaps, just take a peep ;
Some exhausted, born-tired brother—
They will send him off to sleep !

While the hustlers are pursuing
Outdoor sports, on land and lake ;

Let us, then, be up and doing—
There are several beds to make !
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admittance into the ranks of the Fifih, he
nust leave the Remave alone.

“ Bump him "’

“ Hurrah!”’

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

‘“ My dear fellows,”” he said, ‘‘ pray do
not hurt Coker. He is a very bad-tempered
and unreasonable person, but my Uncle
Benjamin always said that one should hear
with a bad-tempered person patiently. You
ee B

“ Oh, buzz off, Toddy 1"

“ My dear Nugent !

“ Bump him!”’

‘“ Give him one more

1o

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

“ My dear fellows 2

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Look out!”’ exclaimed Tom DBrown.

'“ Here come the TMifth hounders!”’

And the Removites sauntered away, leav-
ing Coker sitting on the ground, and gasp-
ing for breath, and his chums in the Fifth
to find him there. Harry Wharion caugnt
Alonzo by the arm and hurried him off
Todd was inclined to stay with Coker and
ofier  him gentle ministrations, for it
appeared that his Uncle Benjamin had
always impressed upon him to succour the
distressed. But Harry knew that Alonzo
would need some succouring if he was still
upon the spot when Coker recovered.

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

THE TENTH CHAPTER

A Great Catch for Coker
Lomm, of the Sixth, came out of his study
with a thoughtful frown on his face.
FLoder was a prefect; but it was not his
duty as a prefect that was worrying him
now. He could generally contrive to let his
duties as a prefect shift for themselves.
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Loder was thinking now of—Loder. Ha
went along the Sixih Form passage to
“arne's study, and entered without knock-
ine,

(farne, of fhe Sixth, was seated in his
easy-chair, with his feet on the table, and
a cigarelte between his lips. There was a
blue haze in the room. As the door opened,
Carne snatched the cigarette from his lips
and threw it into the fire with the same
movement of his hand. He had evidently
had practice in that kind of thing.

Then he gave a gasp of relief.

““You ass, Loder! You startled me.”’

Loder grinned.

“You're the ass,” he said. ““Tf I had
heen a master coming in, what aboeut the
smoke in the room? Tt’s risky, Carne.”’

““ Oh, hang!”’ ‘

Loder threw the window open.

““I've lonked in to see if vou’ve got #
eouple of quid,”” he remarked.

Carne laughed.

““ Say a couple of pennies,”” he said.

““ It°s serious, Carne.”

¢ Same here.”” °

‘“ Look here,”” said Loder, ¢ I’ve had
something on the Woodford rages. T was
morally certain that Blue Bird would romp
home.”’

““ My hat! So was1.”

“You!”’ ejaculated Loder.

““ Yes,”” said Carne ruefully; ““and 1
had three quid on him, at three to ome
against, And he came in sixth.”

““ Well, you are an ass!’’ said Loder.

““ What ahout yourself?”’ demanded
Carne. ‘“ You were as certain as I was that
Blue Bird was a winner.”’ -

“ Well, he lost,”” said Loder. ¢ Twa
quids are gone, and the worst of it is I was
doing it on tick. I was so certain, vou see,
that Blue Bird was a dead suve snip.”’

‘“ Same here again,” grinned Carne,
How much do vou owe?”’

““T owe Banks two pounds.”’

““And T owe him three.”’

¢ And you’ve got no tin?”’

““ None.”’

¢ Expecting any?”’

““ Ten hob on Saturday; not much uge.”’
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And the two seniors looked grimly and
ruefully at one another. It seemed awfully
sporty to put money on the races, and Mz,
Banks, the bookmaker, had often compli-
mented them upon their sportiveness—as he
could afford to do, as he drew a regular
income from them and several other foolish
young fellows in the school. But being a
*“ giddy sport’ had its awkward side.
Dead certs were really extremely uncertain
—or, rather, they were, as a rule, certain
—-to lose.

““ Well, this is rotten,” said Loder at
last. ““ If you can’t stand it, I suppose I’\
beiter try Tomides. I hate borrowing of
that chap.”

““ So do I,”” said Carne. ‘‘ But now you
speak of it, T can see it's 1he only thing to
be done. Let’s go together.’

“CAll serene.“

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

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

‘. Just looked in to see you, Ionides,”’
Loder cheerfully. “ Busy?”’

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

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

The Greek showed his teeth in a grin.

‘‘ Thank you I’” he said.

““ Fact is, we've been backing Blue
Bird,”” said Loder. “‘I'm stuck for two

said

3

pounds, and Carne for three.
help us?”

Ionides laughed.

The two seniors stared at him.

o Blessed if T can see where the jolxe comes
in,”” said Carne testily. ““T'm in the
dlcl\ens of a hole, Tonides, and I don’t care
about being smqweled at.”’

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

““T don’t see where the fun comes in.”’

Can you

“Nor 1, either,”” exclaimed Loder
angrily.

The Greek waved his white, ringed hand
deplecatumly

‘Tt is all right,”” he said, * only it hap-
pens that I cannot lend you the money,
because &

¢ Because what 1’

‘“ Because I have backed Blue Bird my-
self.”’

““ My hat!”>

““ T have lost seven pounds,’” said Tonides.
““T have paid five of it, and was thinking
of coming to one of you fellows to borrow
the other two 7

Loder and Carne exchancred glances of
dismay.

““ Well, that’s what I call s1mply rotten,’
said the prefect ““We’re all in the sama
ditch together, then.”’

“¢ Looks like it,”” growled Carne.

The Greek showed his teeth again.

““ But I have an idea,’” he said.

‘“ To raise the tin?”’

(4 Yes ”

“ Go ahead!”’ sald Carne eagerly. ‘1
simply must have it. Banks won’t wait for '
his money. Of course, I'm not afraid of
his coming up to the school, or anything of
that sort, but he won’t trust me a second
time.”’ .

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

Tonides chuckled.

““ You have heard of Coker?”’ he asked.

‘“ Coker! A big, clumsy chap in the
Shell 9’ said Loder.

‘“ He is in the Fifth now ”’

*“ Oh, yes, I remember; the Head gave
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him his remove (hrough heing badgered by
his relations, or something,”” said Loder.
““ What about Coker ¢’

‘“ Ah, you are not observant,” said the
Greek. ‘¢ You have been thinking too much
about Blue Bird, perhaps. I, Heracles
Tonides, keep my eyes and ears open. This
Coker has an aunt, who is wealthy. She
has presented Coker with unlimited pocket-
money for having obtained his remove at
last, and the Fifth Form are making great
fuss of Coker, and he has passed over all his
old friends in the lower Forms.”’

¢ Just like him, I should say.”’

““ Exactly I’” said the Greek.  You see,
Coker is ambitious, like Julius in the play.
It is a grievous sin, and grievously will
Coker answer it, as your Shakespeare says.”’

1 don’t see = _

“ Coker rolls in wealth,”” said Tonides.
““ Fellows are all trying to pick up the
crumbs that fall from the rich man’s table.
He has passed over all his old friends, and
swanks about with the head boys of the
Tifth. It has occurred to me that such a
windy and vainglorious person as Coker
would be very much flattered if some notice
were taken of him by the Sixth.”’

““ Ah!”’ said Loder and Carne together.

““ Tt would turn his head.” the Greek
remarked. ¢ His head is somewhat turned
already by the favour of the Fifth. If he
could be taken up by Sixth-Formers, I really
helieve that the worthy Coker would be as
wax in our hands.”’

‘“ My hat!”’

““ Are you sure ahout the
though 2’ asked Carne dubiously.

“ T myself have seen him produce a hand-
ful of banknotes to show to. someone else,”
said Tonides. ‘I think he certainly had
more than twenty pounds.”

“ Phew I”?

¢ Tt is time to make hay during the sun-
shine,”” said Tonides, with a grin. ‘¢ Let
us make up to the worthy Coker, and make
a great friend of him, and I do not think
we shall be tronbled to pay these small debis
to Mr. Banks.”’

¢ Ha, ha, ha!’>

£ You agree?’*

money,

¢ Yeg, rather!”’ said Carne. *“It’s a
chance, anyway.”

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

Loder and Carne chuckled. There was
no doubt that Coker would pay for it, if he
obtained the distinguished honour of their
friendship. And the three seniors sallied
forth together to look for Horaee Coker.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Coker the Humorist !.

“ ouiNg for a stroll; Coker?’ asked

Higgs of the Fifth. Tea was over
in Coker’s study that Monday evening.
Coker lay back in the armchair, with a
fragment of a tart in his hand, doubtful
whether he should finish it. Coker was
growing quite delicate in his appetite. He
had always been a hungry fellow, ready to
eat pretty nearly anything. But of late he
had been living on the fat of the land. The
horn of plenty had never ceased to flow.
Aunt' Judy, in her enthusiasm, had simply
piled money on him. Aunt Judith was so
rich that she hardly realised how much a
banknote or two might mean to a schoolboy."
Her liberality had made her nephew rich
beyond the dreams of avarice—while it
lasted. In justice to Coker, we must state
that he was getting through his wealth at
a really creditable speed.

Plenty had reigned in Coker’s study ever
since he obtained his remove, and indeed
there was a time of plenty all along the
I"ifih-Form passage. Coker was an open-
handed fellow among his friends. The Fifth
thought him a jolly chap, and regretted
that he had not got his remove whole terms
earlier. Higgs’ idea of making him captain
of the Form team had caught on.

Coker had played footer in the Shell, and
he was as big as any Fifth-Former, and
there was no reason why he shouldn’t play
in the Form eleven. To captain it was
Coker’s ambition, of course, and it was an
ambition that his new friends were disposged
to gratify. Tn private, Blundell and Bland
agreed that it would be possible to get the
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captainghip out of Coker’s hands when an
important match had {0 he played. It was
swank that Coker wanted, and there was
no valid reason why he shouldn’t swank to
his heart’s content.

The Fifth Form rejoiced in Coker. Some
fellows did mot join in the general
-nthusiasm, but they were set down as prigs
and swots—indeed, Potter won great
applause by calling them Huns.

The name of Coker flourished through-
«ut the length and breadth of the Fifth-
Form passage. Nearly everybody in the
Fifth had dropped into Coker’s study some
time or another to have tea, or to sample
the cake, or to drink Coker’s health in his
swn ginger-pop, or to borrow a bob to he
repaid on Saturday, or something of the
sort. And Coker was so free and generous
that the fellows couldn’t help liking him. Tt
was probable that thev would he able to
help it when Aunt Judy’s banknotes had ail
gone the same way. But that, as the
novelists say, Is anticipating,

Coker vawned.

“1 don’t know!"” he remarked.
getting dark.”’

““ Yes, so it is,”” agreed Higgs at once.
‘“ Let’s have a came of chess.”’

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

“ Come to think of it, chess is rather s
hore,”” said Bland, with a nod. “ What do
you say to a game of draughts, Coker?”’

““ Tired of draughts,”” said Colker.

“ Come and have a box in the gym
sugaested Blundell.

“ 1°d rather have a box at {he theaire,”
said Coker.

(Coker was eiven to making puns of this
sort. The most obvious and harefaced plav
on words was good enough for Coker. Coker's
puns had always been hooted in the Shell;

“It's

aven his friend Hobson declaring that he

recarded thern as unmistakable symptoms
of softening of the hrain. That was before
Aunt Judy had come down so handsomely,
of eourse. In the Fifth Form, Coker’s puns
sent fellows into convulsions, They were
looked upon as brilliant flashes of wit suf-

ficient to set any table in a roar; and it ha:l
dawned upon Horace lately that he was
really a great humorist.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ rang through the study
Higgs and Bland and Blundell roared ia
concert. Iliggs wiped his eyes.

‘“Oh, my hat!” he gasped. ¢ You’ll
be the death of me, Coker !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Now, if 1 were in Cermany. I should

have bocks at a beer-garden!” said Coker,
further.

This further development of the pun was
greeted with shrieks of laughter. Blundell
and Bland clung to one another and almost
wept. Higgs seemed i in danger of going into
h}steucq Coker, infected by the rrenera]
merriment, and thinkine that the jnke must
really he |(>l]x funny, lauched too.

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

““ My word!”” he excleimed. ¢ What's
the ]ol\e” I could hear you velling in my
study ! FLet a chap into the ]nl\el I'll bet
it’s Coker again!™ -

“ You’re right!” almost sobbed Higes.
‘““Ha, ha, ha! TIt’s Coker! I know that
chap will be the death of me!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ shrieked Blundell and
Bland.

