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COKER’S ENGAGEMENT!

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Coker's feet had escaped him this time. The skates shot Into the air, and Horace Coker sat down with & bump.
“Bravo!” roared Bob Cherry, while the whole party shricked with merriment. * Now Coker’s shown what he
can do, we may as well get along, Good-bye, Coker 1" “Ha, ha, hal" (See Chapter 6.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. and scarfs, and were evidently going eut. It was a

Daclined Without Thanks! fine but bitterly cold afterncon, &mf & keen wind was

[T LACKERS ™ blowing from the sea. Harry Wharton and Nugent wera
S Wibley of the Remove made that derogatory taking their skates from a box; Bob Cherry and Johony
remark. Bull and Squiff and Tom Brown already had their skates

Wibley looked into Ne. 1 S$tudy, frowning. hanging from their arms. Only Hurree Jamset Ham

Harry Wharton & Co. did not really look much like  Singh looked as if he were slacking. He was seated in
slackers at that moment. They had put on their coals  the armchair, with his fect on the fender, trying to kecp
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warm. The English winter came a little hard upon the
dusky vouth from India’s sultry clime.

" Slackers I repeated Wibley emphatically.

" Hallo, halio, hallo!” said Bob Cherry. ~ “ What's the
matier with you, Wib? Are you coming out?®

" No” snifled Wibley; “I'm not coming out.”

“It's a ripping afterncon,” said Wharton. “Tho
E.I'u:k'tal frozen as hard as iron. Get your skates and come
BIDIE

“ Ratg "

_"The ClLffi House girls are eoming,” added Frank
Mugent, as an extra, irresistible inducement, " Hagzel-
dene’s pone over for them.”

“ Blow Cliff House!” said Wibley ungallantly.

" Marjorie, and Clara, and Phyilis!” said Johnny Bull.
“Dash it all, Wib, you ought to be glad to come!”

suert—from Wib, :

“I can lend you some skates, if you like,” said Tom
Brown.

*HRats! Slackerst”

" Blessed if I see where the slacking comes in!” said
Harry Wharten warmly. “ You look more like a slacker,
sticking indoors on o duy like this.”

“ What about the play?” hooted Wibley.

¥ Which play?” asked Bob innocently,

Wibley snorted again,

“There's a rtchearsal this afternoon! he prowled.
“What price the rchearsal? The comedy's coming off
next week, ain’t it—the * Girl with the Golden Hair '#°

“Oh, bless the * Girl with the Geolden Hair '™ said
Squiff. “ We're going out skating this afternoon. You
can rehearse all on your own for once.”

* Inky will rehearse with you,” said Wharton, laughing.
“Inky doesn’t like ice.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur shivered.

“The icefulness of this esteemed Leastly climate is
terrific,” he remarked. I will rehearsefully stay in
with the sublime Wibley.”

There was an ungrateful snort from Wibley,

Wibley was the great shining lizht of the Remove
Dramatic Society. Since Wibley had come to Greyfriars,
Harry Wharton had cheerfully yielded to him the
management and presidency of that thriving institution.

Wib was not keen on skating, or dven footer, or on
anything but amateur theatricals, He spurred on the
Dramatic Society almost as keenly as Wharton did the
football eleven,

As a rule, the juniors were keen enough about the
Dramatic Society. But there were other claims. A
rehearsal of the new comedy, written by Wibley, had
been fixed for that afternoon. But the hard freezing of
the Sark put a different complexion on the matter.

Wibley had written that comedy very carefully—round
himself. Wibley was a remarkable actor—especially
good in feminine parts. “The Girl with the Golden
Hair *' was specially desizned to show off Wib’s own
wonderful abilities. Wibley took the title-role,

Indeed, some of the juhior actors had remarked, with
a tineture of dissatisfaction, that the play was all Wib;
Wib at the beginmning, Wib in the middle, and Wib at
the end.

Te which Wibley had cheerfully responded that, in
writing a play, it was essential to bear in mind the
importance of giving every opportunity to the best actor
in the cast.

But rehearsals were evidently “off ¥ this afternoon.
Skating was on.,  Hence the frown upon the youthful
brow of Wibley of the Remove.

M Slackers!” he repeated. “I've & jolly goed mind to
]l:;:.:hrf_ilj';lj.fl fellows out of the cast "

“And call on the Fifth-Form Stage Club to help,” said
Wibley wrathfully, * Coker would jump at the chance.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, don't cackle!
rehearsal was fixed for this afternoon

“But you didn’t tell us the Sark was poing to freeze,”
grinned Johnuny Bull.

“Rats! Blackers! Yah!®

And Wibley stamped away to his study, to 7o through
a “"rehearsal ™ on his owin, as the " Girl with the Golden
Hair.,” The chums of the Remove grinned. Amateur
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Look here, I told you all that the

LE]

theatricals were all very well, but not on & keen after-
noon when the Sark was frozen, and Marjorie and Clara
and Phyllis were coming out to skate.

“ Ready !” said Wharton, looking at his watch. * They'll
be there at three, so we'd betier buzz off. Sure youw
won't come, Inky?”

The nabob shook his dusky head.

“If my esteemed chums will excuse me, I will remain-
fully sit by the fire,” he replied. *“The coldfulness is
felt bonefully by my august self.”

Y Well, have tea ready at five,” said Bob Cherry.
¥ We've got lady visitors coming, you know."

*“The tea shall be readyful.”

Harry Wharton & Co. sallicd forth, in great spirits.
They came out of the School House in o merry crowd.
A gpond many other fellows were going out with their
skates. Coker and Potter and Greene, of the Fifth, wera
on the steps of the School House, also with skates. Potter
and Greence seemed anxious to be off, but Herace Coker
was apparently waiting for someone,

He came towards the jumiors as they came out, with
a penial expression on his face, Coker was not always
renlal te juniors. FProbably the great Horace had an
axg to grind on the present cccagion.

“Going out?"” he asked.

“Going out?” repeated Bob Cherry.
how did you guess that?”

“Well, as you've got vour skates, and your coats

“My dear chap,

on—" sajd Coker, loocking a little puzzled.
“Talk about Sherlock Holmes!” said Bob, in great
admiration. " O0ld Holmes was a fool to Coker! He's

deduced that we're poing eut, simply by seeing our coats
and skates, Wonderful, my dear Watson 1™

“Ha, ha, ha'”

Coker frowned.

“You young sweeps are going out skating?”’ he
exclaimed.

“ Right again ! said Bob cheerily. “Isn’t it wonderful
how old Coker hits the nail on the head every time? He
nust have deduced that from our skates. ‘;'3:::11 ought to
e a detective, Coker.”

Coker made a movement tewards the festive Bob, but
he checked himself. For once, apparently, Coker of tha
Iifth did not want trouble with the Remove, Gencrally,
the great Horace seemed to go around looking for trouble.
So far as the Remove were concerned, he often found if,
too.

“Cliff House girls coming, what?" said Coker, with
elahorate carelessness,

“Yes,"” said Harry.

“Good! I'H come with you.”

This was a preat concession from Coker. 1t was but
seldom that he would have been willing to be found dead,
g0 to speak, in the company of mere juniors of the Lower
Fourth.

Sad to say, this generous concession was received with
the blackest ingratitude by the juniors concerned.

“Thanks, you won't!” said Wharton tersely,

“IWhat I ejrculated Coker.

“You see, the ice wouldn't be safe if you took your
feet on it,” explained Bob Cherry. “It wouldn’'t stand
more than a couple of hundredweight.”

“You cheeky young sweep !” roared Coker.

And Coker's geniality and patience both beingz at an
end, he made a rush at Bob (;‘Eexrg, and grasped him by
both ears.

“Yow-ow !” roared Bob., * Reseue!”

Like one man the merry Removites swarmed upon
Coker, and in the fwinkling of an eye the great Horace
was whirled over, and placed upon the steps in a sitting
position, gaspmg for breath. His tie was jerked out, and
hiz cap rammed down hiz back, and the Hemovites
streamed away to the gates, chuckling.

“Gerooo-woow-wwoooh ! pasped Coker.

Harry Wharton & Co. disappeared ouf of the pates.
Coker gosped, and gasped, and gasped, and blinked at
Potter and Greene. Potter and Greene were =miling,

“ You thumping asses,” gasped Coker, “can't vou lend
a fellow a hand? Grooeoch! Mum-mum-my cap’s down my
b-b-back, you silly chumps! Draggitout! Groogh! I'll
scalp those young scoundrels. YWhat are vou cackling at,
you silly idiots? Yooocop!”

WOULD YOU LIKE A DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPER? SEE THE " GREYFRIARS HERALD,” *
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“ Talk absut Sherlock Holmes ! * said Bob Cherry, in great admiration. * Old Holmes was a fool to Coker ! He's
deduced that we're going out, simply by seeing our ngls 3,:: skates. Wonderful, my dear Weizon!™ * Ha, ha,
et Chapler 1.}

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
. ; Left Out !
L1 SAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Bunter's big glasses glimmered inte No. 1
Study.
The fat junior blinked round the study in
surprise. There was no on2 to be seen.

“Well, of all the rotters!” said Bunter in disgust.
# Gone out, and never told me. Beastz!”

Billy Bunter waorted with disgust. It was an unpardon.
able sin for Harry Wharton & Co. to go out without

wainting the Owl of the Remove with their intentions,
Who -was to cash Bunter's postal order now—the postal
order he was expecting to arrive shortly?”

“ Hotters !” murmured Bunter, *I—I wonder if there's
anything in the cupboard. That beast Cherry was
ghopping this afternoon at Mrs, Mimble’s, and that beast
Nugent too. Beasts!

lly Bunter trod cautiously into the study.

He had been left out of the afternoon’s excursion, hut
there was compensation if the study cupboard was well
supplied with provisions. In that case, Bunter could
forgive the Co. for going out—in fact, he would prefer
their reom to their company. He opened the cu Il})‘:,:-:.x;_'i
door and blinked in, am})‘ his little round eyes g}lum{-&
behind his spectacles. )
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“FLOORING FISHY |”

“Oh, crumbs! Go p

Buater's eyes danced. A goodly array was spread beforo
hizs greedy eyes. There was a pie, and a pudding, and
sausapes, amd ham, and a large cake, and a jar of jam,
and several jars of preserves. Evidently Neo, 1 Study
had been laying in a large supply for a epecial occasion.

As Bunter blinked into the cupboard, a slim form rose
from the armchair before the fire, and turned silently
towards him. The high back of the chair had screened
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh from view.

The nabob grinuned.

Billy Bunter started on a !plate of jam-tarts. He took
one in each hand, apd they fairly flew to his mouth. At
E;i ‘s:;:im-a moment, a grip of iron fell upon his collar from

1I0LL .

Billy Bunfer jumped-—and choked. His mouth was
full—too full—and in the sudden surprise the jam-tart
went the wrong way.

“Gurrrrrrrrg !

Bunter wrigpled asd purgled spasmodically. He
twisted round, and found a dusky face smiling at him,

" Yoooogh!" spluttered Bunter—“groccogh! TLeggn,
you beast! Yow-ow! I—I thought you were gone ont—
grooh—I mean T came in specially to have a chat wilh
you, old chap. Yowp!”

“The esteemed Bunter is a lieful fat bounder.”

A Grand, Long, Complcta Btory of Harr
Wharton & Go. By FRANK RICHARDS.



*  THE BEST 30- LIBRARY D& THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 30- LIBRARY. "™

I =say, old fellow———-

“Oh, reaily, Inky—groogh!
Yow-ow!

Leggo! Can you lend me a pair of skates?
Legro, you black beast!”
Shake, shake, shake!
“Grooogh! I'm cheook-chook-choking ! Yow.ow "
“The estecmed fat Bunter should keep his ridiculous
aws [rom the pickfuluess and the stealfulness!” purred
{Iurrﬂﬂ singh, shaking away. ‘
I was only tul-tut-trying the

L
.

“*Yow-wow! Lepgo!
tarts, to sus-sus-see if they were goo-goo-good

“The whopperfulness 13 terrific. But the esteemed
lying Bunter shail have the tarts!”

“Legmo, then! Yow-ow-oh, you black beast—you
beastly vigrer. Yow-ow !

Hurree Bingh grasped Bunfer’s wrist, and foreed his
fat hand {0 his fat face. The fat and juicy jam-tart was
gabbed fairly on Bunter’s fat little nose.

It stuck there, and Bunter gurgled and snorted wildly.

“Groogh—snooooh ¥

“Mow the retirefuluess ie the proper caper,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh cheerfully.  “ And if the
venerable totten Bunter comes baekfully, he shall have
another tart neckiully.”

Bomp!

Billy Bunter =at down outside the study door and
roarcd. e dabbed the tart from his face, and rubbed
the jam off with hiz handkerchief. The handkerchief was
not over-clean to bérin with, but it was in a shocking
gtate when Bunter had finished mopping off the jam.

“Yow'! You black beast! Wow! I'll jolly well lick
you ! bawled Bueter. “You black nigger—— Yow-ow !

There came a chuckle from within the study. Hurree
Jamzet W Singh wae embracing the fire again, and
he did not feel inclined to leave 1t for Bunter.

“{ome out here, you inkv-faced bounder, and I'll mop
up the passage with you!” roared Bunter,

“Come infully, my esteemed Bunfer ™

“Yah! Fuuk!” bawled Bunter.

“*“IHa, ha, hal”

“Yah! You're afraid te come out, yon nigger.”

“1ill not the osteemed Bunter step infully:”

“Yah! Funk!

" Phen I will eomne ontfully ! said the nabeb, rising.

Billy Bunter did not wait for Hurree Singh to come
“outfully.” Ife stitheved down the passage at a great
speed, and Lis foulsteps died away. Iunrree Singh grinned
and dropped into the armehair again. )

*Beast!” mumbled Bunter, pausing at the stairs to
blink back, and ascertain whether he was pursued.
“Rotter! T've a jolly good mind to %‘ﬂ back and give
that nigger an awful hiding, only—only he ain't worth
the trouble: X wonder where those beasts have gone
gkating? Somewhere aloupg the Sark, of course, Hottiers!
They know Marjorie \viﬁ be downhearted if I'm not
there. And FPhyllis, too—she's awfully taken with me—
that new girl at Cliff ITouse. 1-—I'Il ask that beastly
migzer I .

The Owl of the Remove erept hack cautiounsly to No. 1
Study.

“I—I say, Inky, old chap——" ,

“Does the estcemed Bunter require more jam-tarta
posctully:”

“0Oh, really, Inky ! Where have my pals gone®”

“T1 have not the csleemed honour to be acquainted with
Bunter's ¢stimable npals”

“ You kuow whom I mean, yvou beast—Wharton and the
reet,” growled Bunter. 1 was really one of the partly,
only they've forgotten. That rotter Cherry lent me o
tapner, and they went while I was having some ginger-

. I Lelieve 1t was a rotten doedge.”

IF;lk_y chuckled.

“1 want to find them, Inky, old chap. Which way?"”
asked Bunter persuasively.

The naboh considercd.

*Turn rightt ully from the school gates, my estcemed
Bunter——

“Yoea, ves

“Apd keep straight enfully.®

“ But—but how far:"

“ & mila and a half.”

“Hut that’ll hring me to Conrthicld.”™

* Exactfully.”
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* Are they in Conrtfield?” demanded Bunter,

The nabob shook his head.

“You inky ass, what am [ to go to Courtficld for, if
thc—ﬁl} not theret!” roared the exasperated Dunter.

“ Because they are not there, my esteemed fat duffer [”

Billy Buntec’s very glasses glimmered with rage. He
shaok a fat fist at the grinning nabob, and stammed the
study door with a territie slam,

Y Bome other beast will know,” he reflected. “I'll ask
some olher beast 1

The Owl of the Remove proceeded along the paseage,
looking in at the studies. But the studies seemed to be
empty. Wearly everybody wasz out of doors that after-
noon. HBui a movement within Wibley's #tudy showed
that somebody was at home there, DBilly Bunter jerked
tho door open.

“I say, you fellowe——"

"Then Bunter jumped.

The study belonged to Wibley, Rake, Morgan, and
Micky Desmond. Nono of those youths could boe scen—or
at least recognised. Bunler's eyes almost started through
his spectacles at the sight of o fashionably-dressed young
lady, apparently abeut twenty, who wus doing her hair
before the glasa.

*Oh, crumbs " ejaculated Dunier. ,

The young lady turned her face from the glass, It was
o fresh and blooming face—not very pretty, perbaps, but
{lcuidgéﬂf blooming, with masses of golden hair ceiled
aver it.

¥ Good-afternoon I said a high-pitched voice.

“Oh, jiminy !” gasped Buunter, blinking at the young
lady with round eyes. * Wha-at on earth ave you doing
here? Are you Wib's sister®”
w‘_‘hlff;:r, ha, ha!’ roared the younp lady. “No, I'm

1b

“0Oh, Wib, vou asgs!”

“Jolly good, isn't it*" said Wible
the Golden Ilaiy in the comedy,
Bunter "

“Oh, yes, T did,” said DBunter,
your leg, you know !”

“You didn’t!” exclaimed Wibiey indignantly.

“Rals! I knew vou at once!” zaid Bunter. “Yon
can't act, Wib., If the fellows bhad any senge, thev'd
give me that part in the play. Now, I conld make up
as a girl s‘p'[t!ndi&]’}r. What you wani for that is a good
fignre, you know !

“Why, you tubby fathead

“Oh, really, Wiblex, you needn’t be jealous of a chap’s
fipnre! Of course, I knew you at once. Girls don’t have
feet that size, or noses like that, either!”

“You dide’t know me!” shouted Wibley wrathfully.
“You took me for a girl, you knoew you did, you fat
rotter I

Bunter grinned. Tt was always easy to “draw”
Wihley by casting aspersions upon his abilities as an
actor. It was Wib's tender spot.

“ My dear chap,” =aid Bunter, * you can't act. Bezides,
as a girl, you know—Ilook at vour features! Girls don't
have features like yours—uot unless they've been in a
railway accident, vou hnow! Why-w  Hallo! Why,
you rotter—- 5

“T'm the Girl with
oit didn’t know me,

4
r

“I was only puiling

F

Yarooh

The shining light of the Dramatic Society was fed-up.
A cushion hurtled across the study, and caught Billy
Bunter on the chest. e went out of the study door-
way as from a calapult.

Wibley slammed the door. He was exceedingly Eru:umi
of his suceess as the " Girl with the Golden Mair,” and
Bunter's remarks were quite nncalled for. Iilly Bunter
picked himszelf up, grunting. He remembered, rather late,
that he had called on Wibley for information. He
opened the door cauntiously.

“T say, Wib, old man L

“ Clear off " roarcd Wibley.

“But I say, you know ~Oh! Al

Crash! Buntcer closed the door jnst in time, and the

ANSWERS
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cushion crashed on it instead of on Bunter.
there was nothing doing. Bunter bestowed a kick on the
door, and rolled away Elsﬂmt‘:‘-ﬁ]ﬂti*lj'-.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunier Obligesl

u ERE'S Coker, at last!” yawned Potter,

H Horace Coker hiad gone in to change his
eollar, It required changing, after the
playful attentions of the Removites, ]

“Well, ave we going out to skate, or are we staying
hera on these blessed steps all the afterncon®” aske
Greene, in a tired voice.

Coker was frowning. The dignity of the great man of
the Fifth had been rufled. He was not in a good
humour,

“Don’t you jaw, Greene!” he said,

" Well, are we going®” asked Potter.

“We're goiug—in time,” said Coker. “Those youn
villains have cleared off, I sece. Did you notice whic
way they went:"

“Out of gates,” said Potter. .

“1 know that, fathead! I suppose they weren't going
to skate on the fountain!" snorted Coker, “I mean,
after they went out of gates.” i

“You see, L can’t see through a brick wall!” said
Potter p-thulfr. “If I could, I'd tell you which way they
went, with pleasure. But I can't, Er:-rr];.]r "

*“1 suppose they're gone down to the river,” said
Greene, puzzled. * What the dickens does it matter?”

“ But what part of the river?” growled Coker, " That's
what I want to know.”

“I suppose you don't want to join a party of Lower
F'ourth fags:" said Potter, with ha&v?r SATCASM.

“T jolly well sha'n’t, I know that!” zaid Greene,

“I don't want to,” said Coker. “But I'm going to.
The Cliff House girls are geing to skate with them.”

“Woell*" said Potter.

“ Well, it's hardly safe for them fo skate without a
senior to leok after them,” said Coker. “ Besides, I
rpther like that new girl at CLif House—Phyllis Some-
thing-or-Other.”

