


-

. WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!
' T

[ oe—n 1 — S S —] | resesdensnsusssnsssesansssdssisissansssuntns

The Books You're

Looking For!

A magnificent
Bl story of your
'l old favourites
at Greyfriars,
featuring the
early adven-
tures of Harry
Whar_ib_n and
Bob Cherry.

1

RICHARDS.

Ask for

Nos. 19 and 20
of the

SCHOOLBOYS’
OWN LIBRARY

A powerful
mystery story
of Jimmy Sil-
ver & Co., the
famous chunm
of Roolavood
School.

OWEN
. CONQUEST

|
%Now

Price 4d. Pcrr Volume,

Tur Maoner Y1prart.—No, 935. -

ON SALE:!;

[

i Greviriars.

. But hundreds of readers have remained anonymoeus.

"often encugh

iTo and from Your Editor:

s L
FESRBORERSRBERNESOSRRORRRRER R RARMROERERRRO RN

A NEW SUFPLEMENT !

" AST week I mentioned that I had something “up my
I eleeve * in the way of Bupplemenis for the New Year
wa have just émbarked vpon,. I am now in o posi-

tion to give you more details.’ Ik has been suggested

by readers.that, having proveéd a succossful

editor of the éreyfrinm Hérald, rry Wharton should
hogin to turn his energies to gomething better in the way 'of
journalistn. Suggestions for a new Supplemeént have peured
‘inte this office, and a careful sifting of the letters reveals
the fact that Magnetites are eitra-keen ‘on sport, Well, then,

. boys, Herry Wharton is going to launch into the world of

Snort. His first esszy in this new line will be devoted to
football. 1 have seen the first number of Harry Wharion'’s
Foothall Supplement, and really it passes all expectations
Donr't run away with the idea that it deals with football at

Not & bit of it. Mr. Frank Richards i5 quite
capable of keeping uws up;to-dafe with that. Wharton has

» taken & real plunge into DProfessional Football, Amatenr
- Football ;

in fact, every kind .of foothall, and everyihing
appertaining thereto, His eontributors inelude a sprinkling
1:? his old steff and a number of celobrities in’ tho footer
world who know the game inside out.. I'm saying nothing
maore ab this juncture excopt to remind vow that this New
Bupplement—a  {our-page -one—will “kick off ” in theee
weeks' time, Look out, then, for

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBEALL SUFPLEMENT |

“MANY THANKS "™

‘Thousands of readera of the MagNET have sent me Christ-
mes sand MNew Year grectings, and I prive their letters, cards,
and other tokens more, perhaps, than they imagine. Very
many thenks! Wharever possible—that iz, where my chums
gave their names and sddresses—] have replied parﬁmmlrii_f.

o
these I would wvoice my thanks and appreciation here.
You'ra a jolly sporting crowd, and I'd like to shake every
mzn jack of you by the hand. That includes yom girls, too,
for it is astonisbing how many members of the fair sex read
the Macser regularly.

DRAWING !

A correspondont who signg himself “ A Hegular Reador ?
has sent me a sample of his work as a draughtsman, anl
wants my opinion of 1t. The picture he sent me was s copy
of a sketch that appeared in the BAGSET, and T must =ay

. that “ Regular Roader ” has got the right 1dea of expressing

himself in black and white. I would advise hiin to take &
course of instruction st an Art School—not & very expensive
affair—where his obvious falent for dreaving will he rooght
out. I ho does this I shall be interested to hear, from Lime
Lo time how he is progressing,

Next Monday’s Programme.

« QUELCHY’S QUEER ADVENTURE !
m f!‘lﬂk Hi{:hﬂ-“lsd

That's the story on the programme for next woeck, and it's
a winner all the way. Mr. Guelch, the master of the
Remove, 15 not an adventurous sort ‘as a rule, buf even such
august personages as Form-masters somethnes find them-
relves up against it. Don't miss this varn, bovs!

“POSTMAN ** SUPPFLEMENT ! :
Herry Wharton & Co. have devotad theiy next nuber o
the postman—the gentleman who delivers “fivers "—some-
iimes—to the stony-broke fellows at Grevirviars,

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR!” -.
Look out, too, for the next instalment of this detective

.serial, Farrera Locke is nearing the end of his quest. " Mind

vou are in at the death, boys.

—

_ OUR PORTHAIT GALLERY !
Rulstrode of the Remove will appear in onr gallery next
week, making MNe, 20 in this novel serics,

Cheerio,. chums !
YOUR EDITOR.
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A rollicking extra-long story of the Chums of Greyfriars, featuring the one and only Coker.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Different Coker!

it DEER 1"
‘ ‘“Hallo, hallo, halle '™

" Going skating, old chap®*
Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form at Greyviriars paid no heed, He
turned his nose very high in the air and
strode on, regardless of the greetings.
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remoye
were strolling along the towing-path by
the River Sark, carrying their skates.
A spell of rare winkry weather had
heralded in the New Year, and the
river was frozen hard. BSnowflakez were
falling thick and fast, and as there had
keen & heavy fall overnight, the whole
ponntryside was clad in a glittering
mantle of white. The snow lay several
inehes deep in some places.

The boys of Greviriars had hailed the
swow and the frost with immeasurable
dalight. Snowhghts were the order of
the hour at Greyfriars, and there was
skating on the river,

The Famons Five and Sguiff lad
arranged a little skating party for that
sfternoon, instead of footer. The CLTT
Housa girls wore coming, and Hazel-
fene had gone to meet them.

The ehums of the Remove were look.
ing forward to a very pleasant aftes-
noon on the river. 'I'hey had arrived
opposite the island, the spot where it
hed been arranged thev should meeot
Marjorie Hazeldene & Co., and were
stowing up when the heavy tramp of
footsteps behind cawsed them to look
ronmnd.

They saw the tall, buely figure of
Horace Coker hurrying along. He had
a pair of skatea tucked under his arm,
End bhe evidently was also on shating
ent.

Coker did nol even condescend to look
at Harry Wharton & C'o. as he passed
by. The great and mighly Horace had
8 “short wax " with the juniors—and
eapecially  with  Removiies These
youths were far (oo cheeky and trouble.
some for his liking, and 1t waz Horace

Cloker's cusztom to freat themm with lofiy
alooiness,

Harry Wharton & b, grinned.

“We're far beneath old Coker's notice,
s0 it seems" eaid Bob Cherry. " Lat's
zive the silly duffer & snowball—perhaps
that will make him notice ns,”

So saving, Bob bent down and made
a hue large snowball in his hands.
Then, taking carcful oim, he sent it
fiving at Coker.

Whiz !

“ Yarooooogh !" roayed Coker,

The snowball striuck him beautifnlly in
the nape of the neck., and, burshing,
commenced to run down his  back.
Coker gave o wild jump and clawed at
the back of hiz neck,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Harry Wharton
& Co.

“Yerrugh! Yah! Wow! You little
robierz ! splnttered the mighty man of
the Fifth, wheeling” round and glaring
homicidafly at the Removites,

“You got it in the neck that bime,
Cokey, dido't vou " said Frank Nugent
sweetly.

“ You—von—you—"

Harry Wharton & Co. halted and
stood together shoulder to shoulder.

They zaw the war light gleaming in
Coker's eves, and they expected him to
rush &b them fo  seek  relribotion.
Horace Coker was the most belligerent
fellow at Greviviars, and he held a very
exalted opinion of his own importance.
It was almosr sacrilege fo throw any-
thing at Coker—in Cokor's estimation.

Horaco Coker pouzed, clenching his
Linge fists, and be scemed to gulp some-
thing down in his throat.

*You—you—vou—"" he said,

*Coma on, Cokey 1™ murmuared Bab
Cherey in a soft voice, " We shall have
the greatest pleasure in rolling you in
the snow.™

Instead of coming on, however, Coker
somehow nnaped to foree a =mile, and
e wapged a forefinger reprovingly at
the Romovites,

Y Now, you Remove kids, jusk you
mind what vou're np fo!” he sard, *J—
ahern !—don’t approve of such conduet 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. slarted. They
Llinked st Coker alinost ynbelievingly,

“Wh-what did vou say, Uoker " stam-
mered Wharton,

“I den't approve of such conduet ™
seid thoe mighty man of the Fifth in
very severe tones, “ I’lease bear that in
e, vour youngsfers, and don’t let it
oeenT again !’

“reat Scowt ! gasped Wharton,

“ Mun-an-my 'D-Ij:j." hat 'Y said Bob
Cherry, in a faint voiee,

Frank Nugent, Hurree Singh, Johnny
Bull, and Sguiff were too sarprized to
speak, even. ‘This sort of thing was so
unlike Coker; they could not undee-
stand 1t a bat,

Coker wagged hiz forefinger again and
Lhem, wriggling becanse of the snow
that was melting down his back, he
turned and walked on.

Harry Wharlon & Co. blinked be-
wilderedly at each other.

“Well, TI'm jiggered!” gasped BPob
Cherry., “Did I hear eright? Do mine
agod ears decoive me?  Was that really
Coker ™

"It wa:l™ said Johnny Dol dazedly.
¥ here's m:'lrp' one Uonker on this oartl,
I'mi blessed if T can understand i 1"

*But—but I buzzed & snowhall at
him 0 said Bob Cheery, almost wildly.,

“Yes, rathert”

“And it hiffed him in the back of tha
neck, and went down his back, and
made Iim jump " gasped Ilob, * Amd—
and it was Uoker! Coker didn't try to
elaughter us!  Lle—he took it lving
down '™

“It's a cowmplete  knoel-out !”
Sgpuifl,

“Ahe knock-outivlnesa is  terrific 1™
murmured Inky, in his woeird English.

The chuma of the Hemove gazed aficr
the retreating form of Horaeo Uoker in
groar astonishment, Bob shook his Liead
still  unconvineed., and  proceeded o
make another spowhall,

His chine followed suit, and nexi
minute six heftvosized snrowballs went
whizziegr thirough the air al Coker.

LC'rash! RHplozh ! Thod?
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Those snowbally burst all over tha
Fifth-Former, and he leaped wildly on
the towimng-path. His yells rang out
stridently on the frosty air; and, stag-
gering abont i the spow, he lost his
balance suddenly and fell over with a
fiendish yell,

“Woooooop! Yali! Wow.owow
Coker scattered the snow in all direc-
trons as ho floundored thore on all fours.
He blinked rannd 2t Harry Wharton &
Co., spluttering with 'n-rntﬁ, and shook
& huge fAst at them,

“ You cheeky voung rotters! I-TI'll
skin you young sweeps for that! I—I'l]

spitlicate you! Yew! Wow! Ger-
ronogh 1
“"That's Coker, right enough!”

grimed Bob Chervy, “Now let's look
ont for squalls ™

“Ha, ha, ha! Ralher!™

Coker struggled up, his rugged face
waaring a furious look., He started to
charge at the Removites, his soul thirsl-
ing for vengeance, swift and sudden.
But he had not gonme far before he
brought, 1\-}5 short and stood there,
breathing hard theough his nose, and
glaring at the grinning Removites.

“ I=J==]—"" he siuttered.

“My hat!” said Yrank Nugent.
“UCoker's stopped again, I do believe
he's funky of us!™

Harcy Wharton shook his liead,

"Not Coker! He'd fight a den of
lions if he got waxy encugh,” he said.
“What on earth is tho matter with the
»silly fathead? Look at the horribla
faces ha's pulling 1"
_ Horace Coker was working lis face
mto some really horvible contortions.
As a matter of fact, he was striving
hard to disguise his wrath and pot on &
smile; but Harry Wharton & Co. were
not to know that, They regarded him
in some alarm.

“Lood lor” ™ mnirmured Bob Cherry.
“Just look at Coker's chivvy! I—] be-
hieve he's going to have a fit!”

“He's mad!” said Squifl.

Hurree Singh shook his head sadly.

“The madiulness. of Coker s terrilie,
my worlhy chums, ™ he said, “*He's got
ludierous bats in his ostoemed belfey.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

Coker bestowed a ghasily grin on the
cloms of e Remove,

" You—you kids are cxceeding o joke,
vou know, and I must azk you to 1~'i1|:|c]:
playiigr the goat,” he said with an
effort.  *You like your hittle jokes, I
rlh'ﬂw. lﬂ.h leﬁ's a hmil in  every-

Ting. voir throw any more spnow-
balls I shall gel wiid.™ ’ i

“Ymﬂxmaﬁl get wild ! gurgled Bol
Chorrey,

“Yes, T shall get wild!'™ said Coler
severely, “Now run away and play,
there’s pood hids,™

“ Muame-my word !

Loker shook the snow from Bis person
and watked away vather hurvriedly. e
picked up his skales, casting a vervous
ook at Harry Wharton & Co., and then
continued on  his way with unusnal
speed,

The Remavites were Loo fabborgasted
to do anything Lot gape for quite ihree
minutes,

“Well, carry me home to die, some-
body 17 ejaruisied Bob Cherev at last.

“What the dickens las ecome over
Coker?

“Goodness  kunows!™  said  Frank
Nugent  wonderingly, “ e doesn't

seemn the same Coker,  Why, wnder
orditary circumistances,wwe should have
been rolling Coker in Lhe snow Ly now,
and stufling his cap dawn. his back, and
rubbing . snow into his hair., Some-
glhang's wrong wilth Coker.”

“Rather!

Tug Magxer Japnany.-No, 935,

Harry Wharton Enitted s brows i

perplexity. i

“1t's IuI]¥ strange, and no mistake,™
he said,” “Tt isn't like old Coker to be
i;}' docile.  We must go [arther into
A,

‘Vhe juniors were just abeut to follow
Coker up, in order to “po fariher ™
into the mysterious. matter, when they
heard a checry shout near at hand, and,
looking  round, they saw HMHazeldene
coming towards them with his sicter
Marjorie, Clara Trevlyn, and Ihyllis
ligwell,

S0k, pood!” exclaimed Bob Chevry.
“ Hera are the girls, We'll leave Coker
till Jater."

** Rather "

The threo girls looked very pretly
and charming, and they grested the
Lregiriars juniors with sweet smiles.

“Haore we are,” aaid Hazel, * Sorry

to have kept you wailing, but I've been
kicking my heels while Marjorie was
litiv-ﬁtlni‘{'———u
“0Oh, Hazel '™ zaid his sister severely.
I was only deing my hai.”
“Well, you were a jolly long time
doing something,” said Hazeldene in-
differently. “*I'm glad we fellows don't
have & long mop to do up every time
we want to go out.”

“Nats™ said Miss Clara warmly.
“1 think you are a checky idiot, Hagel,

2

so thersa! Well, you fellows, we've gob
our skates, so what ebout some
shating 1"

Ta which the Removites rejoined with
much heartiness:

" What-ho:

“Let me fasten your skales for yom,
Miss Clara,” said Bob Cherry gallandy,

“I'hank you!”

The skates were scon on, and the
gér!s glided on the simooth e, Harry
Wharten & Co. were 'guick to follow,
The ice was perfect, and the air just
right. And soon the sound of merry
voices floated over the frozen river and
cehoed amaong the leafless trebs.

Sl il

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Cuts a Few Capeis !

{1 L0F: Bty
H Cokev of the Fifuh gave ihat

exprossive grunt as he halted
higher up the river hank.

Pieces of melting snow’ were  still
trickling down lus back ond cavsing
him. extreme discomfort. He wrggled
maty Limes; and gave vent {o sewveral
gasps and srunts as be sat «dewn on the
snowy bank and proceeded to Iix on his
skates.-

Coker rather prided lhimself vpon his
shatineg powers, Accovrding 1o s idea,
there waz only one really “classy ™
cshater at Greyiriars, and that one was
Horace Coker.

He had leard that ihe CHE llouse
girla were roing out skaling on the
river thet alternoom, and so he had
come along 1o show lis prowess, Not
that Coker meant to *show off.” Buch
an idea never entered hiz bhead for one
moment, of course. Coker, in Kz own
estinalion, rabther errved on the side of
maodesty, although his  schoollellows
were apl to think—and say—dillerently,
Ha wouldn't dream of attempling to
show off. It was only the jumeors whe
did that. Harry Wharton & Cno. were
accompanying the CIHT Hov:e gzirls on
the ice, and Coker fell that it was a
preat phy [or these  very  chavmine
yaung ladies to be escorted by "o ™
skators, when he—Horace Coker—could
zive such o dilferent displav,

Coker had mentioned th's malter to
his clommz, Poiter and Greene, and had
suggesied thal the three of them should

go out skating that afternoon and pro-
ceart to “cut cut * the Removites by a
brilliant display of skating,

Polter and Greene were usually ready
to follow Coker’s lead in _anything,
They =zeldom ventured to dispute his
suggesiions, and bardly ever -!la.r&d o
arpoe with him, Coker -had 2 fowr-
point-seven punch that waa not to Im
argiied with, But there was a limit
to all things, and Potter and Greene
were of the opinion that Coker’s skating
really was the limit. They had seen
soine of Coker’s skating, and wild hovses
would ndt drag them eout on the ice
with Coker—especially with the ChNl
Houso girls and Harry Wharton & Co.
looking on.

The worms had turned—FPotter aud
Lirecne had: rehelled against their, over-
hearing study-mate. - They had toll
Coker in terse, incieive tones to “go
and eat coke!” and had gone off wih
Fitzgerzld and Smith major, leaving
Coker to do his skating alone.

Bo Coker had come down to the Saik
an lhis own, me el to shina forll
beforo the h ouse girls as a shator
of rare style and aemmﬁﬁshmenh and
to put *‘those checky Remove kids "
absolutely and utterly in the shade,

“Huli'" said the burly Fifth-Former
again.  ““Cheeky young vollers! 1 had
half & mind to go back and mop up the
croand with 'em. Groocogh! I shail
catch cold if I don’t get o move e,
LIHTH'“. here Eoes 4y

IHovace Coker stood up, and set ot
rathor gingerly.,

Despite the faet that he was o great
skater, his feet had a decided tendency
to travel in opposite directions. Ths
tendency, in faek, grew more marked
a5 the Fifth-Former got out farther on
the ice. Hia right foot seemed hent
npon  travelling  towards the islamd
whilst hig Jeft E:nﬂt. insisted wpon going
away in & north-westerly direction,
The reselt was that Coker began in
Honnder, He saved lumself with a wild
plunge, and nearly came a cropper,
Then he shot away across the ice like zn
arrow from a how.

“Yoo-oogh " pasped Coker.
jolly slippery.”?

e tried to slow down,
cliorts were uwnavailing. Az he hal
said, the ice was slippery. decidedls
so, and the wind simply wlistled pasi
lis ears as he Hew down the river i the
direciion of the sland.

“Yooooogh ! roared Coker.  “ 0,
cinmbs! I—1 can’t stop! Yabi{ Wow!
This iz awlol! Hellup!™

As the Iifth-Former sped {owards
tha island at that reckless pace & fat
torin cama  flovndering across the ice
on a pair of skates.

That fat form was Billy Bunier «f
ihe Removel

Bunier, also, was in {eouble.

William George Bunter had venturel
out o the viver that aflernoon, cherish-
ing the hope that he might “ run inte ®
the CLff House party—guite hiy accidens,
of course—and hang on {o them, w0
ithat he would ba invited to have ieca
at Ol Houvse afterwards with igs
otherz.

Harry Wharton & Co. had flatly aml
finally  vefused to take DButter with
them, and so Bunter had resolved fo
foist himsell upon the party when the
givls  were dhere, knowing that fhe
juniora would not dave to rag him i
frant of Marjorie & Cho, and that the
wivls themselves wouid be too polile i
lei! him to go.

Biily Bondler was nofl a =kater. Tlo
was oo <horbsighied, for one thing,
ancl. [ov another, he was not haoild {ar
shating,  The Owl af tha Remove Lad
st forth, however, and wo wooner hal

i 1

but all his



EYERY
MONDAY.

 THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

1 L EERETETIE TR e = s m——

he taken to the ice than Le had got inle
difficuliles,

He come wlhizzing across the bank
just as Coker camc shooting -down fo-
wards the island., Coker saw Bunter
coming towards him, but for the life
of him the Fifth-Former could not alter
his course. He velled out to the fat
Removite, but Billv Bunter was too
tervificd and confused to de anything
but wave hia arms.

“Look out; youu mad idiot!” howled
Coker. “You're cuiiing right across
wy path, and—"

*Yarooooooph '™

“Wow! Ow-woooop'™

There was a vielenk eoncussion
Dilly Bunter and Coker collided, _

Coker's feet Aew from wieder him, and
he smote the ice with a mighty smite.
As for Billy Bunter, he went down with
a ccash, and he woke the echoes with
his terrified vells.

“Yah! Wow!  Help! Murder!
Yarooocooop !

"Yow!"” gasped Coker, sitting up
dazedly. " You-—-vou mad idwot-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was o shoul of laughter Tfrom the
cheery  party of shkaters that camoe
pliding up from round the bend. Coker
blinked round, and he gave a gasp of
horror when he saw that the newecomers
were Harry Wharlon & Co. and Mav-
jorie Hazeldene, Aliss Clara, and Phyllis
Howell.

Coker's face went redder than ever as
he saw the girls laughing at him. He
had rome outb specially to see the Chif
Houze picls and to lel them seo him.
Now he waz sceing them, and they were
eecing him!  And Coker would have
given a ferm’s pocket-inoney for the ice
o open and swallow him up.

“Tlallo, halle, halla! saul  DBob
Cherry. “IHere we ave again, Coker!”

“Lropogoogh !

“And Bunty, too!” oxclaimed Bob,
grinning down ab the fallen Owl, My
word, have vou been teaching Coker to
skaty, Bunter i

“Ia, ha, ha!”
Remaovites,

Coker sat on the ice, s face erimson
with humiliation, whilst Billy Dunter
sprawled beside hin, moaning in a truly
heart-rending manner,

"What a shame!™ zaid Miss Marjoric,

ns

roared the other

doing ler best not to laugh. * Poor
Uoker amd Bunter have had an
gecident,

“Thoy have!” grinned Frank Nugent,
“How did it happen, Cokey "

"Ow ! gasped Coker,

"Wow-wow 1" wailled Ty Bunter,
groping for his eveglasses and jamming
them on bhis suab nose, "It was all
Coker's fault! The mad idiot came
harging along just as I was culling a
figure eight——"

HI{E, h-ﬂ-, ].I_EEJI

“There's nothing to cackle at, you
heasts!”" mganed the Owl, plowering.
“Fm hurt! Yow! My back is broken,
pnd I think I've dislocated a rib, or
somathing !

Y 0Oh dear!” said T'hyllis TTowell, with
a wink at Miz (Mara. “How terrible!
Toor Bunler must be removed to the
hospital at once. Pochaps he will have
to undergo an awfal operation—""

“Groopoogh ! sad Billy Bualer. “1
=] don't think 1t's as bad as that, »on
know., Wow-ow!"”

“Put, still, yvou shouldn't stay here
any longer, Bunter,” said Harey Whar-
ton solemnly,  © You never know what
these injuries lead to, you know, There
may be serious complications, and X
should advise wvou to go off to the
doctor at once. e alraid you won't be
eble to shale oves Lhe banly 1n your

present injured condition, We'll give
vou & shove, and you'il slide over o the
bank. There aro heaps of rushes therc
te land in. Lend o hand, vou chaps!™

“What-ho '™

“Yaroogh! -Stoppit! T don’t want to
be shoved over to the bank!” roared
Billy Bunter, as the Removites bent
down fo lay hold of him, *1 don’t wanl
to go to a doctor, and— Yooooogh!™

“Bhove!" said Harry Wharton.

He and his chums shoved! They all
gave Billy Bunter a hefty push, and the
wl of the Remove wenk Aving ecross
the 1ce on his back, {aking a straight
course for the opposife bank.

“Yarogpoogh! Yah! Wow!
Ow-wooop ™ he velled,

Billy Bunier carried a gomd deal of
welght, and 0, having attained a high
momentom a3 a result of that shove, he
had plenty of “way " with him! His
pliunp figure slid swiftly over the iee,
and he shot a2t the bank like o shell
fromm & mortar. Ile reached if. and
dashed right inte the scraggy, frozen
rushes. The air next minute rever-
borated with a piercing yell :

“ {hoooaeoop

“Ha, ha, ha!" roaved Harry Wharton
& Co.

Marjoric Hazeldene & Co. laughed,
too, for the sight of Bunter whizzing
across the iee on his back had been
ludicrously  funny.  They knew. of
ecourse, that lie was not seriously lenrt,
and they ne more desired the Owl's
company than did the Removites,

Help!
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Billy Dunter stregled up on 1 bank,
spluttering and gasping.

He gave Harrx \-'i'ﬁnrmn E Co. a
plere fﬁmt almost cracked hiz spectaches,
and e shook s fat O wrathiolly at
them.

“You heasts! Oh dear]

Yah! Rottors!"

“Hna, hg, ha'!”’

Billy Bunter was boaling with woeath,
but he did not feel inclined (o veoniure
out on the ice agamn!