“Tell a chap the joke!” said DPotter
eagerly. ‘I knew it was Coker. No chap
except Coker ever raises a laugh like that.
Tell a chap.”” TIle appealed to Coker.

‘“ Oh, Higes'll tell you!”” said Coker
modestly. ¢ It's nothing really %

““ Nothing "’ gasped Bland.  Oh, my
hat! Ha, ha, ha! You see, Blundell said
to him, ¢ Come and hau a box in the gym.
> Oh, ha, ha, ha!”

““ Ma, ha, ha!”
““ Yes 72 said Potter.

““ And then Coker said—— Ha, ha, ha!”
“TIla, ha, ha!”
“ Coker said—s-s-said Oh, dear!

hold me somebody 1" ¢ ¢ Coker
said Ha, ha!”

““ But what did Coker say?'’ demander
Potter, with great interest.

“ He said—ha, ha '—he snid—he’d rather

gasped Higgs.

( 215 )



have a box at the theatre!”’ stuttered Higgs.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roaved Potter.

*“ And then——"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

““ You see, that wasn’t all =
Higgs.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

¢ Coker said—he said Oh, dear!
He said that if he were in Russia—-—"’

““ Germany,’” said Cuker.

“I—1 meant Germany—he said that if
he were in Germany, he would box them at
a heer-garden!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”
roared Potter,
not in the least
seeing any joke,
but  determined
not to be left out
of the laughter.

‘“ That’s not
right!” ex-
claimed Coker.

“ Of course it
isn’t!’””? said
Bland, with an
indignant look at
Higgs. ¢ You’ve
oot it all wrong,
Higgy I”?

Higas looked N
dismayed. A

“Well, you teil i

gasped

he thought thal Coker’s considering it funny.
was laughable enough; so he laughed at
Coker instead of Coker’s joke, which was
just as good.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Dotter.

““ Well, then T said =

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dotter again, a
little too previously.

“ 1 sald—you see, that’s how it was—
Blundell said come and have a hox in the
ovm., and I ¢aid ['d rather have a‘box in
the theatre,”” said Coker, in his heavy way.
“Then I said that
if I.were in Ger-
many I’'d have
hocks in a beer-
carden,”’

Potter had
never been in
(termany. Bocks
in a beer-garden
was quite Sans-
krit to him. He
did

not even
know that Coker
was using the

plural of “‘bock,’’
and he wonderad
why Coker should
consider it funny
to say that he’d
have a box in a
garden. But it

him, Blandy!”’ was his duty to
L laugh, and he

N - : langhed.

1 - ,(,) . . . 1'1 Coker tried to puff away at the cigarette in the same way that ‘l‘Hq T, hiaht??
Coker, § a1 4he others did. The sound of footsteps passing the door made 5 Lasts
Bland, rather him look round uneasily,  Loder laughed. (See Chapter 13.) Potter’s laugh
hurriedly. “ Go started the others

on, Coker. Tt sounds so much better the way
von tell it.”

* < Qh, all right!” said Coker. * You
see, Blundell said ¢ Come and have a hox in
the gym.” I said, ‘ I'd rather have a box
in the theatre.” ”’

He paused; and Potter, knowing what
was wantfed, burst into a roar of laughter.
This was rather hard on Potter, for he ha:l
already langhed at that part when related
by Bland. But Potter was an obliging fellow,
and though the joke was not very laughable,

again. They laughed in chorus. Coker beamed
npon them. He was taking up his rightful
position as a champion humorist at last. His
licht had been hidden under a bushel ail
the time he was in the Shell; but he was
coming into his kingdom at last.

He turned over rapidly in his mind
whether the unwritten laws of punning
would allow any reference to Chinese
Boxers, or Irish bogs, and whether a musical
box could possibly be dragged in. Perhaps
Higgs saw by his expression that a fresh pun
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was coming, and he warded it off by skil-
fully changing the subject.

‘““ We haven’t had that stroll,” ke
remarked. ‘¢ Coming out, Cokey, old son ?”’

* Cold out,”” said Coker.

““ Quite right—Iet’s stay in the study!”

““ Bit stuffy here, too.”’

Coker rose and stretched his big limbs.

‘“ Perhaps we may as well have a stroll,”’
he remarked. ° We can get some ginger-
pop at Mrs. Mimble’s, anyway !’

The Fifth-Formers exchanged glances of
satisfaction. When Coker was standing
treat at the school shop, Coker was great.

““ Good egg !’ exclaimed Higgs.

*“ Yes, rather [’

““ Come on, then,”” said Coker lazily.

And he strolled out of the study with his
friends of the Tifth. Tt was getting dusk
in the Close when they entered it, but there
were still a good many fellows out of doors.
Among them were Hobson and Pimhle and
Hoskins of the Shell. They exchanged
alances as they saw their old friend, and
lined up in his path with the cheery
greeting :

‘¢ Hallo, Coker!”’

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
The Go-By
@ H arro, Coker!”
Coker glanced down at the Shell
fellows along his nose. ;

¢ Who are these fellows?’’ he asked, turn-
ing an inquiring glance upon Blundell & Co.

Blundell sniffed.

“ Only some fags,”” he said.

¢ Fags are a bore,”” said Coker.

“ They are!”

¢ Get away, you kids!”

‘¢ Buzz off 1"’

¢ Hallo, Coker !”” repeated Hobson obstin-
ately. ““ Can you settle up that tanner [
lent you last week to get toffee?”’

Hobson had invented the tanner on the
spot. The idea of a full-blown Fifth-Former
horrowing sixpence and buying toffee with
it was too cruel.

Coker turned crimson.

““ You blessed cheeky fag !’ he exclaimed.
““ Get off !’

21

And he lunged out at Hobson.

The Shell fellow promptly retreated.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Hobson. “* Who
borrowed the tanner ’

‘“ He, he, he!”
““ Where’s the toffee?’’

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

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

Colker held his head so high that he really
seemed in danger of getting a crick in the
neck. Perhaps that was why he received a
pat on the hack from Bob Cherry, as the
five seniors passed a group of Removites.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned at the
sight of Coker’s nasal elevation. Bob Cherrv
gave him a friendly poke in the small of the
back that made him gasp.

““Ow !’ said Coker.

““ All right?”’ asked Bob.

““ Al right !’ roared Coker.
you mean, you cheeky fag?’

‘“ Thought you might have a stifi neck,
or something,”” said Bob innocently.
*“ You’ll get one, you know, if*you walk
about like that.”’

Coker glared at him.

““ You—you—you =

‘“ Don’t take any notice of these fags,”
said Higgs loftily. ‘It makes them con-
ceited.”

‘¢ Just that,”” agreed Potter.-

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

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared the Removites.

‘“ Look here, you kids ’? Coker bhegan
angrily.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

¢ Oh, Coker, you’ll kill me!’’ sobbed .
Nugent. *‘ You are too rich; you are really,
you know, Horace.”

‘“ The richfulness of the esteemed an
silly Coker is terrific!”” murmured Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh.

‘“Oh, run away and play, you kids!™

)

shrieked Pimble.

¢ What do




said Coker lofiily. ‘T don’t want to have
to hox your ears.”’

“ My hat!” said Havry \Wharton.
““Don’t stop for us. You can hegin dhe
hoxing as soon as you like, Cokey.”

Coker sniffed, and walked on with his nose

in the air, and the other Fifth fellows
adopted the same manner. The stateliness

of their beaving was a little marred, per-
haps, by a wvell of laughier from the
Removites, and a wild yell {from the distance
in the voice of Tobson :

““ Wheve’s that tofiee 2’

““ Qh, Coker gefs vicher every day!”
erinned Wharton. ‘1 imagine he gets
poorer, too, as he goes on standing treaf
as he’s been doing latelv T shall be glad
to see how he gets on with Blundell & Co.
when all his tin’s gone.”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

““T imagine there will he a sudden drop
in Coker stock when that takes place,”
grinned Nugent.

““ The dropfulness will be terrific!”

And the chums of the Remove chuckled.
It was not likely that Coker would keep up
liis Joftiness when his financial resources
were exhausted. And they were curious to
see the end of the comedy.
C'oker & Co. had met Loder, Carne, and
Tonides as they walked on towards the tuck-
shop with his Fifth-Form friends.

Coker glanced at the three Sixth-Formers
as they came towards him, and his glance
was very dubious. ¢ Coker had been on
strained terms with them before. Tonides,
the Greek, was given to bullying, and nhe
had once made the mistake of bullying so
bhig a fellow as Coker.

Now, it was very right and proper that
Horace Coker should cufi faos of the Second
and Third Forms ; but when a Sixth-Former
euffed him, the cheek of it was astounding,
and (‘oker had retaliated in 'a way ﬂmt
made Tonides very careful to let him alone
afterwards.

Sp now, when JTonides came up with Loder
and Carne, Coker was prepared for trouble.
Tiis Fifth-Form friends gathered round him.
as if to stand by him against all-comers.
(loker smiled with gxatlﬁcataon After all,

HA.

Meanwhile,

he was in the Fifth now, a senior himself,
and his old enemy would hardly dare to
attempt to bully him, even with a prefect
to back him up.

But it was soon clear that the Sixth-
Formers did not mean trouble. Tonides
appeared, by his manuer, to be oblivious to
any passages-of-arms between himself aud
Hovace Coker in the past.

Loder was smiling his most agreeable
smile, and Carune was quite annable-—-—a suf-

fiviently remaikable thing in Carne to
attract atlention.

““Hallo, Coker!” said Loder, quite
affably.

¢ Hallo !’ said Coker.

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

Coker had had his remove for four or five
days now, so Loder had evidently taken his
time about it. But that did not matter. It
was something to he congratulated in public
by a Sixth-Form prefect, and Coker purred.
© ¢ Thanks, Loder,”” he said. ¢ You’re
very good.”’

““ Not at all.”” said Loder. - ¢ Carne was
saying to me that, as a matter of fact, you
ought really to be in the Sixth.”’

Coker nodded assent. He thought so him-
self.

¢ Just s0,”” said Carne.
© T am sure a fellow like Coker would be
an adornment to any Form,”” said Tonides.
T sincerely hope he will soon get his
remove into the Sixth.”

“ Thanks !’ said Coker.

_ ““ Meanwhile,”” said Loder, *‘ we should
be glad to see some more of you, Coker, my
boy.”’

“ Thanks!” said Coker.

“As a matter of fact, we really regard
you as a‘ Sixth-Former in 'effect,”” said
Tonideés. * *“ You are resting tlamlently in
the Fifth.”

¢ Mevely a bird of passage,’

Coker coloured with pleasure.

Tt was something, certainly, to he made
so much of in the Fifth; but to have bix
fellows in the Sixth chumming up with him
in this way—well, it was simply ripping!

5,

> said Caine.
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Coker had learned to despise the Shell, and
to forget the mere existence of any Form
below the Shell. He now began to look upon
the Fifth with disdainful patronage. Why
ghould a fellow of his merits be thrown upon
Fifth-Formers?

Blundell, Bland, Higgs and Potter saw
the way things were going at once, and they
were furious.

Higgs put his arm through Coker’s.

“ 1 say, Cokey, come on,”” he said.

“1 wish you wouldn’t call me Cokey,”
gaid Coker. ‘¢ My name’s Coker.”’

¢ Sorry. I meant Coker. Come on.”

It was only a few days since Coker had
thrilled with pride at-being addressed in
public by Higgs as Cokey. He had pro-
" gressed since then.

““ No hurry,’’ said Coker.

‘“ We were going to look in at Mrs.
Mimble’s,”” said Bland hintingly.

‘“ No hurry, that I can see.”

“ It you’re engaged, Coker, we won’t
bother you,’’ said Loder significantly. ‘* But
we thought you might like to come and have
& chat in our study.”

Coker’s eyes danced.

‘¢ With pleasure !”” he exclaimed.

‘“ Come on, then. I should advise a
fellow like you, really, not to waste his time
going about with these youngsters.””

““ Youngsters!”’

Blundell & Co. ecould have eaten Loder
for that word. They could have eaten
Coker, too, when they saw him accept
Loder’s arm and turn away with him.

‘“ Here, I say, Coker,”” Potter exclaimed,
¢* you’re coming with us!”’