“Phyllis Growl, isn't it?" yawned Potter.

" Neo, it isn't. Howell, that's the name."

. “Yes, T knew it was Howl, or Growl, or Yowl, or
something.”

“If you're going to be funuy, George Potter——"

“I leave that to you, C-:r‘.l:eg, old man! Do you mean fo
gay that you want to go ont skating with a schoolgicl
demanded I'otter. * Are you taking to chasing in your
old age, you frabjous ass”’

Coker coloured. As a matter of absolute fact, the
bright eyes of the fair Phyllis had produced an extra-
ordinary eflect on Horace Coker.

As a rule, Coker was quite indifferent on the subject of
the gentle sex. “Troe, he had displayed unwonted
gheepizshness in the presence of a certain fair cousin ha

ossessed. But girls, generally, did not amount to much
in Coker's estimation. He sometimes condescended to
take notice of the Cliff House girls, in a lofty and con-
descending manner, such as befitted s0 great a man.
Indeed, he had—unconsciously—iurnished Marjorie &
Co. with a good deal of merriment. But it seemed that o
chonge had come over the great Horace.

Potter and Gureene noted the colour deepening in his
rugged face, and they stared.

“The fact is,” said Coker, “skating iz rather a
dangerous sport. I don't think those kids ought to be
allowed to take girls on the ice, without a senior to
look after them. That's my idea.”

“Yow've never worried ahout them before,”
Greene.

“ Well, I've thought of it, and I think it’s my duty to
Lecp an eye on them—as a senior.™

“Omly as a senior?” asked Potter. * Not as a silly asa
—not as a burbling 1diet, by any chance?"

“Look herve, Potter——"

Well, you can go ount skating with a gang of fapgs
and o parcel of schoolgirls, if von like, Coker, bhut I'm
jolly well not going tol” said Potter emphatically. “I'm
off !

“And so jolly well am Il sald Greene, with equal
emphagis, s

And Potter and Greene walked away, wrathfully, with
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their skates clinking. Horace Coker stared after them
wrathfully. DPotter and Greene were always his devoted
followers; indeed, it was generally considered marvelloua
Low they stood Coker. Apparently there was a limit, and
it had been reached,

“8illy asses!” growled Coker.

The great Coker stood on the steps, somewhat at a
loss. His sensa of duty as a senior, perhaps, led him to
resolve to superintend the junior skating tlat afternoon.
His chums had deserted him, and he did not know in
what direction Harry Wharton & Co. had gone. With
astounding clieck, the Reinovites had deelined the houour
of his company. :

Coker had had it all mapped ént—how he was angl to
impress the bright-eved Phyllis with a wonderful exhibi-
tion of skating; how he was going to take her away from
the party she belonged to, and appropriate ker for the
afternoon, show her what a really fine fellow he was, :_tutl
air imself generally. Phyllis would have a rigplng time
—~Coker had no doubt whatever about that—and he would
have a ripping time, and everything in the garden~
or, at least, on the ice—would be Im’nﬁy!

That chipping inte the Remove party, and appro
priating one of their girl-friends, was an awful cheek
on his part did not occur to the mighty brain of Coker

of the Fifth. Neither did it oceur to him that Phyllia
might possibly bave some objection to being
appropriated.

“Rotten!” growled Coker. * Now, where the thnnder
are they gone? Somewhere on the Sark—but it might
be anvwhere for miles! Br-r-r-rr! Hallo, Buuter !

Billy Bunter came out, and stopped as Coker ha.il_ed
him. He stood ready to dodge, surmising that the senior
intended to pull his ear. Coker had what he called a
short way with fags. Bnt the great man's intentions
were quite friendly now.

“Do yon know where Wharton and those young rotters
are gone, Bunter? You generally kaow cverything,
said Coker.

As a matter of fact, that was one thing that Bunter
did not know. But he did not say so. .

“My pals have gone out skating, Coker.

“*Yes; but where:”

“On the Sark.” _

“ Do you think I suppose they've gone out skating on
the Mersey?” snapped Coker. 1 kuow they've goue oa
the Sark. But where?”

“That's telling.” said Bunter calmly.

Coker made o movement towards him, and Buntee
dodged. Coker paunsed.

“Would you like some tarts, Bunter?" he asked.

“ Yes, rather !"” said Bunter. “I—I mean, I don't mind
having a feed with you, old chap.”

(Coker writhed at the “old chap ™ from a Eemove fag;
but he contained himself.

“Well, I'll stand yon a dozen tarts if you tell me
where they're gone,” he said,

“ Tuppenny ones?”’ said Bunter instantly.

“Yes, you Shylock!” growled Coker,

“Come on, then!" .

“Thiz way to the gates!” sald Coker, as they started
off from the steps.

“ This way to the tuekshop !” said Bunter cheerfully.

Coker snovted, and followed the Owl of the Remove
into the tuekshop. Mrs. Mimble eyed Bunter grimly.
The fat junior had already been secking eredit that
afterncon—secking it in vain, It wuas unavailing to
point ont to Mrs. Mimble that vast msinesses were built
up on a system of credit. Perhaps Mrs. Mimble waa
antizfied with 2 small huosiness, At all events, she
declined to give Bunter ©tick”

But Coker's order was prompfly attended to, Coker
hind heaps of money—his Aunt Judy saw to that,

“A dozen tuppenny tarts for thiz fal yoiter!” was
Coker's polite and courteouns way of giving the order.

But Bunter didn't mind—he had the tarts! Ile started
at once. Coker glaved ot him impatiently.

“Well, where are they gone?” he demanded.

“Eh! Who" said Bunter absently.

Bunier was thinking of those tarts,

“Thoze fags!" roarcd Coker.

A Grand, Long, Complote Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“0h, Wharton! T say, Coker, I'm rather dry; I
slways like ginger-pop with my tarts.™

“Where are they gone?”

“I'm trying to remember. I eould remember ever so
much better if I had some ginger-pop——"

“Give the pig o bottle of ginger-pop, Mrs. Mimble !

" Yes, Master Coker.”

“ Now where are they gone, Bunter?”

“Ahem! T say, Coker, what about doughuuts?™

“ Doughnuts ! ejacnlated Coker.

“Yes. I'll stand you treat when I get my postal-order,
you know. I should like some doughnuts after the tarts
—— Here, hallo! Wharrer you at?” roared Bunter,

Coker had seized him by the back of the neck.

“ Now, tell me where they're gone, you fat spoofer?

“ Yaroooh "

“If you don't want this ginger-beer down the back of
your neck——"

“Gurroogh! Leggo! T°I1 tell you!” spluttered Bunter,
“They—they're gote——" The Owl of the Remove
cudgelled his brains, wondering where on earth Harry
Wharton & Ce. were gone. He had to tell Coker.

* Well, where?” said Coker primly, picking up the glass
of ginger-beer

Bunter blinked at it apprehensively.

“Oh, really, Coker, I'm just geing to tell you!"” ke
gasped. * “They—they've pgone down the Sark—I—I
mean, up the Sark—near the island, you know, Near old
Popper’s island. That's it.”

* Oh, good !” said Coker.

He strode out of the tuckshop without wasting another
moment o Bunter. The fat junior snorted angrily, and
sct his collar straight. Then he grinned.

“I wonder if they've gone to the island?” he mur-
mured. *“ Not likely! Might be a row with 8ir Hilton
Popper if they did! Anyway, I hope Coker runs into old
Popper and gets a licking! Groocogh 1™

And, much comforted with that idea, Billy
went on with the jam-tarts and the ginger-pop.

Bunter

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Loses Hls Cap:
4 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here we are again!"

H The chums of the Remove had reached the

frozen river, at a distance of some half a mile

from OGreyfriars, down tha stream. The
fark, which bubbled and sang among the green rushes
in summer-time, was frozen hard, and gleaming in the
supt. The Co. put en their skates while they waited for
the CIiff House party; but they had not long to wait.

Hazeldene of the Remove, with hig sister Marjorie and
Miss Clara and I’hyllis Howell, came down on the other
gide of the river, and Beob Cherry’s stentorian voice
greeted them.

The three girls looked very pretiy and charming. Miss
Phyllis was looking wvery vivaclous, and her dark eyes
were very brigrht,

“Here we are,” said Hazel. " Tept you waiting, what?
T've been kicking my heels at Cliff House while Marjorie
did her hair.”

“ Marjorie was doing my hair,” satd Miss Clara,

“QOh, your hair, was it?" zaid Hazel mdifferently. "1
knew it was somebody’s mop.”

To which Miss Clara rejoined disdainfully:

“Rats!”

“Well, here we are,” said Wharton cheerily. “It's a
riw:ring afternoon for skating! Got your skates?"

I've got 'em,” said Hazel, “They gave me the lot
to carry.”

“ Let me fasten ‘em for you, Marjorie,” said Bob.

“Thank you!”

The skates were soom on, and the three girls glided on
the smooth ice. It was o merry parly, in the clear, cold,
winter afternoom. The ice was perfect. Marjorie and
Clara were good skaters, and Miss Phyllis soon showed
that she knew how to skate. 'The sound of merry voices
floated over tho frozem river, and echoed among the
leafless trees.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, Hicheliffe cads ™ said Hob Cherry
suddenly, pausing in a figure he was executing.
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Three juniors came ding aleng the jee from
the river. They were f"g?mmhgf, Gadgahy, and 'ﬂ'avaaunu:I:
of Highcliffe School. They slowed dewn as they spotted
the Greyfriars juniors.

“Grevifriars cads!” said Ponsonby.

“Heep off the grass!” said Gadsby. * They're two to
one, Pon.”

Ponsonby erinned.

"They can't rag ue with the girls there, you duffer.”

" Well, that’s so. Chip 'em!”

_And Ponsonby & Co. paused to look on, with the super-
cilious smiles for which the Highcliffe faces were famous.

Harry Wharton & Co. continued fo skate, taking no
notice of them. As a rule, they were ready enough for
raps with their old rivals of Higheliffe; but the prescnce
of the three girls made them unusually pacifie,

“Hallo!  Are you skating, Bob Cherry?” called out
Ponsonby.

“Can't you see I'm skating?” replied Bob.

“Oh, I see! You eall it skating?™

Bob turncd a little pink. He was a very good skater,
and Ponsonby's Iemari was quite uncalled-for. But he
did not reply

" Miss Phyllis, that ice isn't safe!” called ont Ponsonby,

Phyllis looked round.

“ It is quite safe, I think,"” she said coldly, Miss Phyllis
did not like Ponsonby.

“Not with Bob Cherry"s feet om
Ponsonby.

Miss Howell bit her lip, as Bob's fuce turned crimson,
The Greyfriars junior clenched his hand, but unclenched
it again.

“Oh, buzz off 1" said Miss Phyllis.
Ponsonby 1™

L1 Eh ?!Il

“Your face worries us,” said Miss Phyllis calmly,

Ponsonby’s face was a study for a moment, Miss
FPhyllis glided on, leaving him standing, and Gadsby and
Yavasour grinning.

“ Checky little cat!” muttered Ponsenby. “ What are
you snigerering at, you silly duffers. Jolly good mind
to bump her over on jce )

“They'd

it,” eéxplained

“Run away,

e lce.

“Here, cheese it!" said Vavasour, in alarm.
jolly soon bump us over, you ass! Don’t play the giddy
ox Y’

“Ratz! I'm a better shater than an
Ponsonby arrogantly. " They couldn’t run me down.”

“ Better leave the cads alone,” said Gadsby, “Look
here, E: vou're going te row with a crowd of them,
P'm off.™

“ Absolufely ! zaid Vavasour.

“Well, cut off” said Pensonby., “I'm poing to collar
that fatheaded Bob Cherry’s cap, and take it home to
Highelifie az a trophy.”

“Ha, ha! Good cgg, if you can do it 1"

“ You,watch me,” said Pon.

Gadsby and Vavasour skated em.  They intended to
watch, but from a safe distance. TIonsonby skated
towards Bob Cherry, who was glhiding at a good speed
along the ice, in the wake of Miss Phyllis,

“I—I say, Cherry !” called cut Ponsonby suddenly. %I
—TI'm going over! Lend me a hand !

Good-natured Bob whirled round to him., FPonsonby
had been chipping bim, but Bob would have lent & hand
to his worst enemy at any time, Vonzonhy was stagger-
ing on his skates, and certainly leoked like gomng over.
Bob glided quickly up te him, and caught him by the
shoulder.’

“ Bteady " he said cheerily.
you cad [

Ponsonby’s stagpering ecased all of a sudden, as Bob
came alongside. He snatched the junior’s cap, and smote
him across the faece with it, and darted away at top
speed.

“Yoop!” gasped Bob.

The aitnek was so tréacherons and unexpected that it
took Hob quite off his guard. He stoggered wildly, and
went down with a bump on the ice. He s=at up and
roared.

“Yow-cop! Collar that cad!” : g :

But Ponsonby was speeding up the river like lightning,

fellow here,” said

“Why—what——  Oh,
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“ Oh, jlminy 1™ gasped Bunter, blinking at the young lady with round cyes.

“ Wha-at on earth are you doing |

here? Are you Wib's sister 7" * Ha, ha, ha " roared the young lady, * No, I'm Wib!" (SeeChapler 2.) |

and he was far beyond the clutches of the Greyiriars
juniors. Miss Phyllis had looked back. She had seen
the action, and I'onsonby came speeding towards her.
He had only the girl to pass fo cscape with the trophy.
And he did net anticipate any difficulty in passing
FPhyllis.

But for once the cad of Higheliffe reckoned without his
host.

Bob Cherry floundered to his feet, and dashed in
pursuit, though with little chance of success, for
Pensenby wis a hundred yards ahead, and going at
_Ezfpresﬁ- speed.,  Two or three of the juniers followed

1.

Ponsonby shot past Miss I'hyllis, waving the captured
eap in triumph as he went. The next minute he glanced
over his shoulder, grinning. Bob Cherry and his chuins
were far behind., But, to his amazement, Miss Phyllis
was in pursuit, elose on his track.

“My hat!" ejaculated Ponsonhy.

Miss Phyllis® preity face was very determined. Pon-
sonby launghed and rushed on: but he soon realised that

the pursuer was the bettor skater of the two.  Miss
Phyellis drew level, Ponsomby dedged, and the girl
followed.
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“Keep off ! shouted Ponsonby. * What the dickens do
ou want?"” -

“T want that cap, and vours, foo!” suid Miss Phyllis
coolly.

“ Ih—what®

if'i'w-il

“Why, you silly duffer--—"

“Duffer yourself 17 suid Miss Phyllis cheerily. “Now,
then———"

Ponsonby dodged again, but he dodged in vain. e
circled round and brandished the cap.

“Mind, I shsll hit you if you come any nearer!” hs
exclaimed savasely.

The girl laughed merrily. She was o much better
skater than Ponsonby, and ecould make rings round him
on the ice. She came nearer, and Ponsonby made a
savaee slash with Bob Cheriy’s cap.

“I could push you ever as casily as anvihing, awd you
pouldn’t touch me,” said Mizs Phyllis cheerily,  “You
are a duffer ! You can't skate for toffee!™

“You're a cheeky little eat!” relorted DPonsonby.

“Thank vou! Now for the eapl”

Phyllis made a sudden eatch af ik, and Ponsonby
struck out with the cap, careless whkether he hurt the

My eap " stuttercd Pansonby.

A Grand; Long, Complate Btary of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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fresh young face or mot. But the face was not there—
Miss Phyllis dodged like lightning. Fonsomby over-
balanced himself, and his skates clattersd wildly as he
sought to vecover. Im a twinkling the cap was caunght
from his hand, and then his own cap was jerked from
kis head. With 2 eap in either hand, E:Hﬁs Phyllis skated
werrily back towards her friends,

Ponsonhy clattered barcheaded, white with fury.

“You little minx ! he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The enraged Higheliffe junier skated in pursuit, but
the sight of the Greyiriars skaters coming up bhand-over-
fist made him halt, e did not want te encounter Bob
Cherry. To skate home Dbarehcaded to Mighclifie was
humiliating, but there was no hkelp for it. Ile turned
and fled.

“Ha, ha, hat!® _

Miss Phyllis tossed DBob Cherry his cap, and Bob

caught it.
“Thapke!” he said. *Ta, ha, ha! DPoor cld Pon—
licked by a girl! Ha, ha, hal”

Miss Phyllis laughed, and tossed Ponsonby's eap upon
the bank. It was there, if the dandy of Highelilfe choso
to fetch it. But he was not likely to choose while the
Greyfriars fellows were on the river. lle overtook
Vavasour and Gadsby, skating towards Ilighcliffe. Ifia
twa chums were yelling.

“Rippin’, by gad ! shricked Gadshy.

cap, Pon#"

“Toppin’,” gasped Vavasour. “The fellows’ll think
gou've Joined the Hatless Club when we get in, Pon.”

Ponsonby snorted. .

“Why don't you go back for your cap? grinned
Gadsby.

“0Oh, shut up ™

Ponsonby plunged on, in a towering rage. He wanted
his cap, but net for any inducewment whatever would he
have gome back to fetch it. And all the sympathy he
received from hiz comrades was expressed in  loud

chortling,

“Where's your

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In {he Hands of the Philistines !

“ UH>
Coker of the Fifth gave that expressive
grunt, as he halted on the river-bank opposite

the island.

ITe had followed Bunter's veracious direetions. Teo do
po he had been oblized to trespass om the prn;}mrt of Sir
Hilton Popper, an irascible old gentleman with whom the
Greyfriars fellows had had many rubs,

But Coker was not bothering about Sir Hilton Pepper.
He was thinking of the skating party, and the impression
ke was to make upon Miss Phyllis with his own wonderful
powers in that line.

The island rosc from the frozen surfoce of the Sark,
grim and leafless and deserted. Coker stood on the bank
and blinked at it aswafelj. There was certainly no
gign of Harry Wharton & Co., or the girls of Chff House.

‘P'r’aps tgmjr're on the other side of the istand,” he
murmured. “They must be about here—Hunter said se.
I suppose he knew—the Ep%'ing little toad knows every-
thing that goes on. Well, I'll soon see.” ‘

Coker sat down on the bank and put on his skates.
Then he went out on the ice, to scout round the island.

Coker prided himself upon his powers as a skater. Dut,
as a matter of faet, he haod a rreat deal to learn in that
art. When he was upon the ice, hiz feet alwaya had a
disposition to travel in different directions, which was em-
barrassing to a skater.

Just now his right. foot insisted uﬁon advancing at a
good speed towards the island, while his left seemed bent
apon travelling in a south-easterly direction. Coker saved
bumnself with a plunge, and nearly went over, and shot
away acress the smooth ice towards the island like am
gxpress train.

“QOh, crumbs ™ gasped Coker. “It's jolly slippery

It was.

Coker tried to slow down. but he couldn’t. le shot
at the island like a shell fromm a mortar. IHe reached it,
and dashed right into the seraggy, frozen bushes. The
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remarks he made as he plunged headlong into the buskes
would have done eredit fo a Ifun.

He stroggled im the brambles, sputtering and spluts
tering.

“Ia, ha, hal”

It was a vyell of laughter from three skaters who wera
gliding up the river towards the island—oene ef them
bareheaded. ] .

Pounsouby & Co, had {o pass the island on theiy way
home to Higheliffe, and they had arrived just in Lime Lo
behold Coker taking the plunge, as it were,

Coker struggled out of the bushes, and righted himsclf
on the ice, carefully persuading hiz feet f{o remain
together.  Ile glared homicidaily at the three High-
¢lifians, '

“Clear off, you cheeky young cads'!” he howled. “Do
you want me to lick your”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Ponsonby & Co. roared. On dry land they would have
been very careful fo give Horace Coker a wide berth: he
could have thrashed the three of them without ihe
slightest difficulty. But on the ice it was o different
mitter. There they had the upper hand. Coker had
enough to do to keep on his feet, without defending him-
self.  Anyboedy who couldn’t defend himself was exactly
what Ponsonby & Co. wanted when they were in a rag-
ring humour,

“Come on!” prinned Ponsonby. “Get round the
elephant! We’'ll rag the Greyfriers cad bald-headed ™™

“What about those other rotters, thongh#” said Gadsly,
with an uneasy glance back along the river.

“They're not coming up here. It's all right™

To Coker’s astonishment, the three Highecliffians hore
dewn upon him, instead of fleeimg from the terror of his
rlance.

Coker shot out on the ice from the island, clatlering.
Perhaps he was a little out of practice; certainly his
skating was 2 sight for gods and men and litile fishes.
The Highcliffians clustered round him,

“(Go it, Coker!” sald Ponszonby enr:c:um&inglg, “ First
time I've seen a clop-dance on the ice. Wire mm!”