ITorace CUoker was making valiant
attempts to rise. Ile manapged to
struggle up at last, but his fect parted
in varions directions, and he =al down
again. The juniors roarcd, and the givls
looked highly amnsed,

“Vow!" moaned Colier. ™ Tias ice is
boastly =lippery ! Give e a hand, vou

Ceroogh!

kids 1™

WOh, any old thing!” pgrinned Bob
Cherry. **All hands on deck ™

The Remaovites gathered ronnd. and
many strong hands assisted Coker {o

rise., He was: vanked up bodily, and as
soon a3 he gained his feet—ar, rather,
his skates-lie commenced to lurch and
plunge wildly.

"Wowp! Yah! Oh dear! You—
vou're shoving me over!"” he gurgled.
*Leggo, vou yvoung idiots !

“All serene!™ grinmed Harry Whar-
ton.  “As Uoker asks so politely, who

can refuse? Let him go. chaps!”

The juniors let Coker go, and he was
left to mnintain his balance as Lest ho
eanld,

Hiz ovolubions on fhe 1w0e wore

“ It's all right, girls—yah !"" gasped Coker. | )
Coker performed weird and wonderful evolutions with his

skating. Wow [ ™

“I'1l show you how I do flgure-

skates, and it was a macvel that he did not tie his legs in a knot 1 (See Chapter 2.)

Tre Mlacner Lipeanv.—No, 933,
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marvellous, to say the least. e twisted
and twirled his legs in a manner that
was remarkable to behold.

Clatter, clatter! Crash! Clatter!
‘Coker’s skates hegt & rapid fatloo on
the ice, and the CLf House girls drew
baock rather nervously.

" Yooogogh!” gasped Cbker. “It's all
right, girls—yah! I'm a jolly good
skater, you know—— Wooorcoop! Dash
the skatea! I'll show you how I do
figure akating—- Wow!"”

“What figurea do you call those,
Cokey 77 asked Bob Cherry sweetly.
*They look to me like hieroglyphics!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clatter, clatter I Crash!

Coker was performing  weird  and
wonderful evolution with his skates.
It was a marvel that he did not tie his
legﬂ in o knot.

‘I—I—groogh'—think this ice must
be extra slippery this afterncon!” he
gurgled, as he Eii'{:h't!-l] about. “You
needn’'t run away, Miss Mariorie——
Yow-owwl  I—=1 ghail be all 1ight in a

m-m-minute! Owl Buost the shkates!
‘Ihere’s something wrong with the
dashed things, think. Gerroogh!

Don't go, git‘lﬁj I'm going to take you

skating-—'
' ljr&sil!

The: mighty Horace was down again,
nnd he ﬂc:pped on the ice with a most
tazed expression on his face.

Miss Clara skated round, and smiled
sweetly at the fallen Tifth-Former.

“Thank you zo0 much for yonr oxhibi-
tion of figure skating, Coker!™ she said,
“It was wonderfil=realfly! DBut I'm
afratd it's far too complicated for ws,
you know, We cauld never hope to
skate Jike wou! -Well, we must be off
now ! Good-hye ™

“Ciroooo-hoooogh " said Coker.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The merry parly sped off, lavghing,
{ea.vmg- Coker blinking after them, try-
ing to get his second wind.

“Oh dear! Yah!™ gesped Florace.
“The voung rotters! Then they've cap-
fured the girls, after all! Grooogh! I
wanted to take them cksiing, and show
'em what I could do. Wow! I c-ccan't
get up!™

Coker  slibhercd and  elattercd  for
soing time, and at length managed to

et upright. But no soonor had ho
doue o than he commenced to excoute
a species of clog-dance on his skates.
His feeb twirled up, his legs away
i differcut  divections, and down he
came again with a terrific bump.

“QOooooogh! Yah! Oh dear!”

That was enough for Coker!

Either the ice was exira slippery, or
his =kates were out of. order. There
seetned to him to be no other oxplana.
tron.  In any case, the fact remained
that e simply coutd not keep upright
on ihe ice, Coleer, smorting deeply
ated with a very red face, proceeded to
crawl across to the bank on all [ours, his
~kates clattering behind him as he went.

1k was o slow and arduous process, and

sevaral fimes the great Hovace rolled
aver an hiz back, or sprawled at full
length on his chest, In this manner he
eollected a good deal of slush on his
clothes, and hia hands and knees were
Em"i-.}md by ibe time ho reached the
mank,

Williain George Bunter had made him-
sqif scarpe on seeing Coker, mminﬁ. Hid-
iy behind @ tree close by, he blinked
al Coker as e vame crawling over,

Uoker reached {he bank at last, and

he moaned end gasped dismally as he
gorambled up on to dry land.

He was in a parlons steie!
Tae Alsgxer Lauapy.~XNo, 935,

e sat on the frozen grass and took off
his skates, Then he removed his coat,
and proceeded 4o shake off the siush,

A folded sheet of paper dropped out
of one of the pockets a3 Coker shook his

coat, and Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed
curiously.
The er fell info the rushes at-the

side of the river, and Coker did not
notice ik, He put on his coat with a
grunt, tucked the skates under his arm,
and stamped away towards Greyfriars,
snoriing.

Az goon as Coker was out of sight,
Billy Bunter came out of hiding,

He looked round artiully; and then
made & dive for the rushe: where he had
seen the paper fly from Coker’s pocket,
. He found it, and picked it up. thid'—
ing the paper with a hand that trembled
with curiosity, the Owl of the Remove
commienced fo read,

_As Re read that missive, Bunfer's
little, rouiid eyes opencd wide behind hig
apectacles, and when he had finished it
he gave a low, long, drawn-out gasp.

“My word!™ Billy Bunter’s plump
features relaxed inte a wide grin, and
his_ eyes sparkled. “My—my word |
Here's a fine larkl Won't this cause
a-bit of fun at the school! Oh dear!
He, he, he! This is prime!, What an
idiot Coker must be! He, he, he!”

And, chuckling deeply as though in
posseesion of some huge joke, William
Lieorge Dunter thrust the paper into
his pocket and rolled away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker’s Resolutions !

ARRY "WHARTON & CO. came

' into Greyfriars later that after-

noon looking ruddy and cheer-

fil after their run on the ice,

which had been followed by a grand tea
at Clil Honse,

As they entered the Hall, they heard
sounds of much laughter. The alr, in
fact, simply pulsated with mirth. The
Hall was full of laughing, chortlin
jumors, aud there was a crowd gatheres
I‘l};ilfnd the notice-board, howling hysteri-
cally.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
l'.}'he_rr . in surprise. **Have we run into
3 Flﬂ v lunatic asylum, by any chance?
What's on ¥

“A Lit of a rag, by the look of
things," said Harry Wharton. ' Therc’s
something on the board that is making
everybody laugh. Let's go over and
have a look.”

“*Rathes!™ said Frank Nugent. “Wea
must he in this!™

“They pushed theivr way through the
hilavious throng.

The Hall rang with lavghter. Tom
Brown and Ogilvy were sobbing on each
other’s necks, Peter Todd waz rolling on
4 form and kicking up his heels in
milrth, whilst Temple, Dabney. & Co. of
the Upper Iourth were staggering
ailmllt in the widdle of the room in high
glee,

“My hat!  What ihe mervy thump
does all thiz mean® demanded Harry
Wharten, =cizing Dick Rake by the acm,
“What ave you all cackling like a barn-
yard of hens for?

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Rake boister-
ons=ly, “It's the joke of the scaszon!
Ho, ho, ho!™

“Yhat 137" lLooted Bob Cherrs.

H1t's—ha, ha'--over there on the
board !¥ gorgled Raka, wiping the saln
tears of morrinwnt from his  eves,
“Feast vour eves an 1b! J's worth o
guinga & hox! Ha, he, hal”
Gveatly wondering, Harey Wharton &
Co, pushed their way {o the npotice-

boavd,

Harold Skinner, Bolsover major,
Hnoop, and Stott of thé Remove wern
standing in front of the board, mount-
g guard.

“Come on, you chaps!™ roared Tols-
over, “Oome and garze at this! Gaze
at it, and weep! 'There's no charge for
Jooking 1

“tGreat pip!”

The Famous Five and Squiff gazed
npward at the sheet of paper that had
heen pinned to the board,

There was writing upen ii, and the
large, untidy scrawl of Horace Coker of
the Fifth was jmmediately recognised.
Had there been any doubt as to the
anthorship of that writing, all was dis.
pelled when the apelling was seen,
There was only one {ellow at Greyiriars
wito wrote and spelé like that, and that
fellow was Coker. Coker's handwriting
would have disgraced any fag in the
Second, whilst he had ap inimitable
style of spelling that was the constant
despair of Mr. H'Pr-:mt, his Form mastor,

veryone knew Coker’s orthography
amd spelling, And Harry Wharton &
Co. stared wonderingly a3 they looked
at that paper, and proceeded to read il.

This is what was inseribed upon the
paper s

“AMI NOO YERE REZLZOLUBSHONS!

I, 1he uwonderzined, hearby make the
fﬂll)ﬂ?-'ing wezzolushons for the Noo Yore,
A, 1926,

Rezzolved :

1. To behum Kaptane of (lwe Fifth,
2. To bekum Kaptane of the Vth Form
Footbawl Teom,

3 To appli mysell dilligently o 1wy
studdies and akkwire more nollidge.

4, To bs self-sacrificing, kind, zon-
nerus & bennevolent to awl,

5. To maintane an even femperramens
and passifik demeaner in face of awl
trials & tribbulashens,

6. To set a pattern & cxsample to the
rest of Groyfriars in maters of appeer-
ance & deportment.

V. Also to set a pattern & exsample to
my shkoolfellows 1n awl branches of
SBport—espeshally foothawl.

8. To maintana my Honuoer and Digg-
nity as & Senior, and deel with the
cheeky Remove kids with a ferm hand

(Sined) HORACE COKER.”

There was na doubbt that Colier, in
writing this, had intended 18 to be a
striclly privaie doenment. e had cer-
teinly not meant 16 10 be exhibited on
the notice-board, for all the school to
see, But there it wasz, and all who =aw
it howled with mirth,

Harry Wharton, & Co, looked
astounded at first, but ihen their faces
changed, and they, too, burst into lowd
lnughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled Bob Cheves.
“This is rich! Uoker’s New Year reso-
Intions ! My gpiddy aunt ! What next®”

“Ha, lha, ha!?

“Heold me up, somebody!” gurgled
SBguifl mirvtldully, " Coker takes firsh
prize for being a champion ass!  He
ramps off with the whele giddy bizent
Factory ! M, oy zomiuer besoaet P

“Ho, ho, ho!"”

Harry Wharton ﬁ;ﬂﬁpod.

“This certainly heats the band ™ e
exclaimed. “How the <lickens did i
et on the board, though? 1'l bet my
boois Uokes oidnt put 16 there !

“Noj; I ostock o op ! grinosed Harold
Shinner, L knew it wonld couse a
seensation

“Greal pip!
i, Bkinner 7

“1 taok it from Bunier,* said the cad
nf the Remove, with a choekle. e
Toumd i6 down by the river, where Coker

Mow did you zet hold of
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had been skating. It dropped out of
Coker's coat whiﬁ: Le was shaking i, 50
Bunter gaid, and be picked it up.”

“"And read it, of course ! said Harery
Wharton.,  “That’s just like Bunter.
Any decent fellow would have returned
it o Coker without prying inlo what was
on it !

“Oh, of course, you would!” sneered
Skmner. *It's a great joke, anyway.”

“It's funny, but—well, it's votien for
poor old Coker to have his secret resolu.-
tions stuck up befoce the whole giddy
schoal to Lo laughed at1™

“Ha, ha, ha!

Skinner, in taking that paper from
Bunter and posting it on the board, had
certainly provided Dhis schoolfellows with
the laugh of their lives.

Fellows, mrriving in the IIall oand
hearing the sounds of glee, camo over,
and saw, and then joined in the general
rirth.

Thoe Removiles,
conyviksed.

Zome of them, led by Bolsover major,
commenced to chant Coker's . ™ Reszolu-
shons ' loudly.

Coker was a fellow whe had all manner
of queer whims auvd notions which never
failed to omuse his  schoolfellows,
although he took them seriously himself,
"Thia latest idea of his—that of compiling
a st of New Year resolutions—was cor-
tainly most amusing (o the rest of
Grayfriars,

Coker must have spent a good deal of
time and thought in making up that long
list of his good resolves, His mind-
scarching and mental efort must have
bicen considerable. I'o him it wos un-
doubtedly a thing sacred to his zoul=-n
document to be cherished in secret as the
record of his higher, nobler cogitations,

¥et to the other boys of Greviriars
ihoi paper appeared as a delicious picce
of bumour, Tho writing and the spell-
ing had something 1o do with it; but it
was the thought of Ceker—their own
Coker—making such resolutions, that
fickled them so  immensely. They
feazted their eyes on that paper, and
made merry over if.

“Old Coker must he getting fright-
fully serious in his old age !” zaid Frank
Nugent, chuckling. * lﬁ‘ﬁ going to he
captain of the Fi%th, and captain of the
footer, and learn a lot mere things, and
do a lot more things, and put the iyhnsh
on little us—all in ene year! I wonder
if he'll keep his gididy resolations !

“ila, ha! I wowder!” laughed Haorry
Wharten, “ My hat! This accounts for
old Coker's strange behavionr on the
toweng-path this afternoon. You reincin-
ber, when we buzzed snowballs at him,
and ho turned round, as meck as a lamb,
and told ws off quietly and pently?
Cokey would have loved io slanghtor us,
but he was sticking to his New Yeor
vesolutions,  He was maintaining an
even temperament and pacific demeanour
in face of all his trials and tribula-
tions 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the hovs in ITall,

There was a commotion at the door all
of & sudden, and fresh laughter avose
from that direction.

“Tere's Coker 17

“"Good old Ceoker 1™

HOh, noble Coker!™  roared Peter
Todd, “Oh, great anwd noble Cokor!
Truly a triton among the winnows!
ilis wonderful Intelloct sours high above
our sordid selves! Ile doth bestride the
verrow  world like a giddy Celossus!
Let ma bow bheforg Coker !

“Ia, ha, hal™

Horave Coler strode inio o 1Iall,
[towninge.

in particular, were

A REPRODUCTION OF THE LIST OF COKER'S RESOLUTIONS !

(Note Spelling.)

/MY Noo YRe ReZzoloeHoNS ’

4.To e knd uq.w«ﬁaz, Wﬁ'
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“There's a lot of silly giggling going
on here,” he said curtly. * What's the
joke?"

“You, Coker darlint 17 chortled Micky
Desmond.

“"Eh? Me?" demanded Coker, in
EUTPT IS,
“ Rather ! cricd DBulstrode, * You're

the joke of the terrn, Coker! Your reso-
lutions are chunks better than a comic
paper i  kla, ha, ha!”

The great Horace gave a start,

“Mum-my  hat!” he  ejaculated,
“What do you cheeky kids know shout
my resolutions? I—— Oh, pug-p-good
beavens !”

Coker had reached the board. and he
gave & jumnp when he saw the paper that
was pinned thereon.

He gozed blunkly at it for several
minutes, a look of the mot complete anel
utter bewilderment on his face,  Tho
juniors looked on, chuckling, and they
saw Coker's visage go very ved, and his
utouth open very wide.

“Gup-p-p-preat Scobt 1 gaspod Coker,
* How did this pet up here? What —how
“"w}lﬂ‘—”

“Ia, ha, ha!" roared Dol Chevey.
“ Hearty congrats on the making of your
New Year Hesolutions, Coker!  They're
jobly good I™

“Are you going to keep “om all,
Coker ! inquired Squafl sweetly,

[T I_ I""‘I_ ]

" You might as well bave gone 1he
whole oz, Coker, nnd resolved to be-
come  captain of  the school!™  =and
Johnny Bull, awd ithere waz a fresh
ronnd of lawgrhter at Coker's expense,

The mighiy wan of the YFilth glared
round with a furtons look, '

“You cackling little rotter=]  What 15
there ta langh at=—hey 377 L spluitored.
" This i1s iy paper——""

“We Loow that, Cokey!" chfekled

Boly Cherry. * We'd know your fist and
spelling: anywhere !
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Somebody  has been picking  my
pockot [ howled Coker wrathiully, I
had it"in my pocket, and it's a private
document ! « Sharrup that row, will you ?
This is no laughing mattop—=*

“Ha, ha, hal”

The ather fellows in Hall apparently
were of a very different opinion, for they
luughed louwd and long at Horace.

Blundell, the eaptain of the Fifth,
entne walking in with Bland, Fitzgerald,
and Emith major. The seniors wem
over to the board, greatly wondering at
the reason for the general hilarity,
They gazed at that paper and read
in astonishnent,  Then they, too, burst
into roars of mirth,

“Ha, ha, ba!” howled Smith major.

“Coker's made up some New Year
Resolutions . Look at 'em! Ho, bo,
ho 17

*“Look here—="" began Colker wrath-
fully.

Blundell wiped his eves,

“Eo Coker's resolved to become Form
captein amd alsa skipper of the Fifth
Farm feoter team ! he oxelgimed.  *Oh,
iy hat! The fesrful cheek !™

“The walleved idiet!" said Fite-
gorald.

Coker's mgged face grew corimson,
He {ore down the list of resolutions amd
ramnmed the paper in his pocket. Then
he glared round with a fiery cye, his
huegre fiats elenched.

“Biop your cackling, will vou, you
iliots *™ he reaved, in a voice like that
of a Bull of Bashan, 1 joliv well won't
Le pemiie o langhine-stock of 1 [=T11
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ginash 1he lot of you! T'll show voum!
Iri—-xri—"

“Now, now, nauaghiy!” sail Bob
Cherry, wageing a forclinger chidingly
at Coker. * Let not your angry passions
rige, dear fellow! Hemember your
gidely rvezolutions! You have solemnly
sworn——"

“1 haven't sworn ! hooted Clolier. "I
don't swear——" _

“"Ttesolved, then,” said Bob. Y on
have ?.r:nhmnij resolved——"

*“Ha, ha, hal®

“You have solemnly resolved, Cokey,
to maintain an even temperament and &
pacific demeanour in face of all trials
and tribulations [

I—I—I-—" stutiered Coker,

“Be o good boy, Horace. Set us all a
good example, old chap! You can’t go
back on your good resclves, you know,
otherwise it will be our duly to hump
you !" said Bob scverely.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Horaeo Coker gulped. L.

He blinked round at the laughing fel-
lows in Hall, and it really seemed, from
his looks, that he was about to burst.
But he choked back his fury with a her-
enlean effort, Under ordinary circum-
stances Coker would have charged at the
merrymakers like a roaring lion, and

oceeded to smite them hip and thigh,
?: was not his wey to take things
fquietly. : : :

But Coker had a will, He prided him-
self upon his superior will-power. Polter
and Groeno called it obstinacy, and they
likened Coker's obstinacy—or will-power
—unto that of a mule. Nevertheless,
when Ceker set out to do a thing, he did
it. Tle took himself very seriously, and
he was nothing if not & sticker. He had
mede those New Year Resolutions, and
he meant to carry them out to the letfer.

*“J—I—ahem !—I really don't see that
there’s anything to laugh at1” he said
chokingly., * You checky young Re-
move rotters—huml—you  kids  had
better go away or I'll serag you—I—I
mean, I'll get angry—"

“Ha, ha, ha |7 i

A short, rather plump figure in ca
and gown cume siriding into the Hall,
It was Mr., Paunl Pontifex Prout, the
master of the Fifth., He saw Coker &
{Jo. surrounded by the laughing jumors,
and he made his way over to them. He
fixed his gimlet gaze on Colar.

“What is the mesning of this un-
seemly disturbance?” he exclaimed.
“Are you gelting info mischiel again,
Coker i

“Mun-no, sir!" steitered Horace.

“Then why i1z there so much unseomly
frivolity ¥ said Mr. Proul pertly,
*Blundell, will you kindly explain?”

“0Oh, my hat—I mean—er—cartainly,
siv I” gasped Blundell, * As & makter
of fact, sir, Coker has made some New
Year resolutions—:*"

“ Blesa my soul 1"

“*And we—ahem '—and  everyone
seems to think it funuy ! spluttered
Blundell, containing his mirth with
great difficully.,

My, Prout adjusted hiz eyeglasses and
peered at Coker over tha top of them.

“Dear me!™ he said. “You hove
made some New Year resolutions,
Coker?"”

“Ye-gs, sir!™”

“That is & very commendalda act on
your part, Coker,” s=said Mr. Proui.
“Very commendable indeod! T trust
tlmF are good resolutions, Coker ¥

“Ye-es, they are, sirl” stemmered
raar Moraco,

“Excellent ! said Mr, Trount. I
need herdly say that I am very pleased
to hear it, Coker. You stand in great
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need of making good resolutions, and I
very zincerely trust that sou will keep
to them.™

“Ye-os, sir | pasped Caker,

Aflr. Prout looked round severcly.

“Boys, cease-this levity 1™ he zaid
“You will kindly disperse!”

The juniors dispersed, chorthng,
whilst Blundell & Co. staggered away,
overcome with mirth.

As for Horace Coker, he stood there
i frent of the notice-board, glaring,
hiz hizsts working convulsively [or some
minutes, and then he turned on his heel
and strode away snorting. At that
moment Coker was possessed of a far
from even temperament, and he dis-
played a demeanour that counld nol, even
by the longest siretech of imaginalion,
be called pacific!

. S,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Trylng it On !

ié HEM! T say, Coker!”
Billy Bunier's big glasses
‘glimmered 1n at Coker's stody

QoT.

The great Horace was at home., He
was seated at the table, frowning over
a book entitled, * Manners and Deport-
ment for Men.™ He looked up as Bun-
ler spoke, and his frown deepened,.

“Sheer off, Bunter!™ he rapped
enrtly.

“0Oh, really, Coker!” said the Owl
of the TRemove, insinvating himself
furthor Info the study. “That's nol a
kind way to recoive a chap, you know [V

“Huh ! said Coker, fecling rather
taken aback. “What do you want,
Buntey?™

William George Bunter coughed. He
wondered for & monient, a5 he watched
the expression on Coker's face, wholther
it would not be wiser for him to retreat
while he was safe, Coker looked neither

leased nor hononred by this visit, and
e nsually had o violent way of getting
rid of unwelecome visitors, =

ut Billy Bunier was risking it. He
came into Coker’s study lhike the cele-
brated Duaniel of Biblical fame, with a
propibiating smile on his plump face.

Thae Owl of the Remove had read,
marked, learnt, and inwardly digested
all of Coker's New Year resolutions,
and he had pondered deeply over them—
especially over Resolution No, 4. Billy
Bunter, in fact, was most intercsted in
that resolve of Coker’zs. That Coker
was in earnest, Billy Bunler had nn
doabt, and he thought he would sco
how Horaee intended to carry out Resa-
Iution Mo, 4, which stated that he would
be “kind, self-sacrificing, gennerus and
bennevolent to awl.™

Billy Bupter, in fact, had como slong
wiih the intention of “trving ik on ™
Coker,

* Akem " he coughed. * The fact is,
Coker, I've come to ask vour advice.
It's a fearful cheek, T know, but vou're
the only chap in Grevfriars whom T fec]
I can tnrn Lo, Coker '

Coker's expresgion relaxed a little.
The soft answer had the proverbial
effcet of turning away wrath.

* What's the trouble ™ he said, think-
ing of his New Year resolutions, and
feeling that here was a chance of show-
ing how he could stick to his big ideals.

"Well, the fact is, Coker, I'in expect-
ing a postal order——"

11 HL'I]I [.1.1

Coker had heard that tale befora—in
fact, Billy Bunter's story of the exprciod
postal-order had become almost a tradi-
tion &t Greviriars. He had been ox-
pecting o postal-order for terms, but so

far 1t had failed {o turn up. Bob
Cherry, indeed, was fond of remarking
that when Bunter's postal-order did
arrive, it would come hobbling in on
crutches, complete with beard and zide-
whiskers!

“¥Yez, I'm expecting 2 postal-ordoer,”
said Billy Bunter, blinking at Coker
through his eyeglasses. “It's from oue
of my titled relations, and it’s bound

ta be for a pretty good amount. 1 shall
really have to complain te the postal
authorities ahout it. The fact 1z, Coker,

I'm on the rocks unti] my postel-ovder
arrives,”’

Coker grunted again, and the Owl,
Aassuming a pathetin expression, went
on :

"It's & jolly rotlen state of affairs,
1isn't i, Coker?™ he said. “I'm abso-
lately broke, and I've had hardly any-
thing to eat all day, and Mrs. Mimble
won't let e have anything from the
tuckshop on tick. I'm famished—stars-
ing, in faet! T know "what a kind,
generouns chap you are, Coker, and I
thought I'd come along and ask you to
help me.  If you could—ahem !—advance
me  something until my postal-order
arrives, I should consider it a great
tavour. I'll repay sou, conrae, when
the postal-order cones.™

“Hum ' said Coker, with o bit of a
glare, “I know I'in generous and Lene-
volent—L mean to be—but I'm not sure
that I ought to give you anything,
Bunter !