““ You’re coming to Mrs. Mimble’s I’ said
Blundell sharply.

¢¢ Coker, old man
strated.

“Tt’s all richt,”” said Higgs uneasily.
¢ Coker’s all right. ITe’s coming with us.”

‘“ Another time,”’ said Coker, with a wave
of the hand. *‘ Plenty of time, you know.
T’ll see you fellows later.””

And he strolled away with the Sixth-
Formers.

Blundell, Bland,
stood transfixed.

’> Bland remon-

Higgs, and Potter

‘“ My only hat!’’ ejaculated Potter, star-
ing after Coker and the Sixth-Formers, as
if he could scarcely believe the evidence of
his eyes. ‘‘ My solitary chapeau !”’

*“ Great Scott !’” said Blundell hopelessly.

““ The worm !’

“ The cad !”’

‘“ What can you expect, taking up with
rotten juniors?’’ said Blundell. ‘¢ It was
our own fault.”

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

“ The worm !’

‘“ The rotter!”

‘“ After laughing at his
too I’” said Potter wrathfully.
‘“ The ungrateful beast I’

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

““ Like his cheek, inflicting his rotten
jokes on us!’’ said Potter. ‘I came jolly
near telling him so, too.”’

‘“ Hopeless cad !”” said Blundell.

““T'm done with him.”’

““So am 1.7

““ T wash my hands of him,’” said Potter,
with a suitable gesture accompanying the
words. ““ I'm done with the junior cad!”

And they walked away in great indigna-
tion. The whole scene had been witnessed
hy Harry Wharton & Co., and Harry burst
into a laugh as the disappointed Fifth-
TFormers walked off. Bob Cherry looked a
little puzzled.

““ What’s the little game?’’ he asked.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! Coker’s given the Fifth
the go-by, that’s alll’’ roared Wharton.
““ Don’t you see? He’s chucked the Shell
for the Fifth, and now he’s chucked the
Fifth for the Sixth !’

“ My hat!”

“Tt’s the same old game,” grinned
Wharton. ¢ They’re after Aunt Judy’s
tin. Old Coker is getting on. He can’t
cet much further ahead than this, unless
the Head takes him on as a special chum.”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

That was not likely to happen. Coker
was at the summit of his ambition now, and

rotten puns,
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he was in a state of dreamy
contentment as he sauntered
into the house, his arm linke:l
in Loder’s—to the wonder an«
admiration of all the fags who
beheld him.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER

Expensive Friends !
HARRY WrarToN was right

in the motives he
assigned to the Sixth-Form
{rio; but it is probable thai
those same motives were visible
not only to the Removites. 11
is quite likely that Coker saw
them, too; but Coker did not
mind. Coker knew only too
well that he would never he
valued highly for his brains,
or for his manners, or for his
beauty. He wanted to be
rated high, and he could only
be rated high for his cash.
That was something.

After all—that was the wav
Coker put it to himself—some
fellows have one quality, some
have another. He had money,
as it happened. But, after
all, a chap who was a good
cricketer was a good cricketer because
Nature had made him like that; and a
handsome, pleasant fellow was handsome
and pleasant because the Iates had so
ordained it.

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

Anyway, whatever might he the object f
the three seniors, Coker was willing to bask
in the sunshine while it lasted.

He seemed to he walking on air as he wen?
in with the seniors, and he tried to look
quite cool and accustomed to it as he saun-

N
\

““ Here’s to Coker, Captain of the Form team—Captain Coker !’
The health was drunk with acclamation.
along the passage, and other fellows looked in to seec what was the

The noise was heard

matter. (See Chapter 14.)

tered into Ionides’ study, but he did not
quite succeed.

Tonides stirred the fire to a cheerful blaze,
and Loder closed the door, and Carne
pushed an easy-chair forward for Coker.
Tonides’ study was very handsomely fur-
nished, for the Greek had spent money like
water for the purpose; and Coker could
not help thinking that it was even a greater
improvement upon Blundell’s study than
Blundell’s study was upon his old quarters
in the Shell.

“ Comfy there?”’ asked Ionides, turning
back from the five.

““ Oh, yes, quite, thanks!”’ said Coker.,

“ Have a cigarette?’”’

Coker hesitated. Smoking among the
juniors was strictly forbidden—and no less
strictly among the seniors—but Ionides’
habits were well-known. When Tonides was
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seen gasping across a playing-field with
““ ellows to mend *” all the time, everybody
knew the cause of it.

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

““ Thanks, T will I’” he said.

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

‘¢ Match 2 said Loder.

*“ Thanks!”

Coker acrepted a light.

Thé three seniors «lrew up their chairs,
and lighted cigarettes also. Loder had
taken the precaution to lock the door, and
to open the window at the top. Coker tried
to puff away at the cigarette in the same
way that the others did, and succeeded in
getting a volume of smoke down his throat,
and a cloud of it into his eyes, which made
him gasp and choke for some time, and
blink tearfully.

But Ionides tactfully chose that moment
for stivring the fire again, and made enough
clatter to take attention off Coker’s indis-
position, and the Fifth-Form hero soon
recovered, and puffed away again more
cautiously.

The sound of footsteps passing the door
made Coker look round uneasily. Loder
laughed.

“ It’s all right,”” he said, * Nobody wiil
come in. It's safe here. Of course, we have
to put this sort of thing down among the
juniors.”

¢ Of course,”” said Coker.

“ Tt wouldn't do, you know. But among
ourselves—for I really regard you as one
of ourselves, of course,”’ said Loder.

““ You’re very kind.”’

A fellow like you is thrown away in the
Tifth. I shall try and use what influence
T have with the Head to get you a higher
remove,’” said Loder.

““ You’re awfully good.”

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

L

““ That I jolly well would,” said Coker.
£ You’re jolly well fixed up here, old chap.””

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

Ionides said something in Greek.

““ What's that 7"’ said Coker.

“1 was just saying that you would be
a valued friend to me,”” said Ionides, witn
a smile that showed nearly every tooth in
his head. ¢ 1 should be honoured by your
friendship if you were in the Sixth. But
even as it iy, I think we ought to see a great
deal of our friend Coker.”’

And he glanced at the others.
nodded. .

“T’l1 tell you what!'’ exclaimed Carne,
as if an idea had suddenly struck him.
“ Suppose we introduced Coker to Mr.

They

Banks. Banks could put him on to a goo:d
thing. You can see that Coker is a sports-
man.”’

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

€“ Oh, yes!”” said Loder. ¢ He’s got the
look of a sportsman. If he won, he’d spend
his money like a prince. If he lost, he
could stand it without whining.”’

““ That's just the impression Coker gives
me,”” Tonides remarked.

““ Well, what do you say, Coker? Would
you care to meet Banks?”’

““ What is he?”” asked Coker.

““ Bookmaker.”’ s

““ Good! T'll sample him,”” said Coker.

That was meant for a joke, and in Blun-
dell’s study it would have been greeted with
a roar of laughter. Coker was dis-
appointed, and a little nettled, when the
Sixth fellows failed to see that it was a joke
at all.

““ Look here,”” said Loder, °°there’s a
jolly e¢ond thing coming off to-morrow. I’ve
got a dead sure snip. Willoughby II for
the Woodford Handicap. What do you say,
Coker? If you like to place some tin in my
hands I'll look after it for you.”
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BATHING IN THE
BRINY'!

HE waves are dancing fast and bright,

With a restless, rapid motion ;
The boats are rocking with delight
“Upon the swelling ocean.
Around our heads the seagulls screeah
Then o’er the waves go skimming
Whilst we undress upon the beach,
Eager for joys of swimming !

We all join hands, then gaily dash
Across the sand and shingle ;
Into the icy sea we splash,
It sets our limbs a-tingle.
Swimming together, side by side,
We breast the bounding billows
This joy to slackers is denied—
They much prefer their pillows !

Bob Cherry’s curly head appears
Above the foaming breakers ;

And you can hear the gurgling chears
Of schooiboy merry-makers.

Wharton is swimming like a fich,
Enjoying his elation ;

And honestly, we could not wish
A finer recreation!

With seaweed clinging to our hair,

With costumes all a-dripping,
We revel in the morning air,

And vote the bathe was nppmg!
The joys of life are multiplied,

And troubles seem but tiny,

When chums and comrades, true and tried,

Go bathing in the briny !
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““ Thank you!” said Coker.

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

““ Five bob,”” sa1d Ceker.

Loder made a gesture.

““ Don’t be funny,” he remarked.

“ Well. say ten,’ wsuid Coksr, who
thonght this was being very sportsmanlike
and reckless indeed.

““ Now, look here, Coker, T'm naot jok-
ing,”” said Loder. *°If vou like to place
seven or eight pounds in my hands, Tl zee
to a good thmc' for you.’

Coker gasped.

He was prepared to hand over ten shil-
lings, or even a whole pound, with the
serene inward knowledge that he would
never see it again. To that extent he was
willing to pay for his friendship in the
Sixth Form. To pay for it in lumps of
seven and eight pounds at a time was rather
bevond his mind. His cash would not last
long at that rate. And Coker was no fool.
He knew that the kindness of the seniors
would last exactly as long as his cash.

‘¢ Well, what do you say?”’ asked Carne.

Coker shook his head.

““ No,” he replied. ¢ Thanks awfully,
but I don’t think T'll do it. I remember
now that I've promised my Aunt Judy never
to gamble. I’d forgotten, but I remember
it now.”’

The three seniors exchanged glances,

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

Coker shifted uneasily.

““ Oh, yes, I do!”’ he said.

‘“ Perhaps you think I’ve bLeen badly
informed, and that I can’t place the money
for you to advantage,”” said Loder unplea-

santly.
¢“ Oh, no!” said Coker, getting a little
= o
alarmed. “I—I'm sure you can do it.

Only, you see, I—I've promised Aunt Judy
never to gamble.”’

Loder made an impatient gesture.

¢ Look here!”” he exclaimed. ¢ Will you
do it or not?”’

Coker looked at him squarely,

(11 ¥

No,”” he said,
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IThe seniors exchanged baffled glances.
They had not expected so much obstinacy
in Coker. All three of them were greatly
inclined to seize upon Coker and wipe up
the floor of the study with him.

Coker blew out a cloud of smoke. He
was quite cool. His position was, that he
was being courted for his money, and was
willing to shell out to any reasonable extent.
But unreasonable demands made the whole
thing ‘‘ not good enough.”’

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

Coker shook his head.

‘“ Sorry, I couldn’t,” he said.

‘¢ But you have the money,’” urged Loder.

Coker was silent.

*“ Now, look here, old chap,’’ said Tonides,
in his soft voice, ‘‘ you might oblige us in
this little matter, you know—as a friend.”’

“T’m sorry.”

““ Of course, seven pounds is nothing to a
chap like Coker,”” said Loder. - ¢ He's
only joking with us. Now, Coker ”

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

T think I’d better be going now,”” he
remarked.

The three Sixth-Formers also rose, and
there were very ugly expressions upon their
faces. They did not like to feel that they
had blundered, and that a mere clumsy,
heavy-footed Fifth-Form fellow had seen
through them.

““ This won’t do I’ said Loder abruptly.

¢ So-long !’ said Coker.

The three seniors looked as if they would
spring upon him. Coker gave them a
casual sort of a nod.

Loder stepped to the door quickly.

‘“ Hold on a minute !’ he exclaimed, with
his back to the door.

Coker paused.

¢ Certainly,”’ he said.

*¢ Look here, Coker,
oblige us in that matter,
with emphasis.

we want you to
’* said the prefect,

* I’m sorry,’’ said Coker, *‘ But it can’t
be done.”’

““You don’t deny that you have the
money ¥’

““Oh, no!” said Coker uneasily.
suppose I have it.””

“ What are you going to do with it,
then ¥’

““ Keep it,”” said Coker.

Loder snapped his teeth,: and sprang
towards him. If Coker had lied, and pre.
tended that he had no money left, it would
have saved Loder’s feelings a little. But,
as a matter of fact, Coker was not a liar.

“You cheeky young cad!” shouted
Loder.

Coker backed away.

£k Here, hands off I’ he evolalmed

¢ Collar him, Carne!”’

¢ You’d better let me alone!” exclaimed
Coker. ‘I suppose you don’t want me to
tell all the fellows what you brought me
here for.”

Loder’s hands dropped to his sides. He
stared at Coker for a moment or two, and
then threw the ddor open.

““ Get out !”’ he said.