“Do you want me to smash your” roared Coker.
“Clear off I

But the three jumiors had no intention whatever of
elearing off. TPonsonby circled round him, glided behind
him, and snatched lus cap off from the rear. Coker
whirled round en him in a fury, and hiz legz tangled
up, aud he went down at full length, with a bellow like
8 bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Grocogh |7

Coker sprawled om the ice dazedly. His feet and skates
flew in the air. In a moment Gadsby wus upon him and
kneeling on his chest. Fonsonhy piled in, and grasped
his wrists, just in time fo save Gaddy from being en-
closed In & grasp to which the hng of a grizzly bear wounld
have been a joke.

“Hold on, all!™ sang out Ponsonby.

“Ha, ha, kal” ‘ _

Vavasour grasped ohe of the captured wrist=, leaving
the other to Pon. Coker was quite helpless now. Htrong
and burly as he was, he could net wrench his arms free,
and Gadsby was kneeling heavily on his chest, pinning
him down.

“You youngy
gerrup ! I'll smash you!
o 1"

“IIa, ha, ha'!®

“Take it calmly, dear boy,” advized Ponsonby., “We
dom’t want to burt you, unless a twist like that hurts a
little—"

“Yow ! velled Coker, as.Ponsonby twisied his arm.

145

*I L' ll—vow-ow | .

He struggled furiously, and the threc juniors had all
their work cut out to hold him. Butbt he was at too great
a disadvantage. They held on tenaciously, and Coker
had to give it up. Me lay goasping and exhousted under
their weight.

Pmmuuﬁ}'. with a cheery grin, procecded to jerk off his
collar aud tie. With the tie, Horace Coker’s wrists wers
bound together, in spite of his resistance. Then he was
much eazier to handle.

rotters ' bellowed Coler. “Temme
Il skin you! I'll pulverise
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“1'll smash you for this!” spluttered Coker. _

“Looks lovely, don’t he?” smiled Ponsonby, wefting off
Coker's neck. “Wateh him wriggle.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker did wriggle. With his hands tied, it was utterly
imposzible for him to get on his feet on the shppery ice.
He lay on his back and floundered. IF looks could have
slain, Coker’s glances would have stretched Ponsonby &
Co. lifeless on the frosen Sark., But as it was, his
furious looks only elicited howls of laughter.

Ponsonby-—keeping carefully out of the way of Coker’s
plunging feet—jerked his waistcoat open, with a jerk
that removed all the buttons, Then he took his fountain-

from his pocket and unscrewed the end. The pen
was full of ink, and the ink trickled over Coker's crimson
and curicus face. It ran in streaks all over his counten-
ance, giving him a curious, zebra-like appearance, which
made the Highcliffiang shriek.,

“What a giddy picture!” chortled Ponsonby. “I'd kecp
his cap, only the rag is too big for me. He can have it
down his back.”

“Gerrrrrg ! came from Coker, as his cap was stufled
down his back.

It was followed there by his collar, and it did not feel
comfortable.

“Now set him on his feet,” said Ponsonby.
to watch him skate [

“Yow-ow! I can’t skate with myv hands tied,” roared
LCoker, : :

“Do you sgkate with your hands:" asked Ponsonby, in
EUTprise,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yarooh! I shall bump over!”

Well, that will be amusin’, won't 1£*"

Apparently Coker did not think so. Dut he had no
choice about the matter. The three juniors grasped his
arms and spoulders, and heaved him—net without diffi-
culty—to his feet. Coker was a good weight,

Crash ! clatter! clatter! crash!

“Let o ! said Pon.

“Yow! I shall go over!” shrieked Coker.

:-:'lHullu " yelled Gadsby suddenly., " Here come thoso
cads ! 2

“71 want

Buzz!

Down the river wa~ a sound of merey voices. In a
bunch, Harry Wharten & Co., and the three girls came
gliding along the ice, heading for the island.

Ponsonby & Co. promptly releazed Coker, and took to
their heels—or, rather, their skates. Chuckling with glee,
they fled up the river at top speed.

Coker was left to maintain his balance as best Lie
could. e clattered his skates wildly on the ice, and snt
down, e had recognized the Grevirvinrs party, He had
come ont spc-::inll]}' to see Miss Phyllis. Now he was
geeing her—and she was seeing him! And Coker would
have given a term’s pocket-money for the ice to open and
ewallow him up.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker Shows What He Can Dol

b ALLO, halle, halle!™
H Y What the merry dickens

“Coker "
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker sat on the ice, hiz face crimson with rage and
exertion, where it was not black with streaks of ink. The
ekating pariy circled round him, staring, It was a
peculiar sight-.

“ Colker 1" howled Johnny Bull, “I{ isn't 2 Red Indian,
and it isn't a Hun. It's Coker of the Fifth

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ile’s heen in the wars ™ chuckled Squiff.

“ Ow " gasped Coker.

“Halle, grundpa, whatl did vou do in {he Great Wart"
inguired Bol Cherry.

“Ha, ha, Lia't"

“What a shame!” said Marjorie, trying not to langh.
“RHomebody has been playing a trick on poor Coker.”

“ Shall we let you looze, Coker!” asked Miss Clara,

“Ye-c-e5, please ! stammered Coker,

“ His hands are tied,” sald Miss Phyllhis.
ot n knifer”

“Here you are.”

“D-d-don’t cut it—it's my necktie ™ pasped Coker,

“On, dear
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“ [t was those voung IHighelific eads!” etuttered Coker.

“ Ponsonby & Co. ! velled Bob Cherry, Do you mean
to say that you let ‘three fags handle you like that,
Coker:"

“I g-c-conldn’t help it."

“Ha, ha, ha[” 5, g : &
“There's nothing to eackle at, you cheeky little beasts,
roared Coker. “I'll lick you when my bands are loose.

Bueck up, Miss Phyllis ! _ ,

Phyllis was seeking to untie the knotted necktie, Lut
she paused now.

“Can't you get it undone®” asked Coker.

“Yes."

“Then why don’t vou—please 1" added Coker.

“What are you going to do when your hands are
untied:" inquired Miss Thyllis,

“Lick those young rotters, of course.”

“Then I sha'n't untie vour hands.”

“Oh, I say, Miss Phyllis—" ,

“You're always too previous, Cokér, old man!™ said
Harry Wharton, laughing. : )

“ 1T say, lemme loose ! mumbled Coker. " I—T won't
lick "em, if you don't want me to, Miss Phyllis ™

“There's a good boy ! said Phyllis.

“0Oh!” said Coker. :

“Tesides, you conldn’t lick us, could you, Horace, old
chap®" said Bob Cherry. “TYou couldn’t lick a bunny
rabbit, on the ice!”

“111 jolly well show vou!
Phyllis I stammered Coker.
right now.”

His hands were free at last. He put them on the ice,
and essayed to rise. IHis skates deparfed in varioua
directions, and he sat down again, The juniors howled,
and the girls strove hard not fo laugh, but without
much snccess.

“Yow! Those little beasts put my cap down my Yoek I
mumbled Coker, twisting uncomfortably, * Yank it out,
gome of vou!”

Frank Nugent obligingly vanlked out the collar and
the cap.

“Is i:hﬁre—is there much ink on my face:” stuttered
Coker. :

“Well, less than a gallon!” zaid Wharton,

('oker took out his handkerchief and rubbed his faca.
Tustead of a streaky complexion, he had now a mottled
one.

“Ts that better:”

I—IL mean I won't, Mias
“{Oh, thanks. That's all

“11a, ha! That depends,” roared Boly Cherry. “It'a
less like n zebra, and more like a Hottentot !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help me up, can't voul” velled Coker. “TWhat are

i.'ml cackling there for, vou cheeky fags® Give me »
1nd.”

“ Al hands on deek ™ sang out Bob Cherry.

Chuckling, the juniors pathered round Coker, and
arasped him on all sides. 'The great Horace was beaved
to his fect onee more.

“ Dan't shove me over, vou siliv little idiota!™ ]

“That's what I like about Coeker,” grinned Squiff.
“ He's 2o jolly grateful.”

“Hold me while I get my collar on, vou dummics’”

“(h, dear I murmured Marjorie.

Coker's way of getting help and acknowledging it
struck her ns comie.

Coker managed to replace his collar and tie after a
fashion, the juniers dutifully bolding him the while, to
keep his ekates from walking away with him.

“There! Now do I look all right?™ gasped Coker.

“ Ripping " said Wharton, “A little mottled, perhaps,
and the eollay’s rather rumpled, and the tio looks as if
vou've been tryiug to bhang yourself, and your features
as if thev'd been walked on—otherwise, right as rainl”

“Bhut up, yven cheeky fag!” _ .

“What o nive, polite boy!” said Miss Phyllis.
vou always as niee as that, Coker?”

Coker blushed.

“Sorry, Miss DPhyllis, but these cheeky faps really
want a licking, yon know. I always believe in giving
fags plenty of lickings. You can cut off now, you young
Tascals ! "

A Qrand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Thanks,” eaid Wharton. “Arc you sure you can stand
if we let go®”

“Don't be cheeky.”

“ Oh, all right !

The juniors let go, and Coker lurched wildly, and his
skates beat a rapd tattco on the ice. The schoolboys
and the schoolgirls erowded back in alarm, It did not
look safe to be too near Coker.

“It—it's all right, Miss Phyllis,” gasped Coker. “I—1I
—grﬂngh—.['m 2 good skater—a firet-class—ow—skater!”

Yes, you look it!” said Phyllis, laughing,

Clatter! crash! Coker righted himeelf again.

“The fact is, Miss Phyllis, I cume out to see you,” he
said. “Oh, blow the skates! I'm going to take you
skating this afterncon.”

Missz Phyllis® eyes opened wide,

“I'm skating now!” she said.

“Yes; but you don’t want to skate with a gang of
fags, X suppose,” said Coker testily. “I'm going to tuke
you with me. I'll show yon some figure skating 1

Clatter! clatter! Plunge! crash! Coker was nearly
down again, but, by a herculean effort, he righted.

“Thank you!” said Miss Phyllis demurely. *“I don’t
think T should like to learn that kind of figure-skating 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Coker gasped.

“That—that wasn't what T meant. I mean to say—
oh, bust the skates'—XI mean I'll show yeou—yaraoh,
what's the matier with these dosled skates®—you see, I
eame ont specially to take you skating 1”

“Well, of all the choelk ¥ cjaenlated Bob Cherry.

“Shut up, Cherry!”

“And you didnt think it nceessary to ask me first?”
aid Miss Phyllie, her cheeks dimpling, “And youn knew,
of cguig-e, that I should run away from my friends at once
~—waat "

" Yes, of course. Tt really ain't safe for you to skato

with those fags—— Yarooh! Blow the skates! I'm
going to take care of you—— Oh, erumbs!”
Clatter! Clatter! Clatter!

“Ha, ha, hat’

“ Thank you so mneh " said Miss Phyllis, gently as the
vooing dove. “But don’t vou think, perhaps—I only
suggest 1t, you know—perhaps it would be better o
learn to take care of yourself first®”

“0Oh, come, you know! Look here—— Oh, my hat,
this iee is extra slippery, I think! If you don’t think I'm
a jolly wood skater, I'll just show you what I can do on
the ice—— Oh, my hat! TYah!"

Coker’s feet had escaped him this time,
shot inte the air, and
bump.

“Brave!” roared Bob Cherry, while the whole party
shricked with merriment. * Now Coker's shown what he
can do, wo may as well get along, Good-bye, Coler ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the merry party sped along the ice, leaving Horace
Coker sitting and blinking after them, trying to get his
second wind, Horace did not take Misa Phyllis skating
that afternoon,

The skales
orace Coker sat down with a

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Potter Thinks It Funny!

ILLY BUNTER was waiting in the doorway of the
School House when the skating-party came in to
tea, Ile smiled his sweetest smiles at Marjorie
& Co., who did not appear 1o observe them,

“T say, veu fellows——"

" Inky's got tea ready in the study,” said Bob Cherry.
“T'm jolly hungry ’

“I suy, Bob, old chap i

“ Beat [V
Harry Wharlon & Co. proceeded fo the Remove
assage. No, 1 Study was lighted and cheery, A big

re blazed in the grate, and the table was spread with
good things., Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, like a dusky
ministering angel, had everyvthing roan:?_?.

“Beasts 17 growled Billy Buunter, blinking after them.
“They jolly well wouldn't have found any feed there,
but for that blessed nigger! Rotters— Yow-ow!
Legoo, Bolsover, you beast!”

e Maiouer Linpany.—No. 419,

“You silly asg—"

“(h, is it you, Coker?"” said Bunter, blinking at the
Fifth-Former uneasily. *“I—I say, I hope you found
them at the island—— Leggo!”

“They weren't there, you fat worm!'” gsaid Coker,
shaking him foreibly. “ You were telling me whoppers!”

“Oh, really, Coker, I know you've met them! [ just
heard Squiff say he hadn’t heard Miss FPhyllis laugh
so mnch at any time as she did at yon Yow-ow !I”

Coker shook the Owl of the Remove till he guivered
like a jelly. _

“I'm not going to lick you, you fat toad,” said Coker.
“I did find them, as it happened. Have the girls come
heve to tea:”

“Ow! Yeg!

“ Good I

Coker released the fat junior, and strede on to the
stairs., Bunter gasped,

“Yah! Where did you get that face?” he roared.
“Where did you dig up that chivvy, Coker? Yah!”

And Dunter heat a s«trategic vetreat before the
enraged Coker could get near him.  Heorace Coker
frowned, and went up the stairs. As he made his way to
the dormitory Potter and Greene joined him.

They had left him rather hofly that afternoon; but
they were all smiles now, It was tea-time! ‘

“HBeen waiting for yon to come in, old chap,” said
Potter affectionaiely.

“Tluh 1" grunted Coker. ]

“We've been skating, but it wasn’t much good without
you,” said Greene blandly. " We wanted you to show
us how to do figures, Coker.”

Coker relazed a0 little,

“ Another time, Greene, old man.”

*Well, it's tea-time now,” remarked Ioiter,
to the study?”

“No; I'm gaing to the dorm, to ¢lean up.. I've had
a—a—an accident.”

“Tard cheese!” zaid Potter sympathetically. " Tl
tell you what, Coker. We'll get the tea while you clean
up. Would you like me to run over to the tuckshop for
our’

“T'm not having tea ie the study,” explained Coker,
and he went into the dormitory,

Potter and Greene stood in the doorway and watched
him. They liked Colker's company at tea-time: not for
the fascinations of his mamnners or conversation, but
because the great Horace generally stood the tea. The
funds were low with Potter and Greene that evening, too.

“ Better come to the study,” said Greene. * "Tain’t
eosy without you, Coker. Besides, we want to hear how
yeu ot on with Miss Bally—I mean Kate—that is to
sav, Phyllis”

Coker suorted.  He had not the slightest desire to
impart to his chums how he had get on with Phyllis.

“I= it tea with a wmaster?” asked Potter, sceing that
Grecnte was on the wrong track.

“No,” said Coker,

“One of the Sixth >

“Blow the Sixth!”

“Well, if you're going to tea olong the Fifth-Torm
passage, I suppose you can take your friends with you:"
“Tain't the Fifth!

“Not having tea with fags, T suppose®”

Coker blinked round from the washbasin, through
waler and soap.

“Why notr” he demanded. .

“Oh, my hat! Geing to tea with fags!”

“Of course, 185 8 hit beneath the dipgmify of o Fiith-
Tormer,” admiticed Ceker. “But I bhelteve in faking
nontice of juniors when they behave themselves, T don't
see why I shouldn't go to tea in Noo 1 Study, once in a
Wiy,

“FI'E{-_ 1 Study ! howled DPotter, in
“Have they been been behaving themselves?
first time in theip history, then'™

“h, rats!”

*1 see. You're handing out the giddy olive-hranch
beepuse they bumped you o the steps this afternoon:”
said Greene.

Coker prunted, and went on with his fowelling.

“Well, I'm not going to tea with fags, for enc!” said
Potter.

Qw1

“Coming

astonishhment,
ts the
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"m'.‘";kuse me, mpum,’”’ stammered Gosling. * But——" Y[ am Coker's flances," said the ladg.
Oh, holy smoke ! " stotiered Gosling, |

know that Horace was engaged ?" “ Engaged!

“ Did you not
26 Chapler 12.)

“1 haven't asked you!" snapped Coker. “ As a maftter
of fact, I'd rather wyou didn't, George Potter. Your
manngrs ain’t guite polished enough for a lady I”

“For a ]ad; ™ welled Potter. * Oh, scissors! I savry!
Ha, la, hat

“What are you cackling at?" roared Coker, greatly
incenged.

“I'm eackling at a silly ass! retorted Potter, quite

reckless now that it was evident that there was to he.

no tea in the study.
Greeney?”

“I'm eackling at a frahjous dummy!” chortled Greene,

Coler doubled up the towel, and made a rush at his
hilarions ¢huma. They whipped out of the dormitory at
great speed. But a micute later Potter put his head in.

“71 say, Coker !

“Well#” snupped Coker, with a glare.

“Have you ordered the engagement-rin

Colcer did mnt veply. He charged at the humorous
Potter like a bhull, and George otter sprinted down the
passage as if he had been on the cinder-path. Coker
chased lLim half-wavy to the stairs, and then returned,
snorting, to the dormitory.

He finished towelling, and adjusted a clean ¢ollar and
& new fie with great eare, Coker was not usunally very
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careful with his dress—indeed, he was somewhat sloventy
rhutrhe could be dressy ab times. This was one of the
imes ! ,

Having adjusted his collar and tie, it occurred to him
that the wristbands of his shirt were a little grubby.
Off came collar and $ie again, and off came the shirt,
and a new and spotless one was donned. Then Coker
strugerled with his stud once mere, and the clean collar
was replaced, and the tie was tied with the utmost
precision.

Then Coker brushed his hair very carefully. Then he
changed his boots. Coker could generally be heard
coming nt guite a distance—his boots were a good size.
But in honour of this special oceasion he changed into
evening shoes—still a good size, bulk not gquite so
ponderons,

“Ought a fellow to put a flower in his jacket™ murs
mured Coker. _

The fact that there was no flower available settled
that question, Horace Coker took a caveful survey of
himself in the plass, and was completely satisfied with
what he saw there,

Then he descended to the lower pazsage, heading for
the Hemove guarters. A yell from the Fifth Form
studies came to his cars.

A Qrand, Long, Completes Story of Harr
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIOHARD
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“ Here he is !

Potter and Greene and Fitzgerald and Smith major
and several more of the Fifth were gathered there,
evidenily on the watch for him. Coker coloured.

“ Faith, he's washed his neck !” exelaimed Fitzgerald.

“ His follar’s clean !™ gaid Blundell, in tones of wonder.

“Give my regards to Miss Growl!” yelled Potter,

Coker made a rush. The Fifth-Fornfers, shouting with
laughter, bolted into their studies, The humorous
Potter was not quite quick enough. As he bolted, Coker’s
foot caught him. It was very fortunate for Potter at
that moment that Ceker had changed his bhoote—very
fortunate indeed. But even in & shoe Coker’'s foot was
formidable. George Potter flew headloug into the study
and clutehed at (Gireene to save himself, and dragged
him down on the carpet with a bump,

Coker. glared in at the doorway.

“ Do you wWant some morei” he bawled,

“ Yow-ow-ow-wwwop I”

Coker strode away, snorting. . _

“QOh, crumhsgl® pasped Potter, sitting up—inadvert-
ently on Groene, - “I'll sorag the silly ass! I'n—I'11—"

“ (yerroff my neck!” said Greene, in a suiphurous voice.
“ You thumping chump, gerroff my neck !” ‘ )

He hﬂl]}ﬂ({. Potter off his neck with a dig of his elbow in
Potter'a ribs,

“You silly ass!”

“You burbling chump ! :

“I'll jolly well serag him!” howled Potter. “I hope
those fags will chuck him out on his meck!” Then he
chuckled. *“They're pretty sure to, anyway. Faney
Coker—in his old age—Coker mashed—ha, ha, ha!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker Comes to Teal

EA in No. 1 Study was going strong when there
came a tap at the door.
“Come m!" called out Harry Wharton hos-
pitably. _

The study was pretty full. Only by a considerable
amonnt of wedging did the juniors succeed in leaving
room for their distinguished visitors, Marjorie and Clara
and Phyllis were locking very mert and bright. All
the. juniors were very merry, even Hazeldene, who was
goretimes sulky, being in the best of spirits.