“T'm starving ! said Billy Buniot,
m hollow aceents, “F—I1 don't think [
shill last the day ount unlesz I get zome-
thing to cat, You might take pity on
& chap, Coker, and show your gene-
rosity.  I—I rely on you, vou know.”

Horaca Coker paused.

It was up to him to be generous and
benevolent if he meant to stand by his
good resolutions. e hardly liked the
idea of giving Dunter money on the
strength of his legendary postal-order,
for he knew that the Owl was the big-
gest cadger and prevaricator in the
whole of Greyiriare. But a realiy kind-
hearted and benevolent fellow must not
be a respecter of persons, but must
mate out his charity with an impartial
hand. 8o thought Horace Coker, as he
weighed matters over in his mind, and
at length his hand went into his (rousers
pocket.

“How much do you want, Bunter*"
he asked,

“How sabout a quid?™ said Billy
Bunter, his eyes glistening in anticipa-
tion. *Make it 2 quid, Coker, and=——"

(‘oker zshook his head,

“That's too thick ! I'm not standing
yvou & gquid, Buniter!” he said.

“Ten bob, then!” =aid Bunier
eagerly, “1'll make do with ten bob !

“ Mot from me, vou won't!"

The fat Removite glowered.

“Yon—you mean beast! I—zhiem'—
I mean to say, I might be able to
manage with a little less, old chap. Say
seven-and-six——"

“I'It give you five bob,” said Cloiker
finally. "I don't think yvou deserve any
more, Dunter. Iere's five bob—taka it
or leave 117

Eiily Bunier fasiened on the five
shillings with groat avidity, He slipped
the money into his pocket with a con-
cealed smirk.

“Thank wou, Coker!” he said effu-
sively, “Yow're jolly kind. T'll repay
vou when my posial-order comes, of
course. 'l never forget your benevo-
lence, Coker—really I won't!™

Billy Bunter rolled away from Coker's
study chuckling., He had not expected
io Le so successful in exiracting money
from Coker, Ho made a bee-line for
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the tuckshop, and was soonr busily en-
gaged expending the five shillings in
guger-pop and jam-tarts, ]

Several fellows came into the tuck-
shop and stared 1n surprise at Billy
Bunter, seated at the counter with a
{:lnta'nfliari:s and a pile of doughnuts

fore hum,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry, looking in with the rest of the
('o, “Have you come into & sudden
fortuns, Bunter?™

Billy Bunter did not spealt—his mouth
was full.

“My hal! The fat blighter has paid
for his prog n real money ! exelaimed
Harry Wharton, sceing Mrs. Mimblo
pick up the five shillings. “This is
jally strange "

“The strangelulness is tervific ! mur-
murred Hurree Singh, “Ooly a little
while ago the unworthy fat bounder was
edgefully trying to borrow two bob
from our esteemed friend Mauly.™

Johnny Bull went into ihe tuﬂlrﬂlmp
and clapped a heavy hand on Bunter’s
shoulder, The Owl gave a yell and
comunenced to choke and splutter as a
pieee of tartk went down the wrong way,

“Ooooooch ! Yerrugh! O, really, you
Least—"

“Whercfore all this saudden wealih,
Bunty 7" demanded Bolb  Cherry.
“Burely your giddy postal-order hasn't
arrived at last¥”

“Yow! Nunno, yvou beast!” gosped
Bunter, “I'tn expecting if to-morrow,
though., As & matter of fact, I have
received an advance upon ib——"

“An advance—on your postal-order
exclaimed Harry Wharton, in wonder.
“What burbling wdiot have you taken
i this fime, yvou fat fraud 7

Billy Bunter gave a chuckle.

“oker 1" he said.

“Wha-a-at ¥

" (loker advanced me five bob on the
postal-order I'm expecting from  my
rich relations,” said the Owl fatuously.
“He's mot so hard-hearted as you
beastz, vou know. Coker’s jolly kind
and benevolent I

“Great pip!” exclaimed Trevor, who
had come into the tuckshop just then
with Treluee and Skinner & Co, “Coker
kind and benevelent ! Since when ¥

“Bince he made bizs New Year reso-
Iutions, of course!”™ chuckled Billy
Bunter, with his mouth full of tart.

“Ha, ha, hal" '

There was a wvell of laughier at the
recollection of Coker’s hat of resolves.

Harold Bkinner Jlooked hard at
Bunter,

“Do yvou mean to zay, Dunter, that
Coker has gof so soft as to give you five
bob for nothing *" he demanded.

“Cloker was acting up to his high

rinciples of generosity and benevo-
ence !I” said Billy Bunter loftily., “ He
teok pity on me because [ was hungry,
and advanced me five bob on my postal-
oider.”

“My hat ! pasped Skinner,

“Well, 't jiggered!™
flarry Wharton.

cevoral other fellows eame inbo the
tuckshap, and when they heard the
news they marcvelled.

“Then (oker's keeping fo Tiesolution

exclaimed

No. 417 exclawned Bkinner, his eyes
gleaming, *ll¢’s poing 1o be sell-
sperificing and pencroua [o all! He's

:?LH.HE.H;..' doded ond hve Lol ta Bonder!
Well, after that Le'll do snybhing ™
“Rather ! choekled Ooilvy., *There
are heaps of far more deserving cascs
i the sehool than Denter’s.  IF Coker
1= bonovoloni  cnoueh o exbead his
charity (o DBunter, he’ll dlo il to anye
body ! Chapz we mnst help Coker hovp
to Besclulion Neo, 4, sod Gnd i somee

Nugent.
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cases that are in need of his kindness
and generosity.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Removites rushed away over to
the Hehool Iouse, chortling, and the
Fameus Five [followed more slowly,
They were grinning,

“Good old Coker!™ said Frank
“He's started the ball rolling
now by being benevolent to Bunter !

"Vou're right, Franky ! chuckled
Harry Wharton, “Chaps, I think wo
shall see some fun ove long. Coker will
hava pienii,' to do, T reckon, to keep up
to his giddy resolutions "

Harry Wharton was right.

The news iravelled like wildfire all
over Greyfriarz that Coker of the ¥ifth
had, in hiz kindnesz and benevolence,
given Billy Bunter five shillings on the
strength of the time-worn tale of the
postal-order. And i1t was generally
agreed that Coker should be given
every opportunity of continuing the

ood work of alleviating distress and
tho giving of his substancoe to the poor
and neady.

Coker was in for an extremely lively-
time in his rele of bencfactor.
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He was seated in his study, still
pondering over the ethice of deportment
a5 laid forth in the lttle texi-book he
had invested in, when therc was a tap
ni the door, and Dick Hake of the
RHemove oame 1n.

Eake had a zomewhat grabby hand-
kerchief applied to hiz eves, and his
frame shook with violent sobs,

“ Boo-hoo! Boo-hoo!” said Rake,

Coker staved at the weeping junior.

M-memy hat! What's the matier®
What ave you blubbing for, Hake?"” he
dermanded,

“Boo-hoo ! sobbed the Rewmoviie
brokenly. I want help, Coker ! Where
can I imd some noble-iearted. generous

sou! o whom [ ecan pour out iuy
troubles? Jino-hoo I
Coker’'s manly bozom swelled with

self-prude and that plorieus instinet of
profective care that the strong should
lrave [or the weak,

“Drow't Lleb like thaf, kul.” he said
kindly, eager lo keep to Resolution
No. 4. “You're all right.  You ean tell
e your troubles, you know. Dear uop,
young ‘nn !

* Boo-hoo !

L--T'1l fee ! said Rake
veartully.

“0h, Colier, vou don'r know

what a relief it 18 to have you to talk
to! You inspire me with fresh conh-
dence and courage! I—hem!=] am in
terrible trouble, and T must have help!
There has been a row in my study, and
I have smashed the clock and burnt the
hearthrug! There will bo & fearful
shindy when Quelchy finds ont, and I—
I shall have to pay for the damage, or
make it gc—ozl! How can I do that,
Coker, when I have no money? Boo-
hoo! What will Quelchy say? What
will my people say 7 Must T be reduced
to heg‘%mg or stealing in ordor to make
good the damage? Oh, T do feel eut
up, I de! RBohoohon !

Rake wopt copiously inte tle hand-
kﬂl’d.‘.‘]‘.liﬂf, and his sohs were fr':ul:.r ]:]ill-'_‘[l-l,'.lﬂ.
to hear.

Coker patited him mognanimously on

ihe back,
“There's no need for yon 1o give way
like that, kid,” he said} leftify. “You
Remove blighters are alwers smashing
something up, but it's hard on you if
you're in reduced circumstences. T'm
always ready to help kids in distress.
I'l! pay”

Rake shook his head, and his sols
broke out afresh.

“No no! I couldn't let vou do that,
Coker!™ he walled. “You are kind,
and generous, and noble, T know, but T
cannot take advantage of vou like this!
It 1sn't money I want, but another elock
end r hearthrug to replpce the ones that
are smashed! If onl might dare to
asx you for your clock, and this hearth-

mg——"

“"Hum !™ said Cloker, rubbing his nose,
“I don't mind giving you those,

Erat—""

“Lemme have 'em, Coker '™ sobhed
Buke, “Giompe the clock and the
heartheng, end T'Il slways be in-
tebled to youl”

“All right,” zaid Coker, with a grea
wave of self-sacrifice. “It's r pgood
motto, to give up your goods to those
who need ‘e more, I must say it's
iolly honest of yon to refnze the monev.
Vuke the clock -and the heartheug, kid,
and don't worry IV

Ilake's tears ceased fo flow by magic.
He sprang forward with a ory, kneli
at Coker's feet and kissed his hand
reverently.

“Oh, Coker, how can I thank you®"
hs said brokemly. “I shall remember
this to my dying day !”

Coker’s heart beat with pride, and he
felt, now that any sacrifice was worth
this show of humble gratitude. Not for
one moment did he imagine that hi«
noble leg was being pulled—Coker
never could see the obvieus, What a
picture this would make, could the
world but see it—this scene of a grateful
junior kneeling beforo him in humilify
and respect and kissing his—Coker's—
hand !

Coker™s soul rose to transcendent
heights, and he patted Rake kindly on
the head.

“That’s all tight, kid”™
“You peedn’t ihank me,
keeping to my resolubions,
vou want”

Rake arose, took Coker's study clock
and the hearthrug, and departed with
theze objects tucked one under cacl
LDER.

As the door closed bebind Rake, 2
deep evimckle sounded, but Coker o
not hear it. ITo was thinking of how
ennobling had beon his sacrifice.  What
werg a clock and a heartlrog to the
limble gratitude of a down-trodden
Junior¥

A few winutes elapsed, and then thoro
cae another knock at the door.

Tur Mawcser Lipnanv.--INo, 985,
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“Come in!” zaid Coker,

The vigjitor was Oliver Kipps of the
Remove—the school econjuving genius.
Kipps usually wore a smile that
wouldn't come off, but at this particular
moment he looked woehegone indeed.
He walked with a limp, and was sup-
ported on one side with an inverted
broom, which he was using as a cruteh,

“(Oh, Coker,” said Kipps, with a deep,
anguished moan. “I--I have come to
ask vou to do something for me—to help
me. I hardly dare o ask you, really,
but—"

“(Go on, kid,"” said {aker, in kindly
tones., 1% help you if I can. What's
the trouble ¥ i

“I am in  pein-—terrible  pain!”
moaned Kipps, hobbling in with the
broomhead tucked under his left arm-
pit, but -helding the handle tight below,
so that he could us it as a weapon if
Coker should “ent wp rusty,” “You
know what a clever conjurer I am,
Coker. Well, T tried some of my tricks
on Loder, just to show how clever I wasz,
I produced beetles out of his cap and
white mice ont of the back of his neck.
But Loder didn't appreciate my tricks.
He took hold of me, and kicked me
violently, He treated me with great
brutality.

“Look at me now, Coker; I am but a
wreck of my former selft T can scarcely
walk, and it hurts me to ¢t down. Oh,
Coker, it is cheek, I know, but [ want to
ask you to help me, To-mght I have to
do my prep. If I don't do it properly,
Mr. Quelch will rag me in the morn-
ing. But I cannot do prep standing up,
and I cannot sit down, (oker. because
tha chairs in my study are too hard!
We have an armchatr, but it 13 worn
out, and the springs are nearly through
the seat. DBut vou have a beautiful arm-
chair here. Oh, Coker, if only you
wonld lend me that armchair to sit in,
gx that I can do my prep in comfont!
You have no idea how cternally grateful
I should be!”

Kipps finished wp this long peroration
with a heart-rending groan, and he
staggered against Coker, as though
quite unable to keep up.

Coker's heart was touched.

“ ANl right,” he seidh 1 am resolved
to do all I can to be kind to my school-
fellows and help them in distross. You
were a silly young ass to try your con-
juring tricks on Loder, but you may
have the ermchair. T really wanied it
for myself this evening, but I'm ready
to make any sacrifice in a deserving
case. How are you going to get the
armchair away "

“I have some friends outside,” said
KEipps. *“Coker, your exterior may he
rough, but you have & heart of gold!
I will eall my friends in, and they will
take the armehair away for me."

Kipps gave a whistle, and immedi-

ately Hazeldene, I'iét Delarey, and Dick

Russell eame tie. They prabbed Coker's
armchair and whisked it away with
greatl prompiness,

Kipps hobbled to the door with the
room, and tuwrned to Coker cre he went.

“XYour noble action shall not go nn-

recognised, Coker,” he said solemnly.
“1 shall see that ihe whole school knows
of this self-sacrificing deed.”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Coker
graciously. “I'm ounly doing my duty.
Shut the door.”

Kipps shut the and hobbled
away. .

Cuoker looked round his stady and gave
a grunt. Minns the olock and the
hearthrag and the avmehair, the room
was boginning to look rather bure. Ile
arose, aud was about to stoke up the
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fire when there was another tap at the
door, and Wun Lung of the Remove
catna in.

Wun Lung was wrapped up in a
blanket, and he appeared to  be
shivering.

My hat!™ said Coker, pausing with
the shovel in hiz hand.  “What's the

“matter with youn, Wun Lung?"

M Grooogh! Me velly cold!™ said the
liitle Celestial, a look of piteous appeal

in his almoend eyes. “Velly cold
wenther, and poor Chinee feel it
hollible, No fire in study: no coales.

Me sittee there -and shiver till teeth
ratile allee same. Handzsome Cokel
giveo me eoales for fire—eh 77

“Well, I'm jiggered!” sald Coker,
“You must be cold without a fire, YWun
Lung. DBut ean’t you geb some coal
from the matroni”

The Chinese junior shook his head.

"MNo, no, coalie. Too latee to getb
coatee flom matlon. Me catchee death
of cold if T don't get conlee velly quick.

(GGivea coalee to poor Chinee, kind-
hearted Cokel,™
TAWN right,” said Coker, with an

effort. "I suppose yvou need the coal
more than I do, Wun Lung. Ilere you
arg!™

Wun Lung seized the coal scuttle and
bore it away. He paused in the door-
way and made & low bow to Coker.

“Poor Chines velly much glateful,”
he said softly. *“Him happy pow alleo
light. Me lellee othel chaps about
handsome, kind-hearted Cokel.™

With that, Wun Lung departed with
the coal, leaving Coker looking wvery
pleased with himseli.

He was certeinly being called upon
io make a good many sacrifices in tho
canse of benevolenga to his school-
fellows, but what did that matter, so
'Imtf.;l as he was sticking to his New Year
resolutions ?  Despilo the amazing fre-
aquency  of  wisitors  who were in
“irouble,” Horace Coker as yot failed
to see that hiz leg was being pulled.
That was the great thought, and it com-
forted Coker.

There was not much clse, indeed, to
comfort Horace in his study just then.
The fre got lower, and so did the
temperature, Coker sat at the table.
turned up his coat-collar, and epplied
hmself at onece {0 his little book on
daoport mont,

He was suffering, perbaps, but he was
content to suffer, for it was in a great
and noble cause!

[ TI—Y

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Feels the Draoght !

OKER was not to be left long in
prace.

Callers came u  great pro-

fusion, and all bHad harrowing

tales of woe to tell. All had eome to

Horace Coker for comfort and lhelp in
their distress!

Bulstrode of the Remove was the next
visitor. He gasped out to Coker that he
was lungry. He wanted no money-—
by food!  And Coker, conviaemd hy
Bulstrode's piteons plea, cleared out all
that was in bz stady cupboord, and
rave to the hungry Removite,

Bulstrode took away with him quite
a constderable amount of tuck. Thero
waz & hame-pie, and 8 Swiss roll, and a
cake, and a javr of jam, some tarls, a
tin of sardines, and some chocolate,
among other things, He and a number

of other Removites made merey in the

{ 'amnton-room the of

Coker's tuck,

oMt strength

Potter,

S

Sammy Bunter of the SBecond and «
whola horde of fags turned up to sup-
plicate Coker for charity. Coker born
with them ail with herote fortitude and
generosity,  There wazs no point
making good resplutions unless ono
stuck to them thoronghly, he thought,
and so he filléd the hungry with gool
things, as it were, and none of the appli-
cants for benevolence were turned empiy
QWaY,

Tt was really amazing, the number of
juniors who managed to exiract alms
from Coker. The gentle art of “telling
the tale ™ was practised oxtensively,
and Coker, had he stopped io consider,
must surely have thought it a matter
of great wonderment that there should
be so many imporbunaie fellows and so
much misery at Greyfriars.

Alonzo Todd, the Duffer at Greyfriars,
was once of those who took afivantage of
Coker’s generosity, though not for %ﬁma
self, of course. As Alonzo said, his
Unecle Benjarmin would be shocked—nay,
disgusted—if he took money for his own
aggrandisement. But he succeeded in
extrecting from Coker a subscription to
the Society for Providing South Sea
Islanders with Tracts and Trousers—an
tnstitution for which Alonzo was a
zealona worker,

It was as well for Coker that he hap-
pened to be particularly “ Aush 7' at that
incriﬂ-d, and that he had practically un-
imited financial resources fortheoming
from his devoted Aunt Judy. Other-
wise, he would soon have bheen
“stumped out "' as o result of those
numercus demands that were made on
his benevolence.

Potter and Greene came along the
Fifth Form passage to do their prep,
and——incidentally—to have a snack.

They opened the study door and
walked in. Then they stopped short and
gazed before them in amazement.

There was Coker, seated at the table
in quite & huddled attitude, poring over
his book, " Hiz jacket collar was pulled
up tight round his neck, and hiz breath
was coming forth in the form of smoke.

The temperature in the study was well
on the way down to zero, and never
before had the reoom locked so cold,
empty, wnd cheerless.

“Mum-my only lat!” ejaculated
“What the dickens——--"

“Hallo!" said Coker, leaking np with
frosty oyes. Ilis cheeks were ratlier
Llue, and his nose was particnlarly red.

“Have you chaps come io do your
prep 7
“Yes, we have!” pgasped Greene,

“What in thunder bave voo been up to
inn here, Coker? The place is like an
1ee-well,”

“Phe idiot's lel the ive oul ! howled
Potter furiously, *Whai's the game,
Coker ¥

Horace blew on his hands.

“TFhere's no coal,” he mumbled,

“No coal!™ said otter  dazedls.
“Butk there was plenly i the seultle!?

“Yes: but I've given that to Wun
Lung,™ =aid Coker.  “The poor kid
had no coal, and he was shivering. Ho
I pave hun whal coal there was licre,
and he took it away—secuttle and all”

“You—you burbler ' yelled Greene.
“What did you do that for®"

“Well, it waz a chartialble act,”™ saud
Coker, as warmly as he could, undet
the cireamstances, 1t does a chap good
to practise a liTe selfsacrifice now
amd again, you know. Jesides, 1I'm liv.
ing up to my resolutions”

"Your—your resolutions!™  stnitersd
Potter. “Oh, vou howling ass! You've
given our coal away, and ot the fire go
out, because of vour fot-headed resolu-
tions ™
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*“They're not fat-headed at all!™ said
Coker brusquely. “I'm carrying themn
out from jolly high moral motives. 1t
would do you chaps good to make a few
New Year resolutions, and stick to "em,”’

Potter snorted and Greene howled.

“Brrrr-rrer [® said  DPotter, glaring
round the room. “The place looks
empty. My hat. where's the armchair #"

*Kipps of the Remove has got that,
explained Coker. * Loder booted him or
samething, 50 that he couldn't sit down
on his own study chairs, so T lot him have
our armchair, as it was softer.”

“Yﬂu*—ﬂ'}rnujeﬁ a Removite—have onr
sudy armchair---because it was softer ¥

said Potter in a fainl voice. “Gug-g-
good heavens ™
“Where's the bhearthrug, and the

elock 7 roared Greene.

“"Rake of the Remove had that,” said
Coker. "He smeashed the clock and
messed up the rug in his own study, and
1let bim have ours, o save the kid from
getting into a row. He was awfully cut
upy and I did him a jolly good turn.

at's charity.”

“Charity!"™ zplut_t{-md Potter. *You
—you've been doling out charity, Coker,
with our study _prﬂipﬂ i
wiot! You chort
purbling fathead '*

“ Look here——" said Coker, beginning
to glower.

"¥ou've let the Remove have our
eoal, and our armchair, and our clack,
and our hearthrug!” hooted Greene.
“What the dickens next, Coker? You
must be off your rocker !

Potter had bLv this timo reached the
cupboard, obsessed with an awful
thouglit. He opened the door and gazed
within. That cupboard, like the one
belonging to the eslebrated Mother Hul-
bard, was bare. Thers was no trace or
gign of any of the tuck that Potter and
Greene had been cherishing for their

2. Oh, you crass
ing chump! You

. evening snack.

“Oh, erumbs 1™ gjaculated Potter, I
—I puessed as much. The lunatic has
given away our grub! I suppose the
Bemove has that, too?™

“Yes. I gave it to Dulstrode,” said
Coker. " And what of i£? I paid fov
the tucl, didn't I, George Potter IV

Potter and Greene gazed at their
study-mate with feelings that were un-
ntterable.

“Well, my only hat!” gurgled Pottor
ab last. "1 thiz doesn't licl every-
thing! I always suspected Coker of -
sanity, but I'm cortain now that he's off
hig head. No fellow in his right senses
would de the things he does.”

“1 did it for charity T tell youl!®
roared Coker, *“Haven't I made New
Year resolutions? Haven't I resolved
to be self-sacrificing and generous and

th—r

“You thumping as: ! hissed Potter.
“Can’t you see that yvou've been mada
afool of ! Doesn’t it cecur to your dense
bramn, Coker, that those Remove rotters
have been pulling your leg again?™

“Rats!” zaid Coker with a sniff. "I
don't believe it The eases wers genuine
enough. I never give help unless the
cases are goenulne. Why, young Rake
was so grateful that he went down on
his knees and kissed my hand ™

“Went down on lus knees and kissed
vour hand 1" said Potter dazedly. “(Oh.
mura-my only hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

"Ha, ho, ha!"” howled Greene,

That little rovelation by Coker eaino
s an enti-climax to thowr fechlings of
horror, and Potter and Greeno yelled
hilariously.

Coker glared af them in wrath.

*"What is there to laugh at, eh?” Lo
roared. “If you're logking for a thick
gar, (zeorge Potter—"

"What about vour resolutions,
Coker 1" gurpled Potter. “Isn't the
giving of thick ears prohibited

“You—you—yon——->"="

Coker was about fo say  somethin
rather emphatic, but his voice trailed o
into & gasp as a weird, rattling sound
came to his ears from outsido tho
window.

Potter and Greene were silent, too,
and they listened in great astonishment,

The jangling notes of a barrel organ
soamded ¥rnm cutside the window,
mingled with much boyish lavghter.

‘oker Co. ran to the window and
gared without. A strange scene met
thelr eyes,

There, in the gathering dusk, was a
tumbledown barrelorgan standing be-
neath their window, surrounded by a
chortling crowd of Grerfriars fellows,
Churning at the handle of that organ
was & ragged, miszerable-looking in-
dividual, who sppeared to be of foreign
extraction. He plied the handle vigor-
ougly with one hand, whilst in the other
he held out a battered Trilby hat,

The tune was recogmisable after a timn
as the “ Old Hundredth,” but the broken
notes and innumerable rattles and “ tum-
tums * that proceoded from the interior
of the organ gave that tune a fow some-
what discordant *effects.”