And Coker got out. -

IKI

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
' Captain Coker !

oKER ran till he reached the end of the
Sixth-Form passage, and then he
dropped into an easy stroll. His brief
friendship in the Sixth was at an end; but
Coker was not foolish enough to let the
Fifth-Form fellows know how ‘and why it
had ended. Coker was not exactly clever,
but he was too clever for that.

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

*“ Coming into the study?”’ he asked. * I
say, suppose we get young Trotter to fetch
in the ginger-pop? That’ll save trouble.’”

The Fifth-Formers stared at him.

They knew how valuable Coker was io
them. They did not dream that the Sixth
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CRICKET ON THE
SANDS!

uR wicket is a wooden post,
Our bats are quaint and curious ;

Our pitch, a portion of the coast—

The fun is fast and furious !
Bob Cherry’s batting, with great glee,

We' urge him to “go steady ”;
Three tennis-balls are in the sea,

And swept from sight already !

The fieldsmen are in bathing kit,
Clothes and convention leaving ;

Over the golden sands they flit,
The frisky ball retrieving.

A crowd is watching with delight
Our schoolboy recreation ;

They see Bob Cherry slog and smite
With keen determination !

Then Billy Bunter takes a turn,
And bats with reckless vigour ;
Spectators roar when they discern
His plump and portly figure.
At every smite, he shuts his eyes,
Missing the ball repeatedly ;
« You're out, old porpoise!’” Cherry cries.
“ I'm not ! ”” yells Bunter heatedly.

And so we pass a pleasant hour
Of triumphs and reverses ;

Until a sharp and sudden shower
Our cheery band disperses.

Bunter’s the hero of the match,
According to his story ;

He made no runs, he muffed each catch,
And yet claims ail the glory !

W'V\n?
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fellows would lightly let him go. Had he
come back of his own accord?

Coker strolled on towards his study as if
he expected them to come. They looked at
each other and followed him.

Coker walked into the study. His manner
was jovial, as it had been before that meet-
ing with the Sixth, and perhaps a little
more jovial. Coker realised that he stood
npon very slippery ground.

““ You might call in Trotter,”” he said.
““1 want him to take a banknote to Mrs.
Mimble to change.”’

"The banknote did it.

‘¢ Certainly,”” said Bland.

And he went to look for Trotter. Coker
sat down in the armchair. Blundell and
Higgs, unable to restrain their curiosity as
to what had happened in Jonides’ studyw,
came over to him. A

“ Look here!” exclaimed Blundell.
““ What did you go off with Loder and his
lot for?”

Coker yawned.

““ Oh, just for a chat, you know.”

¢ Why didn’t you stay with them, then?
If the Fifth Form isn’t good enough for
you > began Higgs hotly.

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

““ My dear chaps,’” said Coker lazily, 1
don’t see why a chap in my position
shouldn’t be civil to the Sixth. As for
chumming outside one’s own Form, the
idea’s ridiculous, of course. It couldn’t be
done.”’

““ Oh, I see!”

“ Well, that’s right.”

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

¢ Potter’s right.”’

Bland returned with Trotter. The House
page gaped at the sight of the five-ponnd
note he was wanted to change, and scribbled
down the things wanted as Coker dictated
them to him.

The list dictated by Horace Coker was
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quite sufficient to banish any lingering
trace of distrust or ill-feeling in the study.

It was a long list, and when the goods
were supplied Coker would only expect
three pounds.change from the fiver.

Trotter departed upon his mission, and
peace and confidence reigned once more in
the study.

““ T must say that Coker’s a decent chap,”’
said Blundell. ¢ If I’ve done Coker any
injustice, I’'m sorry for it.”’

‘“ And 1 jolly well hope he won’t get his
remove into the Sixth,”” said Bland.
“ Though I'm sure Coker could get it easily
enough if he chose to work for it.”

““ Ho could get it on his head,” said
Higgs.

Coker stretched out his legs to the fire
and grinned. He had quite re-established
himself in the good graces of the Fifth, and
he realised that he had had an escape, an
he mentally resolved not to follow the wiles
of the Sixth any more. Ionides and Loder
and Carne might be swagger friends to stroil
about the Close with, but they were decidediy
too expensive.

The chaps in the Fifth, to put it in com-
mercial terms, were of a lower quality, but
much cheaper.

Trotter returned with the heavy-laden
basket lent him by Mrs. Mimble. and the
change of the five-pound note. The latter
Coker carelessly slipped into his trousers-
pocket, as if it were a mere bagatelle.

A fellow who could do that was deserving
of great respect. Great respect, accord-
ingly, was paid to Coker. He tossed Trotter
a shilling for his services, and the page
departed in high feather. Twopences were
commoner with him than shillings. Tt was
not so very long since the Fifth-Formers
had had tea, and a very substantial tea,
too, but they were quite ready to eat cur-
rant-cake, and preserved fruits, and to
drink Coker’s health in ginger-pop.

And they drank it. Ginger-pop flowed
liberally to the tune of *“ He’s a Jolly Good
Tellow.”” Coker felt that he really was a
jolly good fellow.

¢ Speaking: of footer,”” he remarked
presently.

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

‘“ Exactly,”” said Higgs. ° About footer,
you know 2

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

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“T’d do my best to pull the matches off,
you know.”’ '

““ Nil desperandum, Cokro duce, et aus-
pice Cokro,” murmured Higgs classically.

Coker looked at him. He had heard
that before, and hadn’t known what to make
of it, and it opcurred to him that perhaps
Higgs was making fun of him in an un-
known tongue. Coker did not mean to
stand that sort of thing.

*“ Look here, Higgs, if you’re punning
on my name "’ he began.

Higgs looked dismayed.

‘“ Oh, I say ’* he said.

“T don’t like it!”’

“But I wasn’t,”” said Higgs. 1 was
quoting Horace, altered to suit the occasion,
vou know. ‘Teucro duce, et auspice
Teucro i

““You said ¢ Cokro ’ just now.”

““ Yes, that’s the ablative, old man—
ablative absolute, vou know.”’

‘¢ Absolute rot, I call it!’’ said Coker.

Whether this was intended as a pun,
Coker’s friends did not quite know, but
they thought they were pretty safe in treat-
ing it as some sort of joke, anyway. There
was a roar of laughter.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

¢ Absolutely !’ said Coker.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Oh, you funny dog!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker was quite placated. An accepted
wit, says the sage, has but to say ‘“ Pass the
salt 77 to set the table in a roar. Coker
was evidently an accepted wit now, for at
the least remark the study was set in a
shriek.

¢ Well, speaking of football,”” said Coker,
again.

““ Yes, Coker?’’

““ Go it, old chap!I”*
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“1 don’t mind captaining the Form
team, if you fellows like to arrange it.”

Blundell slapped him on the back.

““ Good egg !”’ he exclaimed. ¢ We’ll try
it, anyway, and see how it works. Here's to
Coker, captain of the Form team—Captain
Coker !’

¢“ Hear, hear!”

And the health was drunk with acclama-
tion. The noise was heard along the pas-
sage, and other fellows came looking in to
see what was the matter. The sight of pre-
serves and cakes and jams and fruits on the
table, and the endless array of ginger-beer-
hottles, convinced them at a glance that they
were wanted in the study.

And they came in in force.

Coker’s hospitality was houndless—and
Blundell & Co. were very generous in shar-
ing Coker’s property with the whole Form.
The study was soon crammed with as many
as it would hold. There was a scene of great
enthusiasm. The idea of Coker as footer
captain seemed to catch on like wildfire.
He mightn’t be able to play footer, perhaps
—that was a moot point—but there was no
doubt that he could stand first-class feeds.

¢« Hurrah for Coker—Captain Coker !”

¢ Hear, hear!”’

And the joyous meeting did not hreak up
while there was a bottle of ginger-heer left
corked, or a cake uncut. What results
would accrue from Coker’s election as footer
captain in the Fifth the fellows did not yet
know. But upon one point Blundell & Co.
were assured—they were secure of Horace
Coker. The Sixth would not be able to wile
Lim away from them now.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Bob Cherry’s Little Wheeze
. HALLO, hallo, hallo! Tave you chaps
heard?”’ demanded Bob Cherry.
Bob asked the question excitedly on Tues-
day morning, some time after morning
classes. as he met Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent in the Close.
The two juniors stared at him.
< Heard what?’’ asked Harry.
¢“ The news.”

Harry and Frank rushed at Bob Cherry and seized

him, and waltzed him round in their glee. ‘‘ Hurray !*’

shouted Nugent. “ Hurrah !’ roared Wharton.
See Chapter 15.)

““ What news?"’

¢ Ahout Coker.”’

“ (wker again!’ said Nugent. ‘¢ 'lou-
jonrs Coker ! Coker encore! We're getting
fed-up with Coker, old son!”

““ But the news

¢ Well, what is it?
ragging him?”’

¢ No. No chance, T expect.”

¢ [lave the Fifth given him the order of
the boot %"’

¢ No. I think the Sixth have done that.
He's thicker with Blundell & Co. than
ever,”’ grinned Bob Cherry.

¢ Has his Aunt Judy come again?”’

““ Ha, ha, ha! No.”’

¢ Jlas she sent him a hundred pounds this
time?”’

¢ Not that T know of.”’

¢« Then what is it?” demanded Nugent.
« Jf you've got news, why the dickens don’t
you propound it ¥’

“ You haven’t given me a chance.
Tifth Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘¢ Well 277

¢ The Tifth have made him—ha, hal”
roared Bob Cherry.

Have the Shell been

The
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*¢ Get it out, you ass!’’

*“ The Fifth have made him footer cap-
tain I’ yelled Bob. ‘¢ Ha, ha, ha !’

Wharton and Nugent stared.

¢ Jooter captain!”

¢“ Ha, hal Yes!”

““ In the Fifth!”’

¢ Just it.”’

‘“ My only hat!”

And Harry Wharton and his chum roare
too, jeining in Bob’s stentorian peals of
merriment. Coker, as IFifth-TForm footer
captain was richer than ever.

‘“ That’s their bid against the Sixth, T

ol

suppose,”’ said Harry, at last. ‘° They’re
keeping him out of Loder’s hands that
way.”’

*“ 1 suppose s0.””

‘¢ But you’ve seen him play! T saw him
charge his own goalkeeper once! Ha, ha,
ha!” '

And the juniors yelled again.

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

““ Go ahead !”’

‘“ We’ve all had a lot of airs and graces
from Coker. We're all pretty well fed-up
with him and his funny ways, and the
swank of those Fifth-Form bounders, I
think.”

““ Yes, rather!”’

““ Well, I’ve got a dodge for taking them
down a peg or two.”

*“ Expound, you ass.”

““ Why shouldn’t we challenge the T'ifth
to a game of footer?”’

¢ What !”’

¢ No, ’m not off my rocker,’”’ said Bob
Cherry coolly. ‘1 think it’s a ripping
idea. Why shouldn’t we challenge the
Fifth?”’

‘“ Rats!
TFourth.
asses !”’

““1 know that—as a rule. But we may
chip Coker into playing. Then, too, there’s
the fact that he’s no good as a Fifth-Form
footer captain. Blundell and the rest know

They’d never play the Lower
They’d consider it infra dig., the
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that well enough. They’re only doing it to
butter him up, of course. When they have
to play an out-match against a team that’s
any good, they’ll get up some excuse to
leave Coker out, or else shove him in as
back. He can play back after a fashion, but
he’s about as fit to captain a team as to
captain an airship.”

‘“ But he’ll see through it if they chuck
him.”

““ That’s the idea. I think Blundell & Co.
will play us, thinking they can walk right
over us,” grinned Bob Cherry. ‘¢ See—
they’ll think the Remove easy enough to
lick, even with Coker as their skipper.”’

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

¢“ Something in that,”” he assented.

‘“ Then—then there’ll be a surprise for
them "7 Bob Cherry chuckled. ¢“ We’ll make
up a junior team, including the Upper
Fourth and the Shell—picking out the best
players in the Lower School, any Form.
See? We can make up a team that way
that would give the Fifth Form trouble at
any time—and with Coker as their captain,
we may A

‘“ Lick them !”” roared Nugent.

““ That’s it, lick them!”’ assented Bob
Cherry. ‘“ What do you think of the
wheeze ?”’

Harry and Frank rushed at Bob Cherry,
and seized him, and walted him round in
their glee.

“ Hurray !”’ shouted Nugent.