The tap ot the door was taken to mean that a new

ueat had arrived, and the merry party intended to make
ﬁim welcome, crowded as the space already was. _

“Tt's Marky, I suppose,” said Bob Cherry, * Come in,
Marky! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Coler 1"

The junicrs stared at Colker,

The rugged features of the great Horace were com-

sed in 8 penial smile. He scemed fo have completely
wargntten the bumping on the steps and the chipping
pn the ice. The juniors, who had fancied for a moment
that the great man of the Fifth was on the warpath,
were reassured. Bub they were puzzled to guess what
he wanted.

“Hallp, Coker I gaid Wharton.

“Pxeuse my dropping in like this!” said Coker, with a
polite bow to the young ladies. R

“Certainly, if you'll drop out again,” said Johuny Bull.

“The fact i3,” said Coker, “I've come to tea.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Wharton, *“You—yow've come to

1R

tear?

“ Exactly! I suppose you know it's mot my habit to
have tea in a fag study?” Coker intended to be very
agreeable, but he was always Coker.

“ Quite so,” assented Bob Cherry,
stand it, could they?” 1 _

“The standfulness would be terrifically impossible!™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You cheeky little—ahem! The fact is—" )

“Hallo! Room for one more? asked a cheery voice
in the passage, as Mark Linley looked in.

And there was hospitable chorus of

*Lome in, Marky!”

The Lancashire junior came in, and Bob Cherry found
half a chair for him. Coker frowned. The distinguizhed
honour of having him to tea in the study ought to have
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“They couldn't

overwhelmed the Removites, They should, in the fitnesa
of thinge, have enrrounded him and made a fuss of him,
offered him the best chair, and waited on him with
becoming humility. They would be well repaid by a
few kind words and a nod or two.

Somehow they didn't! Coker wasz anneyed, and ke
was a little nonplussed.

“Any place vacant in this show!” asked Wibley,
coming along with smears of grease-paint still on hia
face. Wibley was no longer in the guise of the “Girl
with the Golden Hair,” but his face still retained some
of her complexion.

“Oh, come in !’ said Wharton. “I hope you've had a
ripping rehearsal all on' your own. There’s standing-
room, if perhaps Coker wouldn’t mind putting one of
his feet out in the passage.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, make room for Coker !” said Marjorie Hazeldene,

taking compassion on the unfortunate Horace. “It's
very nice of Coker to comg to tea.”
“Thank you, Miss Hazeldene!” said Coker. "“It's a

purzle to me how you stand the manners of these fags.
I've got a proposal to make to you young ladies—-"

“Ask mamma !’ zaid Hazeldene,

“ Ha, ha, hal!"

“You young idipt—"t

“Twook here, Coker, chuck it!” said Bob Cherry.
“Those things ought to be dome in private, if at all
I'm surprised at you!”

“The surprisefulness is terrific I

Coker turned almost purple.

“I've got o proposal to maoke——" he roared.
B " iWeI], vou're not going to make it here!” said Johnny

ull.

The three girls had reddened, but they could not help
laughing,

“1 propose that you shall come and have tea inh my
study I blurted out Coker, at last. *'I'll get a ripping
gpread, and it's a very comfy study—very! Much hetter
than Eigging with these fags, don’t you ¥hiuk £

“ Oh, dear!” murmured’ Marjorie.

“Qh, my hat!” said Miss Clara.

“What a dear, nice, polite fellow Coker is!"” sighed
Miss Phyllis. " He puta things so nicely. Pigging is
such a delightful expression, and so flattering! We are
go much obliged to you, Coker !”

“ Then you'll come?” said Horace eagerly,

“Oh, no; we won't come !

“Lemme persuade vou,” eaid Coker, in his most per-
suasive tone. **You can't lilke having tea with a gang
of noisy fags. Now, I say—yooocoop!”

“Dear me! What does he say vooop for?f” asked
Phyllis, in surprise.

he reasen was clear enough. Somebody had bumped

a chair.against Coker’s knees fromn behind, and the preat
Coker had collapsed. He eat on the floor and roared.

“(Oh, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! grinned

Wibley.
“Yarooh! What young beast was that®?
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Borry we're short of chairs, Coker,” said Wharton
ﬁﬂlitﬂ]j". “But you needn’t sit on the floor, Give him

alf your chair, Frank !”

“ 1’1l pulverise you!” roared Coker, scrambling up, and
quite forgetting in his fury that ladies were present.
“It was you, Field, you young villain I"

“Hands off I” roared Squiff.

TNl pulverise you—squash you! I'll—-"

“ Rescue ! yelled Bob Cherry.

“Eeep off, you cheeky fags! I'Nl—07"

“ Coker’'s come to tea. e'll give him tea !” said Bob,
and he picked up the teapot, and turned it on Coker.

“(GFive him some jam, too!”

“ And some of the sardines!”

“In the neck!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Yarooh! BStoppit!
mop up the whole
yawwwp Y

Many hande make light work, Many hands were laid
on Coker of the Fifth, and they made light work of him,

I'll—I'll—I'll—ch, my hat! Tl
study! I'll smash you! I'll—
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Horace swung through the doorway, ana alighted in the

assage with a loud concussion. He hardly knew how he

d gi::t there, but he knew he was there. It was
ul.

Bob Cherry sheok an admonitory finger at him from
the doorway.

“Now you buzz off, Coker, and be guict!” he said.
“If there weren't ladies n»resent, we should rag you!
We should, really!”

Coker felt as if he had been ragged already.

He scrambled up in the passage, and cinrged back
into the study like an enraged bull. Miss Clara shrieked,
Marjorie sprang up, Phyllis laughed. The crowd of
juniors lined up te receive the charge, and Coker was
grasped on all sides, and hurled forth again.

Bump!

“Oh, crumbs! Oh, my hatd Oh!”

Harry Wharton grioned, and closed the study door.
He thought that the tea-party had seen the last of Coker.

He was richt. The great Horaee was limping away,
vowing vengeance. His reception had been far from
flattering, and so far as Coker could see, he had done
nothing whatever to merit such a reception.

*Well, of all the echeek !” said Nugent. * Fancy cven
Coker trotting in to carry off our guests under our very
noses! Of all the nerve—"

“It is ferxific!™

All the tea-party agreed that Coker's nerve was terrific,
a8 Inky expressed it, hut they agreed, also, that he had
received a lesson that was terrific. But Coker was soon
forgotten, and the tea-party finished in merry mood,
and then a crowd of juniors walked home to Cliff House
with Marjorie & Co.

Horace Coker limped away to his study, where Potter
and Greene met him with bland smiles. Coker's look
ghowed how he had becn received by the juniors, who, for
once, he delichted to honour.

“Well, what are you sniggering at?” demanded Coker.
“Lool here, I've changed my mind, and I'm going to
have tea here. It's a rotten iden feeding with fags—
rotten! That little minx was laughing, too!”

“What little minx?" asked Potter blandly.

“Ahem! Never mind! Can’t you buzz off to the
tuckshop, instead of sniggering there like a Cheshire
cat? snorted Coker, y

Potter ceased understudying a Cheshire cat, and buzzed
off' to the tuckshop with grmt alacrity, And in Coker's
study all was calm and bright—for Potter and (Greene,
at leazt. Horace Coker was not quite so calm or bright.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Genersus Oifer Refused!

o LOW it! How many “‘k's’ in ° expect '?"
B murmured Coker,

Wibley of the Remove paused.,

It was several days since the skating-party
on the Sark, During those days that grand new comedy,
the “ Girl With the Golden Hair,”" had been going ahead
by leaps’ and beunds. Fortunately for the Junior
Dramatic Society, there had been a thaw.

Skating being out of the guestion, all the spare time
of the Remove chums was put into rehearsals, under the
able direction of their stage-and-.general manager,
Wibley proncunced that the “Girl With the Golden
Hair ” was going to be a stunning suecess; as, indeed,
how could it fail to be, written by Wibley, and with Wib
in the title-role appearing in nearly every scene?

Wibley was calling on Coker of the Fifth.

In the comedy, as wrilten by Wibley, a Prussian
character was introduced—supposed to be a big, fat,
clumsy duffer, who was the butt of the piece. According
to Wibley, the part of Herr Humpstein could be p‘laycﬁ
best of 2]l by a chap who was as big an idiot as Humpstein
was supposed to be. He had, therefore, thourht of
Coker.

Hence his visit to the study of the great mun of the
Fifth. He was going to offer Coker the part.

But he paused in the doorway. {Coker was alone in the
study, and he was busy. Coker was seated at the table,
pen in hand, with a letber before him. He was writing
the letter: hut he had had to 51;-:1]1 te wrestle with that
difficult problem, how many “k’s" to put in “expect.”

Coker was not strong on spelling.  Ho favoured his
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own variety of orthegraphy, and, indeed, found faulg
with the spelling in the newspapers, which did not in the
least agree with his own. r. Prout, his Forzsemaster,
was frequently satirical om the subject of Coker’r spell-
ingr; and sometimes asked Coker what he was doing in the
Fifth Form at all, when he spelt like a very backward
fag 1o the Third. Coker confided to Potter and Greene
that Mr. Prout was a very igonorant man, and that he
tried to cover up his ignorance by getting at a fellow who
knew better.

“Lemme see, only one “k,” I think,” Coker went on
murmuring, “No, two—e-k-s-p-e-k-t—-no, that’s mnot
right; that looks like Russian. Is there an “x ' in the
blessed word? Yes, I remember now—e-k-g-p-e-x-f.
That's it."

Wibley grinned, and coughed. But Coker did not hear
his cough. His attention was glued upon his letter;
evidently a very important letter., He went on murmur-
ing aloud as he scrawled :

“I shall expect you at three, and I will have the trap
ready and waiting at the bridge. You can bring
Marjorie or Clara if you like, Phyllis.”

Wibley jumped.

Coker was writing to Phyllis Howell !

“Well, my only hat!” ejaculated Wibley,

Coker heard that, and he looked round quickly.
Cuickly, too, he threw a sheet of blotting-paper over his
letter. He frowned at Wibley.

“What do you want, you cheeky fag?”

“Ahem! Just a word or two, Colter——""

“Buzz off ; I'm busy !

“It’s about the play I explained Wibley.

Coker thawed a little. It was o standing grievance
with Coker that the Remove Dramatic Society was a most
successful institution, while the Stase Club he had
founded in the Fifth generally scemed to hang fire.
T'erhaps that was because Horace Coker took all the
principa] parts.

Many a time and oft had Coker, in the kindness of his
heart, offered o play leading gentleman in the Remova
plays; and each time he had been declined with utter
thanklessness.

But Coker was not a fellow to bear malice. If the
cheeky fags had ecome to their senses, Coker was willing
to meet them half-way.

“You want me?" he asked.

“That's 1t,” said Wibley.
chap to fill the bill, Coker.”

{Coker smiled gonially.

“Well, you're a set of cheeky little sweeps,” he said.
“But, dash it all, I believa in helping the fags, to a
certain extent! The title-role, of course?”

“Well, the title-role is a girl part,” said Wiblay. “ You
wouldn’t be much good in a girl part, Coker Your—
your commanding presence would be rather out of place,
don’t you think?"

“I don't want a girl part, of course,” said Coker. “ But
there's a hero, I suppose.”

“ Ahem—yea! Dut, really, the part I'm thinking of for
you puts that quite in the shade. Your part appeara in
more than half the scene, and is fairly a corker.
Wharten's taking the hero part, but that's gquite—gquite
secondary.”

“Well, what's my part like?™

“A Prussian character—Herr Dummkopf Humpstein

“¥You're really the only

“ Prussian!" said Coker, frowning.

“It's the comedian part,” explained Wibley.
awfully ecomic, Coker—="'

*“What!”

“I—1 mean, you've pot a wonderful gift of humour

rr
——r

*Well, that's so. Serious parts suit me better,
though. I've really got what may be called a tracie
ceniuz,” said Coker thoughtfully. * Othelle or Hamlet
is really my mark.”

Wibley controlled his feelings manfully; though the
trasic penius was almost too much for him.

“You see, it's a comedy,” he said. * We're giving old
Spokeshave—I mean, Shakespeare—the go-by for tha

L3

*“You're

A Qrand, Long, Complicte Btory of Har
Wharton & Go. By FAANK RICHARDE.
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present. Like Bernard Shaw, you know, we want some-
thing better than Shakespeare. So I've written the
comedy myself—ahem! 'This character Humpstein has
a very fat part. It's a real shriek!”

“ Hardly dignified enough for me, I think.™

“But the audience will simply rise to it—the way you
do it,"” urged Wibley. “You come on in half the scenes.
The Eil’hcsl;:?ws chuck you out of a window in one scene——"

*You come an awful cropper, you know., The andience
will s2mply howl at that!

“'Will they®" said Coker.,

“Yes. In another sceme, you have your hair shaved
off elose to your head o

ik HE\" ?Il

. %ﬂd in another scene, they paint your face sky-blue

“ Do they?”

“In the final scenme, you're fastened up in 2 box, and
carried eut, and they kcep on dropping the box -

* What I

~ The audience will simply yell, you know.”

* And what about me?*” roarcd Coker.

“Eh! Oh, I dare say you'll yell, too! Hut think what
a ripping part!” said Wibley eagerly. “ We want a big,
clumsy sort of ass like a real Prussian—I—I—I mean, we
want a fellow with a commanding Eresence. like you,

Coker. In the sceme with the Girl with the Golden Hair,
you have fo act like a T'russian pig. Easy enough for
3,':.J"_!:f

“Why, vou M

“And the Girl with the Golden Hair—that’'s me—
smacks your face right and left, you know, and then the
hero comes in and jumps on you, and then you're shoved
with your head in the coal-box—"

Coker rose o his feet.

That enticing deseription of the part assigned to him
did nmot seem to attract him, somehow. There was no
doubt that it would be funny, from the point of view of
the audience, and that wasz all Wibley was thinking of,
The keenest actor in the Remove was not znxious to take

the part, as designed by the humorous Wibley. Coker
wasn't anxious, either,

“ And the Cliff House girls are coming to see it,” said
Wibley, as a crowning inducement. * Miss Phyllis will
be there. Think how she’ll enjoy it when she sces your
head shoved into the coal-box—real coal, vou know!
Why, whatter you at, vou silly idict? Yarooop!”

Wibley's tempting description was cut ghort, and he
went flying through the doorway. He sat in the passage
and stared at Coker.

“ Wharrer marrer?” he gasped.

Coker did ot explain what was the matter, He com.
menced operations with his boots, and Wibley fed.
Coker returned to his letter—pgetting on with it famously
now he had settled how many "k's" there were in
't EEPE{!- r:r:

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Go-Between [
“ AR Coker takenm it on®” pgrinned Bob Cherry,

H when Wibley refurned to No. 1 Study, limping

and gasping.
"Yow! No.
rusty I groaned Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I told him exactly what the part would be like, und
he ecould see for himself that it wounld be simply a
shriek,” said Wibley wrathfully. * The silly ass ought o
have been glad of the chance. You'll have to take the
part, after all, Bob."

“ It will have to be altered a jolly good deal before I
take it, then,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * You're not smack-
ing my face and shoving my head inte a coal-box, old
seout !

“ But think of the andienca—-"

“I'll tell you what,” said Bob.
and = pity to miss it——-"

“That’s it, exaetly,” said Wikley eagerly.

. “ 8o, if you like, I'll shove your head into the coal-
gx—-o"

The silly beast cut up

“It's a funny scene,
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'ﬁ’itﬁ a ﬂn-p]n elther"hn'ﬁd,- ﬁi!ss Phj'ii-is -ska'ted merrily back towards her irlends, Ponsonby clattered

I barcheaded, white with fury,

“ You iHtile minx 1" he roarad,

(See Chapter 4.) I

F

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Wikley peevishly,

“We'd better tone the scene down a bit, then,” =aid
Harry Wharton, laughing. “T'm serry Coker wouldn't
}gﬂkc itk on.  We'd have given him the time of his
ife.”

“The silly ass!” growled Wibley, “Ile’s just the
fellow for the part; and it wouldn’t have mattered if
ho'd been damaged a bit. The silly duffer was writing to
Yhrllis Howell when I got there ™™

“Writing to Phyllis!" exclaimed Frank Nugent.,

“Yes, asking her to meet him round the band<tand, or
something.™

YGreat Seott !

“What an awful nerve I exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“The =illy ass iz mashed!” griuned Dol  Cherry.

" Faney old Coker! What the dickens will Pliyllis think ™

“She'll think he's {Jutt}". I suppese,” =pid Wharton,
frowning, “Dash it all, Coker ought to have more sense
Tue MAGNET LiBrakv.—No, 419,

—in the Fifth Form, too!
raggred ™

“And we can’t chip him about it, because it would
make the fellows talk about Phylliz,” said Dol “Are

o sure he was writing to our Phyllis, Wib? There are
ots of Phyllises, you know.” _

“Of course he was!” said Wibley. “ITe was mumbling
over the letter aloud, and I couldn™ help hearing him.
He's asking her to po for a drive or something. And
Phyllis enly thinks he's a born idiot.”

““She’s right there.”

“The awful chump!” exelaimed Wharton, “He ought
to have a lesson.”

“And we ought to give him one,” said Lab Cherry.
“TLoeok here, he onghin’t to bo allowed to send that letter.
Why, it would get Phylliy into a row with old Miss Prim-
rose, if it came out. Miss Primrose wonldn’t know that
Phyllis hadn’t cocouwraged the silly duffer to make a
civmp of himself.”

He ought to be jolly well
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Wharten gggdded thoughtfully,

“It's too fatheaded,” he sald. “Likely as not Miss
Primrose will open the letter, seeing it’s in a fist like
Coker’s, and she may come and complain to the Head
about it. It would be rotten for Phyllis, mnsidming
that she doesn’t even know the fathead. Coker hadn't
thonght of all that. The letter ought to be stopped.”

“I say, you fellows——"

“Oh, buzz off, Bunter !

“He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter appeared in the study doorway, nearly
doubled up with merriment. Mis fat face was almost in
wnvulsions.

"“What are you he-he-heing about?” demanded Wharton.

“He, he, he!” shrieked Bunter.

“What's the joke®” roared Bob.

"Heo, he, ha!”

Dol Cherry rushed upon the Owl of the Remove,
grasped him by his fat shoulders, and jammed him
against the study wall. Bunter gasped.

B‘Lﬂuw, explain what the he-he-he iz about!” growled
ob.

i ‘TEh, really, Cherry—he, he, he!—it’s Coker'! He, he,
el

“What about Coker?®”

“He, he, he! This letter.

“What letter?”

Bunter, nearly in hysterics, held up a letter,
of the envelope was u}ien.

“Coker's letter " asked Wharton.

. “Yes, rather! He, he, he! Coker's asked me to take
it over to Clif House—he, he, he !l —and deliver it into
Miss Phyllis’s hands—he, he, he! Not into anvbody
slse’s hands—he, he, he!” ’

“You've opened it, you fat rotter

“Oh, really, Wharton! It came open quite by acci-
dent. T wondered what Coker wanteg to write to Miss
Phyllis for—he, he, he!—I mean, it happened to come
open, and I happened fo see—he, he, he!”

“You fat, spying bounder!”

“Oh, I say, you fellows! [ say, it's quite lovey-dovey
—Coker’s smitten—he, he, he! He's tipped me to take
it over, so I've got to take it—he, he, he! Fancy old
Coker! He's afraid old Primrose might see it if it went
by post. He, he, he!”

*Just like Coker to let you get hold of it!” growled
Bob. “If he'd had the sense of a bunny rabbit, he’d have
guessed you'd open jt!”

“I say, you fellows, I'll read it out if you like——"

“No, you won't, you fat rotter I

“Jolly good idea to chuek it in the fire,” said Nugent,.
“But 1 suppose we oughtn’t to touch Coker’s property.
He has a right to play the giddy ox.”

Horry Wharton nodded, frowning. Coker's gheek, and
Coker's fatheadednesy, were exasperating enough, but the
juniore had no right to toueh the letter.

T Well, I'm going to take it,” zaid Bunter.
it out first, if you like. It's funny.
}rﬂu_ll‘

“Shut up ™

There was a tap at the open door.

“May I come in®" said a sweet voice,

The juniors spun round. Miss Phyllis's pretty and
demure face was looking in at the doorway.

The juniors all reddemed. Phyllis looked at them
rather curiously.

“I've just run over on my bike,” she said. “I'm look-
ing for Hazel; I've a message for him from Marjorie—-—"

“I—I say, trot in, Mi=a Phyllis,” said Bob. “Bunter's

ot a—ahem l—a letter for you it

“A letter for me!” said Phyllis, in surprise.