The organ-grinder was looking up-
ward disconsolately at Coker's study
window, and when he saw the face of
the mighty Ilorace appesr he ground
at the handle more wildly than ever, and

ﬁ?mmencﬂd to dance and pgesticulate to
1Tk -

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the boys in the
quadrangle. “Go it, Antonio!”
_Coker’s face took on a puzzled expres-
5100. He fAlung open the window and
leaned out. glaring downward at the
organ-grinder,

"Hoy! What the thump are you
making that row outside my stidy win-
dow for?" he rapped. "o away!
You're not allowed in herat”

“Mastah Coke!™ cried the organisk,
letting go of the handle and extending
his arms upward in an appesling atti-
tude. “You mre da gr-r-rreat Dastal
Coke! Vou taka da pity on da-poor
starving musician, ¥es!. You hava Ja
verr-ria kind heart, Mastah Coke'!"”

“My hat!" gasped Coker, “I-—J]—"

‘Tialpa da poor, Mastah Cole ! cried
the ragged one from below, “Taka du
piky, spara da copper!”

And for the further codification of
Coker, the organist churned lustily at
his “instrument; and loud, discordant
soupds of melody arese on the evening
air,

THE SIXTH GHAPTER.
Coker Cuss Loose |
*e A, ha, ha!" roared " Harey
Wharton & Co., and the other
juniors who were gathered
underneath Coker's window

added their voices Lo the general uproar,

hobbled fo the door with the broom.

Kipps gave the order, and Hazeldene, Piet Delarey, and Dick Russell grabbed
Coker’s armchair and whisked it away with great promptitude. Then Kipps

“* I shall see that the whole school knows
of this self-sacrificing deed.of yours, Coker,”” he said. { See Chapler 4.)
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Coker glared down indignantly.

“Shut up your cackling, you little
~oeops!” ha rapped. “YIl set you a

example in generosity and beneva-
ence, Wait down there, my man. I
sha’n't be long.” i

Colier disappeared from his stuly
window, but quite a good time ¢lapsed
before he came oudt imto the gquad.
fFH of laughter and wonder heralded
s appearance, Coker was laden with
clothes, He had a pair of striped
trousers, a faney waisteoat, & frock-coar,
gomo bools, sandry cellars and shiris,
and a top-haf. :

“'Gl:;zat pip ! ejaculated Harry Whar-
ton, ** What tho dickens iz Cokey up
to nowd Why—— Ha, ha, hal He's
gmrsng to dress up old Wib—" :

“Shurrup ! hissed Bob Cherry warn-
ingly, gripping Harry's arm.  “Don't
give tle gamo away, Harry, for good-
ness’ salke, "This i rea’tijgr rich, Don't
let on to anyone, yet, that that’s old
Wib dressed up as an organ-grinder,”

“¥a, ha, ha!” g

Tha TFamouz Five and Squiff were
convolsed with miptly a3 Coker strode up
to the “organ-grinder’” and dumped
that heap of second-hahd raiment on the
barrel-organ. These six youths were
more tickled by the affair than the other
spectators, because they were “in the
know,” It had, in fact, been Bob
Cherry’s idea in the figst place. He had
suggested to Wibley, the amateur actor
of EI‘E friars, that he hurry down to
Friardale, hire an old barrel-organ, snd
appear at the schodl in the guise of an
organ-grinder, in order to test the extant

Coker’s benevolence, and, at the same
time to have "' a bit of a rag.”

Wibley had been “on® like & shot,
Anything in the line of magquerade up-
pealed to him. And there was no deny-
ing that Wibley looked, and acted, che
E?ri:» of the Italisn organ-grinder to iho
life. :

“Ah, Mastah Coke!” he said in a
moet melancholy tone. “1 grinda da
orgen to moka da brass, I hear you
are da verria benevolent young signor,
50 here 1 come to playa tune. You
like heemi—yesi”

Coker shuddered, i X

“No fear! I'm dashed if I like your
musie,” he said. *1 think it's an un-
earthly row! But I sha'n't send you
away without Ieuﬂinq you a helping
hand, my man. Heres ten bob.” =

Wib took the money with cleverly-
assumed eagerness. ot that he in-
tended keoping it, of course. He and
Harry Wharion (Co. had arranged
that little joke meraly for the sake of

ulling Gn!‘(er‘a leg, and to bring him
sack to earth, as it were, nol to
“make "' anything out of him. 'The
money would be returned afterwards.
Dut the organ-grinder rose to the ocea-
sionn right noblv, He muttered garru-
lously, and fairly grovelled in the snow
at Coker's fect

“Ah! Da kind and generois Coke!
Da noble Coke!™ ecried the }IE«EII{-IQ
Ttalian, “He verria great benefactor,
No more e live on Carraway seeds,
thanks to da mighty Coke”

"a, ha, ha!™ yelled the spectators,

Horace Coker went red.

“MNever mind about thanking me,” he
said magnanimously, “I'm only too
glad to help & deserving case. I hope ™
said Coker, looking round meaningly,
—“T hope the other chaps will take ex-
ample from the way I'm sticking to my
resolutions Not that I want to brag,
of conrsel”

“Good old Coker!” said Temple of
the Fourth ﬂnmurag;:nghu “What have
you got the old clothes for #%

“They're for this unfortunate man,”
said Coker airily. “Ho must feel jolly

Tae 3fsexer Lipramy.—No, 835,

-most Iadicrous.

cold, dressed in those rags, in fhis
freczing ‘weathur. Here, my man, put
these things on,  They'll keep Fou

warm,’’ ,

“Ab, =1, signor )" said Wibley in a
vaes that fairly throbbed with grati-
tude. “*You are verria kind.”

“Not at all " said Coker. **Let'a see
vou gel into “em now, You'll bo frozen
otherwise:™

Coker was mnot fo know that the
“ltalian ¥ organ-grinder had on some
very warm schoolboy clothing under-
neath hiz rags. He felt guitq con-
cerned for the ragged one, and he fairly
thruet him into the striped trousers, the
fancy waisteoat, and the frock coal.

“My word, thet is rich!” gurgled
Frank Nugeont, c:lut{;hin% Bob Cherry in
his mirth, “I rather faney I've scen
that giddy waistcoat before somewhere™

“Eareat pip! Bo have 1! exclaimed
Wharton. “It's one of old Prout’s.”

“Bo's the frock-coat and the bapal®™
gjaconlated Johnny Bull. " Coker's been
raiding Prout's clobber.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Coker glared round.

“Bilenve, you cheeky voung sweeps!™
he rappeé. “These clothes may
Prout's, but I bhaven't raided them.
They're his cast-offs——"

“{:‘I}I{-El'j.“

That name, pronounced in an awiul
voice, sounded above the lavghter, and
everyone looked round, startled.

Mr. Paul Pontifex Prout, looking
very amazed and indignant, strutted on
the scene.

Coker by now had dressed the organ-
grinder in the irousers, the waistevat,
and the frock-coat, and a shriek of
mirth arose when he put the topper on
thet worthy’s head. The effcct was
The onlockers forgot
Mr. Pront. and they yelled.

The Fifth Form master’s face was a
study as he gazed st the *Italian.”

“Bless my soull!” he exclaimed.
“Coker! Do you know what you are
doing, boy?"

Coker glared at Mr. Prout.

“¥Yes, I know what I'm deing, sie,”
he said. “"I've taken pity on this poor
man. He came here, grinding thia
organ under my study window, to raise
tI:uai wind—I mean to collect money to

@ p_u

“{oker " pasped Mr. Prout. y

“It’s all right, sir,” said Coker. “Thia
man is a deserving case, I'm sure. You
see, I've resolved to give my help in all
cases of distress, and I'm keeping to my
regolves. The poor man was in rags—
he had hardly any clothes to his back,
a5 a matter of fact, and so I gave him
these things to keep him warm.”

“Cug-g-roodness ;i';ra{?inu_x!” ejacu-
lated Mr, Prout. *Coker, are you mad?
That is my waistcoat 1"

“Yes, it was, sir,” said Coker.

“ You impudent boy, Coker ! shrieked
Mr. Prout angrily, “1Isay it’s my waist-
coat., And, what 13 more, thqs-& fre my
trousers, and that frock-cont 15 my pro-
P'EHF !:l.l'

“ Ha, ha, bha!” velled the onlockers.
Coker looked rather blank, but
quickly recovered his self-possession.

# Ahem ! he coughed. ** -1 felt quite
sure that vou didn't meed these old
things any more, sir. 1 rummaged 'em
out of the matron’s store-room——"

“Rummaged them out!” eried Mr.
Prout wildly., “They are the clothes 1
gave to the matron to zend to the tailor’s
for me, to be cleaned and pressed, How
dare you confiscate them without my
anthority, Coker 7™

“0Oh, crumbs ! zaid Horace.

He was floored,

by

The onlookers fairly lbugped each
other with merrimoent; As for MMr,
Prout, he was very justly in a state of

wrath, . .

_“Coker, you are an irvesponsible dolt,
eir {” he stormed. “' Your obtuseness and
riocy surpass my comprehension. How
dare you take such liberties with my
clothes, {pker, removing them from the
matron’s roomn in order to dress up this
disreputable orgap-grinder?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the juniors.

The organ-grinder appeared to be
rather nervous. He took up the shafis
of the organ and proceeded to trundle
;g away, but Mr. Prout dashed after
him.

“Clome back, follow!” he evied. "I
will not allow vou to decamp with my
clothes. Romove them instantly—in-
stantly, T zay !

Wib made some reply, and he- pro-
ceeded to drag off Mr. Prout's striped
trousera,

Aa he did so, however, he happencd
to rip up the ragged old trousers he was
wearing underneath, and thus, of course,
displayed his Eion “bags ™ beneatl,

A shout of amazement went op from
the Greyfriars fellows, and Mr. Frout
blinked {?Uitﬂ dazedly.

* B-b-bless my soul!™
“Tha wretch i3
trousers as well1”

“It's all wp, Wib,” sang ocut Dob

he exclaimed.
wearing  schoolbay

Cherry.  “Your giddy wig has fallen
over op one side. You maght as well
turn it in pow, and divulge the giddy
truth.”

& “Ha, ha, ha!™ yelled the rest of the
Q.

Wib gave a pgasp. His wig
tainly over on one side, and hiz own
hair was revealed underneath. And o
the amateur actor of Groyiriars took off
the wig altogether, and then removed
hiz heavy black eycbrows and flowing

Was {or-

moustarhe. He grinned round at tho
astounded t-hmrlga,

“Go-goo-good heavens I” stuttered Mr,
Prout, like a man in a dream. “Wib-
Wib-Wibley 1"

Coker steod rooted to the ground, lis

foce a picture of blank, horrified amazes
maenk.

“Ohy, my sainted aung!™

The fellows standing round gazed ot
Wibley, and they drow deep, deep
breaths. And then as the full signili-
cance of the startling reveletion dawned
upon them, they gave vent to theiv
mirth in & loud, long, lifting howl of
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Epoofed ! yelled Potter, from the
window of the study above. *Spoofed
bv theé Bemove, by gum !

“It'a Wibley, alter all, Coaker!™
shrieked Temple hilariously, “Oh, oy
hat! Carry me home to die, somebody !
Ha, ha, ha!”

The quadrangle fairly rang with tha
laughter. My, Prout gasped, and Coker
gasped.  Wiblew, meanwhile, ecalinly
proeccded  to  divest himself of M.
Prout's coat and waisteoat and hig dis-
Euise,

With his rags removed, Wibley looked
quite his uscal sell onee more, excops
for the grease paint upon his faee. He
prinned serencly at Coker.

“Well, Coker, hore’s vour ten bob
back,” he said extending the note, “1
was going to return it laler, of course,
but yvour might ss well tale it now, old
vhap. You ecan buy yourself some carra-
way secds.”

“*Ha, hs, ha!” ;

Horace Coker was qute inf‘.ﬂptz]‘:]ﬂ of
speceh or of zetion for several minules.
Hiz rugged features underwent o variety
of wild expressions, Then, all of a
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sudden, he gave s wrathfnl Lellow and
flung himself at the practical joker aof
the "Remove,

“I'H pive wou barrel organ!” he
howled, whirline Wibley over in his
frantic embrace, My hat, I'll pulverise
vour for this, you cheeky little sweep!

I'll teach you to make n fool of me!

I'li—  Yaroooogh t”

Cloker pave & vell as he and Wiblew
fell down togeiher. They landed bg the
znow and commenced to roll over and
over, struggling furiously,

The snow flew in all directions, and i
that conld be seen of Coker and Wibley
was 8 mixbure of whirling legs and ars,

“Yaroooogh!™

“Yah! Cug! Gug!"

“Ha, ha, hat" shrieked the onlonkers,
weeping with mirckh.

Mr. Paul Pontifex Prout strode for.
ward with an exclamation of horror

“Erop!” he ordered., *fBows, do rou

hear me '™

Dut no one was paying attentfon to
the Fifth-Form master jnst then.

“Rescue, Romove!” shouled TBob
Cherew, “{loker’s broken his New Year
resplutions!  He's backslid! Aad he's
whopping Wiki Pile in, kids!”

“Hurrah ™

“Ha, ha, hat"

The Removites surged forward 1o the
resene of their Formfellow, buak M
Prowt intervened, for the second time.

“Stop!  Desist, boys, 1 command
voul" he rapped thunderously. * Lot
there be no more of this disgracefol
disturbance! Coker! TLeave Wibley
alone and get up this instant !

“TI'll =mesh im!” roared Coker.
“He's made a langhing-stock of me!
He's gpooled me awith his dressing-up!

l]_‘——':

“Ito you hear me, Coker?” thundered
Ale, Prout, in tones of fear, “ Avise this
nstant, sicl”

Coker, however, cordinued to pimmel
away at Wib, so Mvr. Prout, wirhont
more ado, grasped the wrathfnl Horner
by the collar of his coat and vanked lium
up by sheer force.

: ”I:Y'c:uuu:-p v gasped Coker.
gir "

“Coker; don’t you dare fo struggle
with me!” rapped Mvr., Prout, his eves
glinting with anger. * How dare vou
sdopt this treculent tone! You are u
fool, Coker. to aliow yvourself 1o Le thus
completely hoodwinked, You are a {eol
and & dolr, zip!” ;

Fl=I—1—" gpluttered Cloker, wrig-

g][n&
“Come with me to my studr, (Coker.
and I will have a talk with you. on the
sitbject of New Year resolutions ! said
Mr. Prout grimly. * Wibley, take Lve
hundred lines for perpetrating such an
sudacions prank, and remove Eis
tidiewlous contraption from ihe school
precincts immediately !

“Yowp! Yes, sir!” moaned Wil
who felt rather hurt, although he lad
ma.nng;ad to dodge the major port of
Coker's blows.

M, Prout gave a furious glare yound;
and then, gathering up his raided gav-
moents, he strutted away, commanding
Coker to follow.

The great Horace Tollowed liz Torm-
master, his face crimson with rage and
lwmiliation.

A chorus of climckles followaldl him
on his wavy indoors.

“Well, that was rich!” paspod Bob
Cherry, wiping the salt tears of mersi-
ment from his eyes.  “Really, rich, g
sons! Poor old Coker! He was
properly  taken in, wasn't he?t T'm
afraid. Wib, vou've maede him heesk

“ Lrgeo,

“one ot Live of hiz good resolutions!”
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“Yow!" pgacped Wibley. 10y
Nt L]

wliot siearly broke my neck
bargain! I'm hurt! Ow-gw !

“Never mind, old chap!” laughed
Harry Wharton pacifically. *It was &
jolly good jape, and you worked ‘it
bematifully. We'll do the lines for you !

“ Rather 1" .

Wibley gave a grin.

“Yees, it was & good jape, nnd I
enjoyed it—except the last part!” he
said. T think I'd better keep out of
Cloker's wayv after this—he'll be sceking
my blood, b don't suppose he'll be
feeling inclined to keep to his good
resolutions to-night, at eny rate ™

Wibley was right!

Darkness was now falling over the
countryside, and Dicky Nugont and
Gatty of the Second were dispatehed %o
Friardale to return the barrel organ,
The faps did not mind this job in the
least, apart from the fact that Harry
Wharton had given them & whacking
currant cake for tnemr services,  They
ehnrned oot many a fune in the Friar-
dale Lane on their way to tho village,
and very nearly got “run in” by P.-c.
Tozer for disturbing the peace of the
local residents. )

Meanwlile, at CGreyfriars, Horace
Coker was fecling guite the opposite to
beneveolent and kind. His demeanour,
when he came awey from Mre. Prout's
study was by no ineans pacific |

He realised, now, how ho had been
“spoofed " by the Remove, and when
e returned io hts study and found it
cold, cheerless and bare, his feelings
were too deen for words !

Cokor did nol say much. He took up
8 cricket stomp and etrode off to the
Hemove nas:age in search of hiz elock,

the hearthrug, the coal scuttle, and the
armchair.

The Removiies were expeciing Coker,
and he spon found that he had walked
infa & perfect hornets'-nest of trouble.
Coker started the rompus, and the cheery

heroes of the. Remove finished it! He
wis bumped along the passage, his collar
and tic were rammed dewn iz back

and ¢oal dust was rubbed into ms hair.

. Blundell & Co,, hearing a commotion
i dhe Yifth Form passage a litile while
later, looked out of their studies and
boheld & strange sigit.

They beheld Coker, roped up in his
slady armchair in the middle of the

passage, with the hearthrug wrapped
round Bim, and the clock hanging round

—— i

]

hiz neek, and the ecoal seutile oo hLis
head., Ile was making horrible neoizes,
and uttering che nrost awkul threats upon
tha. devoted heads of Harry Wharton &
Co. who were lurking in the viciniry.
But, as scon az Blundell &  Co.
a.).)(peamd.. the Removites scuttlcd away
like rabbits to their wavrens, and Horace
Coker was left in the hands of his Fovm-
fellows. HRoaring with laughter at his
predicament. Blundell & Co. relcased b
and afterward: liclped lum carey os
belongings back into his study

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fallen Dignity [

GOOTY night's rost aud a day of
comparative peace  fo foliow
had a mollifving influence an

Coker, and he waz soon imtbuaed
afresh with good resolutions.

ITe had boeen very aeluonsly etudyving
the little book on deportinent, and, one
day, when dinner was over Coker went
down to the tailors in ¥riarvdale, aund
returned to GrevEriars laden with suncdey
parcels.

Coker appeared in a very abstracted
mood duaring afterncon lessons, anud Mr.
Prout had to reprimand him sharply on
mora than one occasion. Wherever
Coker's thoughiz were, they were cer-
tainly not ceptred npon Q. Iorating
Flacenz, as they showud have boeen.
Apparently. he was pondering over some
weighty matter that had nothing wlat-
cver fo do with lessons.

As roon as the final bell had rung.
{loker hurried away to the Fifilr Torm
dorinitory, and he was not ecen agaii
for some litile {inme.

Tiut whon, at last, he reappeared, 1hosa
who =zaw him stoepned to stare.

A startling change had  eome over
Morace Coker's apncarapen! TI was az
though a new and glorified Cloker had
descended wpon Grevirars!

‘The burly Titth-Foriner was not
usnally very careful over his personal
appearance—in foet, “he was sometintes
stovenly. Dut now he dawned forth' as
guite o dandified fellow.

Coker's face was very clean, and ha
had nut on & brand new collar of ghs-
tening whilte, and a gorgeous necklin
that must surely have wvied in pattern
with Joseph s celebrated coat of many
colours. e wore, top, on immaculate
jackot with o flowee m e bution-lole,
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and trouzers that had a, crease of razor-
blade sharpuess down each leg, and
brilliant patent-leather shoes, and spats!
A dream of a tonner adorned his head,
and he carried & pair of lavender-
coloured gloves and a gold-knchbed
walking stick.

Coker, in fact, was a vision of radiant
loveliness; a thing of *heanty and a oy
for ever!

Blundell met him on the stajrs, and
he fell back with a gasp.

“ Mum-m-my word!” he ejaculated,

Fitzgerald and Smith major, who
were  coming up behind, also stopped,
and they gazed at the sight Lefore them
in_breathless wonder,

“Faith, an® iz that Coker?” said
Fitzgersld, in. a faint voice. “1t can't

Smith major,

be! I must be dreaming 1™

"It is Coker!” said
logking hard at Horace. *“Ves, hy
hokey, it i3 undoubtedly old Coker.
But 1sn’t he ‘got up in style? Oh, scis-
sors! Ha, ha, ha!”

Blondell and Fitzgerald also laughed,
and Coker glared.

“What are vou cackling at?” Le da-
manded, greatly incensed,

“I'm cackling at a silly imitation of
a  tailor’s dummy!” sard Blundell,
“What are you cackling at, Smith?”

“I'm cackling at a frabjous, econ-
cetted idiot!” said Swith major. “What
are you cackling at, Fitzrerald®”

“Faith, an’ I don’t knew what it
15, said the lad frem lirin, *The
ticket's fallen off entirely!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker snorted.

“¥You chaps ean laugh, but vou only
show vour silly ignerance!™ he said
disdainfully. “ Perhaps, Blundell, when
I have attained the captainey .of the
Fifth. you will laugh the other side of
your face |

'-P]un’deii ave another roar.
Oh, my hat! I see it all now!” he
exclaimed. “This is another result of

old Coker’'s New Year rosolutions!
He's cut to maintein his dignity . and
deportmént and to hedoime captain of
the Fifth and mounarch of all lie sur-
yoys

*“Hea, ha, ha!” velled Fitzgorald and
Smith major, 4

Coker went very red, but he re-
stratned his ire. He must live up to
his resolves, and maintain’ an even
temperament and pacific demeanour in
face of all obstacles. He must not
allow anything to disturb his dignity
and depovtmeint, Resolutions  wera
made to be keph and it was uwp to him
to set an example to the rest of Grey-
friars,

S0 he pave a sniff of lofty contenmpt
and walked on, followed Ly the Jaugh-
ter of his Form-fellows,

As he reached the lower landing a vell
came to his ears, and, turning, -he saw
a purty of Removites gasing at hin

Peter Todd shaded his eves as ke
laoked at oker.

“My word! said Peier. “He's
washed his neck '™
“He's got a clean eollar on'™ ox-

claimed Squiff in tones of wonder.

* Look at his necktie—it properly hits
:l..":'.!lllil n t}{cleyc, ié!ﬂn_.qn'ﬂ 15 satd Rus-
sell.  “Where did you dig that up
Cokeri® : 2 e

“Ha, ha, ha'”

Uoker paused, and for a moment be
contemplated making o rush at. the
chortling Removites.  Buat once again
his will-power came to the fore, amd
he contained his wrath, albéit wiih difli-
culiy.

He walked on and. passed ont inte the
open #ir of the quadrangle,

THe Macxir LIBRARY.~-No, -035;

Fellows came rushing up from far

‘and near {o gaze upon the new Coker.

They gazed at him and velled. And
Coker, as the general hilarity increased,
groew redder and more inclined to give
vent o his indignant. feelings. . He had
intended that-his dignified deportment
should impress Greyfriavs; that it
shonld earn him a- new respect in.the
Fifth and the veneration that was due
to hitin from the fags. Bul things were
not working out quite right, somelbow.
Instead of being impressed, the boys of
Greyfriars seemed to be taking him as
a huge joke. Coker couldn™s under
stand 1t a hik.

“Billy little rotters!” he growled lo
himself.as he made for the pates. “I'in
blessed if 1 know what they'ra
lavghing at, I've—ahem !—
forgiven the Remove kds for
thase iﬂl{ﬂﬁ- they played on me
the other day. That ought to
make ‘em more respectiul
The young blighters haven't
got an atom of . respect
e ! Brorer-vee [

Coker. walked on with lis .
head very ereet, and so went
through the gates and aloeg
the Friarvdale Lanc.

It occurred io Coker that he
might (ry creating an nnpres-
sion at Cliff House. The snow
had cleared; it was a hoe,
erisp afternoon, and he felt in

-chaps, let's cap Coker!

OVER 17 YEARS OLD AND STILL LEADS

Marvjorie
Coker,

Thabt encouraged
made a bow.

Ul dear!” exclaimed Marjovie
Hareldéne in a soft voice, = Isn't Cokoar
excessively polite 77

“"Well, we can be polite, foo!
chuckied Harry Wharton, ¥ Come o
He's evidentiy
out- to be admired aml respected-—
according to his giddy resolutions, you
know i

The Famons Five and Vernoo-Suiith
all rnised their caps solemunly to Coker,
and bowed as he passed hy.
gava them a condeseending

& Co. smiled sweetly at

IHorace, and o
F

T ]

Cokey
nad,

the mood for walking. Yes, he
thought, it would be a geod
idea to stroll over to Cliff
House and sec what 1mpres-
sion he could make on the
rirla there, :

Their opinion weighed a good deal
with the Removites, he knew. Come
wh=t mayv, he was determined to bring
the. juniors in general, and Harry
Whartan & Co. i 'p.a.rtir.fuu?l:;tr.+ to a fuller
vealisation of his—Coker's mmporiance.
That having been achieved, he would
have gained the first step in the fulfil-

ment of his other resclutions—and par-

ticularly the one in which he aimed
at becoming captain of the Fifth.
‘Coker walked on, swinging his cano
and griring in good-humour and econfi-
dence as he went. “Eventually he
arrived within sight of Cliff House, amd
hie irowned a little when he saw a party
of ‘Removites chatting to  Marjorie
Hazeldene & Co. at the pate, :
The Famous Five and Vernon-Smiih
had ridden over on their bicycles aftey
lessons to sea . their givl chums, and
s0 had preceded Coker, Bul the great
Hocace was nothing daunted by thas,

He paused down the lane te adjust
his necktic and ©lt his topper at the
correct  Hond  Street  angle. Ther,
gloves in hand; and his cane tucked
jauntily under his arm, Coker strutted
on, putting & good dJdeal of grace ard
dignity into his walk,

Miss Clara was tlie first lo
Coker, and she gave & little crw.