‘“ Hurrah!”’ roared Wharton.

Bob Cherry gasped.

““ Go easy, you duffers!

You like the

idea ?”’
“ Ripping I’
‘“ Good! Then it’s a go!”’

And a go it was.

The moment the idea was communicated
to the other fellows it caught on. Lick the
Fifth—beat the top Form but one of Grey-
friars on the footer ground! It was like
a dream—the fellows would have given
weeks’ and weeks’ pocket-money to do it.
Lick the Fifth ! For that noble object. all the
Lower Forms at Greyfriars were willing and
ready to pull together as one man|
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
The Junior Eleven !

ARRY WHARTON believed in striking the
iron while it was hot. The next day
was a half-holiday, and then, Harry knew,
the Fifth had no match on. Had they had
one, it was likely enough that they would
have left Coker’s appointment till Thurs-
day. Now, they were likely to get up some
scratch match on Wednesday afternoon, and
play Coker as captain, ard make him feel
as if he were a real skipper. The challenge
from the Remove would fall in beautifully
with that. The licking the Remove intended
to give them would come as a pleasant, or
otherwise, surprise.

Harry Wharton, then, lost no time. He
meant to get his team together that day,
and challenge the TFifth to a match for
Wednesday aftermoon. At the thought of
licking the Fifth, and even of merely play-
ing them, the Removites felt several inches
taller. Even Billy Bunter felt a glow of
Form patriotism at the idea, and was
observed to take some slight interest in
matters outside the tuckshop.

Wharton and his chums held a discussion
on the subject in No. 1 Study immediately
after dinner. It was decided that Wharton
would have to captain the team, and at least
six Removites would have to play in it—
Wharton himself, Bob Cherry, Nugent, Tom
Brown, Hurree Singh, and Mark Linley,
the lad from Lancashire. They were players
who could give any oppcsing team some
trouble, and if the rest of the eleven was of
equally good quality, there was a good
chance of snatching a victory.

¢ We’ll ask Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of
the Upper Fourth,”” said Harry, ‘° and Hob-
gon and Pimble, of the Shell.””

““ Good,”” said Bob Cherry.

““ And the sooner the quicker,”” Harry
added.

¢ The soonfulness ought to be terrific.”>

And the chums set out to look for the
other fellows. They found Hobson and
Pimble in the Close, looking towards Coker,
who was sauntering there with some of the

Fifth. Coker seemed serenely unconscious
of their existence.

““ The rotter!”” said Hobson wrathfully,
as the junjors came up. ‘‘ Look at him.
You’d think he’d been in the Fifth for a
term at least, instead of less’n a week.””

‘¢ Swankin’ beast I”’ said Pimble.

‘“What do you Remove kids want?’’
grunted Hobson.

‘¢ We're thinking of a little joke on Coker
and his new friends,”” Harry Wharton
explained blandly.

The Shell fellows became all politeness
immediately.

‘¢ Oh, if that’s it
graciously.

¢ That’s it !’

“ What’s the idea?”’

¢ They’ve made Coker captain of the foot-
ball team in the Fifth.”’

Hobson snorted.

““ They’re just sucking up to him, of
course,’”’ he said.

““ Well, they haven’t given him the job
on his merits, T know,’” said Harry, laugh-
ing. ‘¢ Look here, we’re going to challenge
the Fifth to a match.””

‘“ My hat! Challenge the Fifth!”’

‘“ Yes,”” said Harry coolly.

‘“ They won’t accept.”

“J think they will; but never mind
that. If they do accept, will you fellows
play in the team? I want to make it repre-
sentative of the whole lower school—all the
best players below the Fifth.”

‘“You want me to captain?”
Hobson.

¢ No, we don’t,’’ said Wharton promptly.
“I’'m captain, and T’ve got five men
already. I want you two chaps to play,
hecause you’re a ripping half, and Pimble
can keep goal jolly well.”

‘“ Of course, we couldn’t play in a team
unless there was a majority of Shell fellows
in it, and a Shell chap was captain.”’

‘“ Oh, all right!” said Harry shortly,
turning away. ‘¢ Sorry to have troubled
you. It’s all right.”

‘“ Hold on I’” exclaimed Hobson. ¢ Don’t
be in such a dickens of a hurry. I haven’t
said that I won’t play yet.”

’’ said Hobson, quite

asked
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Wharton turned back.

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

“ Who have you got in the team, so far?’’

Harry ran over the names. Hobson and
Pimble looked at one another. They did not
like the captaincy remaining with the
Remove, and that was clear. Otherwise,
the idea struck them as an excellent one.

¢ Of course, we could get up a Shell team,
and challenge Coker’s lot ourselves,”’ said
Hobson musingly.

‘“ Oh, play the game!”” said Nugent.

¢ Look here &

¢ Quite right,”” said Harry warmly.
“It’s our idea, and you've no right to
borrow it. But get up-a Shell team, if you
like. You know very well that the Shell’s
in rotten form, and you’ve nothing to put
into the field against forwards like Higgs
and Blundell, and a half like Potter, for
instance.”’

Hobson had to admit that.

¢¢ Still, you’ll concede that the team ought
to be captained by someone higher than a
Remove chap,’”’” he remarked.

To which Wharton’s reply was brief and
emphatic :

‘“ Rats!”’

Hobson grinned.

“ Well, we’ll play,’” he said.

““ All right. T’m to put your names down,
then 7’ asked Harry, opening Lis notebook.

€< Yes'))

‘“ Good! They’re down.”

And the chums of the Remove walked
away to visit Temple, Dabney & Co., of the
Upper Fourth. The Upper Fourth and the
Remove were generally on terms of warfare;
but Harry was sure they could unite for so
laudable an object as licking a still higher
Form, and he was right there. As soon as
he found Temple, and explained ths idea to
him, Temple jumped at it ; only he laboure:]
under the same delusion as Hobson, that a
fellow higher in Form than a Remove ought
to be captain.

“ Hobson
Wharton.
rot.”’

*¢ Well, it was rot in Hobson,”

thought that,”” said Harry
“T explained to him that it was

agreed

Temple. ‘T agree with you there. Hobby
couldn’t captain a team of white rabbits.
But in this case, Wharton, you’ll admit as

.a reasonable chap that an Upper Fourth

fellow ought to lead ?”’

‘“ Rats!”

‘¢ Now, look here, Harry Whartcn

““ Bosh! The question is, what are you
going to do? If you’re willing to play in
the team, I’ll put your names down.”

Temple, Dabney, and Fry looked at one
another. They didn’t like Wharton’s way
of putting it; but to have a hand in inflict-
ing a defeat on the Fifth Form was a great
temptation.

““ You’re a blessed cheeky fag,”’ said Fry.
““ You ought to be asking us to captain your
rotten team!”’

“ Oh, rather !”” said Dabney.

Harry Wharton laughed.

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

““ The decentfulness is terrific,”’ remarked
Hurree Singh. ‘¢ It is a really great chance
of an esteemed lifetime for the elegant and
honourable duffers.”

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

‘¢ Oh, rather!”’ remarked Dabney.

‘“ Shall T put your names down ?”’

‘“ Yes, shove ’em down. If before the
match comes off, you feel it your duty to
resign the captaincy to me, I shan’t refuse
it.”’

““ Thanks,”” said Wharton, laughing.
““ T've got the team all right now, then, and
it only remains to make the Fifth play us.
I think it will work all right; and if they
play, I think we shall beat them. It will
be gorgeous for the lower school if we do.
We shall have to go and see Coker after
lessons to-day, and put it to him. I was
thinking of a chap from each Form going—
you, Temple, and Hobson, of the Shell, and
myself. What do you think?’

Temple nodded.

2
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¢ Good,”” he said. ‘T dare say we shall
get chucked out on our necks; but, I sup-
pose, Wwe can risk that?”’

““ Yes, we’ll risk it. We must explain
that it’s a flag of truce,” said Harry.
‘“ Upon the whole, we’ll catch Coker some-
where outside the Fifth-Form passage—
they’re death on juniors there. Hobson and
his lot had an awful time visiting Coker
the other day. It’s settled, then—you
play ?’

““ Yes, it’s settled.”

*“ Oh, rather !’ -

*¢ Good! Then we’ll interview
immediately after lessons,”
said Wharton, with a grin,
“and I rather think Coker
the Great and {he Tifth-
Form bounders will come
down off their perch a little
over this.”’

THE SEVENTEENTH
CHAPTER
The Challenge Accepted

WHEN the Fifth came out
that afternoon, there
was a group of Removites
standing near their class-
room door, the Remove hav-
ing been dismissed a few
minutes earlier. Harry
Wharton & Co. were waiting
for Coker.

Coker gave them a lofty
look as he came out with
Higegs and the rest. He
regarded it as really a bore that these young-
sters should persist in shoving themselves
under his notice.

¢ Coker! Hallo, hallo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Coker walked on with his nose in the air.

¢ Coker! Cokey! Coke!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Coker ! Coke, Coker, Cokest I’ said Bob.

¢ Look here!”’ exclaimed Coker angrily,
as Bob ran through the positive, compara-
tive, and superlative of his name. ** Look
here, you buzz ofi! I don’t like being
bothered by kids.”’

Coker

Coker !””

“ Well, we’ll play,”

‘¢ But we wanf——-"’

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

““ And you’ll get it ’ere,”” said Coker,
dropping the aspirvate for the sake of another
of his brilliant puns. Higgs paused a
moment to reflect, and then, realising that
it was a joke, he burst into a roar.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

Coker smiled.

““ Look here, Cokest—I mean, Coker,””
said Bob. “ You see &

““ Oh, get away!”’

“ We want to congratulate you, and to

Hobson grinned.

““ All right. I’'m to put
your names down, then ? ** asked Harry, opening his note-book,
(See Chapter 16.)

congratulate the Fifth,” said Harry Whar-
ton. ‘“ We’ve leard that you are footer
captain, Coker.”

““ Well, that's right,”” said Coker.

““ And a jolly good captain, too,” said
Higgs.

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

¢ Well, we’ve brought you a challenge.””

““ A what!”’ said Coker.

¢ A challenge from the Lower School.
We’re making up a combined team to meet
the Fifth, and we want to play you.”
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*¢ Oh, rot !’ said Coker loftily.
¢ Mere rot,”’” said Higgs.
‘“ Bosh I’ said Bland.

““1 say, Blundell, you're Form-captain .

—what do asked Harry
Wharton.

Blundell pursed his lips.

‘ Oh, it’s for Coker to say,” he replied.
‘ But we’ll talk it over, kid. When do you
want to play?’

‘‘ Wednesday afternoon.”

¢ Oh, we’re engaged !’ said Potter.

‘““You're not engaged,”’” said Wharton
coolly. “‘ I made a point of making sure
of that. If you’re afraid to meet us &

‘“ What !”’ roared the Fifth-Formers.

““ If you’re afraid to meet us, of course,
we’ll let you off, but we thought we’d give
vou a chance,”” said Wharton. °‘‘ Besides,
it will be a chance for old Coker to distin-
guish himself as footer captain, you know.”

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

‘“ We’re all in this,”” said Temple of the
Fourth. ¢ All the lower Forms are repre-
sented, Blundell, so you won’t be playing
merely the Remove.”’

¢ Certainly mnot,”” exclaimed
¢“ The Shell are in it, tov.”’

‘“ Well, T don’t know that we object to
playing the Shell,”” said -Blundell. ‘¢ Any-
way, we’ll let you know.”’

And the Fifth-Formers walked away.

““ Think they’ll play us, Harry ?”’

Wharton nodded.

““I think so, Bob. Blundell must mean
to leave Coker out of all important matches,
but he can’t make him footer captain with-
out playing him sometimes. I think he’ll
jump at this, as a safe occasion for playing
Coker.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton showed his usual judg-
ment in that. That was exactly the thought
that was passing through Blundell’s mind.

He thought over the junior challenge as
he walked oftf with his friends, and the move
he thought of it the better he liked it.

The Fifth had secured Coker for ever,
so to speak, by making him footer captain.
Even the wiles of the Sixth would be useless

you say?’

Hobson.
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now; JTonides and Loder could offer him
no distinction so great as that.

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

But it wouldn’t do to make Coker sus-
picious. He must be played in some matches.
And if a series of easy matches could bhe
arranged, for Coker to play in as captain,
it would be more easy to shift him out of the
team for the harder matches. Blundell had
already thought of that. Harry Wharton's
challenge really came as if purposely
designed to assist him.