“He, he, ha! IHere it is, Miss Phyllis. The-—-the
envelope came open by aceident; I'm sure you don't mind.
This'll save me going over to Clif House. I say, you
fellows, don’t mention to Coker that I pave it to Miss
Howell here, or he may think I haven’t earned the half-
erown, you know."”

“Gio and eat ¢oke !V growled Bob.

Billy Bunter departed from the study chuckling—to
tell, as a great seeret, Coker's unfortunate state to every
fellow who would listen to him, -

Miss Howell took the letter, wonderingly.

THE MacseT LioraRY.—No. 419,

He, he, he ™
The flap

*“T'I1 read
Oh, crumbs! I tell

There was no superscription on the envelope. Coker
had trusted to Bunter to place it in tlllla right hands.
Miss Phyllis drew out the letter and unfolded it,

“I don’t know the writing,” she said. “It is very odd
that Bunter should have a letter for me.V

“The oddfulness is terrific, esteemed miss.”

“Will you excuse me; I will read it now?” said the
zirl, surprised and curipus.

The juniors stood silent while Miss Phyllia read the
letter. They were wondering how on earth she would
take it, and longing to kick Coker for his fatheadedness.
They watched the girl’s face uneasily.

Miss Phyllis’s first emotion seemed to be astonishment.
Her eves opened wide. Then she frowned, and for a
moment she looked as angry as the chums had ever seen
her Jook-—angrier, in fact. Then her checks dimpled,
and she smiled—perhaps Coker’s orthography had ha% ita
natural effect. The smile became a laugh, and Miss
Phyllizs shrieked :

“Ha, ha, ha !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Phyllis is Not Pleased!

b H, dear ! said Phyllis.
“I—1 say, we're sorry for this!" said
Wharton awkwardly., “We don't know what’s
in the letter, of course, but I know it's some
rot. Coker can’t help being a born idiot, you know.”

“He is a terrific chump, august misa.”

Ehyllis langhed.

“I have never heard of anything so ridiculons!” ghe
gaid. " Coker has written thiz, ond he has asked me not
to mention it to anyone. He must be very stupid to
think I shall keep his nonsense a secret.” She Hushed o
little. “I ought to give it to Miss Primrose, but there
would be a fuss. I have a good mind to box Coker's ears.
I insist upon you all reading the letter.”

She threw it on the table.

“If you really wish——" hegan Wharton,

“Certainly I do. I want you to understand that I
haven't given Coker any reason Lo be so silly.”

*“0h, we know that, anyway ™

The juniors looked at the letter. They could not help
chuckling as they read it; it was an efusion worthy of
the zreat mental powers of Horace Coker:

“Dear Phillis,—I diddent have a chance of speaking to
you the other day., I think you are a stunning girl, I do
reely. This is the ferst time I have bene in love, ekseept-
ing my cussin. I hoap you think of me sumtimes.

“Iam powing to take you for a drive on Wensday after-
noon. Of coarse, you must kepe it dark, and not say a
word to a sele. am gowing to have the f;.rf-,]:-ii:'1 from
the Anker, and I will let you drive if you like, Phillis,
my deer. I will mete you at the brije on the S8ark. Don’t
fale. I shall ekspext you at three, and I will have the
trap reddy and wating at the brije. You can bring yore
frends if you like, Phillis, but I would mutch rather you
came aloan.—Ever and ever yvour oan, Horace.”

“Well, of all the frabjous idiots, Coker is the frab-
jousest " commented Bob Cherry.
“Is that how they spell in t
Phyllis, smiling.

“Ha, ha! Dnli Coker ¥

“I have never heard of anybedy being quite so silly!
said Phyllis. “It would be insulting if it were not so
silly. If I were a boy I should punch Coker's head.”

“1°1] punch 1%, if you like,” suggested Bob.

Miss Phyllis shook her head and lavnghed.

“No, no! Dut I am very annoyed, and it would serve
Coker right if I sent this letter to his headmaster,

“0Oh, my hat! Poor old Coker!”

“But I can't do that—I don’t want him to get into
trouble for his nonsense,” said Phyllis. “ But he ought
to be punished somehow. He pught to learn that ho
must not write to a girl like this.”

“The silly duffer doesn’'t mean any harm,”
Wibley. “It's ouly his fatheadedness, you know.”

“I know; but it's very anncying, all the same., I
have & wver great mind to box hig ears!”

“What lyltke about Coker is hiz beautiful politeness!”

Fifth Form?" asked

said
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remarked Nugent, "It doesn’t ocenr to his mighty

brain that Miss Phyllis mightn't like to go on that
giddy drive, He's going to take her—that's how he puts
1t.  Coker's so tactiul I

“Ha, ha, hal"*

“I don’t si e any girl would accept an invitation
ut like that, even if she liked Coker very much,” said

1;’1113, laughing,

. Ha, ha! That hasu't occurred to Coker, Coker is
like Sir QOracle, * When I ope my mouth, let no dog
bark " * chuckled Hob,

“I leave the matter to you fellows,” said Phyllis,

“To uaf™ said Harr‘\{,

Miss Howell nodded emphatically,
. “Yes. I don’t mean I want you to punch Coker—that
is too rough. But you ﬂ;'light to deal with him somehow,

and stop him from—playing the giddy ox, I think yon
would eall it

“Ha, ha! Yes”

“As he belongs to Grevfriars, it is up to yom,” scid
FPhyllis. “I leave the silly duffer in your hands.”

“Rely on us !t said Bob.

“ Now I must see Hazel. Where jg hes?

“I'll take you to find him,” said Nugent. “I think

he’s in the quad.”
“Thank you!”
Nugent walked out with Phyllis, and the letter was

left lying on the table. Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
one another.

“Up to us!” remarked Wharton.

“The upfulness is terrific!” said Hurrec Singh. “ The
esteemed miss is quite infuriated.”

B';}Eﬁt infuriated, you inky duffer—only ratty!” said
ob.

“Well, it's enough to make any girl infuriated,” said
Harry, langhing. “Coker can’t see that it malkes
Phyllis look a duffer 4s well as himself. He ought to
h:nuinu::I a severe lesson. FPhyllis expects us to give him
one.

“We could go to his stndy and bump him.”

“Ahem! Punching is barred.”

“Lsn’t that just like a girl?™ said Boh. * Now, punch-
ingdf.:ﬂker’a head would dé him a lot of good—heaps of
gﬁﬂ .J‘J

“That letter had better be burned, I suppose;” said
Harry, taking it up.

“Hold on!" exclaimed Wibley.

“Neo good leaving it abont, &;i‘h. Miss Phyllis has left
it to us,” said the captain of the Remove,

“I've got a wheeze!”

Wibley's cyes were gleaming. The chums of the
Remove knew that gleam. They bestowed their atten-
tion upon Wibley.

“A wheeze for teaching Coker not to play the giddy
oxr” nsked Bob,

“Yes, rather,”

“Goet 1t off your chest, then.”

“There's no surname on that letter, vou see,” said
Wibley, “The cheeky ass calls Miss Howell by her
Christian name."”

“Yes; he wantz bumping for that.”

“But, don't a:..uu see, that lTetter might be addressed to
any girl named Phyllis,” said Wibley eagerly. “ Phyllia
isn't an upeommon name. Any girl’s name might be
Phylis.”

“I suppose it might,” said Wharton, puzzled. * What
the merry dickens are you driving at, Wib#

“Well, suppose Bunter had made a mistake, and
delivered fhat letter to the wrong Phyllis?” said Wibley,

“But he¢ didn’t.”

“I'm supposing he did, fathead! And suppose the
wrong Ph E'lﬂ was a regular scorcher—say, 'a young lady
of about forty, who was jolly keen to get engaged—"

“What?"

“ And suppose she took that Ictter as & preposal—"

“Ehr"

* And come here to be engaged to Coker——"

% What the thunder-—"

“Don’'t you see?” shrieked Wibley,

* Blessed if 1 gee!” said Bob Cherry, shaking Itis head.
“ Sounds to me as if you're potty. Do you know another
Phyllis like that?”

“Yea, fathead " :
“ Do you, by Jove! Phyllis who!?
o Phy?lia Wibley i
“Yonr sister?™ asked Rob,
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Wibley. glared.

" No, you ailly ass! No, you frabjous dummy! No
Fou ‘H'H-’i.{-EFE{i chump! Do you thin my ﬂiste{‘a lliqk;
what I've deseribed, you owl? Do you want a thick
ear, you booby? Besides, my sister’s name ain’t Phiyllis,”

© Then what the dickens do you mean?"”

di ME !“‘.

" Oh, b#%'s potty I said Bob. * Fairl i 1
Your name ai;fr]t’tIPhyllia." v off his chump!

':.th]eg' almost danced with excitement,

‘You owl! Can't you sec? Ain't I the Girl with the
Golden Hair in the play? If I can make up as g pretty
girl, can’t I make up as a plain one’”

"Oh1” gusped the juniors,

“You?r" yelled Bob,

" Yes, ass! Yes, chump! Do yon see now? On Wednes.

day aftﬁruuc-n, a girl with o face like @ kite comes hera
and c¢laimg Coker—-"

:' Oh, my hat !
‘Me, of course. Coker won't know me from Adam,
And she—I mean me—las this letter to prove her

claim—-"

£ {_!.-ﬂ-, hﬂ-, ha !1'!

" Everyhody knows Coker's fist—and especially hia
spelling, The lotter will pmvat'i_t. Eveﬁhﬂdg will
kuow that Coker has been sending a spoony letter to the
new Phyllis, and so there won't be tafk about our
Phyllis—don’t you see? We're going to invent a new
Ph'jr]ha for Coker's especial benefit,”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors, 2

Bob Cherry sat down in the armchair, and kicked up
his feet and roared. He was picturing the expresgion on
Horace Coker’s face when he received a visit from the
wrong Phyllis—and at Greyfriars, instead of on the Sark

bridge.

" Ripping I” gusped Wharton. “Oh, Wib, you're a
%r};:'ldﬁ- genius! That will prevent any tattle agout our
ia,
*;E:l@ctlj: Coker wouldn’t have the nerve to tell all
Greyfriars that he'd been trying to mash a schoolgirl
at Cliff House, So when the yarn gets round about Cokerp
and Phyllis—Bunter’s spreading it alveady—it will be
suppased o be another Phyllis altogether—and the proof

will be, that ghe comes to Greyfriars to claim Coker.
“ Ha, ha, ha ™
_ No. 1 Study rm%{ with mirth. Nugent came in, look-
ing astonished. But as soon as he learned what was
toward, he added his yell to the rest. Squifl and Peter
Todd and Tom Brown were drawn to the stndy by the
ﬁ}:;l explosions, and they roared, too, when t £y Were
“But keep it dark,” said Wharton, wiping his eyes—
“keep it awfully deadly dark. Coker mustn’t know—
not. till Phyllis I, arrives.”
And it was ]tE%t awinlly deadly dark; and in the
strictest secrecy the chums of the Remove made their
preparations for the advent of Phyllis II.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Yisitor for Coker!

OEER of the Fifth was noticed to be looking
articularly chippy when he came out after
nper on Wednesday, Potter and Greene con-

¢luded that he had had another whacking
remittance from Awnt Judy, and nothing could exceed
their affectionate devotion to Coker.

= Riﬂping afternoon for a little run, Cokey!" Potter
remarked, “Coming ouf, I supﬁme?"

- “¥'m going up to change my things,” said Coker.

“Like any help?”

“Well, you wight come and give a chap your opizion
about a new necktie.”

“ Right you are, old fellow !

Potter and Greene accompanied Coker to the Fifth-
Form dormitory, Coker proceeded to change into his
Sunday attire, somewhat to their surprise.

“ What about having a ear out?” snggested Greene.

“I don't approve of having cars out for amusement in
war-time,” said Coker. “Cars ought to be used wholly
for taking out the wounded.”
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“Well, that’s right enough,” assented Greene. “ What
about a trap?” .

*“Yes, I'm going to have a trap.

“ Good ! I'll cut down te the Friardale Arms and order
it, if you like.” .

“That's all right; I've ordered ong from the Anchor.

“That's a good way from here,” said Potter, i sur-
prize, “What's the good of ordeving u trap to coms
here all the way from Pegg™

“It's not coming here.”

“0Oh! We're going to mest it on the road—what?”

“I'm going to meet it,” said Coker. *“I've got a rather
speeial engngement this afternoon, you fellows. Sorry I
can’t ask you to come.”

“Oh!T ' . .

“What do you think of this necktie?” asked Coker,
turning rownd frem the olass,

Potter grunted.

t Look here, Coker, if you're throwing over your old
2als fo go off with somebody else, you'd better say so!”

worrain’t that,” said Coker. *“But there are occasions
when @ chap's pals would be in the way. Two's company,
ol know.”

’ Potter and Ureene jumped simultaneously.

“On, my hat! A lady m the ease!” howled Potter.

“You needn't jow it all over Greyfriars!” said Coker,
frowning. “That’s it, as & matter of fact. What do you
think of this necktie?”

% Looks rather bilious,” said Potter coolly. Totter was
not disposed to ladle out soft sawder for nothing. If
Coker's excursion for the afternoon did net include him-
self, his interest in it ceased immediately.

“3Well, this one, then?" said Ceker.

“Phat! Oh, that looks sea-sick !”

“Look here, Potter——" _

“Eucnse me, Coker, I'd rather not. My eyes ain't
atrong,” said Potter, and he walked out of the dormitory.

“YWhat has that silly ass got his back up about® said
Coker. “I say, Greene, what do you think eof this
necktie

“Horrid ' said Greene. And he followed Potter,

Coker snorted. Thus deserted by his faithful chums,
-he proceeded to select a necktie on his own judgment.
When he came out of the dormitory, he prfsml,mf guite
a resplendeny appearance. He was unusually neat uand
natty frem head to foot—his hoots shone like silver, his
trousers were creased, his wasitcoat did not lack a single
Lutton, his tie was straight, his collar spotless, his hair
nicely parted in the middle ond well brushed. In shert,
ha was scarcely recognisable as Coker of the Fifth.

There was o general exclamation of admiration from
a group of juniors in the lower passage when he came
down. Bob Cherry shaded his eyes with his hands, as if
dazzled by the vision of beauty that had burst upen
hin.

“It's Coker—in a clean collar!”

“Redad, he's washoed his ears !”

“ And combed hig hair, by gum ™

“Halla, halle, halle! Wherefore this thusness, Coker®™

“The thusness is terrific, my estecmed fatheaded
Coker 1"

“0h, chase me!” ejacnlated Squiff,

Coker frowned at the merry Hemovites, He was
tempted to charge them, but he refrained. He did not
want hiz natty clobber to be made dusty or rumpled.
He was dressed to kill. He sauntered on with nesc in
the air, aflecting, to be ignorant of the remarks of the
juniors.

He stopped in the doorway to look at his watch. At
three he was to be at the Sark Bridge; he had no
doubt whatever that Miss Phyilis would be there. That
any girl would negleet an invitation from so sublime a

1son as Horace Coker did not even cross his mind,

Certainly there had been no reply to his letter, but
silence gives consent. Coker hadn’t the Ieast doubt
about that, in thiz case at least.

He had to kill time for half an hour. As o matter of
faect, the next half-hour was fo be more busily cccupied
than Coker dreamed.

As he lounged in the doorway of the School ITouse
Rermoviles gathered from far and near. The IMamous
Five never lost sight of Coker. Sguiff and Tom Brown
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and Hazel and Bulstrode and Mark Linley, and several
more fellows, were with them. Wibley was not thers,
certainly ; but Coker was not likely to observe whether
Wibley was on view or not.

“Hallo! Not starting vet?’ said IPatter sarcastically,
and the dazzling Horace looked out into the quadranglo.

“ Not yet,” said Coker.

“Bure she's coming *” enigpered Potter.

“Oh, dry up!”

“1 dide't knew you were interested in philanthropy
in connection with the blind,” said Potter thoughtfully.

“Eh? What put that into your head?

“Isn’t she Blind " asked Potter, in astouishment.

“Blind? No.”

“0Oh! I thought she must be,” said Potter blandly.

Coker frowned wrathfully, and Potter backed away,
grinning. There was a chuckle from the juniors round
the steps. The, cab from Friardale had turned in at
the gates, and stopped outside the porter’s lodge.

A young lady EE‘#‘DPH&E{I from it. Gosling came out
of his lodre, and stared rather hard at the young lady.

She was somewhat slight in fizure, but her feet were
a good size for 8 young lady. Her attire was fashionable
and somewhat conspicuous. Most of the colours of the
rainbow were blended in it, with an effeet which rivalled
that of Josenh's celebrated coat.

Her face did net look exactly vouthful, there being a
suepicion of crows' feet and certain well-marked lines
on it; but the complexion was decidedly fresh, as fresh
as cosmetics counld make it. A dark shadow on her
upper lip hinted of an incipient moustache.

Her eyebrows were thick and dark, contrasting with
her bright red cheeks, and her eyelashes were so jetty
us to hint of dye.

Gosling blinked. What this extremely flighty-looking
voung lady could want at Greyfriavs puzzled him. How-
ever, he touched his hat.

The younyg lady gave him a sweet smile, disclesing a
black pateh m her upper teeth, where, apparently, a
tooth was missing.

*Is Horace here?’ she asked tremulously.

Gosling started.

“Herace, mum?” he ve'j.atnluted.

“Yes. Horace Coker,’

“Oh, Master Coker! Dut—but you ain’t his mother,
mum:" sald the puzzled (rosling,

“YWhat? Yeu rude man, what do youn mean?”’ eXe
¢claimed the lady indignantly,

“ Bkuse me, mum !” stamered Gosling.

“T am Coker's fiancee,” said the lady.

*Wha-a-at?"

“Did you met know that Horace was engaged ™

“Engaced? Ok, holy smoke!” stuttered Gosling.
h“iHas he never talked of Phyllis?" said the youne lady
shyly.

" Phyllis? My "at ™

“Take me to my dear Horace! Tell him that Ihyllis
Montmorency has come!™

“Look ’ere, mum! Wot I says is this "ere—-"'

Miss Montmorency did not wait to listen te Gosling.
She hurried across the gunad towards the School House,
leaving Gosling gaping.

“Well, my word!” gasped Gosling, “My honly ’at!
If this ‘ere don't take the bun! The youmg rip!
Hengaged—hey? Wot'll his Form-master say? %‘.’nt.’l[
the ‘Tad say? Ok, crikey!”

i B :.It L1

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Coker's Finocez 1

1 ORACE!™
H Coker jumped.
He, as well as all the other fellows gathered

round the Bchool House door, had walched
the progress of the Hamboyant young lady across the
quad with some curiosity,

She arrived at the Sehool House steps, and came
straight at Coker. IIe was about to step aside and allow
her to pass in, when she addressed him,

“Horace !”
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" Hallo!" said Coker, in astonishment.

“Dearest Horaee!”

“My hat!" cjaculated Potter. * Coker, old man, this
is rather thick! You ought te keep thizs kind of thing
out of pates!”

“ What do you mean?” roared Coker angrily. “ Madam,
what the dickens are you calling me Horace fors”

“ Dear boy ™

“What?”

“Are you angry with your own Phyllis for coming
here?” said the young lady tenderly.

“Phyllis? stuttered Coker.

“How sweet that name sounds from your dear lips,
Horace!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Miss Montmoreney certainly appeared to be a very
bold ynun% lady. She bad no hesitation whatever about
betraying her tenderness in public.

“Great Scott!” gasped Greene, “Oh, Coker I

" What-at docs she mean? stuttered Coker,
herg, ma'am, if this is a joke—"

“My own Hornce "

" Better met your lady-love out of sight, Coker, you
rss " whispered Potter. “Think if old Prout should
come out! Dash 1t all, Fifth-Formers ain’t allowed to
carry on these games!”

"You silly ass! I—*

“Look
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“Come inside, ma’am ! said Potter, really concerned

for his friend. " Please come in! Come in, and sit
down "
::}‘hainkIyau so much! Come, Horace!”

“Dearest Horace, aren’t you glad to sce your little
Phyllis?"”

“You am’t Phyllis I hooted Coker.

“ What iz my love excited abput?"’

“Your love! I ain’t your love!” shricked Coker
“Ha, ha, ha!”

i 'ﬂh_ Cﬁkf‘r !-”

“Come in, Coker, you ass!” hissed Potter. "o you
WE:!I%L‘EI} be called before the Head? Get her out of sight
quick

“But—but I don't know her—I don't =

“Don’t spin that yam to me, you duffer; I know all
about it! You must be mad to bring her here.”