“Don't look all ab oice!™ she ex-
claimed.  “ But something really gor-
oous 15 coming along the road. I do
ﬁelim‘e i's Coker!™

Harey Wharton & Co, blinked at the
appavition. of loveliness they saw  ap-

notico

proaching.  Mavjorie and her chums
smiled, X
“Ay only hal!”  ejaculated DBob

Cherry. “Yow're right, Miss Clarva, it
13 old Coker?! All drossed up in las
best hily and tucker, by Jove! Doesn't
he look the last word!” _

“The lazt-wordfulness of the esteemad
and ladicrons Coker is ‘truly tervifie!™
grinned Inky.

oker wallked wp and wiwn he: came
oppasile the gate lie looked at the givis
it raised lus topper. '

Aloker
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Tnwardly, he was rejoicing
at the impression he had
made. The Chff Housc
pivls were undoubtedly ad-
miving  him, and Harey
Wharton & Co. wére visibly :
nnhp‘.l'cﬁsctl T'h'E:f had L
actually raised their caps. il

Coker ' looked baek, and, | j
socing the girls still smil- i
g, he raised " his. topper |
again. ITarry  Wharton & "’
Co., with one accord, eapped
. response, an
Horace unbent still more.

e was getting on
famously, he thought, lle
looked round again and
again at the ChHf House
girls, and every {ime’ he
iooked vound Marjorie &
Co.. smiled, and Coker
spinled, and Harry Wharton
& Co, ratsed their caps to
him vespeetfully.

Coker, indeed, waas =zo

taken up with impressing
the ‘givls, ithat -he took 1o
heed of where he was going,
The lane -curved just past
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Cliff House, and there was a deep ditch,
at the side, Coker, instead of twrming
the bend, walked straight on, off the
roadway and on lo Lthe grass.

He- was turning round as he did so.
and raising his topper again to Mar.
joric & Co. He even thought he might
wo 50 far a3 to wave his stick to thenw.
But Coker’s thoughts came fo a sui-
den. and  abrupt termination.. He
veached. the edge of the ditch and
stepped h!issfuﬁy ovor the brink.
Coler was surprised to find his legs give
way-from under him, and next minute,
with a fiendish roar, .he went plunging
witdly downward.

“ ¥ aroooooogh !

Coker's stick went one way and his
wloves went the other, whilst he hiw-
el went into the mmddy, slimy depths
of the diteh.

Splazht

" (Gerropooooch !

Coker sank beneath the surface witl
that loud, gasping gurgle,

The Chiff House girls sereamed, whilst
Harcy Wharton & Co., bursting with
laughter, came running post-haste to
the spot. ;

As they arrived at the top of the
bank, Coker's head and slioulders.
festooned with  wedds, appeared
out of the murky waters. Cokor’s
month opened wide, and he pave
vernb to a sertes -of remarkable,
choking noises:

“Yugh! Gerr-raghl!
Wow! Joooch !

Coker looked so indescribably
funny as he stoed. there in the
diteh that Harry Wharton & Co.
barst: into yells of laughter

Wah!

IR
it R

adiot ?

Coker blinked at themn through the
mud. and slime, and he continved to
gurgle in a fearful manner,

“Ha, ha, ha! Peoor old Coker!”
roared Bob Cherry. “ Why didn't . you
look where you wera going, you frabjous
Now you.are 1n a mess!"

“Gug, pug, gug " came from Horace,

Johnny Bull picked up the gbld-
knobbed cane, and, using 1t as a rake,
fielded Coker's topper that was floating,
half-submerged, in the ditch. With the
topper danging on the end of the stick,
Johnny held it forth and deftly dropped
it on Coker's muddy head. "Then he
gave the crown of the topper & jab with
the stick, and this had th: effect of fixing
1t securely to its owner's eranium,

A fresh shout of laughter arose [rom
the Removites,

Coker, spluttering and gasping in-
coherently, scrambled out of the ditch.
Harry ~“"Wharton & Co. promptly
scattered as he dud so.  They had po
desire to gét near Coker in lis present
ghastly state, and the efluviam that sur-
rounded him was sufficient to keep them
at .o reipectful distanée, in any case!

Marjorie & Co, were quietly laughing
at the gate of CLiff House. They had
been alarmed at first, when Coker had
taken that sudden header into the depths
of the ditth, but now he was on-dry land
once more, and no serwous damage had
been done, they saw the comical side of
the affair.

Coker picked up his stick, and, still
with the topper on his  head, he
squelched down the larnie towaeds ChE
Houso, | :

He blinked dejectedly at Maorjorie &

Co. and gave a queer sort of

urgle as he passed  them.
he givls did  their best to
look  serious, but Coker's

appoarance was 50 fonny ihat
they did not succeed in their
efforls very much.

All- the dignity and deport-
ment had departed from the
great man of the Fifth ! Drip-
ping with. mud and slime, he
squelched  back ™ Lhe way he
had coame, and so finally dis-
appeared from view, leaving

a long, long trail of weeds
and water behind him.
Harry  Wharlon & Co.

returned - to the ?ntc of Cliff
Honze 1o chmckle over the
affair with Marjorie & Co.
Coker, meanwhile, returned to
Greyiriars,

By the time he arvived at
the sehool” most of the mud
had caked on him, and he was
in & parlous state indecd.
_Fellows gathered round to
look at him. Dvervene asked
him how lie had managed 1o
oot to that awiul condition.
But Coker made no reply—he
eould not; e was too full fov
words. He strode on townrds
the Schiool House, wrth mud
squelching out of his bools as
he went.

Coker went  indoors, and
made a beeline for the bath-
voorn. He was nob seon again
for some thne, bul those wlio
passed by the batl-room door
heard him_ snoriing and splut-
tering  and “gurgling, whilst
all the time there was.a. great
cdeal of splashing =nd -scrub-

the organ-grinder.. ** You are da gr-r-reat Mastah
on da poor siarving musician—yes ? ° You hava da
heart, Mastah Coke ! ™ (Yee Chapler 5.)

bing going on.
“rghen Eﬁ task Cloler eamo

downstaiva his face was red
and his hair tousled. e
looked ready to  slaughter
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anyonés on sight, so no one eszayed to
test Coker, by word or deed, to see
whether ho was still sticking to his reso.
lutiens.  They let him go, and Coker
went along te his study and there he
snorted in solitude for the remaindor of
the evening,

—_——a

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Chance for Coker !
CGEER looked ‘rather gloomy and

glum next morning. Blundall &

Co., watching him, smiled at

etch other. Could it be thet the
great Ilorace was wavering, alter all, in
his will to keep those good resolutions
he had made? Was it that the recent
lively happenings had discouraged him?
With another fellow, the answer mught
have been yes; but with Coker—well,
Joker was different, His Form-fellows,
having Coker's bullidog obstinaey in
mind, wondered what he would be up to
next. Surely he had not revoked hia
resofutions !

Many amused glances were cast .at
Coker in Hall that morning.

The great Flovace stood there in the
ranks of the Fifth, trying to appear
loftily aloof, but still unable to disguise
the melancholy of his manner,

Call-over was taken, and ihen, before
dismissing the school, Dr. Locke stood up
ou his dais and regarded the assemibled
Forms gravely over the rims of his
spectacles,

“Boys, 'I have an announcemeni of
sotie importance to make,” he wid, “Ib
has been suggested by Sir Philip Phad-
bury, one of t!:l{m governors of this school,
ihat a—er—somewhat unosual New Year
innovation be made at Greyfviars, "Lhis
in offeet, would be the appointment of a
senior to assume the duties of o proctor—

a proctor in charge of 1he Lower
Bohool, !

There was o buzz of excited voices in
IIall,

Dy, Locke reised ‘his hand for silence,

“Lost there shoulid Le any misappre-
hension on  the point, hoys, I "will
explain more Tully,” he said, “A proc-
tor abt a college carries ont dulics that
are similar to a prefect’s in some
respects, yot differing substantially from
them, inasmuch as he is more of & tutor
and counsellor to” the boys under his
jurisdiction, and works independently of
the prefects.

“ Broadly speaking, a proctor has more
of a moral duty to his schoolfcllows than
a {}rm’cct. It is his place to advise and
help the younger lads, to give them the
benelit of his tact and considered judg-
ment in all their difficelties and disputes,
1t devolves upon a-proctor tq, look a[‘t_-:rr
the moral welfare of the juniors, to uplift
them by pattern and example, and do
his best to act as friend and guide in 2ll
aspects of school life,

*“He has not the powers of 2 prefeet to
punish, yet he is vested with some of the
anthority of a master m advisory and
tutorial matters. 5o far, ithe policy of
this school has been carried on with the
usual staff of masters and prefects, but,
in deference to the suggestion of Bir
Philip Phadbury, who is wvastly " n-
tevested in educational problems, 1 have
decidedd to  appoint a proctor for
Greyfriars.” ] '

Bvervone in Hall was interesied and
excited at the news.

''ho Head went on:

“Yhe guestion of -deciding upon the
senior Jad most suited to perform’ the
role of proctor is neeessary & somewhat—
er—difficnls one,” ho said, * The proctor

Tue Mioner Lipnapy.—No. 035,
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must be a boy who is not already a pre-
foct, and he must, of course, be one of
very high attributes, bath morally and
physieally, Ile must be a lad well suited
to act as adviser and guardian to the
junior memberz of the school.

“Theredore, I have come to the con-
cluston that the proctor had bhest be
clected by popular vota, I shall give the
school - the opportunity of choosing its
own proctor. ' Nothing would be more
lamentable than to appoint a proctor who
was unpopular, or did not_pull well with
his schoolfellows. The holding of un
election will chviate tha*.

“In a few days' time I shall ask ali
Forms, up to and including the Upper
Fourtk, tv choose, by election, a proctor
from the ranks of tho Fifth or Sixth. = As
regards candidature, this is open to all
seniots who are not already prefects, and
thase wishing toe put up for lelection as
proctor should give in their names 10 me
this morning. Lhe school muy now
dismiss,” . .

I'he ‘hovs of Greviriars dismiszed, ali
agog with the Head's announcersent,

Harry Wharton & Co, stood in a group
in the corridor oufside, discussing the
matier animatedly. )

“Fancy a proctor for Greyiriars!™ said
Frank Nugent. “ What the dickens next !
I wonder if the Head thinks wo need a
giddy guide and moral uplifter?”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“My word?” snid Beb Cherry, as a
hegvy tread sounded on the corrider be-
hind, . Hare comes old Coker! I can
hear his. fairy footsteps, The poor chap
was {ooking rather;di:-wn in the mouth
ilis morning, wasg't ha "

“ITa, ha! Rather!” _ :

The Removites turned to greet Coler,
and whed they saw him they could not
help but notice » considerable difference
1 hik demeanonr. .

Gone were Coker's gloom and dejec-
tion! He was walking along with head
erect and chest thrust well out, and there
was & strohg, carfest lool on his face.

He saw Harry Wharion & Co, starin
at him, snd he gave them a kindly n
as he passed by. The Removites blinked
afler &kw as he walked upstairs,

“My hat!" exclaimed Johnny Ball
“Coker looked jolly bucked all of &
sudden. He sctually condescended to
notice wa! What on earth has coine ovey
him 1" ‘

“ Hir giddy resolutions are coming out
strong sgain, I suppose,” laughed Harcy
Wharton. “There's one thing about
Coker, my sons—he's 8 sticker! Any
other fellow would have been fed-up with

iddy resplutions by now. Good old
%Inra.ce—he always means well, docsn't
e ¥

“Rather " grinned TFob Cherey.
“Coker's a funny ass, but & harmless
ass. Buk, I say, you chaps, he looks as

though he's got something awfully im-
" portant np his sleeve, doesn’'t he? I
wonder what it is?”

Baob Chetry was not the only ono who
noticed that Coker eeemed to have
something “up his sleave " that morn-
nig. Potter and Greene noticed it, and
they grew very curioug, but Coker would
not_divelge any information. Blundell
& Co. noticed it, too, and came to the
conclusion that HMHorace had further
great things in -mind that aimed ab the
fulBlment of his New Year resolutions.

But Blundell of the Fifth did not cara
to bother much about Coker just then.
He himself had something very . im-
portant in mind. The idea of becoming
the Greyiviars proctor rather captured
Tindel's faney. He had often wished
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to attnin avthority in the school, and
hid expreszed his opinion more than
otce that. fellows in the Filth ought to
be allowed to become prefects.

2o Blundell went along to the Head's
stidy arid gave his name in as a ceandi-
date for the forthcoming clection,

That afternoon, at about teatime, Dr.
Locke pinned o notice on the board,
arid this was immediately - surrounded
by an interested throng.

A grest shoul of smazement went up
at something the bovs saw on that
paper. This 3 the announcement it
mracde :

“NOTICE!

Will: referenco to the appointment of
& school proctor for Greyiriars, the
following is a list of the candidates
who wizh to put np for election:

Benson, H, (Sixth),
Blundell, {x. (F1fth).
Coker, H, (Filth).
Tlie date of the clection will be
annournced fater.
{Bigned),
H. H. Locks, Headmaster.™

It waz the last name en that list that
caught everybody's ove.

Ther understood now what it was

that Coker lrad had up his sleeve all
dayv. He hod made up his mind to stand
for the position as proctor of Grey-
friars!
"My only winter chapeau!” ejacu-
lated Pater Todd, *“Then Cokey has
put up for the clection! He wants to
become the guardian of our giddy
morals! He wanis to be our proctor!
What cheele!”

“The cheekfulpness is terrific!

It was cheelk: there was no doubt
about that., Puore, unadulterated, un-
varnished cheek !

The Greyiriars proctor, so Dr. Locke
had said, was to be an adviser and
counsellor to the jumiors. His duties
were to keep kindly wateh and ward
aver them and help them in their diffi-
culties. ke was to be a sovt of guide,
philosopher, and friend to the Leower
Scheol. And Coker—Horace Coker of
the Fifth—aspired to fulfil that role!

Mo wonder Harry Wharton & Co
and all the junicrs standiog round said
“Cheek1” No wonder Hurree Singh
declared in hizs .wonderfnl Fnglish thet
“the cheekfulness ‘was terrifict”

“Blessed cheel!” saud  Bulstrode,
“Who's Coker, anyway?”

“ Echo answors who!"™ grinned Bob
Cherry.,

“The bliliering idiet ought to be
bumped for his sauce in putting up for
cleciion ! anid Bolsover major.

“Talk of angels!” chuckled Trank
Nugent. “Here iz Cokert™

Horace Coker ¢ame striding through
the thveng, He gave ihe juniows a very
patronising smile; in fact, he looked
quite beatific. aud benevolent. He had
a paper in his hand,. and, walking up te

rks
r

the nofice-board, he affixed it there with

a fHourvish.

The juniors ware too interested in the
paper to rall Coker to account for his
cheek. Coker strutted away, looking
very important, and evervone's eyos
turned to Lhie notice-board.

'lr'h:- paper fixed there by Coker was
wrilten in his well-khown hand and in
his own inimitable style of spelling, and
it was adoraed with sundry blola and
smudges, This is how §i vead:

*WOTISS TO THE L.OWER SCHOOT.
AT GREYFRIARS!

Whereas it has bean annownced bi
IDr. Locke that a Greyfriars Prokter is
io be appoynied, I, the undersined, bepge
ilntﬂﬁﬂ miself to the skool a5 & kandi-

ato.

I FHEARBI call a meeting of the
Elektorate in the Rag at siz o'clock to
receive mi Elektion Adress.

It 18 hoaped that as manny of the
Lower Skool as stble will tern np!

i),
Horace Coxer.”

There was a chuckle from the Re-
movites pgrouped round the bhoard.
Coker's *Notiss * vather tickled them.

“*Well, T'm blowed!” said Johnny
Bull. “Coker's ealled an election meet-
ing in the Rag! Ie's going to deliver
an  eleclion address!  Ohb, my hLat!
That ought to be worth hearing !

“Rather "

Bob  Cherry

“I'm going ! said

promptlv.  “1 wonldn't miss it for
worlds !

““Bame  here!”  chuckled IHarry
Wharton, *Let's rake up the giddy

electarate, and we'll all go to Coker's
meating 1

T Hﬂ'.-_ h-ﬂ.,, ]til :11-

Coker's notice, and the news that he
was putting up as a candidate for the
proctor's job, created n great sensakion
in the Lower Bchool at Greyiriars. The
Famous Five rounded up the electorate,
and at six o'clock that evening quite g
mob marched along te Coker's meecting.

Blundell, Fitzgerald, Bland, and &
number of other Filth-Formers stood at
the end of the passage by the Rag,
grinning.

The seniors wore vastly amused at
Coker's new exploit. Coker was serious
in his determination to attain the posi-
tion of proctor, but nobody took him
seriously. Blundell & Co. scemed to
regard the matter as & greab joke,

Thiz had made Coker mdignant, of
course, but gradually he had begun to
take a philesophic +view. It was
jealousy—sheer jealowsy on Blundells
part—that's what it was. Blundell had
tho nerve {0 aspire to be the Greyfriars
proctor. Why, he couldn't even act
efficiently as captain of the Fifth, and
as for being captain of the Fifth Form
football team—why, Blundell was a
wash-ont ! That's how Coker looked nt
things, anywey: and he knew, bacausn

soker—wsas  always being  shoved
imte a back seat by Blundell, and had
actually been [eft out of the footer tecam.

But now, Coker thought, was the
{ime to show Blundell what was what!
Hére was an excellent opportunity to
attain his New Year resolves.

In his mind's eye, Coker saw himself
already elected as proctor of Grey-
friats—already ho could =ee the juniors
fooking up to him as their mainstay
and exaomple, and worshipping him. In
fria zole of proctor he would have plenty
of seopo to exercite his dignty and
deportment, and to mete out his benevo-
lenee  to the roverential fags who
sheltered under his wing. That posi-
tion would be the stepping-stone to
higher things—to thoe captainey of the
Fifth, and perhaps he would eventually
oust Wingate from the seat of the
mighty and becomée captain of Grey-
friavs in his stead.

Cokey, in fact, was quite carried away
by his imagination, and it was in very
confident mood that he strode along to
the Rog to bLold Ius first election
meciing.

ITe turned his nose up at Blundell &
C'o. and walked on in hizh dudgeon.
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They could cackle, the jealous asses.
His—Coker's—turn was coming at last.

The Hag was crowded to E&[m-:'itﬁ,
and a thunderous roar greeted Coler's
appearance, 'The Fifth-Former beamed
at the ovation that was accorded hLim.
and he bowed graciously to right and
Jeft as he "ﬁ.’ﬂ.]kﬁg up the gangway to the
platform in fromnt.

Mounting the platform, he turned and
faced hiz audience. And that vast con-
course of junicrs gave him an on-
conraging cheer:

“Go if, Coliey 1™

“On the bawl M

“Thurvah ¥

E———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Stormy Meeting !
hG ENTLEMEN —-—" beran Coker,

adopting o Napoleonic atii-
tude,
“Hear, heav 1™

“Gantlemen of the Lower School at
Greyfriars——"

Toot, toot!

ker gave z. Jmnp as the strident
sounds of a motor-horn rang out over
the hubbub.

“What's that rotten row about? he
demanded.

“Ii's only me!” grinned Bob Cherry,
who had armed himself with an old
motor hooter usually taken fo footer
mutclies when the  juniors wepre

spectators,. “This 15 tho signal fos
order 1

Toot, took!

HiGentlemen ' bawled Colizr. “This

meeling 18 called——""

““‘Hear, hear!”

Toot, toot, toot!

“On this important occazion I rize to
address you—"

* Hurrah '

“1 rise to address you——-">"

“Bravo !

Toot, toot!

Coker paused, glaving. There was no
chance for him to proceed until the noise
had subsided. It was very gratifying to
a candidate to see such enthusiasm in
his audience, but at the same time it
was almost impossible to make himself
heard,

“Gentlemen—-""

*Hear, hear|"

“On tlus important occasion——"

“Hurrah!"

“Order, order!”

“1 rise before you—"

“Bravoll

“I am here—'

“Hear, hear!”

“We can see that, Coker!"™ yelled
Trever. “Where did you get that
_I'm?:ll

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker's visage waz very red by now,
and he was petting rather hoarse. He
drew o deep breath, and plunged into
his peroration with renewed vigour:

“&entlem&n, I am here to crave your
attention for a little while I"™ he bawled,
“I have come to say—— Yarooooop!”

Coker really lhadn't come to make
that uwnintellizible remark;: it burst in-
voluntarily from his lips as a pat of
butter, hurled by some unerring hand,
struck him full in the mouwh. Coker
staggeved back, splutiering, with the
butter plastered all over his face.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Greyfriars
electorate,

“Gerrugh!” gurgled Coker, clawing
frantically at the clommy stulf on his
face. *“Yon lilile rofters—*=

Toot, taot !

“Don’t pet waxv, Coker!™
Bolsorer major.  “ Remember

¥
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Hearing a commeotion in the Filth Form passage,
Blundell & Co., looked out of thel studies and
beheld Coker roped up in his study armehasir.
The unfortunate Fifth Former was making
horrible noises, and utfering the most awlul
threais against Harry Wharton & Co.

{Jee Chapter 0.)

good resolutions! You musin't create
a bad impression by cutting up rusty,
you kopow!™

“Hﬂ-_, hﬂ-, h&-!“

Coker daubed at his face with a
handkerchief, 'and managed to remove
most of -the butter. Ile swallowed his
wrath-—as well a5 a good deal of butter
—with an efifort, and proceeded :

“(entlemen, thiz isn’'t & time for
frivality! Wo are gathered together fo
dizeuss a matier of vital importance to
all! We must be circumspect—-"

“ood word. that!” said Boh Cherry
approvingly. *“Coker must have looked
it upl”

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“It is imperative that we should view
the sitwation with profound circums-
spechion—""

“Hurrah !

“ And-=and concentrate our voles—
I—I mwean, vote ounr thoughis—alem —
thet is to say—— Ilum!"

Coker paused, as 1f stuck, and e
fished in his inner pocket for his notes.

But the andience were too emhusiastig
io wait for CUoker to consuli biz notes.
Missiles bepan to  whiz at  the
“stomped ' oorator from all directions,
whilst Dicky Nugent & Co. ai the back
of the room produced their peashooters
and sent forth a perfect barrage of peas,

Whiz! DBang! Wallop! Ping!
Coker danced abovt wildly on the
platform, executing all manper of

acrobatic feats in his frantic endeavours
to dodge these missiles. A tomate hit
him in the left eye, and an over-ripo
egpr squelched on Ins chin, an orange in
an advanced stage of decomposition
landed on his nose. whilst a well-
pumepsd-up  footbpll, “thrown in™ hy

Squiff, caught him in the region of the
waistcoat, and bowled him over like &

ninepin.

Thud!

“Yaraogh! Yah! Wow! IHelp!
Ow-wow-wow [ roared the luockless

candidate.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Hag ran with laughier until the
windows rattled. Coker sprawied about
amidst the hitter on the platform,
assatled by whizzing peas from  all
directions. '

“h dear! DPoor old Cokev! He's
having a high old time, 1=n't e
gasped Hob Cherry, holding his sides.
“1 think we'll take pity on him, kids,
and get him ouni "

“Rather!”

Coker really looked as though he
needed the aid of zome Good Samerifan.
Farry Wharton & Co.. langhing, ran
on to the platform,  Although under
fire themselves, they mainaged to drag
Coker to the doar

Horace looked a sight for pods and
men and little fishes!

The epthusiasin of the elecioraie had
wreaked havoe with his persoual appear-
ance! [Hlis face was smothored with all
manner of substances—chiefly rotten
epgs and tomaloes—and his clothing
was dusty and rompled.  His hair was
matted and dishevelled, his jacket was
spht up the lwmcek, his collar was buarst
from its stud, and his tie dangled prace-
fully at the back of hiz neck.

Altogether Coker looked a wreck—an
utter, eomplete wreek ! .

He staggered from - the Mag, pasping
and moaning, and Blundell & Co., who
were still standing in the passage,

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—XNo. 835,
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1]1'5i&red roars of laughter when they saw
1.

The youthful electorats of Greyfriars
still ehortling with enthusiasm, troo
out of the Rag, and Blundell, Bland,
and Fitzgerald smiled broadly.