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

‘“ We’ll play the Remove,”’ said Blundell.

‘“ Rather infra dig.,”’ Higgs remarked.

‘“ Never mind that. We must play Coker

sometimes, or he’ll think we’re only making

fun of him, making him footer captain.”’

““ That's so.”’

““ But if we played him in the match with
the Sixth, or against the Ramblers 2

““ My hat 1"’

‘“ Couldn’t be done.”

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

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

““Of course. we all like Coker,” said
Blundell, who did not wholly admit even to
himself that he was ‘‘ spoofing >’ the new
fellow in the Fifth. ‘¢ But it’s no good
blinking facts, is it %’

And the others agreed that it wasu’t,
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They joined the two in the tuckshop.
Coker greeted them with a hospitable grin.

‘“ Have some of this,”” he said. ¢ It’s
my treat. Trot it out, Mrs. Mimble.”’

‘“ Certainly, Master Coker.”

“You’re very good,”” said Blundell.
* Thank you, Mrs. Mimble ; I’ll have a large
one. Look here, Coker, I want to speak to
you as our footer captain.”

‘“ Go ahead,”’ said Coker.

‘“Do you think we might play the
Remove ?’’

¢ Cheeky kids!’’ said Coker.

‘“ Yes, that’s so; Coker’s right, you
chaps.”’

¢ Oh, yes, Coker’s right I’’ said Higgs and
Potter, drinking hot lemonade the while.

$¢ But, after all, it isn’t only the

Remove,’”’ Blundell remarked. ¢‘ There are
Shell fellows and Fourth-Formers in it. If
you thought fit, Coker, I should like to play
them.”’

““ Oh, all right!”” said Coker.

““ Mind, it’s not an easy job,”’ Potter
remarked. ¢ Young Wharton is a wonder-
ful goer, and that chap Linley from Lanca-
shire is a real terror, you know.”

““ Yes, so he is.”’

““ We shall have a tussle, as a matter of
fact,”” Blundell said solemnly. ‘¢ But with
Coker to pull us through, I think it will be
all right.”’

¢ Nil desperandum, Cokro duce, et
auspice Cokro,”” murmured Higgs.

‘¢ Quite right, Higgy.”’

Coker nodded genially.

LR 1] !
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Coker greeted them with a hospitable grin. *Have some of this,”” he said. ““It's my treat. Trot it-out,

Mrs. Mimble.":

*“ You're very good,” said Blundell.

“I’ll have a large one !
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¢« All serene,”” he said. ¢ If you want to
play them, I don’t mind. Of course, we
shall lick the young bounders hollow.”’

““ Oh, of course!”” said Blundell. ¢ Bat
it will be a tussle, you know, that’s all. But
with you in the Jead i
““ Play ’em with pleasure,”” said Coker.
Have some more ?”’

““ Thanks, I will!”?

€ Who says cake?”’

€< I !’l

¢ And we’ll let Wharton know we accept,”’
Blundell remarked. ‘¢ You might go and
tell him now, Bland.”’

Bland cast a regretful glance at the caka.

“T’ll go and tell him in a minute or
two,'’ he said.

And it was not till the little party in the
tuckshop broke up that Bland went to take
the message to Wharton. He looked into the
junior common-room, where there was a
crowd of Removites.

¢ We’ll play you,” he said.

‘“ Good I’ said Harry Wharton.

‘And that was all. Bland retired, and the
juniors chuckled softly.

_““ There’s a surprise in store for the
Fifth,”” Wharton remarked. ¢ Coker the
Great is going to have a fall!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

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

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
Bunter Does Not Want to Borrow !
# 1 say, Coker!”
Billy Bunter put his head cautiously
into Coker's study in the Fifth-Form

<

passage, and blinked in through his biz
spectacles.

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

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

““ What do you want %’ he asked.

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

““1 want to speak to you, Coker, on a
rather important subject,”’ he remarked, as
he ciosed the door.

““ Oh, rats!’’ said Coker.

¢ Oh, really, Coker, I—I know your time
is very valuable,”” said Bunter. ¢ Of
course, I know it’s cheek of a chap to
intrude on a fellow like you—a fellow with
heaps of engagements, and sought after by
all the school.”’

Coker grunted.

““ I—I only wanted just to speak about
old times,” said- Bunter, watching Coker
very cautiously. ‘I hope you don’t think
I’ve come here on the make, Coker. T hope
I’'m incapable of anything O6f that sort.
What did you say ?”’

‘T didn’t say anything,”” replied Coker.

*“ Of course, you’re miles above us chaps
now,”’” said Bunter. ¢ I know that. T feel
just as friendly as ever, but I know, of
course, that you haven’t time to talk to
juniors. But I’d like just to chat for a few
minutes over old times.”’ 5

Coker looked at him fixedly.

““ You know my Aunt Judy’s rich?’’ he
asked grimly.

““ I—I’ve heard so.”

““You know she came down handsome
when I got my remove %"’

‘¢ Ye-e-es.”

‘“ And you want to borrow some tin ?”’

‘“ Oh, really, Coker L

‘““T haven’t any to lend to juniors, and
any time to talk to them, either,”’ said
Coker. *“ There’s the door.” '

“ Oh, really 2

“ Shut the door after you.’?
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Billy Bunter did not stir. He wriggled
his fat person in a deprecating manner, all
the time keeping his eyes fastened upon
Coker, ready to escape if the Fifth-Former
made a hostile demonstration. But Coker
was too lazy to move from his seat on the
table.

““ You see, Coker, I know a lot of chaps
have been buttering you up, because you’re
rich,”” said Bunter. ‘‘1’m not that sort.

I wouldn’t say nice things to a chap because
I admire you

he had tin in his pockets.
personally.”

Coker grunted.

¢ T haven’t the least
ulterior motive in com-
ing here,”” said Bun-
ter. ‘I just wished
to have a chat about
old times. If you
offered me a five-poun:
note at this moment, I
should refuse it.”’

“It’s mnot likely
you’ll have the
chance,”” grinned
Coker.

‘“ They were such
pleasant times,”” said
Bunter, with an air of
dreamy reminiscence,
*“ when you wused to
come to my .study in

¢ Oh, pile it on!”

““And we felt so honoured at being
visited by a Shell fellow &

¢ Blow the Shell!”” said Coker.

¢¢ I—I mean, a chap who was just getting
his remove into the Fifth,”” explaineid
Bunter. “‘ Of course, we knew you ought
to have had your remove long ago.”’

““If you're going to start joking on that
subject here——"’

Bunter backed away in alarm.

€ Oh, really, Coker, I—I wasn’t! I—I
mean, we all regarded
you as really a Fifth-
Iormer, you know—
and S

¢ Liar!”

“Hm! And I'm
sure  we were all
delighted to hear you
were footer captain in
the  Fifth,” said
Bunter. “I know
you’ll lick Wharton’s
lot to-morrow.”’

‘T don’t need you
to tell me that,”” said
Coker.

““You’re such a
splendid back, you
know.”’

‘““I’m going to play
forward for the

the Remove A0 e o Iifth.”’

G I 1r it Bland swung Bunter to the door an iggs 2 o for-

il 1(?,, i _,(~ 1 i g klv planted a heavy boot behind him. The owl of ‘11‘, Uy
I‘l‘“ - SR OKEI'-  the Remove spun into the corridor. ““Ow! Yow! W d‘“ . e n

I came only once or [ say, you fellows—Ow [”*  (See Chapter 18.) “No, vou didn’t;
twice.”’ . you meant back.”

“ Ahem! And T used to stand you such “ Er—well, we really were delighted to

3

jolly feeds

¢ That you jolly well didn’t,”’ said Coker.
““ Tt was that Chinee chap. We made him
stand the feeds, and you never paid a penny
towards them. You used to get a feed your-
self for nothing, and that’s why you asked
Hobson and me,”’

Bunter coughed.

‘¢ Tt was so nice, having you in the study,
Coker.”’

‘“ Rats!”

¢ You were so pleasant——""

hear you were footer captain, you know I’

parried William George Bunter.

““ And such a ripping back—forward,”
he corrected himself hastily.

“ Back!” barked Coker. ¢ You fat,
ignorant sluggard, I have already remarked
that you are a liar, as well as being a fat-
head and—all sorts of other things !”” Then,
coming back to his original question with
startling abruptness, he shot out, “ What
do you want?”’

But Bunter was not ready to come to the
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point yet! He harked back to the footer
business.

““ Of—of course, I meant back,”’ agreed
Bunter. ¢ But I know you can play for-
ward quite as well as Wingate himsel:
could.”’

““You don’t.””

“H’m! Look here, Coker, there’s
another matter I wanted to speak to you
about. Of course, you know I wouldn’s
come here borrowing money *’

““ 1 don’t know anything: of the sort.”’

‘“H’m! But the fact iy,”” said Bunter,
with a burst of confidence, ‘‘ I'm expecting
a postal order, Coker.”

Coker stared at him.

““T’ve been disappointed about it this
afternoon,”” Bunter explained. ‘It was
to have come by the five post, but it didn’t.
It’s from a titled friend of mine, and I
suppose he’s so full up with social engage-
ments that he’s forgotten to send the postal
order. Things like that do happen among
society people.”’

““ Do they?”’ said Coker.

‘“Oh, yes!” said Bunter. “ And my
titled friends move in the very best society.
Well, as I was saying, the postal order
hasn’t come. It’s rotten, of course, because
T was depending on it to—to pay a bill. I
suppose you wouldn’t mind cashing the
postal order for me, Coker, as you’ve plenty
of ready cash? It would save me the troubls
of going down to the village.”

¢ Certainly !’ said Coker, with a bland
smile. ‘“ Bring it to me as soon as it
arrives, and I’ll cash it on the spot.”

Bunter coughed.

“Hm! I mean, you wouldn’t mind
cashing it in advance? That’s what I really
meant, Coker. You see, it will he here by
the last post to-night for a dead cert., and
T shall hand it over to you at once.”

Coker grinned.

“1t’s for ten shillings.”” said Bunter.
““If you care to let me have nine-and-six
now, I would willingly let the odd tanner
go for interest.”

““ Go hon!”’

““ Well, say nine shillings.”

The door ovened, and Bland and Higgs

2

came in. Billy Bunter blinked zt them in
alarm, He had been very careful to sfalk
Coker and find him alone for this interview.

But he could not guard against interrup-

tions like these, of course. Bland and
Higgs did not seem pleased with tinding him
in the study, either. They knew Billy
Bunter.

““ Hallo ! said Higgs.
with fags—eh, Cokey "’

“ Didn’t know you had a visitor,
Bland.

Coker turned red.

‘“ He’s no visitor of mine,”’ he exclaimed.
““ T suppose you don’t imagine I know per-
sons in the Remove ¢’

¢ I suppose not.”’

““ What's he doing here?”’ asked vas

‘“ Lying ! said Cokel

¢ Oh, really, Coker

‘“ What did he come for %’

¢ Money.”

‘¢ Oh, really, Coker! I—I distinctly said
that I hadn’t come for money. I told you
that if you offered me five pounds I shoul:l

“ Chumming up

*? said

refuse it,”” exclaimed Billy Bunter
indignantly.
“My word!” ejaculateds Higgs, in

““1 suppose he’s
Coker, because
How utterly

righteous indignation.
come to sponge on you,
you're in. funds just now?
rotten !”’

““ Disgusting I’” said Bland.
‘“ Beastly !”’

¢ Caddish!”

““ Kick him out !’ said COl\el

““ Yes, rather!”’
““ Here, hold on!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, in great alarm. ““I—I’m just

going. You needn’t trouble. I—I was just
going. really. you know. Look here, I only
came here to ask Coker to cash a postal
order for me. I—I—ow! Yow!”

Bland swung Bunter to the door, and
Hiegs planted a heavy boot behind him.

The Owl of the Remove spun into the
corridor.

“Ow! Yow! T say, you fellows
O“, !3’
‘“ Hallo! Who’s this?”’ exclaimed Blun-

dell, coming along the passage. ‘‘ Fags in
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my study!
rascal I’

Bunter took it, on his ear, and yelled
again. Then he went pounding down the
passage at top speed. Bunter was not a
light-weight or a runner, but he got out of
the Fifth-Form quarters in record time.

‘“ Cheeky young bounder !’ said Blun-
dell, coming into the study. ‘° What did he
want "’

‘“ Came here to sponge on Coker,”
exclaimed Higgs indignantly.