“T didn’"t—T wasn't—I never *

*Oh, I see! You were poing to meet her out, and she's
come here. Well, now she's here, get her out of sight,”
whispered Dotter,

THE MOST STUPENDOUS SENSATION
OF MODERN TIMES!
Another FRANK RICHARDS Threepenny Book!

1 have great news for my Magnetite chums this week—
nmfen‘rmfh should arouse them to the highest pifch of
excitement,

S0 colossal was the suceess attained by *“SCHOOL AND

SPORT,” the great Frank Richards masierpiece, that.

I have persuaded our inimifable author to produce yet
another story for the ‘‘ Boys' Friend ** 3d. Library.

Coming Soon !

There Is to be no long wait this time, On Friday, March
ard, this gigantic freat will be obtainable ; and you will
all admit that never before bas such a rousing story of
school life been written. From *“ Chapter One ** to ** The
End ** the interest never flags ; and many hours of hreath-
i}ﬁskanteﬂam:nent will be ensured by buying this wonderiul

ook.

Can You Guess the Title ?

50 far as the fitle of the forthcoming story is concerned,
I will not let the cat out of the bhag this week ; but clever
reade:_s will find out what it is by solving the following
acrostie :

“ My first 2 town in France will e,
My second an island over the sea.
My thivd is gained for valour greaf,
My fourth is a famous man of State.
My filth 1s a werd which means ** instead,”
My sixth you work out in your head,
By seventh is a creature known to bray,
My whole is the title, so fire away ! **

 Order To-day To Save Delay!

The urgency of ordering at once cannot be impressed foo
p strongly upon the minds of my reader-chums. Don't say,

‘n [ M: =t Lm:mw.-—?{: '
MEXT
MONDAY—

“FLOORING FISHY|”

““ Oh, I'll wail tii! March 3rd, and then get & copy from my
newsagent.” Possibly that newsagent may not have one,
Thousands and fhousands of readers were disanpointed
because they failed to obiain ** SCHOOL AND SPORT™
when It was issued. It was entirely their own fault, for
they should have given due heed to my hint about ordering
in advance. Don’t be among the disappeinied ones, there-
fore, but go to your newsageni to-day and insist upon his
reserving you a copy of the ** Boys' Friend ** 3d. Librory
No. 328, That is the only way !

Splendid Stories Still
Obtainable !

On going to press I learn from my Publishing Depari-
nient that there are still a few copies of No. 288, ** THE BOY
WITHOUT A NAME,” and No. 318, **SCHOOL AND
SPORT,” hoth by famous Frank Richards. Four penay
stamps will bring you either of these masterpleces hy retarn,

They are stories which have made histery, znd will
ite!p :.ru’u to beguile many a leisure hour., Write for them

Rally Round, Readers !

In conclusion, let me urge you, one and all, {o give the
coming hook your hearfiest support. Show Mr. Frank
Riehards how highly you appreciate his efforts by gaining
for the story a record sale. Tell all your chums—Dbig,

smal;, old, and young—to order at once from their news-
agen

The “ Boys’ Friend” 3d.
Library, No. 328 !
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“But I wazn't—"

“Rot! You told me about it in the dorm.™

“But, T tell vou, she -

“Fathead! Do you want Prouty on your neeck?> Come
into the Rag.”

Coker, in almost a dazed state. allowed Potter to drag
him in. He was half led and half dragged into the Rag.
Quite ‘a little army followed. The young lady had
drawn a crowd to the spot, and all the fellows were
curiows to see the developments of this strange afinir.

That Coleer was mashed, that hiz mash bore the name
of Phyllis, was common talk already—owing to Potier
and Greene and Billy Bunter.

But the feliows had supposed that it was Phyllis Howell
of ChE House whom tf!u:* ereat Coker had cast sheep’s
e¥es upon.

Evidently that was a mistake, for here was the real
Phyliis!

“The awfully deep bounder!” said Fitzgerald of the
Fifth. “The gammoning gossoon! He's been spooling
us intirely, Fancy Coker being spoons on a giddy bar-
maid, and pretending it was 2 schoolgirl IV

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And faney bringing her here!" howled Temple of the
Fourth. *That takes the biscuit!”

“{oker didn't want her here,” grinned Greene. * He
arranged to meet her out this afternoon and take her for
a drive. She's come here instead ”

“And poor old Coker's floored. Ha, ha, ha'”

VS The floorfulness 15 terrific ™

Coker did not heed the amazed rvewmarks and loud
laughter. He hardly knew whether he waz on his head
or his heels. Certainly he had arvanged to meoet a Phyllis
that afterneom.  But most ﬂ&ﬁllrnﬁl:,' it waz mnot this
highly-coloured Phyllis. But there she was, claiming
him! And Coker leancd on the table in the Rug, and
gasped with astonishment and dismay.

"I do not understand this, Horaee" =aid the young
lady severely. " Am I to unnderstand thut you are dis-
pleased by my coming here®”

“Sure he's delizhted, ma'am,” said Iitzererald. “That's
only Coker's way of showing his deloizht.”

“ Horace I

“I—I—I—who are you:" welled Coker.
don't know yon.”

“Dearest Horace, did I do wrong in comingr here?" said
the young lady, with a look of distress. Iz it possible
that vou have not announced owr engagement?”’

“ Engagement ! shricked Potter,

Y Coker’s engaged !

“(h, Coker!”

“1 tell you, T

“I forlid the banns!™ yelled Bob Cherry. “ Coker
ain't in his rieht mind."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, ye cheeky faos” said Fitzoerald, “Can’t

ye be civil to a lady—and especially a lady that's engaged
to Coker?”
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“Ha, ha, ha ™

Coker found his veica, He had wondered whether e
was dreaming, and would wake up in the dermitory, But
it was no dream ; it was an awiul reality,

“I—I tell wyou, I don't know her!” yelled Coker
furiously, “It's a game; it's a trick! I've mever scen
her hefore I

“Oh, Horace, my darling, unsay those eruel words!

“Rats! Bosh! Bunkum'! Who the thundering dickens
are vou?" roared Coker.

“Dearest Horace, have wou
FPhyllis?"

“ Youre not Phyllis!” shrieked Coker,

“Ho, he! So there 15 a Phyllis, anyway!" chuckled
Fitzzerald.

“Mind vour own business! Go and eat coke! Ieep
away!" velled Coker, as the young lady advanced upou
him with outstretched arms.

* Horace, my own "

“Yow-ow! Ieep off 17

"Kiss me, Horace!”

“Yurrogerh! I won't.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker almost collapsed, as the young lady threw her
arms round his neck, and fairly hurged him. He
strurpled wildly to escape, while the Rag rang with
lnughter. Bob Cherry, almost choking, slammed the
door” He did not want that interesting sceme to be
=pniled by the arrival of a master.

“Lergo!” shricked Coker, in a muffled voice. * Lezzo!
If vou kiss me, I'll punch wour head—I will, really!
Uroooogh I

Hardly aware of what he was doing at that terrible
moment, Coker shoved the voung lady off. She totfered
back, and Harry Wharton caught her. There was an
indignant shout from the erowd in the Rog:

* Bhame "

foroeotten wour little

Lemme alone !

__.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Horace!l

i H, Coker!”
“Hold me!” murmured Phyllis TIL
dear! I shall faint!”

“8it down, ma'am "

“Thank wvou, my dear little boy! Oh, Horace—
Horace ! wailed the young lady, as she sank into the
chair. “Iow can you be so0 cruel fo vour own FPhyllis?
IMd I do wrong in coming here? Are you ashamed of
poor little Phyllis before yonr friends? THorace, I could
ot wait till three o'clock. Had I net a right to believe
that vou would be delighted to see me? Horace, you have
broken my heart!”

-qu

Shame ™
Fr¥

*Well, you are o brute, Coker!

“That ain't the way to treat a Jady you're engaged to"

“I'm not engaged!” roared Coker frantically. Do
vou think I'm such a silly azs, when I ain't seventeen yet?
I toll you, I've never seen that hysterical idiot before!”

“ Horace !

*Jhame !

The young lady was sobbing now. Her eyes were dry;
pechaps her grief was teo deep for tears. Bul she was
=abbiane,

* He dizowns me, afier all his promises!
conld your”

“Tam't true!” bellowed Coker. " I've never scen the
minx hefore! 1 mive all you fellows my word &

“Dash it all, can there be any mistake?” said Potter
uneasily. * Look here, Coker, vou know wou said vou
wore going to weet a lady this afterupon.”

pee

“Twasn't that one!

“Rp you've ot a lot of alfairs like this soing on ab
the same time, have you?" exclaimed Bob Cherry
indignantly. *" You awfal Den Juan!”

“You cheeky little beast, nothing of the sort!
fiever seen that woman before.
Adam ™

“0b, draw ift mild, Coker!™

[ab, sob, sob !

e Gh,

Horace, how

I'va
I doa't know her from
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#Tt—it must be a mistake,” zaid Coker, calming down
o little. “A horrid mistake.”

“Are you sure this iz the right Herace, miss?” asked
Potter.

“ Do you think I don’t kuow my own darling Horace?”
sobbed the lady., " Dares he to say that he has never
whispered gweet and loving words to his own Phyllis
Montmorency #

“Never!” roared Coker,

“ Unfaithful heart!” Miss Montmorency checked her
sobs. +f But there is a law to punish a trifler with leving
heartz! Wretch! Teware of an actiom for breach of
promtse !

“ Berve him right, tool”

“ Make him pay damages, misa

“ Breach of promuse ! stuttered Coker. " Don't I keep
on felling you that I've never seen you before L

“ False heart, T have vour lettex V

“ Mum-mum-my letter 1"

“You've got a letter from Coker?” gasped Potter,

“Yes—yes; written _in his own dear hand !

|!l!

“Well, that settles it,” sadd Fitsgerald, *° Coker,
ye're acting like a dirthy blaggard [
“She hasn't got a letter !” shrieked Coker. * T tell vou,

lll'vf.:”newr geeit her before, and I've never written to
L7 i

“Sure she says she's got a letther 5y

“It's a le!™ howled %ﬂkﬂl‘. “ Tt her show the letter,
then. You fellows all know my writing.”

“Bure we do! Have you any objection to showin' the
letter, ma’am?”

“I will show it, if only to prove his falseness,” sobbed
Miss Montmorency. * But do not let him take it; I shall
need it for my action for Lreach of promise.”

“We'll take care of that, ma’am.”

letter I” raved Coker,
oker; here it is.”

“ There isn’t an

*“{h, shut up,

* Wha-g-a-at "

There it was! Miss Montmorency fumbled in her bag
and prodiced the letter., She handed it'to Fifzgerald.

“ Head 1%, every one of you!” she zaid brokenly. " He
has broken my heart, but his falseness to his own Phyllis
shall be known to all.”

The Greyfriars fellows crowded round Fit ald to
©read. And they read, in.Coker’s unmistakable band, and
still more unmistakable spelling §

“ Dear Phillis,—

* I diddent have & chance of speaking to you the other
day. I think you ar¢ a stunning girl—I do, reely ! This
ig the ferst time I have bene in love, ekscepting my
ecugsin, I hoap you think of me sumiimes,

“1 am gowing to take you for a drive on Wensday
afternoon. Of coarse, you must kepe it dark, and not
say 8 word to a sole. I am gowing to have the trap{; from
the Anker, and I will let you drive, if you like, Phillia
my deer. T will mete you at the brije on the Sark, Don’t
fale,

“ T shall ekspext you at three, and I will have the trap
reddy and wating at the brije. You can bring yore
frends if you like, Phillis, but I would muteh rather
you came aloan.—Ever and ever your oan,

“Horace."”

It was proof positive. Titzgerald read the letter aloud
for the benefit of the fellows who were not near enough
to see if.

“ Flirtatious beast!"" said Polter.

“ That'a his fist """ said Greonc,
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“ And his spelling,”” said Fitzperald,

“ No mistake about it! Wkat have you got to say
pow, Cokey?”

Coker had listened to the letter like one in o dream.
Il:_wns.mrltﬂml% his letter, written to Phyllis—but not
this Phyllis! By some extraordinary freak of Fate it
had got into the hands of the wrong Phyllis! But, of
course, -nebody present was likely to believe such an
explanation for a moment,

“I—I say, give me that letter "’ stammered Coker.

“ That’s mine I’

*“No jolly fear I said Fitzeerald.
lady’s property.”

* He will destroy it!"” eried Miss Monimorency, *'1
require it for my lawyers, to bring an action.”

“ You're in for it, Coker !””

“(Hve me that letter!™ yelled Coker.
written to her.””

" What! How did she get it, then?”

*I—1 don’t know."

“ Well, draw it mild and own up.”™

" I-I pave it to Buuter to take to—to—ta somechody
else. The fat idiot must have given it to her by mistake.”

L2 R‘:l't' !.n'.?‘

“ Where's Bunter?'” roared Coker.

But Bunter was not there, Bunter had been taken ont
%:r & little walk that afternoon, especially, by Tom

rown,

“ Give me the letter ! sobbed Miss Montmorency, and

ONE +
PENNY.

" The letter’s this

It wasn't

Fitzgerald gave it to her at once. “"YI—I will go, sincs
my darling does not love me any longer. Oh, Horace,
how could you be so0 eruel 1"

X I—I EE-F'! I—I 1F
“Don’t be an ass, Coker,” whispered Fotter in Coker'a
duzed car. * Better make it up with her, you ass, You

don’t want an action for breach of promise, de you?
Make it up now, and squirm out of it afterwards, 1; you
can.”?

“1I tell you T don’t know her I’
'"“Oh, if you're only going to tell whoppers- —'*

~ Miss Montmorency tucked the famous letter safely
into her bag, Then she rose to her feet, and held out
her hands to the enraged Coker.

" Horace—onee more, my own Horace—will you be
kind te your darling Phyllis?"’

i I m] = Fﬂu__?.'l

“Come to my uarms, Horace, and all shall be for
given.™

“I won't 1" yelled Coker. *I tell you—"*

“* Don’t yom love me any longer?"' sobbed Miss Monts
morency.

I tell you I-—I've never seen you before !

“And you've written like that to a lady you've never
b??l?:l ?l” s1id Fiktzgerald. * For goodness’ sake, draw it
mild

“I didn’t write—I mean——"

“It's your own fist."

" And your own spelling !*

“"Ha, ha, hat"

" Horace, for the Jast time—T will forgive you all-
all, for one tender word!™

2t

A Qrand, Long, Complcto Story of H
Wharton & Co. By FRANK BICHARDS.
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“ There's your chance, Coker.

“You silly asses! 1 tell you

“Then beware!” cried Miss Montmorency. * Your
hoave scorned me, but heware ! There iz a law to punish
vou. I will go—I will never look amain upon the face
thot was onee so dear; but those lips, that vowed e

¥ They didn't! I didn't—"

“ But beware! You will next hear from my lawyers,”

Miss Moutmorency swept to the deor. Fitzgerald
politely gave her his arm, and she deparfed. Coker
staggered against the table, overcome, Every eye was
upon him, with merriment or seorn in it,  Certainiy
the young lady was vather old for Coker—in appearanes,
at least—and certainly a young lady who becamwe
engaged to a schoolboy did not deserve much sympathy.
But the fuct remained that Coker was a reckless Dou
Juun, & ruthless Lothario, a trifler with tender hearta.
Coker read condemnation in every face, and his brain
whirled. He wondered whether he had, in some moment
of lunaey, really become engaged to the wrong FPhyili-,

“I tell you fellows it's all vot!™” he pasped. *° sShe's
mistaken—or spoofing. She’s stolen that letter sowme-
Low—:""

“Rats I

* Kot "

* Diraw it mild " 5

“I'1 prove it!" yelled Coker, as 2 new and illuminat-
ing idea came inte his pund., " I'll prove it, Migg—1I
mean the lady that letter was writlen to, i3 meeting me
this afternoon on the Bark Bridee at theee. I was going
to keep it dark, but just to prove that this is all rot
I'll let you fellows come and see.”

*“ Done !’ eaid Bob Cherry.

“Sure, we'll come, if only to prove what a Faarful
fibbor you are,”’ said Fitzgerald.

“What-ho! We'll all come!” chuckled Squiff.

And guite an army followed Coker from the Hag

Plﬂy up

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Poor 01d Coker!

M I35 MONTMORENCY had disappeared in the

cab. She was never seen again.
But as Coker of the Fifth, with a crimson
face and a forious brow, strode abead of the
army of Greyfriars fellows, and crossed the fooipath
towards the Sark Bridgc, Wibley of the Eemove came
out of a barn aud joined them.

Wibley was in hiz own elothes, and looked his usnal
aelf, suve for u smear or two of grease-paink that lingered
about his eavs.

““ Halle! What's on?"" asked Wibley cheerily.

“Ha, ha, ha! Have you seen Miss Montmorency "
shrieked Bob Cherry.

Willey grinned.

“Yes, she left the cal half-way to Friardale, and—
and d'iﬁnp{;:'ﬂred. But where are you all off to?"

Harry Wharton explained, and Wibler roared. The
army arrived on the Sark Bridge. It was past threo,
and the trap from the Anchor was waiting there. DBut
there was no sign of a young: lady.
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Well, where
seoptically.

“* Bhe—she hasn't come yet,” muttered Coker. * We'H
have to wait."

“ Niee for her if sha did come, and found this giddy
brigads here to look at her!” mmrmured Bob Cherry.

Coker, in his agitation and excitement, hadn’t thought
of that.

They waited.

Half-past, three rang out from the distant viilage.
Still there wus no sign of the young ludy.

“* Rather late, what?"" asaid Potter, with a chuckie.

“"Ye-e-es,"" said Coker.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! We shall have to be off to CLiff
House,” said Bob Cherry. * We ln.'u:rmisnd Marjorie and
Miss Howell to be there at four.”

Coker looked round with a glare as he heard liob's
remarls.

“* You promised whom?"" he stuttered.

“* Marjorie and Miss Howell,” snid Bob innocently.
“ They're coming out on the clils with us. Ta-ia,
Coker: let us know when you get a writ for a breach
of promise !

“Ha, ha, ha'!™

Harry Wharton & Co. streamed off, laughing. Colker's
face was a study.

is she intirely?" asked Fitzgerald

“Well, when iz that younz lady coming? asked
Potier sarcastically.
¢ [—I-—ghe—I—she—can’t be coming,” stammered

Coker. * I—I suppose it's all off. Oh, my hat !

“And you've brought us all this way to spoof us®”
said Pitzgerald wrathfully. I kuew ye were eramming
all the time !

LI tell you—r-”-"

“Oh, don’t tell uzs any more whoppers, Coker. You've
told whoppers enough fo the young lady ye're engaged
to !

“I'm not enguged " shrieked Coker.
idiot——-""

“You're engaged, Coker, and I hope you'll get done
for damages for breach of promisc. You're a triflin’
villain, and a smashing idiot, and a spooney lunatic, and
yve ought to be ashumed of yourself. And you waunt a
jolly good bumping to tache you more sinse.™

“Yes, rather—bump him !

“Lock heve—  Yarooooh !

Bump! Bump! Bumg'. ]

The Greyfriars erowd departed, leaving Horace Coker
sitting on the bridpe gasping for breath, and in a per-
fectly Huunish temper,

“ You silly

- E | ¥ ] L r E [

Thers was a merry tea-pacty al Cliff Hounse,

Murjorie and Clara and Dhyllis shrieked over the
story of Coker's engngement,

Aﬁ Greyfriars shrieked over it, too. For days and
days afterwards Coker's name could not be mentioned
without laughter. Meanwhile, the great Horace did not
feel like langhing. He was in daily expectation of re-
ceiving a writ for breach of promise, founded on the
evidence of that unfortunate letter. How was he poing
ta explain it to the Head, to his ]IE‘DFIE, to Aunt Judy?
Tu those unhappy days Coler huttcr‘g« repented him of

having played the “ giddy ox,” aud sincerely wished
that ﬁ{: hud uever seen the bright eves of Phyllis
Howell.

But the days passed without the dreaded writ arriv-
ing, and it was not for a week or more that the trus
identity of “ Mizz Montmorency ' leaked out; and then
Greviviars indulged in a fresh eruption of merriment it
the expense of the unfortuuate Coker. When Coker
leatned the trnth he sped to No, 1 Study for vengennce
—and departed again In a series of heavy bumps along
the Remove passage. But Coker had learned a lesson,
and he swore 2 =zolemn swear never, never to write a
love-letter aoain. © The Girl With the Golden Hair ™
was postponed by the Temove Dramatie Society, another
comedy [rom the foertile pen of the humorous Wibley
heing played in its place, with great success and roavs of
Inughter, Ils title was “ COKER'S ENGAGEMENT !™

THE ExD.
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THE FIRST LONG INSTALMENT OF OUR GREAT

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Shark,
“ Nothing but catfish!” Igmwlcd Dick Daunt, as he jerked

the hook out of the mouth of another of the black, slimy,
hideous-looking fish, and, knocking its head against the
gunwale, flung it overboard.