“Well, s0 much for Coker's chances
at the eolection!” grinned Blundell.
“He doesn't stand an earthly, of course.
I think, with a little judicious canvass-
ing, I ought to pull off that proctor's
inh, ‘gnd do old Coker in the eye—
what?™

£ 1] or !"l?

And Blundell, Bland, and Fitzgerald
went their way, to give the rest of the
V'ifth an account of Coker's election
meeting in tho EHag. x

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Campalgning for Coker [

t HAPS, I've been thinking!"
Harry Wharton made that
announcement n Study No. 1
the next day.

Trank MNugent, Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, and Inky, who were seated ronnd
the fire enjoying some roasted chestnuts,
looked round curiously at Harry.

“You've been thinking, Harry ?'" said
Iﬂ-’n‘gent.

“Yes,” said the DRemove captain
slowly. “ About old Coker, you know.’

&, ha, ha!"

The mere mention of Coker’s name
was sulficienl to evoke langhter from
the chums of the Remove.

“Coker 15 strll going strohg in his
election campeign,” said Harry Whar-
ton, with a smule, "“That row we mada
in the Raj yesterday hasn't daunted
him in the feast. Heé's been canvassing
all over Geeyfriars for vobeg—-"'

“We saw hmo!” said Bob Cherry,
with & grin. “Poor old Coker didn’t
meet with much.success, did he? They
slung him out of the SBecond Form room,
and the “Third Form kids rigged up a
booby ‘trap in the passege when they
sawitum; coming, and Temple's erowd
pulied his leg no end whon he went
round to them acking for their votes.
Ife scems to liave been properly -in the
wars '

“Yos, rather!” snid Harry Wharton.
“DBut, ehaps, don't you think it's rather
a shamcd T mean 16 zay, hera's old
Coker, fired with heaps of gdod resolves
and simply -full .of manly intentions,
waging an elecltion campmign in  the
face of heavy odds, so that ha can be-
come proctor to little us!"

“My hat!” zaid Johnny Bull. " What
are you sympathising with Coker for,
Harry? He's such a fathead——"

“Yes; but don’t wou think Coker

would make rather & rood proctor?’™

said the captain of the Remove, with a
chuckle. *“Remember, kids, that the
giddy proctor has got to:be guardian
of our morals. o's got to take the
Romove under his wing. so to snexk,
Now, let vz consider the candidates
“Bensen of the Sixth Ferm is all
vight, but T heard s little while ago
that he had resigned . from the lists.
That leaves only Blundell and Cloker.”

“What-lio!”" said Frank Nugent,

“Well, then, we. have to choose he-
tween Blundell and Coker,” zaid Whar-
ton, " Blundell is & decent chap, and
he's got hiz head screwed on the right
wav., But don't you think it wounld be
heape better fun if we had old Cokey as
a proctor?™

Harry's chums looked at him for =

moment, amd then they burst out
luu%’}ung.
“Whr, I-ha, ha, ha!'--1 szee the

giddy drift of your remarks

i o,
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Harry I"  exclaimed Bob  Cherry.
“LCoker the proctor—it would be tne

joke of the term, of courze!”

“'The jokefulness would be truly toreis
fic: 1" chuckled Inky.
“I1a, ha. hat"
Harry ‘Wharton smote the table with
his fist,
“T'hen it's settled !” ho said. = Wa'll
g on Coler's sidal We'll all vote {or
ker, end get the other chaps to vote
for him, tool After ell, Cokey should
be given a chanes to work off his New
Year resolutions! He must be given an
O?Wﬁuqlty to show himself an hero.
If he sticks to his giddy msn'lutgmllslz {'Eu‘
g'll Le

long after becoming frmtnr.
'l be a martyr!”

more than a hero—he
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Hurry. Wharton & Co. arose and

went forth to fight in Coker's cause.

A little while later Greyiriars was
lastered with large. glaring placards.
hese placards were pot up in all man-
ner of conspicuous places—on the Hall
door, in the gymnasium, in the coeri-
doors, on the trunks of the elm-trees in
the Close, on the crossbars of the nets
on the footer-field--everywhere in fact.
. The placards bore this legend, painted
in huge, bold characters:

“YOTE FOR COKER!

Bob Cherry even went so far az to
climb up on the roof of Gosling’s ladge,
and there, neiled to the chimney-ztack,
standing high aloft so that all’ Groy-
friars could see, ho left & placard with
Lhat compelling exhortation s

“VOTE FOR COKER!

Horaco Cokor, when he saw  these
things, rubbed his eves in amaremont.
e could searcely believe the evidencs
of his own optics. And he rubbed hLis
eyes yet again when, pgazing down
from his study. window, he saw a con-
tingent  of fg%z, headed by Dicky
Sugent of the Second, marvching round
the quad, bearing sandwich-boards on
their backs! On thore sandwich-boards
wers serawled, in glaring letters, the
following election slogans;

“YVOTE FOR COKER'™
“WE MUST HAVE HORACE!"

“THE TPERFECT
IPROCTOR—COKER !

“"COKER IF'GR EVER!™

stuttered
dickens!

and

“ Mum:m-niy

Coker.

—

wordl?
“Wh-what ° the

“Cheerio, Coker!”  rosred Bob
Cherry, waving his cap clicerily from
below.  “ive your face a treat, old
son—-everything's all OK.1 We're act-
leg a3 vour clection agents, you know!
You can rely on the Remove for their
votes! Woe're with you {o & man! Voto
for Coker I _

“Hurrah!” welled the junicis who
thronged the quadrangle.
~ Coker’s face relaxed, and he gave a

joyous gzuﬁ}é;m

“Crreac Seoft!  Then the sehool's
waking up at last?" he ejaculated.
“Those Remove kids are king me
up! That shows they've got =ome
sende, after. all.  They recognise my
merits, and they want me to be their
proclor ! By Jove! That's preat!”

Goker gave no thought, now, to the
stirving  election address he  had been
compaling at the table when his atten-
tion had been aftracted fo the window.

e grabbed his cap and rushed down-
sbalrs,

A storm of cheering hervalded Coker
whan he came out into the quadiangle,
Ienwvites and fags gathered rouad
from every side, and Coker found him-
selfl  surrounded by an  admiring
throng.

“Good old Coker!™

“We want him for Proctor!”

“Vote for Caker!”

“Hurrah!”
t_ﬂuker looked round in great gratifica.
LOTE,

“I'm glud to sec you kids have come
to your senses in time,” ho soid. "The
election comes off (o-morrow, and it's
jolly lucky you're not late in recogni.
sing my superior claups T'll do the
handsome by you all when T'm proetor
You'll have no need to worry, with e
to come to for advice and proteetion.
you kuow.™

“Bravol”

“Tha wmighty Coker speaks!” yelled
Peter ‘Todd hilariously,
“Heir him  and

chortled Russell.

“Hn, ha, hat"

“Como on, Coker.  You'll have 1o
head the parade of giddy sandwich-
men=—or, rather, kids!™  gaid ol
Cherry, fugging at Horace's arm,
“You'll ereate a great impression, vou
know, marching round at the head of
the proceszion!” _

* Right-ho!”  said Coker  readily,
“You kids are really sensible; T giva
you your due for that,™

“Ch, thanks awfulliv, Coker!”
Dicky Nugeat & Co. were lined up,
with their sandwich-oards on  heir
backe, and Coker ook the head of 1ha

Le  thankful

line. He looked round, his face wea:.
ing & most serions and carncst expros
sion,

Ara you readv?” ho rapred. “Opn
=—two—thres! Quiclt march!™

Tramp! Tramp! Treamp!

Coker marched off, and the fags

marched after him, and Harry Wharton
& Co. and & crowd of juniors followed
on_behind, rearing,

Blundel]l & Co., crossing over from the
gates, almost dropped when theyr saw
that procession wending its way round
thﬁ quadrangle.

2 Fhm,:- -good loe' 1™ ejaculated Dland.

It's Colier—running a sandwich-board
prﬁﬂfissmni} ﬂﬁ;'- my m!EE_v hat 1™

10 nrbliin chiornp 1™ BT
Hmith major. "I%a, ha, !ug,.f” Exiped
soker marched up, with tho line of
faga behind him, and he bestowed o
triumphant grin_on Blundell,

A e-!l, Blundell, how's the CANVAssing
going !" he said. “¥ rather faney this
knocks you flat—what

It did!
 Blundell gazed after Coker's proces
elon as it marched on round {he quad-
rangle, and he gave & growl, Fveey-
body else wasz laughing at Coker, i
Blundell eould not see the funny side
at all. !

“The silly ass!” Lo snorled. * Faney
making an exhibition of himself ks
that! Bui—but he's got the junisrs on
hir side, somehow., O ﬂumlllrs! Thix
looks like &nocking me out of the run-

ni“‘i{x!“

The ringing of the hell for lesons
byaught Cobor's {-ln:-limmr-ring’ e
sion to an endd, and the juniors dis.
persed  fo their various IForin-rooms,
roaring with langhter.

It had now Leen decided by the
Lower School penerally  that Cokor
would ba “greal fun ” as a proctor, [y
jalnin:-rsg, with very few exceplions, were
all going to phunp for Coker,

And Coker, az lie went in to lessons,
walked as though on air. and bLis smile
was most cheerful, At last, he thoagle,
he was to come into hiz own. The pros
tor's job was as good as lis!



EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

L S ———— -

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Proctor !

i KLL™
“What’z the resull?”
“(oker's won

“Hurranh "

Tt was the following day, and the Hall
at Greyfriars was crowded, The elec
ijon for proctor had taken place thal
morning, and the whole of the Junior
Sehool had gone to the poll. Gwynne
of tho Sixth who, with Wingate, had
heen deiailed to keep order at the pell-
ing-table in the Rag, had declared thak
all the juniors had gone “up the poll.”
But, then, the prefects were only taking
a cursory interest in the clection, as the
jssne did not affect them, and such

cheap jokes were only to he expected.

The Famous Five and Squiff, Hazel-
Jene and the Bounder came in  from
the guadrangle, eager to konow the
result. And when they heard it they
chortled with the rest.

“(Cloker’s won 1"

“He's the giddy proctor!™

“Hurrah!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!?

Thera it was—written on the Doard in
br. Lowke's own handwriting.  Harry
Wharion & Co.'s election campaign on
Coker's behalf had been suceessful. The
great Horace was now the Lower School
proctor,

Coker came into the Hall from up-
stamirz, nnd he was grected with a wild,
entlmsiastia roar.

“ Here's Coker !

“ Hore's the proctor!”

“&ap the conquoring hero comes ¥

“ Chair him 1™ yelled Johnny Bull.

The Famous Five and a horde of Re-
movitezs made a  rush, and Horace
Coker, before he knew quite what was
happening, was whirled up on high by
meny hands.

“Bravo Coker!”

“FVow're our guardian angel now, old
man 1"

“Facooeh! Vah! Groogh! Lemme
down!” gasped Coker.

“Nob much ! chuckled Dob Cherry.
"Youw've been wlected proctor, Colier,
end we're going to chalr you, That's
only right and promer, you know. Make
way there for ihe mighty Ceesar--1
meat, Coker "

*Ha, ha, ha!” _

{loker’s face was Mushed with vietory,
Blundell had lost the proctorship Dy
quite a copsiderable margin of voles,
The juniors’ votes—excepting thoso
froom the Upper Fourth—=-had been over-
whelmingly on Coker's side, and he had
simply romped leime,

Now ho had fo bear
honours thieck upon bim !

“Chaired ” by the exuberant juniors,
Coker was marched vound the Hall and
up the corvidor,

A plump lgurve in cap and  gown
came wllislis'ing alongr in front. Tb was
My, Prout!

The Fifth Forn master stopped short
when he suw that noisy throng approach-
ing, with Uoker monnted on hig}h.

“Boys'" he exclaimed. “Heow dare
vouu ercaie Lhis unzcemly disturbanee’
What are yout doing to Coker¥™

"Wo're chalving Liim, sie!”
Feter Tadd.

“(halring
Prout.
“Yew, rather, sir'” sand

Lis  hiushing

chart]led
cjaculated  Alr.

Tty Cherry

i 1™

warmly., “Coker’'s vwon the election!
He's the procioc!™
“Coke—the procior?  Tah!™ snorted

My, Prowl, gquite ihe opposite to Leing
imuressed, “T refnze to sanction ihis
ridiculous nonsensc! Lot Coker down
imaediately

MHavey Wharton & o, obeyed M,

manL o w————
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TProut to the letter. They let go of Coker
immediately, and the luckless proctor
fell ¢o the cold, hard lincleum with 2
vesounding thud.

“Yarooop 1" roared Coker.

“Ia, ha, hal”

“Ol, what a fall was there, my
countrymen ! grinned Nugent.

Coker lay on the Aoor m a most un-
graceful attitude for a proclor, gasping
and moaning dismally.

Mr. Prout gazed down oxpressively
at his fallon pupil.

“ Arise, Coker!” le exelaimed, " Don't
z'r_mhfa those ridiculous neises! Get up,
sir !

Horaco rose painfully to his feet. He
glared round at ins enthusiastic admirers,

“"You—vyou young asses!” he splut-
tered. * What did yon let me down like
that for? I'm hurt!”

“Never mind, Coker!” =aid Dob
Cherry  soothingly. “There's nothing
like an even temperament and a pacific
demeanour in times of trial and tribula-
tion, vou know'"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Silenea!” eried Mr, Prout. “Coker,
am I to undersiand that you have been
glected into the position of proctor to
the Lower Sehool?”

“Ve-ps, sir! said Coker, sminmoning
as much dignity as he could.

Mr. Prout gave another snort-a most
amphatic snort.

“* Ridieulous—absurd """ he exclaimed.
“] regard the whole affair as a faree!

You will kindly leave these juniors io
their own devices, Coker!t”

The Lower Bchool proctor was ouly
too glad to obey this behest.

Coker went away, walking with a
decided -limp, and My, Prout dispersed
the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. and Hazeldene
strotled downstaivs, chuckling.

“Well, I wonder how Coker will enjoy
his new job®"” griuncd Frank Nugent,
“He's in for a rather rough time,
reckont  He'll stick to Ins guns, of
conrse

“¥ou bet he willl” said Dob Cherry.

And Coker did!?

Marry Wharton & Co. were ¢x cotin
Marjorie, Miss (lara and Phyllis Howell
over o tea that day, and Study No. 1
had been cleared wp and garmizhed to
receive tire falr visitors from Cliff House.

There was to be rather & spread, too,
and the Famous Five were in the tuck-
shop Inter, buying the tuck, when Coker
Came in.

A good deal of laughter had been
going  on  owside, and  when the
Removites saw the Fifth-Tormer they
roalised $he cause of the merriment

Coker was arvayed in & scholastin

own—a gown that had ecen botter

ays. 4 was very ragged in places, and
its pristine black had turned to hrown.

Also, it was much too big for Coker,
and it dengled vound his legs at the
back as he walked.

- [

all unconscions of the ditch in front of him, Horace Coker turned round to raise
his hat to the Cliff House girls. The next moment his legs gave way from under
him, and with a flendish roar he went plunging wildly downwards, ** Yaroooooh ! **

! he cried.

** Groogh ! ™

(Mee Chapler 5.}

s
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Xlariy Wharton & Co. pazed at Coker
el yelled.

“Ha, Ls, lat™

Coker glaved,

“I want ne laughter from you kids!™
he rapped. " You must learn to treat
vour proctor with respect 1

“What—in that giddy gown:"” =zobbed
Bob Cherry.  * Where did vou dig it up,
LUokert”

“Look here—"

“Tt's an old gown belonging to Tarry
Taecelles ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“U'oker bas evidently beep doing some
nwore pumnaging i the store-reom. On,
my hat! What's the idea, Coker?”

“L'm the Lower School proctor, aren't
I demanded CUeker brusgquely. “All
proctors at colleges wear robes. I
haven't got my robes yet, although I
shall insi<t on having them! So I've
put om this gown for the time being,
as & mark of my enthority 1™

“Did you say in=anity, Coler?” asked
Frank Nugent sweetly,

“Ha, ha, hal"

Coker'a frown deepened.

* Enough of this silly cackling!™ he
exclaimed. “I'm &he proctor, and I've
commenced my duties. I am looking
after the wellare of you juniers, and I
have come to enpervise your orders in
this tuckshop !

The Famwouz Five exchanged glances.

“My hat! What awful check!” ex-
claimed Johnny Bull

"The cheekinlness 25 terrifhic!™
Hurree Singh.

Coker glared at the heap of good
things that was piled up on the counter
before Harry Wharlon & Co.

"I can't tflinﬁﬂ’ t.1|i31inuc1!i$crimina.fa
gorging in the Hemove!" he ra :
“ It isn't good for you kids. Ynuﬁm
ill if you eat that lot'”

“But we're having friends to tea!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, in exaspera-
tion. “Hang it all, Coker, wo're not
zoing ¢o put up with this sort of petty
interference! s too thick!™

“¥Yes, rather!”

“Don’t vou answor me back, Whar-
ton!" said Coker, in & grandiose tone.
“I'm going to maintain an sven tem-
EeramEnl', mind, and ba generans fo you

ida. At the rame ¢ime I musin't forget
my dignity as & sontor and the respect
ihat is due to me as your progtor, Wha
are the friends you are having to tea®”

““Miss Marjorie, Miss Clara, and Miss
Phyllis from Clif House,” replied

said

VWharton warmly. “Hazeldene and
VernonSmith will be coming, as well
as the girls—"

"My hat!” said Coker. *Se the CIff
Houge girls are coming to tea with
vou-—what

“Yos; and we shall want all
tuck ™

Coker's demeanour ehanged.

“Yery well, Wharton,” he said. “ You
have my permission to buy whal you
like, under the circumstances. Don't
giare at me like that, ciher. You
mist remember thet I, as proctor, am
vour friend and protector. and there
st be no bad feeling or I shall have
10 punch your nosp—— I—I-—mean.
reprimand vou severely,  So-long, you
kidds, I'll zee vou lator!™

And, with quite & gracions smile,
{‘oker withdrew from the twckshop, his
gown dangling down behind him.

Harry Wharion & Co. looked at cach

o her, :
silly  duifer ! Bob

tlhis

S The snoriod
Clrerry, 7 1f Coker plaxs the giddy goat,
nwy he's proctor. we shall have te see
avowt: unscating him. or making things
0 jolly hot that he’ll hiave fo rl_'-.f-.ign,
What {*}TEEH}' dicl he mean lulv gaving
tiat Le'd soe vz later, Iforec?® i
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“I don't know,” said Harry Wharton.
“SBome more of Coker's gas, [ suppose.”’

The Removiies wend on with  their
purchases, whilst fhe Lower School
;;Irm-t::u' walked on across the guadrangle,
sitching up his gown now and then,
and made hiz way over to the fives-court,
whera a heated argument between
Lick Nugent & Uo. of the Second, and
Tubb & Co. of the Third was In pro-
gress,

Coker, in his new role of proctor to
the Lower School, was fully determined
to Fulfil it thoroughly, at whatever cost
to himself. He was hungry to get really
going, and when he heard the squabble
in the fives-court he made dicect tracks
for tho spot.

And, a few minutes later, the proetor
of Greviriars “got g::-ing " with a ven-
geanee—and so did the fags! ‘The
squabble developed into a scrimmape,
and the serimmage into a riot, in which
the well-meaning proctor was the central
figure. By the timo that riot was over,
nothing could be seen of Horace Coker
until the fags left the fivescourt. Then
—and only then—did the form end figure
of the proctor appeoar. He was left sit-
ting daredly in the centre of the Hves-
eourt, looking dusty and dishevelled, and
meaning in such a manner as to mako
1 most apparent that, for all Lis good
infentions. he had not succeeded in paci-
fring the fags, or clevating their morals
o any extent!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Rulned Resolves!
EA in Study No. 1 waz poing
strong when there came a tap ot
ﬂli g.‘ﬂnn s I
ome in!" called out Harr
Wharton cheerfully, 3

The study was pretty full. Only Ly a
considerable smount of wedgine had the
juniors succeeded in making room for
their fair visitors, Marjorie, Clara, and
Phyllis were looking very merry and
bright as they sat at ther!t"'nstivn board.
‘That festive board literally groaned—as
they say in the novels—inder the weight
of the good things that it bore.

The tap at the door was taken to mean
that & now visiter had arrived, and the
cheery [pa-.rf.z; wera guite ready to make
him welcome, crowded as they wero,

E.i: It_"s_ Em';:.r;nﬂ}‘, I 51{[}?05'._,‘1’;! Sﬂid B'Db
LITY, ome  in, roWney—-
Hallo, hallo, halle ! Coker!®

The juniors stared at the newcomer,

Arrayed in his tattered gown, and
wearing & most propitiating smils on his
rugged face, Horaco Coker pushed him-
self into the room. He bowed to Mar-
jorie & Clo,, and stood by the fireplace,
rubbing his hands.

“Well, I'vo coma, Lkids i he
announcad,

“Ye-es, Coker, we ecan sea you've
come,”  said Harry Wharton feebly,
"Eﬂ'{n}?t—ahem E—gn vou want "

“Oh, I've just dr d in for a cnp of
tez and & friendly ﬁ?ﬁ with you hiﬂs,”
said Coker eondeseendingly.  “As the
Lawer Schonl proctor “—Coker laid con-
siderable emphasis on those words, and
kept his glance fixed on Marjorie & Co.,
to see what impreszion he mads on these
voung ladies—"as the Lower School
proctor, of course, it 15 my dnty to keep
a protective cve on the voungsters under
iy eare.”

“Gug-g-great Scott !

o Al e e i ol ol e e et i o
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Harriy' Wharton & Co. gazed blankls
at cach other.  Marjorie, Clara, ol
Phyllis looked surprized. Horace Coker,
however, was quite at his ease. He
rather regretted that the juniors did not
seam to he overwhelmed at the distie
guished honour of having him—Coker- -
to tes with thom, espeeially now that hie
was & proctor, They should, by rights
have surrounded him and made a fuss of
himn, made way for him, so that he eould
get a seat at the lable next to tho girl
given him the best chuir, and waited on
him with becoming humility,

But, somehow, Harvey Wharten & Co
didn't seem to think of that,

In fact, they hehavod in aunife o clumsy
and far from chsequious manmner,

‘Bob Cherry dug lis elbow in Coker's
riba as he tried to forces his way to the
tuble, and Johnny Bull tred on his foot—
quite by accident, of course!
~ Coker gave a vyell, and commenced io
]um%

“Yoooogh! You elumev lillle roller!
Yaht! My foot!"”

“ Borry, Coker ! said Johnny, “You
should get out of fhe way, vou know.
There’s no room here !

“Then why don't vou make room?™™
demanded Coker hotlvy.  “You can Int
wie sit next to Miss Howell, Nugent ™

“Oh, can T!" zaid Frank, glowering,

“¥es,"” zaid Coker, “It's my duty as
proctor, you know, to sit at the table to
look after you kids. As a general rule,
Miss Marjorie, I don’t care about
pigging wilth & gang of noisy fags, bul
now I have the responsibilities of my
position to carry oul, 1 don't mind
After all, one must bo kind and
benevolent fo- the voungsters.”

“Oh dear !" murmured Mizz Marjorie.

“What a dear. nice, econdescending
fellow Coker is!” sighed Miss Clara,
“Hre puts things so nicely, and he's not
& bit congeited, is he”

“No; I'm afraid I'm a bik oo
modest,” gaid Coker. * But it sets these
kids & good example, of courze, Lemme
geb ab the table (7

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged grim

lances.

Coker az proctor might be pood fun
under some ecircumstances, bubk it was
cartainly no joke to have him ““butiing
it ¥ at their teg-partv. It was oo much
of & good thing, Coker must be got rid
of, promptly and permanently, and,
Wharton, turning things over in his
mind, had an idea.

He jumped wp from his echair, and
lopked at the proctor with an air of meek
humility.

“Take my seat, Coker!” he said
“Your place iz here. at the licad of the
table, of course. Wea hardly know how
to express onr gratifieation at the honoue
of this visig,”

The other Eemovites looked in wonder
at Harry, and the Hemove capiain
winkaed at thom, Coker did not see that
wink, He took Wharton's chaiv, andd zat
down ai the talde. Ile gathered lus
rown around his lees, awd looked roun
with a patronisinge air.

“Are vou comfortalde, Onker? p-ked
Harry Wharton,

“Hum! I'm all
Lower School procior.

" Would von like s ea-lion, Coler—1
mean, sic? said Havey. “I'm =ura
vou'd prefer fo be ealled sir™

Coker looked pleased,

“Yoz, vou'd belter cull e sie,” Te
satd, with an fmpres<ive ook st ihe

vighi. " #aid  the

wirls, “As g peoctor 1 bave a rich {o
be called siv,™

“NWepvy  well, =0l chovused e
simiors,  fakies theie coe foom Ilaery

Wharton
Ma T 6 LY
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faugh, Coker's new role vather amused
them.