Blundell was horrified.

¢ What! The awful young cad!”

‘“ Simply disgusting !”’

““ Oh, too rotten for words

Coker, who was still sitting on the table,
swinging his legs, laughed. Perhaps he was
laughing at Bunter.

Perhaps he wasn’t!

Take that, you cheeky young

122

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
Kird Offers !
ARrY WaarTON had had his challenge
accepted by the Fifth, and he had
selected his team. Although there was no
doubt that his team was a strong one, and
stronger than any eleven selected solely from
the Remove could have been, there was the
drawback that the Shell, Fourth Form, and
Remove fellows had not practised together,
and so something might be wanting in com-
bination. Wharton made use of what little
daylight was left that day to give them some
practice, against a scratch team of juniors,
and he was pretty well satisfied with the
result. He gave orders that the team were
to turn out for more prectice before break-
fast on the following morning—an order
that the Remove took cheerfully enough, but
at which the Shell and Fourth fellows were
inclined to sniff. But they had accepted
Harry Wharton as their captain, and there
was no excuse to rebel, and they all wanted
to beat the Fifth.

The match was an unusual one, and, of
course, excited immense interest in the lower
Forms. The Remove had sometimes played
the Upper Fourth, and beaten them. They
had been serenely convinced of their ability
to beat the Shell, if put to the test. But to

play the Fifth—a senior Form! It was
enough to send a thrill through all the lower
Form-rooms.

And, the match being so peculiar and
important, every fellow who fancied that he
could play footer wanted a place in the
team. As Wharton had already made the
best selections possible, and wasn’t inclined
to change, he was naturally considered a
hopeless idiot by half the juniors of Grey-
friars. Even Alonzo Todd, who was the
most patient fellow in the Remove or out of
it, wag inclined to lose patience with Whar-
ton, he was so obstinate.

For Todd had a curious delusion that he
could play footer. Sometimes the humorous
spirits in the Remove would get up a spoof
match, and make Alonzo play, for the simple
purpose of rotting him and enjoying a
hearty laugh. On such occasions Alonzo
was really great. The number of goals he
had kicked—through his own posts, as a
rule—was astonishing. And the trivial
rules of the game never bound down a soar-
ing soul like Alonzo’s. He would play the
ball in touch, all' by himself, for minutes
together sometimes, and he had been known
to pin the goalie against a goalpost, and
hold him.there by main force, and yell to
another fellow to kick the ball into the net.
Such exploits added to the gaiety of Grey-
friars, but they did not recommend Alonzo
for a place in the junior eleven to play the
Fifth Form.

“My dear Wharton,”” Alonzo expos-
tulated, ““I am perfectly willing to play,
and I am not seeking the place for my own
personal glorification. My Uncle Benjamin
has always impressed upon me to beware cf
pride and vain-glory. But it is for the good
of the team. You want the best players
possible. Play me.”’

‘“ My dear ass

“ You see, Wharton, my desire is to be
useful. My Uncle Benjamin always told me
to be useful to others.”

‘“You really want to be useful?”’ asked
Wharton thoughtfully.

‘“ Oh, certainly !”’

¢ Well, you can come and shout.’”

¢ Shout !I”’ said Alonzo, perplexed:

32
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“ Yes,”” said Wharton generously. *“ You
shall have a good place behind the goal, you
know, and—and look on.”’

¢¢ Look on!”’

““ That’s it. And whenever you see me
kick a goal, you shall shout hurrah.”

‘“ Hurrah!”’

“Or hip-pip, just as you like,” said
Wharton. *“ That will be useful. It bucks
a fellow up to hear himself cheered. How
do you like the idea?”’

Alonzo looked at him doubtfully.

‘1 trust you are not jesting with me,
Wharton !’ he said seriously.

¢ Jesting ] ejaculated Wharton, adopt-
ing Alonzo’s own habit of repeating what
was said, with a perfectly serious face.

““ Yes. My Uncle Benjamin says that one
should never jest upon a serious subject.”’

““ Subject !”’ repeated Wharton.

‘“ He would be shocked—nay, disgusted !”’

¢ Disgusted I’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Nugent.

Alonzo looked at Nugent in surprise. He
could not see anything to laugh at himself.

““ My dear Nugent——"’

‘“ Ha, La, ha!”’

“ This is really—well, mv Uncle Ben-
jamin wonld charactevistise this untimely
merriment as unseewmly.’”’

““ Unseemly !”” repeated Wharion.

““ Yes, indeed. Such would be the opiniva
of myv Uncle Benjamin.*’

‘“ Benjamin !’

¢ My dear Wharton

““ Wharton !”’

Nugent shrieked. Alonzo Todd looked
at Wharton more in sorrow than in anger,
and retired from the study. The chums of
the Remove yelled. Todd heard it as he
went, and shook his head sadly. There was
evidently no making the juniors hear reason
—what Todd regarded as reason. -

Bulstrode was another fellow who con-
sidered his claim to play indisputable. He
spoke to Wharton about it that evening, in
the common-room.

““ 1 suppose you’ll let me know if you
want me for the team ¢’ he remarked.

Wharton nodded a cheerful assent.

““ You can depend on that,”’ he replied.

”,

Bulstrode snorted.

““ Well, do you want me?”’ he demandel.

‘“ As a matter of fact, I don’t.”

+ And Bulstrode snorted again and walked
off.

There were even generous offers from the
Second and Third ¥orms to supply players
for the match. Nugent minor, of the
Second, thought that the team would be
more representative of the lower school if
there were a Second-Form chap in it.
Nugent minor, of course, would be the
chap !

Gatty, of the same Form, was inclined {o
agree with Dick Nugent so far as the first
part of the proposition went, but disagreed
with the second. The Second Form ought
to be represented, but Gatty was the man.

Wharton’s reply to both was couched in
the same terms—the ancient and mono-
syllabic reply :

““ Rats !’

Which quashed the pretensions of the
Second Form.

Both Hobson and Temple, ton, reminde
Wharton that he had only to say the word.
and they would gladly relieve him of the
responsibility of captaining athe junior
team. He did uot say the word.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER
The Match with the Fifth

COKER had a new swagger on when he cama

out of the IFifth Form-room after
morning lessons on Wednesday. That day
he was to appear in public as the football
skipper of the Fifth—a fellow ttuly great.
He was to lead the Fifth-Form footballers
to victory, and establish his fame as a
skipper and as a centre-forward. It was
true that when he had played for the Shell
he had played back, but he chose to play in
the front line for the Fifth, and there was
no one to say him nay.

If the Fifth had not utterly underrated
their opponents, they would have been very
anxious about the result of that match.

But they never dreamed for a moment
that the Lower School could stand up against
them, however poor a team they put into the
field.
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Age and weight should have carried every-
thing before them, without considering the
additional experience of older fellows.

They did not reckon upon the fact that
the Remove players were trained to the last
inch, and habitually kept themselves at top
form and in the pink of condition. Harry
Wharton could have turned out a team at
any time, at ten minutes’ notice, in a fit
condition to play the game of their lives.
It wasn’t so in the Fifth ; and under Coker’s
lead, too, the best players in the Iifth
weren’t anxious for places. There was no
glory to be got from a match with the Lower
School. And any old thing was good enough
to play against the juniors.

The juniors noted the carelessness on the
part of their rivals, end rejoiced. A fall
was coming for Coker arnd.the Fifth, and
the swank of the last week would be dearly
paid for.

After morning school, Wharton led his
team into the field again for a quarter of
an hour’s practice against a scratch eleven.

He would not keep them at it longer, for
fear of makiug them stale for the afternoon.

There was no doubt that the junior team
was a good one, and they were gelling into
the way of working together.

If there was any danger, it was that Hol-
son or Pimble might be selfish with the ball,
and not let the Remove forwards have it;
but that was a risk that had to be run, and
Wharton meant to keep his eyes open. He
didn’t mean to stand any nonsense; and he
wouldn’t have stood any from Sixth-Formers
themselves if they played in an eleven under
his lead.

The question of a referee was an impor-
tant one, and Wingate, of the Sixth, was
asked.

The Greyfriars captain laughed when e
was told of the match.

““ They’ll wipe you off the ground, Whar-
ton !”’ he said.

«« Not with Coker to captain them,”” said
Harry.

Wingate frowned.

< But T don’t know whether it’s desirable
for the Remove to beat the Fifth, even if
they could,” he said. There’s such a

“ My dear Wharton,” Alonzo expostulated, “1 am

perfectly willing to play. You want the best players

possible. Play me.” "My dear ass——1"" (See
Chapler 19.)

thing as discipline, and it will give you kids
swelled heads.”

“ It will be a lesson to the Fifth to buck
up, and not to butter up that ass Coker in
the way they’re doing,”” Wharton suggested.

Wingate grinned.

“ Well, there’s something in that,”” he
agreed. ‘¢ Look here. I've nothing special
to do, and I’ll referee if you like. But I
don’t expect anything but to see you juniors
rushed all over the field and made wrecks
of.”

““ We don’t mind risking it.”’

¢ All right, then. T shall stop the gamn
at half-time if I think you’re not fit to 2o
on.”

““ Right you are,’” said Wharton. *‘ We
don’t mind.”’

And so Wingate was on the ground at
half-past two with the junior team. The
Tifth-Formers had not turned 'up yet,
although half-past iwo was {he time fixed
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by mutual agreement for the kick-off.

The juniors knew, of course, that Coker
& Co. were affecting to treat the match with
carelessness, as a matter of no importance.
But they made a mistake in assuming swank
of that sort where Wingate was concerned.

Wingate looked up at the clock-tower
when the half-hour had been exceeded by one
minute exactly, and called a fag to him. It
was Nugent minor, of the Second.

‘“ Take a message to Coker from me,”
said Wingate quietly. ¢ Tell him that I
give him two minutes exactly to get his team
on the ground. If he isn’t here by then, the
match is off, and I shall call on Coker and
give him a hiding for himself.”’

Nugent minor grinned with delight at the
idea of carrying such a message to the great
men of the Fifth.

¢ Right-ho !’” he said.

‘“ Hurry up!”’

Dick Nugent did not need to be told to
hurry up with a message like that. He
simply flew.

The Fifth-Form footballers were already
in their playing clothes, standing in a group
in their overcoats and chatting outside the
School House. They grinned and winked
to one another as Dick Nugent came flying
up.

‘“ Here’s a message from the juniors,””
chuckled Higgs.

‘“ Ha, ha! They’re in a hurry.”

¢“ They’re tired of waiting,
Blundell.

‘¢ Let ’em wait !”’ said Coker, with a grin.

ana’ hal”? -

¢ Everything comes to him who waits,”
Coker remarked.

This was probably a joke. At all events,
the Fifth-Formers laughed loudly. Nugent
minor stopped, breathless.

¢ T say, you Fifth bounders

¢ Hallo, young shaver! What’s that?

¢ A message—~—"’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Is Wharton getting cold
in the feet?”

““ It’s from Wingate.”

<4 Oh 1’,

‘“ He says that if you’re not on the
ground in two minutes the match is off.””

grinned

‘with sickly smiles.

“Oh!”

‘“ And he’ll give Coker a licking.”*
Coker turned pink.

The Fifth-Formers looked at one another
They had forgotten
Wingate, and the fact that he might not
wait with the patience the juniors might
have shown.

‘“H’m! P-p-perhaps we’d better get off,’>
said Coker, with assumed carelessness.

‘“ May as well,”’ said Blundell.

“ Oh, yes! After all, it’s time.”’

““ You’d better hurry up,’’ said Nugent
minor, with a grin. °* Wingate is in a
wax, and he may lick you all round "’

Blundell made a cut at him, which he
dodged, and the footballers of the Fifth
made their way to the footer ground.

Wingate gave them a stern glance as they
came up.

““ You’re late!”” he exclaimed.

““Only a few minutes,”” said Coker.
“ ’And it really doesn’t matter when a chap’s
playing these youngsters, does it?”’

‘“ Don’t talk nonsense!’’ said Wingate
sharply. -

Coker afiected to be deaf. The coats
were thrown off, and the two teams ambled
into the field.

There was no doubt that the junior eleven
looked very fit and well. They were, of
course, smaller than their opponents, with
the exception of Hobson and Bob Cherry,
who were big fellows for their age. But
the juniors were in great form, and the
Fifth came on looking far from up to their
level in that respect.