% Say, I gﬁmﬂa that must be about the forty-seventh youw've
caught, Dick,” responded the other gocupant of the boat—a
lean young American, with a face as clean-eut as o Red
Indian's, and a complexion so burnt by wind and sun that it
resembled well-tanned saddle-leather,  * Ain't it about time
wo got the hook up and shified "

“What'as tho use!” retorted Dick, whose rathor thin face
bore an expression of weariness and disgust such as Dudley
Drew had ravely seen upon his partner’s features. “It's the
samo evorywhere else in this beastly creek. The only thing
m to pet ouf to sea and try for sheep’s head or crevalle.™

Drew looked doubtfal,

“I veckon we'll have to pull a mighty leng way,” he
answered.  * Thera isn’t o mite of wind. ™

“Oh, T'll puall!™ said Dick, “We've simply got to have
somo fish for supper. "Pon my Bam, I can’t lock o tin of
bully-beef in the face any longep 1®

Drew's roply was to begin pulling up the ancher,

As soom a3 he gpot it home the tide took hold of the elumsy
boat and bogan to set her up on the creck. Dick got o grip of
tha oars, and, turning her, set to pulling the other way,

The water was like brown glass, and, althourh it was late
October, the sun beat down mercilessly. If there was any
breeze, the Jofty walls of eypress and éabbage-palmetto which
rose on either side cut it off. Porspivation streamed down
Dick’s face as he wielded the heavy oars

Dudley shifted up on to the thwart behind him,

“Wou mive moe one of 'on,' he said guictly: and thouzh
Dick objected, he insisted. Under the double drive the boat
moved much moro rapidly,

. Presently the creek wulened, and the trecs prew thinner.
A number of them, torn from their rootz or broken short off,
lay in the water.

“Bay, but that hurricanc has played thunder down here!™
obsorved Thudley,

“ I wouldn't have minded that if it had left our place alone,™
said Dick Daunt bitterly, Tt makes me fairly sick to look
at the wreck it's made of everything! I was round again
this morning and counted. There are only thirty-seven cocoa-
palms lofi out of the whole three hundred: and as for tho
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orange-trees, it will be all of three years before we get &
crop again™

“It’s pretty bad,” assented the other gravely.

**What I want to know,” continued Dick, ‘13 what we are
going to do about it You know jolly well Dudley, that
it will cost us 8 matter of thres hundred dollars to replang
and put things to nlghtm Then we've got to live for
next three years until wo get & crop. And we haven't more
than six ollara between ue, What's to be done™

*1 reckeon that’s just what I've been saying to myself over
gince the day it happened, Dick, Wo're up ogainst it, That's
8 sure thing.”

“*But see here,” he continued, ''this isn't any time to be
chewing the rag. After supper we'll have it out, and if
you've a mind to let go and set to some fresh job—why, I'm
not going to do any kickiog."

Dick was silent, Ho realised that Dudley was right. Alsg
he fclt somewhat ashamed. It was true that he had pub
money into the neat little placo which lay near the shore of
Lemon Bay, but it was Dudley who had made it. Four
voars' hard work under the tropic sun the ydung American

ad put into the placo. He Ifia::l-:, had only been on it a
year, Ho know how Dudloy foved it, and ful v realieed what
a wranch it would be for him to give it up. What busineas
had he got to grouse when Dudley took it a?i so quictly?

By this time the boat had erossed the bar, and was oub
on the placid surface of Lemon Bay  Thers was hardly a
ripple on the mirror-like blue. It was diffiult to believe that
only four days earlier this same pond-like sea had been
thundering on the white beach in breakera as hif:h ga hous
while the fonin-flakes had been driven hundreds of yards inlan
through tho forest.

A sudden tremendons E-rf]ash made him start, and he was
just in time to see something resembling a six-foot bar of
silver rise out of the sea, hanyg poised an instant in mid-air,
and disappear again with a sullen plunge.

“Tarpon!? he shouted. *Great luck, Dudleyl Mullet
must ba in the bay.” .

“That's so!"” replind Duwiley quietiy, *“I puess we'll anchor
right here and try our luck.”

Ho flung over the anchor, and the boa® swung to it with
her bow pointing soawards,

Her crew hastily baited the hand-lines and fung them ont:
and inside two minutes were pulling in bright-sraled mullet
as fast na they could handle the Jines The fish avernged
about a pound in weipht, and were in splendid condition.

A Grand, Long, Complote Staorv of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS,
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The shining pile grew rapidly. ..

“We'll lmEePp]eEty to take over to Port Lemon,™ said
Dick., “0Old Ladd, the storckeeper, ought to give us a good
trade in exchange for these” _ ;

At this moment there came a tremondons jerk at Dudley’s
line. Hea pulled hard; then, all of a sudden, the ling went
slack, and when lwe hauled it in hook, snood, and all were
gone,

“ Blamo tho Inck!™ he exclaimed, in o tone of decp annoy-
ance, “It's a shark! I guess that's finished our sport this
journey."”

“No; by Jove, I'm not zoing fo stick that!" yeturned
Dick emphatically. **The shark-linc's aboeard, and if we bait
';;‘ith one of the bigger fish the chances are we'll have the

eggar!
S And be towed all around the bavy!” returned Dudley

drily,

“Never mind! The mullef will come again. Besides, T
want a shark. We're in need of some oil for our boots and
harness,™ ) )

A3 he spoke he was baiting a thing the size of a meat-hook.
Thore was threo foot of steel chain attached to it, and to that
again a long coil of stout line.

In o minute or two all was ready, and he threw it out.
Dudley had got in his mullet-line. It is no wse fishing when
eharks are about. ]

Five minutes or more passed slowly; then the shark-line
began to move slowly and jerkily over the gunwale. Dick
watched the line with eager eves. Dudley was quietly raising
tha anchor. -

Foot hy foot it stole away. then suddenly began to ran
out tapidly, Dick, who had rizen to his feef, got tight hold
of tho line with both hands and gave a fierce jerk.,

“Got him!? he roarved triumphantly, and, springing for-
ward, made the ling fast with a couple of turns around a
cleat in the bow.

Instantly the line was tant 25 a fiddle-string, and the boat,
':'1""".31 by the unseen monster below, bepan to forze rapidly
athead,

“A-big ono!" said Dudiey briefly, as he slipped into the
sternsheots and took the tiller. ; .

The pace of the boat increased. She was lieading straight
out to sea. A great black triangular fin showed up on the
"murface and went eutting through the water at a furious rate.

For noarly half an hour this went on, and siill the great
brute showed no signs of tiring, Dudley glanced back towards
the shore, now quite threa miles away, =
» “ Looks like we were bound for Cubn,” he obzerved, in hia

ry way.

Almost a3 he spoke the shark turned somthwards, parallel
with tha coast.

“Don't worey!"™ Dick replied.
free ride te Port Lemon." :

Anothor ten minutes and the pace slackened porceptible.
Dick beran to haul on the line; buot this started his shark.
ship up afresh, and he spurted hard for nearly a mile.

Then he slacked wp again, -

“* Mighty nigh time to lance him,”" said Dudlew.

Dick nodded. and picked up From the botiom of the hoat
a stout six-foot length of bamboo armed at the end with a
almrﬁ steel point. ;

The shark had almeost stopped, and was beating the surface
with his tail. Dudley took the oars, and pulled guietly up
alongside. i

Dick was veadyv. The lancehend flashed in the sunlight
as it elove the air, and, aimed to perfection, was buried deep
in the steel-groy body.

A sheet of sprav flew over them, the boat vocked in the
waves eansed by the monster's strugeles, and the blue water
turned pink with blood.

“That was a nughty zood lance, Dick.” said Dudler, 1
don’t veckon we'll have a lot more trouble.”

But a shark takes a lot of killing. The wound zeemsd
to galvanise the huge brufte into fresh encregy, and off he
went again at the rate of knots, and new heading srraight
back towards the coast. ;

But the spurt did not lazt very long, and wnresently Dick
was able to get his lance to work asgain. This time ha
finished the job, and the long torpedo-shaped body foated
motionless on the surface,

“Told you he'd take us in again.” said Iick, with a laugh.
and pointing to the shore, not half a mile awav., “ We'll
beach him, chop out his liver, then zlip along to Port Lemaon,
We can acll or swap our muller, and ger back in time o
caich some morae for supper.”

“Eeems a prebiy slie
“But I'm right with you."

The tide helped them m; they beached the boar, and,
hauling the shark ashore, set 10 work with the bizg finchine.
kaife which they always earvied.

THE Macxwer Lirrary.—MNo. 419,

“He's going to give us a

fEE

programme ™ drawled Dualey.

Well practized as he was in thiz kind of work, it ook Dick

~only & very short time to rip the greab carcaze open, and

the huge liver, reelking with oi1l, was taken out and Lifted into
the hpat.

“Wonder if he's got awything else nmside him?" said
Dick.

“I rvecken not. He's hardlr large cnough to be a man-
eater,” answered Dudiey,

“TI just haove a look. Tt won't take a minute,' Dick
said, ag he stooped and inserted the knife again,

The skin, harzh s zendpaper, vipped with a gratio
sound, and then the knife rang on semething lhard an
resnna nk,

“Hallo " exclaimed Dick. *“Here's treasure trove 1™

And thrusting in his hand, he drew our a bottle,

Dadley laughed.

“Sav, Dick, he must have been kind of hungrr to go
lunching on empty bottlea '

“It isn't empty,” declared Dick, as he held up his find,
“It's corked.™

“Corked, 15 1t? TLet's hope it's ginger-pop wnsde! 1
could do with a little liguid refreshment. Here's a cork-
sorew.”

Bur Dick had already solved the Hm’l‘-lﬁm of opening the
tt-lj’gIe by knocking off its head with the back of the Hinching-
w118,

“Empty,” he zaid. Then, with a start: “No, by Jove!

There's o pagyr maide [ )
i Have it oub, Dick! Hera's the

*"The mizchief, you say*
start of a dime novel. Srrange manuvseript found in the
stomach of a tiger-shark !

“It's manuseript, all right 1" Dick's voice betrayed more
than a little excitement. **It's o letter.”

“A letter! Read 1t right out, ek !™

The zheet which Imck had taken from
coarse, whity-brown paper, the kind used in country stores
for wrapping parcels. Tt wae rolled In a cylinder, and Dick
Em{:-m:hm_r it out carefully.

“YWait a iji&'y! How does it go? Ah, this is the r{ﬁ;ht
wav up! My aunt, what a fst! Looks as if a spider had
fallen in the inkpot, and tried to dry himself on the paper
afterwards. All right; don't get imputiont] I've gob 1t:

the hottle waa

*!To anyone who picks up this bottle,—I, Matthew Snell,
having lost my boat in the great storm of October 16th, am
marooned, and n danger of starving on an unnamed island
in the Keys, I will richly reward any person whe will bring
mie food and take me off. The island lies, so far as I have
judged the distance, sixty-three milos south-east by south of
Cape Saturn. It can be known, when sighted, by the two
small peaks on the north-west, the northerly hill being bare
of trees.

“fBigned this seventeenth day of October,

EMATTHEW SKELL' ™

For several scconds afier Dick had finished this remarkabla
sereed, the two young fellows stood staring at one another in
complete silence.

Dudley waa the first to speak.

“Some bounrizi t-hajp wrote that for a joke, I reckon, and
Eossed ik overboard from a steamer.”

But Dick seemed hardly to hear, His brows were creased,
his hips tightly closed., He appeared to be irying to
remember something.

Banell,” he muttered—" Matthew Snell” And then
suddenly : “By Jove, I've got it! That's the very chap that
Ladd told me of somewhere aboat three months ago.”

“Ladd! YWhat's he know of him?"

“"He and I were having a yorn that mieht we gob cauehi
i a breeze, and bhad to stay the night at Port Lemon,. Yes;
I remember it all mow., He told me that an old man named
Sooll had been in only the day before, and bought a lot
of stuff. Ie'd becen in half a dozen times or so during the
past two Fears. Came in a rubbly old sailing-boat. and
abways got about the same lor of stuff. And the rum thing
about 1t was, he alwaxs paid in oold.dust.”

“old-dust ' exclatmed Duodlex, rouzed for ance ! ¥ (nld-
dost! Say, -he's evazy? Theeo sn't no gold-dust in Florida,
or any of the Keys, cither."

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cray on the Job.

“That's wiaf he zabd, anyhow,” returned Dick obatinately
“And if rou don’t believe me, vou'd better ask him !

“We'lll do that, right now ! answered Dudley emphatic-
ally.  “We're only two miles from Port Lemon, and I guesas
we'll have the truth ous of okl man Ladd hefore we're an
hour older.”

WOULD YOU LIKE A DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPER? SEE THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 3™
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“It's & manuscript all right !

Dick’s volce betrayed more than a littlc excitement,

“li's a letterl?

“ A letter!™ exclaimed Dudley, * Read it ont, Dick 1" (Ses page 24.)

iy - P L

A little breeze had sprung up, just enough to fill the sail,
and with this on the I;eam, they made good time to Port
Lemon, where they tied up at the long timber-built pier,
and went ashore, each carrying a siring of fish.

The place wos only a village, just a few frame louscs
dui‘IlpEacP down in & <learing of a dozen acres behind the
broad, white beach. The boys were pretty well known in
the place, and scveral men shovled grectings from the
verandahs, and more than one asked them to stop.

Dut, eager to see Ladd; they exeusod themseolves, and
hurried on to Ladd's store. This was n great barn of &
place, with long counters runping up each side, and behind
them shelves fixed against the matehboarded walls, and
loaded with every sort of goods, from tinned tongues to tea-

te, and from women’s hats io men’s boots

M Hallo, boys!” came a great booming voice, and Ladd
buself stepped forward to greet them.

Ladd wasz little more than five feet tall, and looked as
browd as he was high. He had a huge red face, a long red

Tne Maexer Lisnany.—No. 419,
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beard, and a thick crop of the most flaming red hair that
ever was scen.  He was so fat that he waddled rather than
walked, and, in spite of his fat, was always fit and alwavs
chearfnl. : ;

“Hallo, boys!
Gob some fish [or me?
got lem Y

"Gppm:im our pluce,’
too !

“Did ye now? Waal, you lay them fish down ever in the
iee-box hf_-rla, and ye can have two dollars’ worth of trade
for 'em. {Guess that storm served you pretty bad, didn't it ?
You'll be wanting some new stuif up along vour place, What
kin I do for you?"

“Liive us five minntes in yonr office,” ent in Dudley,
“Dick, hore, has something lo agk you.”

Ladd leoked a little surprised.

“Bocretg=—ch?  Waal, there ain’t a lot o' folk here thiy
minute "==looking round the empty store—"and it's cooles

I been reckoming I'd see you pretty soon.
Them's fine mullet! Where did yeo

“Got o sharle,

Dick answered.
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hers than in the ofice. Whatls the matter with having it
out hore?” :

“All right. It wen't take long,” aaid Dick. “Do vou
ﬁ?ﬁbﬂ telling me about an old chap called Matthew

all |

“Matt Snell! You bet I do! Thet old scarecrow as
comes in from the Keys in a boat that looks like it might
v boan made out o' the wreck o' the Ark !

And paid for his grub in gold.-dust*" guestioned Dick.

#That's s0. Though where ho gotb it beats me. I guess
be'es the Bret man a3 has found dust anywheres nearer than
Cuba. They do say there's gold over there, but as for them
ﬂega, I never heard tell of any gold except Spanish treasure
and such like.”

“But it was doah? pat in Dick.

“You ean bot your life on that, son! I Leen Wost, and
I know dust when I handles it. And that wes s mighty
good sample. About twenty-two carat, as I sold it.”

Dick glanced at Dudley. Ho was staring at Ladd with a
look of the keenest intereat.

“But say,” went on Ladd. *“What's the trouble? What
makes you two fellers so joterested all of a sudden?”

Agaim Dick looked at Dudley, and Dudley nodded.

Y Don't you tell if von don't want te,” said Ladd.

“But I do want to,” replied Dick. “Only I'll ask you
to kecp dark about it for the present.”

“Oh, Tl do that! Tl be mum as an oysier,” asserted
Ladd, with a fat chuckle.

“Then read thie,” said Dick han{iing him the letter.

Laddldid sz, and for once fﬁ&- big face assumed a solenan
&xX 118

Goe, but this sounds like business ! he remarked. * Where
did yo get 17"

“ut of the shark.” Dick told him.

“ And what are ye going te do about it 7"

“Take a trip across,” answered Ihick briefly.

Ladd nodded. i ]

“I guess it's worth it. Reckon your boat's hig enough  fad

“Yes; if the weathor holds up.’ ;

“Its ;Ii!-:elg,- to be fine quite & speM ofter that storm.™

“PBut [ reckon we shall want some etores, Mr. Ladd,™
put in Dudley. ““That storm’s preity near broke us.”

“I'll go you,” paid Lodd. *If you gets the reward the
old failer shouts about—why, you can sguare up. If you
don't—why, that'll be all right. I guees ['ve had right emart
PEﬂl?t out of Mats Snell :ﬁc bimes he's been dealing along
with me."

“Thanks | That's awfully good of yeu!" answered Dick
warmly. * We'll get off.”

Dudley vudged him, and he pulled wp short, and looked
round in surprise, i

Then he saw the reason why Dudley had checked him.

It was not & pretty reason. The man who bad just entered
the store was the human image of a turkey-buzzard. Hoe
had the samo small head at the end of a long, scaly-looking
neck, and he esrried i forward just as does that unelesn
seavenger of the tropices. His thin, hooked nose was extra-
ordinarily like a bozeard's bill, His skull was bare as &
billiard-ball, and & long fringe of dirty-locking hair hung
down ovor his greasy coat-collar. To make the resembiance
mora complote, ko had just the same shuffiing walk as the
bird which he so faithfully copied.

He was Ezra Cray, Yankee by-birth, but with only one
Yankeo trait in his charscter. That was meanness. As
Ladd bad often said: “That feller Cray is 20 conssed mean,
I wonder he don't steal the clothes off of his own back.”

“How d'ye, Ladd ?* he remarked in 2 harsh, croaking voice.

*“ And what de vou want?” demanded Ladd, opent tila,

“T wants some stores wheh you got time to attend to me,”™
snarled Cray, with an nttempt 2t sarcasm.

“ Hav you got the money mdpu{ for 'em " inguired Ladd.

For answer, Cray took &8 wad of greasy five-doilar bills out
of his pocket, and slammed them down on the counter.

gk 1 gnt the moncy if you got the goods!" he snapped.

Diick cut in: .

*Then we'll be getting home, Mr. Ladd. Thanks for what
ou've bold us. We'll be round first thing in the morning
or the atuff.”

“Right, boys !’ said Ladd cheerfully. “I guess we can fix
it up all right. Geod-night to you!” :

* That chap Cray gives me creeps [” remarked Dick, as they
elembered into their boat again.

“In fact, he's s reptile,” allowed Dudley; *“the worst
around th4ese parts.™

““They say he's in with that moonlighting crowd up the
orank,” aaid Dhiek. *"Those chaps that run tho distillery up
in the swamps.”’

“Thet's what Sheriff Anderson says, anyway,” replicd
Dudley; “and I reckon ho knows ™

“3a7, Dick.” bhe continued, “vou fixed up mighty quick
to go $o tiis sland.”
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" hear Sncll’s name s

Dhick atared.

Y Didon't you want to go?

“¥ou bet. But it means leaving our place to look after
itself for maybe a week, You can't count on getting heip
round this time of year.”

“What i there loft to look afrer?” asked Dick. frowning.

“Mighty httle,” cveplied Duodley, with a sigh,  “All the
same, ithis business 15 pretty much of a gamble. "

“Just so. And if it turns up trumps, and wo find the
old boy, that reward he offers may just set us on our lege
again. A handiul or two of that dust will go » long way
to repairing the damage. And we might be able to buy
a bigger boat, and work the fishing properly this winter ™

ey nodded.

“That's ac. All right, Dick, We'll get to it. then"

Get to it they did. That night they overhauled the boat,
rove some new running tackle, mended a hole in the ancient
mainsail, and got their gear together. Before daylight next
morning they were afloat agein, and at six were back at
Port Lemaon.

Early &z it waa, Ladd was watting for them, He pub =
thick ﬁngg:; to his lips, and beckoned them inside the siore.