“Tes will zoon be ready, =zir!” said
Frank Nugent from the fireplace,

“Would you like some strawberry or
raspberry jam, siv?" asked Bob Cherry,

"What about toast, sic 7" said Squiff,

“Will you have your eggs boiled hard
ar soft, siv?"” inquired Johnny Bull.

“Try the esteemed zosses, sublime and
honoured zahib!” said Huorree SBingh
salemnly,

“Ha, ha, ha!**

Coker looked round, with & severe
irown,

“Don't cackle in the presence of ladies,
vou little sweeps!” he rapped. “IU's
rude 1" Don't you know your manners *"’

"We'll try to learn them from you,
sir,” sald Havry Wharton humbly.

“Coker's just the right chap to teach
s our matmers,” gail Bob Cherry
sweetly, “ Aven't vou, sir¥¥ _

Coker maintained o dignified silence.

The juniors busted themselves round
the fire, and during the ecourse of the
operations—and while Coker was holdimg
forth ta Marjorie & Co. on the dignity
pod responsibilities of his position a3
proctor—Harry Wharton took an oppor-
lunity ol passing eertain whisperod
words round among his choms,

Bob Cherry and Jobnny Bull thrust
their way to the door.

*Please excuse me, sir,” said Bob.
*We'd better run alonz and get some
more crocks,”

“Huh!  said Coker mnjestically,
“You're excused.”

‘Bob and Johnny went., They veturned
ten minute: later laden with crockery,
and wearing wide grins.  Bob nodded
significantly at Wharton,

The tea was made, and Frank Nugent
wes in the act of ponring it out, when
there was o bong at the door. The

sudden  interruption macde everyone |
jump, and—whether by accident or de- |
sign I3 not known — Frank Nugent

dropped the teapot on Coker’s lap. The
lid came off, and a flood of steaming hot
tea went all over Coker's legs. The
Greyfriars. proctor jumped wp with a
fiendish rogr s

“Yaroooooh! Ow! VYou clumsy litile
rotter!  ¥ah! 1'm scalded! You—
:}'U“‘_”

“Coker " cvied Puoter Todd, who had
been responsible for the crash at the
door, and who was now locking excitediy
into the room. “Tokar!  Come 2t
onee! You're wanted 17

Coker blinked at the intrader.

“Grooogh! Who—ow !—wanlz met™
he pasped.

“Please come at onece, Coker ! oried
Peter, “You are the proctor, and you
ara the only one in the whole of Grey-
friars to whom we can turn in our
iroubles! Someone will be in a frightiul
hole soon, and you must come, sir 1™

Coker ceased to gosp, and he took on
tn air of majestio importance.

“Then zomebody iz in trouble ?” he
cexclaimed,

"Yes, sir ' cried Peter. “We wanf
to slop a silly ass making o [ool and a
nwisance of himszelf ! The servicea of the
proctor are needed! Come on, Coker!”

Horvaeo Coker {nrned to ?bfarjm*ia &

“Exense me,” he said. “ My adviceo
and assistance are apparently needed fo
gob someone out of trouble., The
youngsters need mae, and, as  their
proctor, I mwst go. Il be back
shortly.”

“Goad-bye, Coker!?  sapd  Hoarry
Wharton, “Come back i you can,
won't you s

“Oh, do come back, sir!™ choroged
the Co.

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 19—Herbert Vernon-Smith (of the Remove),

One of the most interesting characters at Greylriars. Time was when Vernons

Smith was an ¢uf-and-out °f rotter,"’

a regular Ishmael. But ail that has

been lived down. Nowadays, his hest friends—Harry Wharton & Co.—are
the fellows whom he once counied his worst enemies. An excellent cricketer
and [ootballer, a handy man with his ** mitts,"* Smithy Is a [oree to be reckoned
within the fleld of sporf. One of his greatest traits Is that he never acknowledges
defeat, not because he is a bad sporisman, but becauss he is convinced that
determination and resource will overcome any difficulty. The nickname of
{he Bounder still clings to him, but it has lost all its old harshness. Indeed,
fo-day, there is hardly a more popular member of the Remove than Herbert
Vernon-Smith. Shares Study No. 4 with Tom Redwlng—his greatest chum.

Coker strode away and followed Peter
Todd along the corridor.

“This way, sir!” said Peter, leading
the proctor down the dingy back stairs.
“(th, I hope you will be in time!”

“Why, what—"" zaid Cloker wonder-
ingly.

“Follow me, Coker,” said Peler in
solemn tones. “You are the man for
thiz job. Very shortly some silly ass
will be in an awful hole I

“Right ! said Coker. “You did the
correct thing in calling on me, young
Todd. Rely on me to lhelp anyone in
time of trouble!”

FPeter pave a soft chuckle, but the
procior did not hear it

ker was Jed down thoe back stairs
and out of the back door, into that part
of the guadrangle where the school
domestic quarters wero situated.

Mo snoner had Coker rounded the
corner of the housekeeper's block than
there was a rush of feet, and he found
himself  seized upon vielenily from
behind, The attack was so swift and
sudden that Coker went down {o earl
before he rvealised quite what was
happening. He gave a gasp when he
saw himeelf in fthe hands of Peter Tadd,
Vernon-Zwiily, Tom DBrown, and Mark
Linley,

* Groooght Y¥ow!” he roaroed.

“Wheat's the game, you litile rvolters?
Lenune go!™

“Not much!”  chuckled Petor.
“You're wantod, Coker! A cliap will
shortly be in a frightful liole '”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Coker vommenced to shout and hik
out  wildly, but Vernon-Smiil: delily
rammed a handkerchief inte his mouth
and tied it there. Powerful thongh lLe
was, Coker found himself helpless in the
hands of the four Insty juniors.

While he was siill struggling Harry
Wharton, Beb Cherry. and Frank
Nugent  came running wup. They
chuckled when they saw Coler in the
hands of their Form-fellows.

“¥You've got that fathead, then'!?
prinned Harry, *“Good epp! We've
excused oarsclves for a little while, =0
as to make sure that our giddy proctor
15 safe. Thiz way to the coal-hole '™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker, gurghng, and rolling his eyes
in a truly fearful manner, wus Jdragged
away by the Hemovites, They arrived
at length at Lhe spot where a large coal-
hole was leb in the ground. Tt was iin
eatrance to the school coal-cellar, and
was of Eﬂﬂd!j’ 5120,

Bob Cherry removed the large jron
Il of the eoalhole, and Coker was
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hustled to the edge of the black, gaping
aporture in the ground.

“A chap will shortly be in an awful
hele,” satd Peter Todd solemnly, * This
iz the lole, Coker, and you are the
chap! BSavvyl”

“Ha, ha, bha!™

Y pi——y O—

Coker gurgled incolierently and re-
newed his steuggles. But the juniors
held him fast.

“You're going down ihe coal-hole,
C'oker, and there vou will remain untii
our tea-paviy is over!"” said Harry
Wharton severelr. “IU's your own
fault. you knuow, as you would ecome
barging into our sindy., We don't want
vou interfering, and so as to keop vou
out of the war we have decided to shove
vou down here. MNow then, son chapes,
down with him!”

* Gerre-rogoogh C'oker
feriously,

His legs and arms were grasped, and
these limbs were bound securely with
cord that Bolb Cherry had in Tas pocket,
Then Coker was throst through the
coal-hole and lowered into the depths.

“There's plenty of coal below, so 3f
won't be much of a drop for Coker,”
gaid Harry Wharton, grinning.

“Don't go down in the mine, daddy ™
sang Dol Cherry softly.

"“"Ha, ha, ha!l”

When Coker was down the coal-hole
o3 far as Iz shoulders the juniors
tlrcrllpped liim, amd he disappeared with a
Yuisit.

A bumip ard a olatter of falling eoal
sonnded from the black.. noisome depths
of the ceilar below, and a faint gurgle
arose !

* Oooooooszli 1™

The lid of the coalliole was replaced
and the jnmors rvan away, chortling.
They had effectivelr got rid of the
wterfering proclor,  Coker, languishing
in the depths of the coal-hole, would be
ouite safe until Harry Whavion & Co,
chose fo release him.,

They all reiurned to Studs No.o 1
where fresh tea had been made and

LE

gurgled

everything prepared for a  glorious
spread,
The addition of Deter Todd. Mark

Linlev, Tom Brown, aml the Bounder
to that parcty increased the crush in
Btudy No. 1 considerably, Dbunt  fhe
Juniors’ good spitits were by no means
imnpaived.

Harry Whartlon informed Marjovie &
C'é.-that Cobier would not Le back. and
the girls smiled and were wise cuough
not to ask questions,

The tea-party wenl on cheevily, and
langhter and merrvmaking were the
order of the honr.

At last it was tine for the CHE Touse
girla to go, and they left Stody No, 1
reluctantly. Harry Wharien & Co.
accompanied thewn down to the gaies of
rroyfeiars and waved their raps to
ilﬁem in cheery farewell as they eveled
aif,

There was a motor-car standing Ly
Crosling’s lodge, and the juniors lanked
at it evriously as they turned back from

the gates.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! said Teb
Cherry, “It looks as theugh a visitor
has arrvived, I wonder who it jz3+

HBomebody rather Moportant, T shonhl
think,” said Harry Wharton., " Bui
let's go amd have a Yook nt Cober. '[lhe
poor chaep muost e fived by now of
rolling about an the coals. He'll raise
a fearful shindy when he's released, of
course, buk 1o ean't he helped.,  We can
Leep onr ond up with ald Coker—uw hat ™

“Ha. ha! Ratlier!”

Ter Macxer Liseany, —No, 025,
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The chums of the Remove strolled
actoss  the quadvangle, They were
rather taken aback, on rownding the
corner that led to the back door of the
School House, to see a crowd gathered
in the vicinity of the coal-hole.

There were two oulctanding figures
inn the crowd, and when their eves be-
held these personages Haveys Wharton
& Co, pasped.

OUne waa Dr. Locke, and the other 2
fall, dstinguizhed-looking gentleman;
wligin they secognized at once as' Sir
PLilip Phadbury, one of the governors
of Greviriars,

“Dear me,” the Head was saving,
“what ave theso stravge noiscs that ave
coming from below fLere®”

* 1t sounds like someorie down in ihe

coal-cellar, zir,” said Wemple of the
Upper Fourth.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Silence, Dovs'™  said e Hewd.

“This is no langhing matier. Sir Philip,
I trugl ——"*

* Never mind e, zir!™” said Siv Philip
Phadbaury. * If there is a boy down there
e man=t be fotched out and simmariiy
dealt with., Where is the school proctor,
whom, T understand, has just been
elected? He should be here, It shonld
be part of the proctor’s duty to see that
no boy perpetrates sueh tricks as prowl-
g it 8 coal-cellar, As o malter of fuet,
D, Lovke, T came here specially to sce
whether my suggestion of appointing
a proctor had been carried out, and 1
should like to see the boy who has been
cleeted.  However, we will leave thar
matter  fill  later,  This—er—affair
demands immediate investigation,”

Dr, Locke bent over the lid of the
coal-liole and stamped his foot upon it.

“Who i1 there!” he rapped in a foud
TOCe.

*Gervoo-rooogh ! came A queer,
muflled gurgle %mm below,

“ Bless my aoul! What -~

Crash! Tumble! Clatter! rash!®

Sounds of falling coal came from ihe

confines of the cellar, followed by a
suclden yell,

"Yarooogh Yal! Tm free now!
Conogh

Harry Wharion & Co. vhe had
gathered  rvound  closely,  exchanged

startled looks.

“Oh jeminy Y ghsped ol Cherre.
“Uoker's got rid of his honds ! Now
we shall hear some musie !

“_H:E_ ha, ha!™

“Took ™ yelled  Traunk
" Here's comes Coker!™

Br. Locke, Siv Plitip Phadbary, and

SNugent,

YOU REALLY MUST GET
YOUR CHUMS TO READ -

QUELCHY'S QUEER
ADVENTURE !

By

FRANK RiICHARDS

Next week’s topping yarn
of Harry Wharton & Co.
in
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the crowd. drew back in wonderment
as the lid of the coal-liole began to rise.

Then the head and shonlders of
Heorace Coker appeared, and the voice
of Coker spunded in accents of deepest
Vel ;

“Grocopaogh! Yah! Oh dear!™

Coker was in a traly awful state. Iis
hair .was rufied and dishevelled, and
was positively full of coal dost. His
fave, too, was almost az black as a
nigper's. And the gurgles and gazpa le
gave vent to were remavkable to hear.

“Good - heavens!”  ejaculated v
T.ocke, in amaZement, %[5 it—ean it be
—-Cloker?™

“Yerough!" zaid (Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!" howled the crowd.

* Coker!” =aiud the Head dazedly.
“"You—yvou have Dbeen down there,
Coker, Maranding amongst the coal |"

Coker struggled out of the coal-hole
and stood pprlghi. Now that the whole
of his person was on view he looked
funnier than cver. His cloblwes were
smothered with coal-dust, and bore rents
in several places. The gown in which
be had draped Inmself was now in a
maore tattered and lorn condition than
ever, It hung from his shoulders in a
sertes of shreds, and the effect was
comicel.

The boys standing ronnd pazed ab the
ex-tdenizen of the ecoal-liole, and they
velled.

“Bilence,  bovs!”  commanded Dr,
Locke angrily. " Coker, how dare you
play such 8 trick! You—tha proctoe,
who should be selthiyy an example to the
other lads—you dave {0 make such =
vidieulons exhibition of vourself 1™

M Proctor!”  ejaculated  Sir Philip
Phadbury. *Swrely, Ir. Locke, tlis 13
not the proctor!™’

“This, Bir I'hilip, i3 the boy wlio was
elected as procior, according to your
suggestions,” said ithe Iead grimiy, “1
was afraid from the bepinning, that the
scheme wonld not be successful at Crey-
friars, although T procceded to put it
into execution, in deference (o your
wishes."

“Good gracious’” Sir
Philip.

. Locke fixed Coker with a stern
Eazo,

“Coker, you foolish vouth, have yon
ng word to say [or yourseli®7 he said.
“Have von no explanalion of tlos
abzurb affair to offer "

Coker cholied,

“I—I=I dido't go down [here of my
own aceord, =zir!” Le managed to
splutter at last. 1 was shovad into the
cellar by & pang of unroly juniors—--"

“Ia, ha, ha ! shricked the onlogkers,
stricken  afresh with o poaroxysm of

mirth.
TTead.

exelaimed

“Bilence!”  Abundered  the
“ Coker, is it possible that vou—although
acting as proctor—s 16 possible that yvou
allowed yourself to Lo thus victimised
by the junigrs, over whom you should
bave been exeresing a moral control "

¢ E—T—I-—"" stuttered Coker,

“The boy-is o fool—a big, clomey
dolt I exclaimed Sic hilip Dhadbuey
petulantly.  “What a ridienlons figure
to cut 1o front of the juniors! ‘This lad
does not appear to be a suitable proctor,
I}. Locke!”

“That was my opinion from Lhe firs!,
Sar Philip,” replied 1. Locke, o little
tartly. * Porsonally, I consider o proctor
te be quite superfluons at Grovfriars
The profects, in whomn T have evory et
ael  comfidenee, are guite eapable of
tlealing with all matierz that are likely
te come within 1he seope of & prociar,™

Sir Philip Phadbury rave Colier a
vory expressive look,

{Caniirwed aa prege 28.)
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THE WOLVES ! Stab-in-the-back foemen, capable of any villaing, the Wolves eroas Ferrerz Locke's pall at every
turn. It's the Green Spided they went, hoteever, for this weirdiy-shaped ring holds the secret of the hiding-place

of o vast treasnre |

THE MYSTE

;;I:_jf ----- i

Wi ik

Strovolsky !

'PVIUE kuifepoint caught the detee-
' tive on the shoulder, gliding off
the brass-work that had teken
ihe deadly point. Again Locke
stpuck at the hand that Lield it, knocking
the forearm back, L

There came a sudden rush of silver
Lubbles, spurting out and up, gushing
from & rent in the rubber—the traitor
had cut through his own suit. The knife
went twisting down to the mud below as
the man's clawing hands waved slowly,
dreadinlly. Kicking and struggling,
the drowning man let go his hold of
Ferrers Locke, and followed downward
gfter the kwife that had brought his
owit doom—the decwm he had meant for
Ferrors Torke ! - y

Twisting and writhing, the diver lay
an the mnud, that feariul sircam of aw
il spouting  from ks rent suitl A
sickening horror seized Ferrers Locke as
he waz hauled up into the brighter
wreen above. .

Aund then, abruptly, he [felt himselt
vioking, fighting for breath, struggling
foe the alr that had suddenly ceased to
rome !

And, n a moment, ihe detective know
the truth !

iz wiv-pipe had become optangled
with the lines of the drowning man.

Ferrers Locke fele his sensea re*&ﬂliruﬁ+

Ho had ceased 1o rise now. “he
inugled lines 'had even dragged him
dowyr @ little a3 the other man had gone
-waying o the bottom.

Locke's head Jelt as though it were
barsting. CGhoked and suflocated, he
fonghd. for breath within the eonfines of
ine diiving-helmel, his brain singing.
There were  dreadful  shooting pams
hebibned his eyne——

And 1hen Ferrers Locke's senses left
it

When he came round, 3t was to find
limself Iving in the lanneh, still in the
diving-suiy, though whh the lelmet
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removed. And near him lay something
else, at sight of which realisetion of sall
that had happened came back to him in
a flash, ;

The man who had posed as the diver,
Walters, was dead.

The faces of Jack Drake and Tom
Travers, amd of the men with them,
wera more thau grave as they bent over
Ferrers Locke, the same etartled, ques-
tioning horrov in the eyes of each.

Bui before he spoke, Locke's hand
went <o the bag at his waist.  The
green spider was stifl there, safe, ]

The detective lay inert, drinking in
the cold, sweot air, A grim smile
flickered ab the corners of his mouth.

INTRODUOCTION.

Adam Guelph mpstewionsly direppears, and
Tom Travers ewliztz the afid of Locke and
Drake to find him. Thiz they eventually do,
for e old nman haz been Lidwapped by Lhe
Wolves, DBul Guelph'’s rescuérz aré unable
to discower the motive of the Wolves
capturing kim, for the old wiizer iz suffering
Jrom brain fecver. Locké od his companrions
therefore set themaelrea the tash of uwnravel-
ling the mustery, After o zeries of thrilling
feand-to-hand encounters with the Wolres,
Loeke & Co. leare thal the Green Spider—un
emerald ring verembiing fn shape o apidir—
feolds the secret of the whereabouts of a
past foard of treasure, and Lhat i6 is this
ring and the Lregsere 8 will lead o Lhat
the Wolees ove seeking, Thiz ring s given
intd  Pravers’ keeping by Avmitage, the
butler, who Luewr of rfs Miding-place.

The Wolees, hwmener, succeed in captering
the Gricn Spidery but in Lhe chase wcroess
the Thames esivory that onrags [heir yacki
i sunk==aid {he Green Spider sinks with i F
Eugey o regwin the ring, Ferverz  Lacke
engages ¢ dicer, and gees down bencath the
water to superinbend operdbion:  himself,
No zooncr has Locke secvred fhe coreted
ring, kowever, than the ** prefessional ** shows
Rimxelf in hiz trwe colodrs=—for he is an
agent of the Wolsea! A desperale  fight
ensues, and Férrers Locke sees the glillering
Luife-point of his aszeilant plusging dowen at

Him !

{Now read 0ie.)

RY OF LONE MANOR!
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“But what in heaven's name has hap-
pened #* muttered Tom. .

“He aitacked me!” said Locke quiet]y.
“He is an agent of tho Wolves, In
tho struggle below, his suit was ripped
with the kunife he fried to use on me.
You van guess the rest.”

There was o shadow in Tocke's eyes
a5 he spoke. Despite his steel nerves,
that grim scenc in the depths had been
a shock Lo him. .

Y“Wa realised at last that something
had gone wrong,” Jack Drake mullared,
“and we hauled up as fast as we could
onn both lines. But ihis—crumbs, wo
never dreamed of this!™ :

“That,” answered Locke elowly, “is a
characteristic of the Wolves—ona never
dreams, till afterwards, whai they are
about to do next!”

* * ]

The stary told to Ferrers lLocke, Ly
Betls, the old diver, that might was just
what the detective had expected.

Betts had been lured iulo a mobor-
car amd driven some way out of Ean-
cronch, and had spent the night undes
the eapgle eyes of his captors in & ddis-
nsed cottage on the Yarmoulh road. By
his deseriplion of his eapiors, b was
clear encugh that they were  Silva,
Scaramangn, aml Kyusha themselves.

They also learnt from Lime that flllﬁ
wate, Walters, had been called  away
from the town by & faked telegram. Ul
the muan who lad posed  az Walter-
nothing was known at all, lle was a
stranger in the town.

Thanks 1o Locke's influence, they weore
able to leave Hasterouch without wari-
ing for the coroner’s inquest.  Locke
went o the village where he had left his
car, the White Hawk, and thai evening
the detective, Jack and Tow Lravers sct
off back to London. : .

Tom had been in communication with

his management, amd it had heen
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agpreed that he was to be allowed to
recuperate from his present unbitness at
Tone Manor, on condition that he was
in the hands of a reliable doctor, Tom's
trainer knew the young ‘goalkeeper,
and teusted him. :

As the powerfu] ear hummed along
the Essex roads towards London, Tom
examined cuvionsly the ring that Locke
had salvaged from the sunken River
Lzhost,

“Hanged if T can sec how this thin
ean conlain the eecret of this hoard
jewels, Jack!” the footballer muttered.
“There doesn't zeem to be any mark
upon it 1"

“It's rum!" agreed Jack IDreake.
“5till, I £'pose wo shall know all about
it sometine. When your uncle gets
better, he may tell us.'

“ Anywav,” laughed Locke., “it's none
of our business, the secret of this hidden
treasure. Our job is simply to ste that
the Waolves don't get Lhieir greedy claws
on it again!’ Heo broke off suddenly.
* Hulle, don’t like the sound of that ™

What’s up, guv'nor?” asked Jack.

“Listen to the engine,” returned
Locke, slowing down & litile.

There was no doubt that the White
Hawk was not running as she should.
A faint knock could be heard from the
cugine, which Tocke's sensitive ear had
detected immediately.

They had intended to motor on to
Lone Manor that evening, but now the
detective changed his plans.

“Can't have the car going wrong
he said. “171l ledve her in town to
tuned up—she's neoding it. We'll go
down into Kent by train.”

So seven o'clock found the thres 1n &
firstclass compartment of a train that
steamed out of Charing Cross over the
dark-flowing Thames,

At Travers’ request, the green spider
was i Locke's keedpiug‘ for the time
being. As he pulled at iz pipe in his
corner seat, the detective's keen eyes
were thoughtful, _

“Ag I've gaid,” he remarked suddenly,
“it 13 mone of our business, the where-
abouts of thiz freasure Stlva spoke of,
Tiut it would be uncommeonly interesting
to know where these wonderful jewels
are hidden. Personally, my theory is
cno that may surprise you.”

-" What, d'you mecan to sayv. guv'nor,
vout know where the freasure’s hidden
—without having selved the problem of
141?‘!'- iddy green spider” cried Jack,

ocke shook his head with a laugh,

“I don’t know, young 'un-1t's only &
theory, as T say.”

“Well, where do vou think the jewels
are? You're probably dead right!”

* At Lone Manor |” murmured Ferrers

2.

“What!” cried Tom Travers, sitting
up in his szeat with a jerk. ““What on
earth makes you think that?"

“Buppose we look back a bit,” went
on Lotke, puffing at his pipe.  “ You
remember, Tom, the dread your unele,
Adam f]rim;fga had that the Wolves
I:'HF!]E- visit e Manor®”

“Rather. He was terribly scared at
the thonght of that, as I know now.”

“But why " asked Locke,

“Beeanse the ring was hidden ot the
honse,” returned Tom Travers.

Ent Locke shook his head.

“Had that been the only reason. he
needn’t have kept the ring there.  He
rlz]ght have banked it,”

“Then he was scared of the Wolves
{'fr what they  might do,” exclaimed
Traverz, “We Lkoow wha! human vul-
tures they ave.,  He feared theie ven-
cance if he vefuzed to reveal the scereh
¢ held.”

Agatn Locke chiook bis head.
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“If =0, why stay down at Tone
Manor, far from help if the Wolves
should come—as 1n tli:n end they did?
He would have been safer in London.”
The detective leaned forward suddenly,
his eves gleaming. “No, it can't bo
fully explained that way. Dub suppose
these jewels are actually hidden at thoe
fiouze? He daren’t try to move them
from. Lone Manor, for fear that the
Volves are watching, And they were
watching, too, like hawks—two wera
actuatly in ths house as servants, had
the old man only known., fle daren't
try to move the treasure, vet he will
not desert his post. True to his trust,
Adam Guelph stayed on, guarding the
valuables entrusted to him by his Rus-
sian friends, ™

“You think
Travera.