‘And then Coker was captain !

The juniors, who were round the field in
crowds, augured very much from that
circumstance.

It would have alarmed the Fifth them-
selves, if they had dreamed that by any
chance, under any circumstances, the
juniors could have beaten them. They did
not dream it yet. But it was coming |

Coker won the toss, and selected his goal.
Sun and wind, however, were of little
moment then, and it mattered little. Harry
Wharton kicked off to the sharp phip of
the whistle, and the game began.
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From all quarters fellows had come- to
see the match, many juniors leaving their
own play to see the team figure a«amst the
seniors.

They expected a thrilling time—and they
had it.

The Fifth started proceedings with a
heavy rush, which was intended to smash
the juniors and knock the whole side sky-
high.

Tt did not have that result.

Far enough from that! For as if hy
maalc the junior forwards broke away, leav-
ing their opponents stranded, and beating
the halves quite easily, brought the leather
up to the senior goal. There Hurree Singi
received it from the centre, and bore 1t
along the touch-line till it was time to send
it in, and then he let Nugent have it, and
Nur*cnt slammed it over to Wharton as the
haclss tackled him. Harry Wharton received
the pass, with only the goalie to beat—and
he beat him with a I\ICI\ that was so faut
that it made the Fifth-Former’s head swim.
The ball glanced past the goalie’s ear and
found the net, and there was a roar :

““ Goal !I”?

‘“ Bravo, juniors!”’

‘“ Goal! Hurrah!”

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER
No Glory for Coker !
oaL!”’

The Fifth smiled. They had not
expected a reverse so soon. But, of course,
accidents will happen in the best of regu-
lated teams. That was their view of the
situation.

The idea that the juniors could beat the
Fifth still appeared impossible to them, and
though they did not like it, they restarted
cheerfully enough.

They still intimated by their bearing that
the obliteration of the Lower school was
merely retarded. There could be no doubt
that such an event was, in the very nature
of things, bound to fulfil itself.

Harry Wharton took them in at once.

¢ On it, kids!”’ he whispered, as Wingate
piped them off again. ¢ Never mind the
man. Getaway with the ball.”
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And they did. A smile went right alsng
the junior front rank. Nugent and Temple
were very ably supporting Harry Wharton,
and Hurree Singh, right ; and Mark Linley.
left, were-as keen as greyhounds, on the
wings.

‘“ Now, juniors I’” yelled their supporterz,
as they saw Wharton & Co. coming again
in very determined fashion. ‘‘ Rub another
!’

The Fifth were superior to such exhorta-
tion. ILvidently, they were going to win on
superior smiles and disdainful laughs.
Coker was in earnest, of course. But he was
about as useful on a footer-field as a bull in
a China shop. He was spoiling all combina-
tion.

The Fifth were standing it pretty well,
but Harry Wharton saw plainly that very
soon they would lose their tempers with
Coker, and then they would be at the
juniors’ mercy.

Coker was certainly a danger to the
enemy in one way. He was clumsy, and
very heavy. If he fell on anyone it would
certainly be painful for them.-

‘“ He’d make a good cab-horse,”” said
Higes, in an aside to their “ right.”” ° The
thud of his hoofs is enough to break the
turt.”’

Mark Linley heard the Fifth inside-right’s
remark. Higgs reddened. But there was
no help for it. The jibe was soon passed
down the junior rank, and the fellows could
hardly play for laughing.

““ We’ll sce that the beast doesn’t get
away !”’ said Bob Cherry from behind.

*“ Rather I’” grinned Tom Brown, his col-
league, at back. *° We’ll see that Coker is
severely ¢ kopped ’ every time he comes this
wav.”’

But there was really no danger of the
1"ifth captain breaking through the junior
halves, and Bob Cherry and the New
Zealander micht rest on their laurels.

The attack was unquestionably going the
other way. The Fifth halves were hard put
to it to keep Harry Wharton & Co. out.

Time and again Coker ‘‘ spoiled things ”’
for his side. The Fifth were rapidly losing
their swank. Even IHiggs was merely

)

!))



malicious. Coker was being followed by
anything but blessings. The benighted state
of his mind, as regarded footer, was amply
revealed in his play.

Suddenly, Harry Wharton intercepted a
pass from Blundell to Coker. Higgs uttered
an exclamation of annoyance. But the
junior vanguard were off. Down the green
they swept. Potter, the centre-half for the
Fifth, took his defeat cheerfully, and, ¢ did-
dling >’ the full-backs beautifully, Harry
Wharton & Co. were in front again with the
goalie only to beat.

They did. it quite simply. The goalie
straightened himself up. In his mind thers
couldn’t be any doubt that Wharton would
shoot. . But Harry Wharton did not do that.
He simply deflected the ball to Nugent, and
that worthy rolled it quietly into the corner
of the net with the sole of his boot.

The juniors, spectators, and team alike,
roared with laughter. The Tifth were

" furious.

The whole thing had been got through,
thanks to a mistake by Coker. Wherever
did the ass learn his footer? That was what
they wanted to know.

*“ Goal! Goall”

¢ Good old Coker!
give things away like that to the juniors!

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”’

Higgs looked at his chief as if he would
have liked to jump on him. The rest
of the Fifth would probably have used
¢ boiling oil >’ on their skipper.

““ Buck up, Fifth!”’ roared their sup-
porters.

There was no pretence now. They were
anxious about their side’s ability to win. It
was more than in question.

“ Two down, and nearly half-time!”” said
one fellow indignantly. ‘° What are they
dreaming about?”’

¢ Ask Higgs and Blundell,” retorted
Hazeldene, grinning. ‘¢ They’ve got Coker
on board as a passenger. Tell ’em to bring
out the goalie and ‘‘dock’ the skipper.
He’d be a little more use in the net!”’

‘“ Here they are! Here they are again!
Here they arel”?> cried another junior
excitedly.,

What a nice chap to
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Harry Wharton & Co. were coming with
a vengeance. The Fifth managed to send
the ball back to the halves once or twice.
But the junior halves, led by Hobson, were
as ‘“ mighty hunters,”” and making no mis-
takes. They fed their forward lme like
Internationals.

‘“ Here they are!’” yelled the juniors
again. ‘“ Good old Wharton! Good old
Nugent! In with it!”’ : :

The junior passing was beautiful. Higgs
& Co. made every effort to cover their cap-
tain’s awful mistakes. But it was no use.
The passing of Harry Wharton & Co. was
the neatest of timing and kicking.

Down the ground they rushed. Every
man in his place and moving like the unit
in a regiment, they converged on the goal.
Mark Linley’s centre was perfect, and, with-
out waiting to steady himself, Harry Whar-
ton caught it °“ full toss ’’ with his right,
and slogged it into the bottom corner.

‘“ Beauty, Wharton—beauty !”” shoute
the junior supporters. ¢ Great shot, sir!"’

And Higgs and Blundell looked rehevefl
when Wingate blew for half-time. To put
it mildly, the Fifth had not had a look in.
There could not be any doubt about the
juniors playing them to a standstill.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER

Coker Duce, et Auspice Coker !

ow, I'ifth! Let’s have you!”’

The bumptiousness of the first-
half had been entirely discarded. It was
recognised that the Fifth would have to
make real work of it to stave off defeat, let
alone win.

‘“ We have only been playing with them,”
said Coker. ¢ We’ll show ’em next jour-
ney. Make it hot for ’em; Higgs !’

HIO(’S turned awayv to hide his face. The
juniors grinned. Coker was really too
funny to “be let loose on them so suddenly,
they thought.

Higgs, Blundell, and the other fellows
knew quite well that they had been over-
played. But they were determined to try
and stave off defeat, whatever Coker might
do.

And the second round started with Coker

)



more a passenger than ever. The
Fifth side looked to Blundell and
Higgs for guidance.

Potter was the man who could
have skippered them better than
anyope. But the Fifth weren’t in
the mood to recognise a good
player to-day. The ° accepted
lights ’’ must be taken, or none.

Then the Fifth pressed. Higes
and Blundell played up, and for
a time it looked as if the I'ifth
were going to score a goal every
tive minutes.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were
not napping. They regarded the
first half as a little recreation.
The Fifth had not been dangerous
once, and now that they seemed
to be bucking up, the juniors weve
not alarmed.

Bland, on the Tifth left-wine,
suddenly developed a tendency 1
wing it down the touch-line.
But he found Hurree Singh a
doughty opponent, and his wild
rushes were effectually stopped.
¥rank Nugent and Fry, too, were
always on hand on that wing, and
the Fifth’s hope in that direction soon died
a natural death.

But they were undoubtedly pressing.
Harry Wharton & Co. knew it from the fact
that they could not institute a real atlack
on the Fifth goal for some time. The
juniors were assuredly on the defensive.

But at last the pace of the Fifth slack-
ened. Higgs and Blundell-were desperate.

Once or twice they were very near to
fouling. But Wingate had his eye on them,
and the pulling up of the 1ight-wing man
was quite sufficient to show them that that
could only result in disaster A man “‘ off *’
would mean certain defeat, even if they
managed to get level in the meantime.

Then the juniors came into their own
acain. They were distinctly the better team
if not the heavier. Their footer had been
consistently good all through the match.

Out went the Jeafher to Mark Linley on
the wing from Bob Cherry. The Lancashive

(

the ground in two minutes the match is off.
Coker a licking.”” Coker turned pink ! (See Chapler 20.)

b glID

““ It’s a message from Wingate. He says that if you’re not on

And he’ll give

lad was expecling it. - Quick as thought he
drew the opposition all on himself. Quicker
still hie whizzed it across to Frank Nugeut
as Coker & Co. crowded on him.

Frauk Nugent and Hurree Singh were off
with it down their wing in an instant. There
was a feeble protest of offside, only for a
moment. They were as ‘“ on-side ’” as it was
possible to be.

Seeing the danger, Higgs and Blundell
rushed across after the ball. They got there
in time to see Hurree Singh about to centre
from the corner.

Mark Linley had followed his pass, and
was well up in goal.

““ Let me have it!”” he yelled, as Hurree
Singh’s centre swerved right into the goal-
mouth.

Aund, leaping in the air as il came, Mark
made no mistalke.

“ Gual!  Goal!

Goal I’ cried Harry
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Harry Wharton received the pass. The ball glanced past
the goalie’s ear and found the net, and thére was a

roar: “Goal! Hurrah | (See Chapter 20.)
Wharton, shaking Mark Linley by the hand.
*“ Bravo I’’

‘“ Bravo, Linley!’’ shouted the crowd.
““ It was yoar goal all the way 1”’

The Fifth were now clearly a beaten side.
Four nothing just after the interval was
terrible.

““ Now, kids, slam it in, sure and often !’
grinned Harry Wharton. ¢ Keep her mov-
ing! That’s all we’ve got to do!”’

The junior team laughed. The day was
theirs, let the I'ifth do what they would.
To reduce a lead of four goals was a big
undertaking. The whistle went again.

Five minutes sufficed for Hobson to put
the ball in the net again, and a sound was

heard from the Fifth supporters very
like booing.

““ It’ll be merely whistle and goals
now !’ grinned one junior.

‘“ Ha,-ha, ha!”’

Phip !

The whistle went.

The match was over, and the
juniors had beaten the Fifth hpllow,
and Coker & Co. hadn’t a goal to
show for themselves.

The juniors grinned as they came
off. . The Fifth-Form players left the
field with brows as black as thunder,
with one exception—Horace (oker.
Coker seemed to be pretty well satis-
fied with himself. And Higgs, in a
bitter accent, trotted out' hik well-
worn classical quotation, in tones of
the bitterest sarcasm :

¢ ¢ Nil desperandum, Cokro duce,
et auspice Cokro!” My hat!”

Coker looked at them.

““ Hard cheese!”” he said. ““ You
fellows must back me up better next
time, that’s all!”’

The Fifth players stared at him.

It was too much.

Their already sore feelings were too
lacerated.

With one accord they rushed upon Coker
and smote him. The astonished footer cap-
tain rolled on the grass with a roar. The
Fifth players bumped him, and bumped him
again. And then, somewhat relieved in
their feelings, they marched off.

‘“ My hat!”’ said Coker, sitting up and
looking round him dazedly. ‘‘ Oh, my only
hat!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared the crowd.

““ M-m-my hat!”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said that
the ‘“ Ha-ha-ha-fulness was terrific!’> And
he was right; it was!

THE

END
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