. "Bay, boys,” be said, in a low voiee, *I'm afeared you're
!nbfar & heap o' trouble. That there fellow Cray is on
job.

The Izland.

“Cray on the job?" said Dick sharply.
to say you've told him " ,

“Me tell! What d'ye take me for?™ retorted Ladd, his
red heard fairly bristhng. )

“Borry! I ooght not to bave said that. Bubt you say Cray
is on the game, How can that be? I vow he dida't over-
hear us yesterday.”

“1 don't recken he did. And how in thundre he got wise
beats mo like it doos youw. All T knows is that the skunk
wa3 in here arter you left, buying stuff for & cruise, and pay-
ing for it in good money.”

** He may be om & trip after turtles,” suggested Dick.

“You wait, youn gﬂer Berpard J. Ladd may be fat,
but he sin't a fwf I sorter wioned somcething, and
artor he left I shpped out arcound the back and follerced him
down to the heu:ﬂ. He wea a-loading the atulf on thal bag
centre-board o' bis, and along with him was that all-ficed
rascal Both Weekos.”

“The moonlighter 2™ exclaimed Dick.

*That's right; the bosa o that geng. I got down bohind
another boat, and: "twes dark by then, z0 they didn't see me,
ancd I got a chance to listen. nsn’t much as I could hear,
for they talked mighlty quiet, but I'm a Dutchman if L didn't
o0, and mors'n once, too, ™

“The mischief ! mutterad Dick. “ What's to be done ¥

“Donc ™ repreated Ladd. “'Why, get to it, boys! They
ain'y atarted yedb. I beeon walchmg, and there ain't a soul
hoen down ke the hoat this morning. I reckon they're wait-
ing for somie more o their dod-gasted crowd from up the
swamps there. Now, I got all the stuff ready for you, and all
you got te do is tote it down. Then vou turns round as if
you was a-going ‘right home agamn, and s0 soon as you're
round the point you makes away for thia here iisland.”

The two boys exchanged glances,

* He's right,”" said Dick. g

“That's z0,”" replied Dudley quictly.
do get off soon, we ought to outsail them.
we ¢an do a sight better than they can.”

“That's right,” declared Ladd. *Now here's rour stuff,
all done up in sacks. Go straight on down to the beach
leisurely like. Don't hurry. Act just like you was going
home. And say,” he went on guickly, “you got a gun
along *"'

"YVea. TI've
“and Dick here

“You don't mean

“And even if they
In this light hreezo

t my forty-four repeater,” sawd Dudley,
s his seatter-gun,”

“That's all hunky. Likely you'll need 'em befors vou'ra
throvgh. You mind thia. The law don't run on them Keys
—at least, not anvthing to signify—and it's the chap as geta
the drop first es comes out top dog.”

Heo stooped and lifted a sack on to the counter, and then
a socond. They were heavy, too—each a good load for a
ITHETY.

“Guess you'll find all you need in there, bovs. Good luck
to vou, and pockets full of dust!”

gave them each a grip that waa like a bear’s, and they
marched off down to their boat.

The morning brecze wag right off the land, and a3 soon
as they were half a mile sut they began to feel i, The ecat-
boat Iny over, and a slim feather of foum began to cuarl np
on either aide, under her prow.

Dudley Tooked back.

WOULD YOU LIKE A DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPER? SEE THE " GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 3>



“We've stolen a march an them, Dick. There's not a soul
ground on tho beach yet.”

Hour after hour the breeze held. By nine the coast of
Florida was bull down, and they were driving steadily south-
enstwards over the wrinkled swells of the Gulf of
MNeither knew much about navigation, but they had a
compass, and, i any case, were able to set a course by the
BUN.

fﬁlﬂr ttlim long afterncon wore on, and still there was no sign
o1 land,

Diek locked ab the sun,

“It will be down in an hour,” he said, rather gloomily,
“and there's not a ghost of o sign of the island.”

Dudley got up, and, standing in the bows, elinging to the
fmt'lu-st&?, stared round the horizon. At last ha turned to the
other,

“1 believe T ean see something, I don't know what it is,
but it looks mighty like land. Over there!™

He pointed as he spoke, and Dick slightly altered his
course.  Within another quarter of an hour Dudley was able
to sny deflinitely that it was land of some sort.

_];li‘llwr spirits rose, and they held on, close-haunled as pos-
B0,

But now—az almost alwayz happens at sunset in tropiceal
goas~—the wind began to foll, and seon the eat-bont was
buraping heavily in the smooth swell, her suils slatting aim-
lossly against tho mast.

“Tt's all right,” said Dudley, still cheerful. “Wo'll got
the night breeze after a bit. Then we'll make ik, And nhow
I reckon it's 'most supper-time,”

Timned tongue, more biseuits, and a can of frait in syrup
did them no end of ?md, and az they ato they watehed the
sunt, & huge globe of erimson, dip slowly behind the placid
ELiH

But it was another hour before the night breeze began to
Lilow, and now it was nearly dark.

Then eame a real misfortune.  Slowly but steadily a bank
of cloud began to rise, and bchind itz great, grey veil the
stars wvanished, leaving them Jost upon a pitch-dark sea.
The brecze began to stiffen again, and Dick, at least,
becamoe very anxious indeed,

“Wo'll have to get a reef in, Dudley,” said Dick at last,
after a squall whice had nearly buried the low.sided eraft.

At that very moment Dudley gave o shout:

“Watch out, Dick! Breakera just ahead!”

ek flung her over on the other tack with lightning speed.

“Gee whiz! But that was clese!”  exclaimed udley,
pointing to a tumble of white foam rearing on rocks hardly
allh%m]]ﬁlt"s; throw to starboard. 1 guess this is the island,
all nght,

Tho wind had steadied a little, but the thunder of the
snrf was ‘t(‘.l"].'i[__‘f."'rrl 5

“1 believe 1711 fiﬂ;} the peak,” =aid Thek.
‘only knows how we'll ever make a landing.”

“ Breakers to port!” was Dudley’s alarming veply.
her over, quick, Diek!™

Dick obeyed like a flash.  Only just in time, for now
leaping crests were visible through the ploom about fifty
varcs on the port-side.

“We're right in the middle of £ growled Dick.

Yet, in spate of the imminent peril on both sides, his hand
was steady as steel on the tiller.  Given somewhat to
provsing at small miafortunce or discomforts, Dk Daunt
could 111::{“*-:133 bo relied on in a really tight place.

Dudley was standing up, staring out ahead.

“We're sure in the puddle of -all kinds of reefs, Dick.
[Et'::‘{li i"l::r as she goes. Scems there’s some sort of a channel
ahead,

A moment later he had to shout to Dick to luff again.

“But goodnoess
“Put

And now all around the waves were breaking white. The
hoat had run info a very tangle of recfs. It seomed out of
the gquestion to ever extricate her.

Ten minutes passed. They seemed bLke ten hours. Then

came a triumphant shout from Dudley.

“We're through, Dick ! We're through, old son 1™

ek henved o deep sigh.

“ Ang whoere's your blessed sland ¥ he grulltvd,

The words were hordly out of hiz mouth before the cat-
Loat topk ground with a shock that sent Dudley sprawling.

e picked himself up.

“You've found it all right,” he eaid drily.

Dick had the szil down in half no time.

“Ti's only sand ™ he gpasped.

“You; and [ guess that's the bheach right abead,” answered
Dudley. = We haven't a lot to kick about after all, ™

As he spolke he jumped ont into the water. Diek followed
hig example, and together they pulled the boat up. The tide
was falling, and they soon had her high and dry. They
anchored her fivmly, careving the hook a gpood way up the
hoeach, then dropped down under her lee. Lhey were both
pretiv well played out.

“We don't even know whether this iz the right island 1
rranted Dick, as he wroang the water ont of his trousers, which
he had pulled off for that purpose,™

“T'm willing to gamble it's the
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Dudley. “Bub we can’t be sare till morning. Meantime, T
reckon we'd better roll up in our blankets and take a snooze.”

The advice was good, and within a very few minutes they
both were stretehed on the sand sound asleep. They were
dog-tired, and neither moved until the sun, El]')lazing full in
thair faces, roused them to the fact that the day was nearly
an hour old.

Dudley was first on his feet. ]

“There are the twe hills, Diek!” he exclaimed, with &
t?"ﬁ?ﬁni excitement such as he seldom showed, * We're all
right [ )

“That’s a good.job,” Dick anawersd, sitting up and rubbing
his ayes. " Don’t see the old man, T suppose?” ]

“Mob a sign of him. But I gucss he wonldn't be looking
for us here. Creab Scott]! Look at the reels we came
through ! .

“ Bother the reefs!” said Dick. I saw enough of 'em
last night. “ What I want to see now 1s my breakfast!”

“It won't be long,” smiled Dudley, whe was already
callecting driftwood for a fire, :

Hot coffec and fried flying-fish tasted delicious, and havin
finished their mesl, they unloaded their stores, and cache
them in the sandbanks behind the beach, covering them
over carefully lest Cray’s party might arrive,

*“What about the boat " asked Dick, .

“We can't cache her ) that’s ene thing sure,” said Dudley.
“T guess she’ll be all right where she is. Cray won't try
in through those reefs, cven i he does come along. Any-
how, we ought to sce his crowd from the hill if they're
anywhere on the horizon,”

Dick nodded.

Y Right vou are! Now for the old man.
the h]ﬁ first, hadn't wo ?*'

Dudley agreed, and they started. Dehind the beach was a
belt of thick scrub composed of saw-palmetto and bamboo
vine, wicked stuff to foree a way throngh., Also, 1t was
haunted by rattlesnakes, from one of which Dudley had a
YEUY Daryoy fEcapo.

Inland the ground rose and the scrub turned to forest.

“This isn't any coral island,” said Diek, ss he glanced
down at the rich, leamy soil. .

“Not it! Vou don™t get hills on the ordinary Keps. I
roeckon this is the top of some old voleano that got licked up
ont of the Gulf & few thousand years ago. And say, Dick,
there's always metale in this sort of rock.™

“Then the gold-dust might have ¢ome from here after all,™
said Dick.

“ Not o mite of a reason why it shouldn’t. ITallo! A creck!
Mavbe this iz the one he washea the dust out of.™

“Let's go up it, then,™ o i !

Thoy did eo, and presently found distinet signs of man’s
handiwork. A dam had been built aeross the rivelet, and its
eourse turned, There was a shovel sticking in the ground.

“ And here's o path 1 exelaimed Dick suddenly.

He turned gquickly up it, and Dudley followed. They were
both getting really intercsted. The path wound throngh the
thick trees for a couple of hundred yards, and opencd quite
suddenly into a eémall clearing, roughly fenced, where corn
and sweet potatoes were growing. In the middle was a emall
log hut thatehed with recds. The chinks were cemented with
elay.

“ (ot it at last " exclaimed Dick, rurming forward.

The door was open. He went straight m, but the room
wae cmpty. : x

“Mr. Snell ! he cried. “ Mr. Snell!

There was no reply. .

“He must be out around somewhere,
“Guess we'd better go and look.’”

“ [ suppose we had,” replied Dick slowly,  “ Still, it’s a bit
odd that he's not here or at his diggings.”

Thov started ont, and, by Dudley’s advice, went first to the
top of the nearest hill. From here they got a view of the
whole island. Tt was quite small—only about two mmles
long by a mile to a mile and a half wide.

Dick searmed the horizon. The sea was empty.

“No sign of Cray’s crowd, anyhow,” he said with eomao
satisfaction,

“ Wor of Anell, cither,” rejoined Dudley.
the old fellow's got to ¥ e = ;
“Weo'll have o look round, anyway,” said Dick, turnimg.

They scarched all day, they covered the whoele island, they
fived ehots, they Uit & big fire. At dusk, utkerly tired out, they
crawled back to the shack,

“Thiz boeatz all ¥ said Dhodley.
inta thin air.”

We'd best go up

snil  Dudley.

T wander whore

“The oll boy's vanished

(Another long Instalment of this splondid new
serial story next Mon“ay. To avold disappasintment
ordor your copy aariy.) -

A Grand, Long, Complcto Stary of Harry
Wharton &k Co. By FRAANK RICHARDS.
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By Frank Richards.

Next Monday's gerand long complete story of famous Grey-
friars Bchool is 2 winner all the way, and will e hailed with
universal delight by my myriads of chums. Fisher T. Fish,
the Yarkee junior, having been &b upon by Mr. Quelch,
determines to get cven with the gimlet-eyed Forme-master,
to whom he sonds s series of anonvmous and threatening
letters, Things reach such u pass that it is necessary for
Mr. Quelch o call wpon Ferrers Locke, the detective, for
assistanice in clearing up the matter. The young investigator

econ succeeds in
“FLOORING FISHY,”

and a very warm time indecd ensues for the unscrupulous
Yankee.

R |

CUR STORY COMPETITION.
More Names of Lucky Winners.

In addition to thg readere whose names. were published
on this page last Menday, the following ecompetitors have
been awarded consolation prizes in conncction with the
comgaettion
I{Ennft&' Bhirley 8mith, Sunnyholme, Station Road, Hendon,
Lindsay Anderson, 1T, Thomas Strect, Eighton Danks, near
Gateshead-on-Tyne.

Miss Marjoric Birch, Marden Villas, Crordon Hoad, Cater-
ham Valley.

Rod W, Walkimgton, 8. Leetham Road, 8hiregreen, Sheffield.

Alfred Whybrow, 7. Kidd Street, Woolwich, S.E.

Arthur Dawson, Bracside, Teevan Road, Addiscombe,
Crovdon,

Mi&ﬂ“{'\%im B. Larter, The Glyn, Llandrille, Corwen, North

ales,

Arthur Eleome, 115, High Street, Margate.

F: Brown, T2, Wheelwright Road, Gravelly Hill, Birmingham.

A. B. Budland, 7, Waterloo Street, Charles Street, Hall.

;. A. Miics, 18, Reetory Road, Gateshead-on-Tyne.

Jack Tyler, 14, Cavendish Road, Broodesbury, N.WY.

0. F. Davies, L. Thurlew Road, Hampstead, ..

Hisaﬁwigifmﬂ E. King, 53, Freshield Street, Queen’s Park,

righton.,

. D Morriss, 163, Upwell Street, Grimesthorpe, Shefheld.

James P. Ilott, 30. Wykeham Road, Reading.

;. Dixon, 56, Tyrell Boad, East Dulwich, g.E.

Rn:rmmld) Armstrong, 12, Pembroke Croscent, Hove.

Arthur Duthie, 21, Albert Street, Fraserburgh, Aberdeenshire.

H. Lavrenee, 124, Russell Strect, Strond, Glos.

Maurice Yates, 90, Coventry Road, Reading.

Robert Fuoller, Dencholme, Phddilers” Lane,
Northumberland.

W. Smith: 10, Abingdon Square, Northamplon.

The stories snbmitted by the above readers, though short
of thy standard required in oeder to win the premier prize,
were of a hizhly meritocious nature, and the writers are to
be congratulated on theie ggod work., A further selection of
prizewinners will appenr next week,

Bedlington,

BEST THANKS TO LOYAL CHUMS.

To the following readers of the “ Magnet " Library who
hava recently sent me splendid letters of appreciation I
tender my sincere and hearty thanks: .

I1. Farrow (Sauthport), W. C. Abbett {(Hull}, “Two Loyal
Bouth Alfrican Rn:-udl:r‘z-m." M. Wilhama {Cardiff}, * A Laoyal

| difficulty orin trouble. . .. Whom to write bo ; Editor, The * Magnet*
: Library, The Flestway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, E.&

"best ndvice to them if they are is

Reader  (Bexloy Heath),
Jennia iﬂtfvuus (Bunder.
land), N. C. Selway (Mus.

well Hill), “ Satizfied
{Prestwick), “A  Loyal
Beader " (Jeraey), F.

Moyeo (Salisbury), “Twa
Gicl  Chums ™" [King's
Cross), Percival 'K, (South-
fﬁmtﬂﬂr;h} ; crgt&nit_ed {H

righton), 8. A, T. arringay), “A Loyal Reader™
{!m’ﬁl‘ﬂ‘l‘fﬁi. Arthur F.. {Guernséy), “ A Loyal Reader”
Hornsey), Jack W. and Edward G. (Bristol), “A Laval
Reader " (Southend-on-Sea), ' Pretoris " (London), FKrio
Howell (Tenby), “A Loval Reader” {Bury 8t Hdmunds),
C. E R. (%‘?;mir_ﬂﬂm':rttth}, W. Williimson' {Edinburgh), Alired
Taylor (Birmingham), ““A Loyal Teader” (London).
H. Secott (Plaistow), J. Ceordon {Liverpool), Conrad 8.
{Kingston Hill), G. G. W. (Northants), ¢, F.' {Plumatead),
Victor and Clarence W, (Eltham Gresn), * Dolly Dimple ™
{Clarkston), W. Walbank (Derbyshirel, G. F. J. Harwourd
i]?:rtstu!]l, “An Md and Loyal Reader,” “A Loyal Reader ™
iGreenock), * A Limerick Reader,” “A Loyal Hertfordshire
Reader,” * Robert, Gerald, and Qscar,” “Captain,” J. A. M.,
Wilfred U. (Middlesbrough), J, M, (glﬂagﬂw}. Sidney (.
(Canning Town), P. G. {Aylesbury), L. R. and G. R. (Market
Drayton), W. P. B. (Troharris), * Harry ™ (Bristol), * Pals ™
{Glamorgan), * A Lonely Girl Reader " [Liverpool), R. W. H.
{Northampton), Frank A. (King's Uross), E. Morrison (Han-
ley), A Loyal Supporter ' {WakeBald), Wilfred 8. (York),
Lawrence N. (Titteaham), Miss D. Hibberd (Co. Down),
J. 8. W. (Aylesbury), Rilly M. (Stoke-on-Tront), 'T. B. [West
Bromwich), Ernest Wright (Harringay), W. Tox {Birmiog-
ham), (. Iriggs (Sutton), T. H. Webbh (Northamptonl,
“Peggy " (Watford), A. E. Wadham (Torquay), W. A.
(Wilmslow), Eric B. (Livérpool), J. Geddes {Glasgow), “Two
Girl Chuma® (Carlow), Reg Evans (Ashtonon.Mersov),
J. E. Davidson. T. Lockwood (Wombwell), and L. Dror
{Brighton), “ A Loyal Reader ™ {Leeds), F. J. W. (Livorpool).

I should like to have thanked all theze readers perzonally,
but as many of them modestly refrained from stating their
addresses, such a course is obviously impossible, WNeverthe-
[ess, though the privilege of shaking them by the hand is
denled me, I must thank them one and all for their unwaver-
ing loyalty to a paper second to none in the affections of
British boys and girls.

HAS YOUR PHGTOGRAPH APPEARED YET?

Readers of the * Magnet ™ Library of cither sex who have
nof et gent in their portrasts for reproduction in our popular
gallery are requested to do so at once, as it is my wish to
continue thia novel feature for many months o come,

Tho name and address of the sender must be clearly written
on the back of sach photograph.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

W. H. W. (Yarmouth).—Yeu consider * Sehool and Sport ™
n mastergiece? Agreed, nem, con. ! Thanks for photo.

A, B. C. (Loytonstone).~Stories aceepted for the " Herald *
from readers will be paid for just as of they were the work
of professional authors. You can zend vours along at anee,
and it will receive dur considoration; but the offer is not
likely to be closed down yet,. We should be glad to find roal
talent among our readers, if 1t i3 there.

* Eveping Star.”—Bunter any good as a scout? My word !
T zhould like to hear Bob Cherry’a opinion an that subjeat.

F. O'D. [(Dovercourt).—Good ! You intend to back up the
eompanion papers for all you are worth, and to start your
young brothers on them as soon as they are old cnongh.
{ther readers are hereby reguested to follow Four cxamnple.

{Continuad on poge v of Coves.)

Sl 'l
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JESSE SKELDING,
Walaal,

EDWARD ROWLEY,
Scarboro’,

Eltham.

F. A. WILLIAMS,
Mold,

M. 0. WOOD,
Croydon,
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Warrington,
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Patertioro’,

ERNEST ROBIMSOHN,
Ferryhlil, Durham. |

B. 8IMMOYE, Juor,
Forest Gate,

W. L. CIBSON
and his brother,
Farnham, Surrey.

MI3S GRACE WILGOX
and

MISE WINNIE REASQN.

Ontario, Canada.
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L. HAYMES,
Streatharmn,

L. McOUIKNIETY,
Govan.

A SCOTTISH GIRL
READER.

P. BARKER,
Hull.