“I'm certain of il

“But why should he hide the treasare
at Lone Manor in tho first place® ob-
jected T'ravers doubitfully.

“Bilva himseli told vs that,” smiled
Locke. “The Russians, naturally, wero
not going to run the slightest risk of
their Government's colluring the stuff!
Mind you, I think they were wrong in
thinking the Russian Covernment wonld
have the power to elaim .this wealth,
oven thongh ik had been declared for-
feit. But how are they to know any-
't!nnp-; of English law as Silva said?
I'hey won't run the shaodow of a risk,
very naturally.”

Uravers stared out of the window,
frowning. Suddenly he turned his head.

“You're right!" he eried. “¥ feel
surc you're right! But if the treasure
13 at Lone Manor, why this quesr husi-
ness of the ring ¥

“MNo doubt that was arranged before
the treasure was taken {o Lone Manor,”
anzwered Locke. “Thev'd have to fix
up something. you sre, in case your
uncle died before the gwners were ahle
to claim their bhidden propertv. With-
out doubt it was decided that Adem
Guelph  should coneceal the troature
where cver he thought G, and should
afterwards send this ring to a repre-
sontative of the Russians, telling them
where he had hidden it, in caze any-
thing happened to him. To put that
knowledge on paper in a letter that
might be infercepted was obviously
dungerous. But when the time -como
vour uncle, Tom, was too scared that the
Wolves were watching him Lo send even
this ring, for fear thot it might come
into their hands and its sccret be dis
covered.”

The trajp, which Lad long been racing
ithrough London’s suburbs, had reached
the open country at last. Dark fields
and hedges were flashing by in the dim
moonlight, and the cceasional light of
some lonely farmhouse,

The train was not an express.  JTb was
stopping at all but the very unim-

ortant stations. TE was as they were
rawn up alongzide the platform at
shorley Junction that Jack Drake sud-
denly turned his head, listening.

“Hoar that¥"

The other two listened.

Coming down the davk, ill-lit plat-
form could be heard & sound that hud
struck n sudden chord of memory
Jurt!?‘k'ﬁ brain, :

Lap, tap! Tap, tap! Lap. tap—-—

“What about ie ¥ asked Tom Travers,

Jack laughed.

“It reminded e, thal's all,” ke
answered slowly., “ It made me think of
Drood, the blind man, The. tapping of
a blind mau's stick—-o"

Dipake roze to lis foet, and puat his
head out of the carviage window, slaring
up the platform.

Tap. tap, top—

The soumd was

that breathed

daing  away, and

e e g

[P

ceaced abruptly. Appovently the bling
man, whoever he was, had got inte &
carriage higher up the train,  The
guard's whistle shrilled, and with a
jerk the train began to move again,

Heavy clonds were volling up, obeeur
ing the moon. It was none too warn
in the carriage, and Travers, rather
“grogey " as he wasz, shiverad.

U Jdolly cold ™ he satd, Tt looks Lo mo
like more znew boefore the nicht's
done.”™

“Cood!” chuckled Jock. *We might
got some skating on that giddy moat at
Loune Manor,”

The train was again decreasing  in
spoed,  Evidently they weve approach-
ing another station,

With the wheels ¢lanking over points,
the train drew te a standstill once more.
Far in the rear of the train as the threo
were, fhe platiorm opposite their comn-
partment was dark and vnlit.

Footsteps could be heard approach
ing down the platform. Then thew
halted, and the handle of the compar-
ment in which Ferrers Locke and his
companiens were was turned., Locke,
Jack, and Jin were seated on the
farther side of the earviage. and in-
stinctively all three turned their laces
towards the man who was opening e
door,

Ho was a hroad-shouldered, hearded
man, with a felt hat pulled down over
his heavy brows, and a coat collar th
waz turned well up. He stood on the
wooden step, staring in, but made no
attemipt to enter farther.

Suddenly he spoke, and his volce wos

net quite Englisl,
g Mr. IFerrers Locke

Good-evenime,
and pentlemen!”

At the words the man drew from the
side pocket of lis heavy overcoat &
snub antomatic, 1t glinted menacingly
in ihe light of the carriage lamp as it
was directed towards the three seated
af the far end of the compartment.

“My name,” went on the stranger
evenly, *is Btrovolsky. T am a mem-
ber of the Wolves. Possibly vou heve
heard my name.  The train iz almost
empty, the platform is deserted for a
long, long wavy down. And I assure
vou that T am not in the least afraid
to shoot.™

Strovolsky |

They knew that name! 0ld Armi-
tage, the butler at Lone Manor, had
told them of Strovelsky, the Iussian
member of the Wolves!

“And now,” went on Strovelskr, in
the zame low, even tones, 1 must de-
mand the green spidert”

— o

The Commandeered Locomotive !

ACK DRAKE stared dumbly at {lie
simister figure at the open door of
the railwav-carriage.

Strovolsky, tlie Russian, with
hiz broad-brimmed, Llack falt hat pulled
tightly down over his shaggy brows, and
liz heavily-bearded faco almest hidden,
was o slartling figure to see ab a quict

English  country station! But that
menacing aulomatic in his hand  was

res] enough—as was the Russian’s quist
threat: "%ﬁliﬂ"ﬂ me, I shall not Le
afraid fo shoot!”

That waz true cnough, they knew,
That could be read quite plainly i
strovolshy's cyes. Unless his  conlly
audacious demand were complicd with,
or if the three showed signs of resisk
ance, that steady rimm of steel would
Bash out its message of death.

Jack Drake wondered for a moment if
e were dreaming, Could this be a
seriyus atfempt on the part of the
Wolves to "regain  possesston  of Lhe
coveted green spider? Here, at o public
railway-station? It was stugpering !
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And yet, one glance at -
Strovolsky's eyes assured
him that it was real
enough., The man was in
grim, deadly earnest. It
was a bold stroke, typical

Ferrers Locke felt himself choking, and a sickening
horror seized him as he realised that his air-pipe
had become entangled with the lines of the drowning

man ! (See page 23.)

of the meihods of the
Wolves. Yeb why not?
At this lonely., deserted
station, where the locomo-
tive, on their tram was
taking in water, with its
dark, empty platforn, and
the almost empty tran,
why should not this audac-
iows demand be carried
out?  With that sinister
automatic in the Russian's
hands, and the whole
length of the carriage be-

B p————

PRICE
TWOPENOE.

fween them, they were
powerless, Strovolsky held
the whip-hand.

“Quickt” cried the
Russian. "I repeat that I
shall not hesitate to shoot !
Mr. Locke, lossa me the
green spider, and T will
ealeh it But make no
sther movement—-""

As he spoke, » faint
sound had heen drawing
nearer down the platform
—tap, tap, tap; tap, tap!

The stick of the blind
man! Jack Drake had
heard 1t before that nmight,
but now, in & flash, he
knew that hiz first vague
suspicions had been truel
This, surely, was Drood,
the blind man !

Even as tha thought
passed through the young-
ster’s  head, the grim,
sightless  face of Drood
‘came into the range of tho
Hght that fell oul on to the
platform from the lamp in
Locke's ecomparbment.

To Jack thera was
always  something an-
epanny, horrible, abont
Drood. He felt a cold

thrill down his spine now
as he watched the blind
man's face.

Drood was smiling that
dreadful smile of his. His
groping hand found Stro-
volzky's shounlder, and ha
turned his face towarls
the lighted carriage.

“Bo you have fournd
them, Strovelsky " mut-
tared Drood, & soft, gloat-
ing note in his vowe. _
Suddenly he laughed harshly. ™ Would

‘Lhﬁ!!. I could zoe thon now. I'll wager
their faces ave a study! ~Mr. Locke,
good-evening to vou, gir! 1 am de-

hghted that we meet again ™

“The pleasure is mine, Mr. Drood,”
returned Laocke, smiling coolly, He was
still sitting in his corner, leaning back as
though utierly unconcerned. At Stro-
volsky's first appearance his eyes had
widened for & moment in quick surprise,
but now Ferrers Locke was quiet and
wnrffled, as though in his Baker Street
study.

He lavghed casily.

“Really, gentlemon, do not be vidien-
fous I he murinured,  * O eovrse I <hall
not hand the green spider over to you,
even if T have it on me, which T de not
admic.”

Strovelsky's lips tightenad.

“We know you have it with vou—
either you, or the !ﬂ!hlh{!“l}i'. Travera!
1 om getting impatient ! ITe (apped

hiz automatic with 1the forefivger of his

left hand. “'Quick, I say!"

Jack's eyes were on Locke's {ace.

What would the guv'nor de?  Wilh
the Russian fruned in the carriapge door,
and the length of the carriage he-
tween him and them, there was no hope
at all of altacking the man swecessfully.
Would Locke dare rely on the man's
reluctance, to act unpon his threat to
shoot? Not that Strovelsky would hesi-
tate long, Jack felt convineed! In this
deserted  station, hemmed in by the
vight, it would be casy enough to shoot
Ioacke dead in his seat, and cscape into
the darkness,

Travers, too, in the corner zeat oppo-
site Locke, was watching 1hoe detective
breathlessly. Locke's face was a miracle
of smiling nonchalance.

“I have something to fell vou, Mr.
Stvovolsky,” zald Locke,

“What 13 thati” jerked the Russian
impatientiy,

» 1 woudd swggest s borief haliday for

vou, My, Strovolsky,” smited lLecke—=
“in Jercho I

And even as he drawled oud the derid-
g words, Locke acled,

In a flash hiz arm eame swinging op,
and in his hand was his welking-stick.
There came a shattering erash of glass,
With a guick, sweeping stroke, Locke
had shivercd the eleetnic lamps in the
rool of the carriage to atoms. In &
moment they were in darkness,

Instantly Strovolsky's
cracied out,

Tom Travers saw the spurt of lurid
flame, felt o sudden stinging pam across
ilte back of hig hand, as the bollet graned
wlong the skin. Then, with another
evash, the window beside him fell from
tta frame in & hvndred picoez tinkhne
down to the side of the line in the dark-
ness. The young foothaller sfavead {o
Bis feel with a ery, ol was kvocked
sideways as the detective sprang from his
scat towards the opea Jdoar. .
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But, in tho confusing blackness, Locke
mizgad iz footing as he tried to avoid
Jack Deake. He steggered, and clutched
at the luggege-rack to steady himseil,
o heard zomeone comb junping into
the carciage. ]

Locke ducked, expagting & second bullet
to come ripping through tho dark. Buk it
didd not cone. He dived towards the
man who had sprang in, and as he
proped bindiy . for his foe, & smashing
blow on the heart staggered him. IHe
voecled, and hit out n answer, but he
could sec nothing, and his Gt found only
41T,

There was a mocking Iaugh in the
cdarkness, a langh in the voice of Drood,

So it was the blind man! A lucky
blow it st havo been, thought Locke,
to have found his heart—lueky for
Dirood, that waa!
a quick admiration for Droed's plack.
It needed grit on the parct of a blind man
to atlnck, even in the dark. For a blhind
man st be all but helpless,

Agamn came_Drood’'s mocking laugh,
followed 2 second later by a terribla,
smashing blow straight between the
eyes, linded, Locke pitched sideways.
A third blow thudded upon his jaw,
clean and crisp.  Three straight, well-
aimed blows in the derk—from o man
who was supposed to be blind !

And in that moment there came .to
Ferrevs Locke for the first time the
doubt—was Drood really blind, nfter all ?

Jack and Vom were on their feot now,

groping through the blacknesz. They
had heard those crvashing blows, but
neither suspected yet that it was Locke
who was down. They had heard Droad’s
langh, knew that it was the blind man
with whom Loocke wns strugpling; but
how couhl a blind man have knocked out
Ferreve Locka?
_ But in the darkness Drood was zloop-
ing over locke, o dreadiul smile upon
his face. L'he dozed detective felt a cold
rim of steel biting inte his temple.

“My winning trick, I faney ! mur-
mured Drood, * Lie still, or you arve a
dead "un, vou meddlin’ fool I

Locke™s head was aching from those
ferrible Dlaws. He felt DProod's frec
hawd ron swiftly” over him, heard the
gloating laugh from the blind wan—if
ind he were! The next tnstant Prood
had straightencd himself, had leapt from
the carringe. “l'om and Drake heard the
running footsteps of Drood and Stro-
volsky, as they raced off doan the plat-
form.

Terrevs: Locke stagpered to his feot.
hiz aching head caunsed queer lights to
danece hefore his eyes,

“lle's mot the preem spider!™ eried
Yocke swiftly.,  *“After him! Ik was
Dirood!  The man's not blind, I swear:
After them !

,Ie tumbled out of the earriage, Jack
and Tom ot his heels,

A light rain had begun to fall, inter-
mingled with snow.,  Farther up the
train & few heads wero protrwding, buat
the train, a: Strovolsky had said, was
almeost empty. From up the platform
came the sound of hurrving feet. A
hoarse shout rang out, and by the lights
from the carriages, Jack saw o Lttle
Enob of ren, headed by the guard, run-
mng towards fhem.

The revolver-shot, and the noizc of the
breaking glass, had not been long in
Lringing an  cxecited handiul of pas-
rengerz on the scene. Ewven ns Locke
turned to race down the platiorm after
Ivood and Btrovelsky, a firm hand
grasped his shoulder.

And the detectivo felt

"Naobt so fast, my man!" It was the
guard, a red-faced, burly individual, a
grim iight 12 his eyes, " What's all this
here, ch® Lie demanded. “Eh? What's
atl this here, eh¥"”

Locke shook himself free.

“ A couple of crooks,” he said in quick,
ool tones. " Theyv've bolted that way,™

He turned to run down the platform,
but again his shoulder was gripped by
the guard., Pom and Jack Drake, foo,
were seized and hold.

* Lot me go, vou ass!™
impaticntly,

“Hold him!” commanded the guard
majesticatly. “Thizs wonts lookin’ into.
an’ I savs, I says—="

What the portly goacd said was never
known. Ferrers Liocke planted a st’enc:?-
hand in the man's waisteoat and pushed.
The guawd sat down on the hared, cold
platformy with a muffed roar,

“Hold himi™” he bellowed,
wrong ‘ung, and what I says is—

Already he was scrambling to his
fect, A large damp paktech on his
trousers showed that the platform was
rether too wet to bave heen comfortable.

A tall, thin countryman was trying o
take possession of Jack Drake. Hae little
realized that he was attempting a “ob
which secores of men had tried before
and failed to acecomplish. Jack's anger
was rising, and his fst shot out. The
lean man doubled up over his last meal
with a breathless grunt, and at the same
moment [ravers fought free from the
three men whe wera trying to hold him,

*You fools!" gasped Jack angrily.
“Don't vou know a real erook when von
sea one? They're gotting away, thanks
to you.”

“Loolk at that, man!"

It was the voice of Locke, angry and
impaticnt. The detective had snatched
ol & card ease, and by the light of the
puard's lantern was thrusting i oul for
mepection. The red-faced official gave
a gasp of sheer amazement, o sound, as
Jack remarked afterwards, more like a
punctured balloon than anvibing.

“0h, ernmbst”  pazped the punrd,
“Mr. Ferrers Locke!  The famonz de-
tective! An' I near hit him! Yawks
,*1:_1r, l:lut it was a misunderstanding, and

“Nover mind  thal!™ eried Locke.
“ ok pulb of the way, that's all we ask. ™

DBreathless with amazement and con-
sternation. the little koot of men feil
baek, aml the three dorted down the
platiorm,

The light rain was turning to o zoftly-
felling powder of snow., On the wet
platform the tracks of Drood and the
Russian could be scen dimly by Tocke's
keen eyes, alinost obliterated though the
tracks were by now,

Drown the zloping end of the platform
they led, in nmong the dark sidings. The
high bhlack ontlines of pgoods  truels
laomed arouned them in fthe darkness,
and the footprints of the fugitives weve
zoon lost wutteely, The three pursuers
came ko a halt in the centre of a railway
track a couple of minutes later, and
Locke's face was set with chagrin,

“1f thosa idiots hadi't collared us we'd
have been on the heels of the Wolves [
he muttered. b

cried Travers

“They're

13

"As it 12—
He broke off abruptiy,
Jack Drake had gripped his arm, had

flune ouk a pointing hand.

“Tlwre they go, guv'nor !™

Trvo shadowy shanes had besn outlined
for a moment not far away, stealing
alongr a line of ecoal-krucks. Once more
ihe three beoke into a run, Instantly
the fugitives raced off into the darkness,

ORDER NEXT WEEK'S ‘' MAGNET " IN ADVANCE, BOYS!

The snow was thicker now, falling

steadily in ever laiger flakes,
At was like & game of blind-man's
buff, stumbling on over the miaze of
sidings, weaving their way among lhe
stationavy wagons, stumbling over the
sleepers and steel rails, They werse hot
on the heels of the fugitives one moment,
the next they had lost them, Then they
would pick up the trail apain,, and the
hunt recommenced,

Once Strovolsky or rood sent a bullet.
whining back towards their dogged pur-
suers, It few wide, and Dburvied itself
inte the wooden side of a truck. Locke
laughed grimly.

“An unsteady hand there,” he mut-
tored,

The defective himzelf bhad an auto-
matie in his potket, but he was not using
it yet,  As they ran on the shrll whistle
of a locomotive cut through the night

“Look out for. traffic.on these Lines,”
ericd Travers warningly.

The three paused again, listening.
There came no sound of the men ahead,
Then out of the, swirling whiteness 1o
their right there loomed Lhe shape of o
slowly-moving  tank-locomotive, fits
pistons were pounding  sluggishly, but
gradually gathering speed. It passed
near them, on another line, and suddenty
Travers gave a showpl -

“Look! There, on the footplate!™.

Jack and Locke peered through the
gloont.

The lurid glow from the locomotive's
firalhhox it up the four figures on the
footplate.

“Lreat Scott ! eried Jack Drake, and
lvoke inte a run. “They're commaon-
deering that logn!™

Increazing in specd, the engine swEEE
by twenty %enr awav, and by the light
from the firehox they ssw Drood and
Strovolsky with awiomatics clapped to
the heads of the driver and liveman,

Swiftly the tank-engine was drawing
away from them.  Drood's harsh, mock-
ing lavgh camo floabine bhack to them
througlt the swirling flules.

On the Main Line !

OM TRAVERS' face was aghast.
They had never dreamed of
such & coun as this on the part
of the hunted men. But Drood
aml Strovolsky were playing for high
stakes, and they did not mean to lose.
Thevy had slipped throveh the f[ingers
of Ferrers Locke, carrving with them
that mvsterious ring which held the clue
ko the treasure of jowels which Locke
believed to be hidden at Lone Manor,
Slipped throngh the detective's fingers
with & mocking laugh, or had they?
Jack Drake, at any rate, was not &0
SHPE. .
Already the pursucrs were sprinting
through the gloom. The tank-locome-
tive had not & very swift acceleration,
and Jack waz put to beat records this
kime. :
Travers, hadly unfif, was dropping
behind, Locke eanght his fool againsk
one of the metal chaira of the Arack,
and staggerved, losing ground. But Jaek,
forging ahead in fine siyle, was over-
hauling the pounding locomolive as if
puffed on through the falling snow.
Just what was in the yonngsier’s mungd
Jack did not guite know himsell, Tt
if he could once gain the footplate—well,
there would be three o fwe, armed
though the fwoe were. Tezpite those
antomatics, Jack fancied that he and
the twe railwaymen ought fo Lhe able
to give some acconnt of themselves.
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By the light from the firebox Drood

and Strovolsky were to be seen covering the driver and fireman -with their

antomatics.  {See page 26.)

The tail-light of the tank-engine was
neaver now. A elond of rolling steam
damped down by the snow, swept past
the lad’s fece. e was almost level
upw with tha spinning wheels beneath
the tank——

“My heavens!
Peake——-

It was Drood's voice, and Jack could
see the man’s heavy-jawed face starving
down at him through the gloom,

“Bo you're not biind " thought Joack
aritnly. ' What was your giddy game;
eh, pretending to be¥™

" Locke's brat?" echoed the sparling
voier of Strovolsky.

Add thew Jack hurled himaelf for the
il by lis headd, and bavled himsell op
on to the steel step.

“Throw lima off ! eried the guttural
valee of the Hussman. Ell‘{wﬂhk?’ wis ab
the farther side of the footplate, Ins
automatic pressed havd mio the chest of
[he driver.

“T eon't see bim'!" cricd Drood, to
Fack’s sazement. He fell sure this
man  was not  blind, for 2 moment
hefore he hod recogmised him. Yel now,
with the yvoungster's face {ull in the
light, of the glowing firebox, Droad pro-
fezzed to L hlind! T was a mystery
that Jack had ne time to worry about
now. Hea hauled himseH up, till one
kpnoe was an 1he fﬂiﬂpﬂiiﬂ.

He sew the wide eves of the Areman
staring down ab him.  The man was
pressed baek In a corner of the cab,
Mrood's automatic diggmg info the flesh
of his throat, DProod kicked wildly side-
ways, and Jack gripped the man's ankle
and fugped. Drood gave o seared ery.

“He's got my leg, man——"

The locomotive was gathering speed
swiftly now. If Jark had “heen a
moment later, it*would have been impos-
sible for bim to have gained the foot-
plate as he ‘had dene. Of Locke or
Travers managing to overtake them now
there zeemed to be no hope.

It's the wvoungster,

With a grinding lureh, the locomotive
took the points. Jack glimpsed a red
lamp flash by—the red light of a signal
set against them! .

In the cffort to free his feg, Drood
forgot the fireman, and swung round to
throw Jack off. The eyes ihat stared
down at the youngster seemed to be
stghtloss, and tjm_ way Drood groped for

bim was Jike the movement of a blind

Hran,

The moment the automatic left his
throat, the fireman flung himself upon
Drood, ‘

Reeling and swaying, the twa men
fought for the mastery, The fireman

had a hand on Drood's wrist, was urying.

ta wrench the automatie from the man’s
grasp. In the strugple, it eracked out
suddenly, and the Jead whistled past
Jack's head.

“Hald an '™ eried the voungster. “I'm
coning 1Y _

He drageed himseli vp on Lo the foot-
plate. ;

Stravalsky was wateling the hghl with
hlazing oves, But he dared not go 4o
Ihrood’s ald, conld not far one moment
feave  the enginedeiver, or therr last
advantage was gone,

Jack leapt ab Drood, and hiz fingers
elasped round the man’s neck  from
behind," dragging back hiz head. As he
did so0, Jack heard a frightened shout
from the fiveman. IHis foot had slipped,
and the next moment he vanished owver
the edge of the foot-plate into. the dark-
ness, his ery ringing in Jack's ears,

The locomotive “had Jeft (the sidings

now, was snorttng with almost_full steam

up along the main line,

Drood gave & choked evy,  Jack's
fingers were still al lus throat, The blind
man—-1f he were blind—still held his
auntomatie, and now he twisted round his
arm to direct the weapon at the young-
ster. -Jack swung mside te aveid' the
sk, and Drvaod fought free,

For g thoment Lhe ‘two wers face [o
face,

Diood’s strange eves glared past Jack

Drake as though secing nothing: o
raised & sheking haud, directing tho
automatic clean above the youngsier's
head. Jaeck ducked az Drood pressed
the trigger, and with that sharp report
echoing in his cars, Jack felt himsell
go hurthing backwards.

Like the firempan, his fect had fouled
the edga of the footplate, and he was
dropping, dropping—-—

Thy locomotive swept on into the
darkpess, and was swallowed by the
drifting snowfakes, e

The voungster felt a stab of pain shoot
through his arm as he thudded on to the
soft carth of the embankment. Then he
was rolling, helplessly, down the bank,
fingers clawing out to stop himaelf. The
thaught uppermost in his inind was one
of amazement that he had not been
killed. _

He rolled into a2 bush., and lay there,
dizzy and breathless, hefore staggering
to his feet. Hoe stood recling, siaring
up the hne, The tail-light of the locomo-
tive had Deen swallowed up in the
darkness, - :

“And they've got the preen spider !”
e told himself bLitterly,

He turned 1o ron down  the line
between dhe gleaming railz. Boddenly
he halied, as a thovught sirack lam like
a eold hand wpon his heart.

My heavens, buf thev're gommg wp
the down line ™

His heart was beating suddenly faster,
thamping against his riba,

There'll be a smash—an
mazh! Oh, my heavens!"”

N\ Were framl amd Sbravalsky cware

awliul

caf the grave risk ey were running—

af erasliing infe a drain proceeding
fram . the opposite dircetion? . Be awre
Yol vead pexd weéek’s thrilling inzlal-
ment of this powerful zerial, chums.)
g Magyer Lisrany.— Mo, 935,
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“COKER'S NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS!”

(Continucd from page 22.)
SRR I e i A e nm

“Wea will disenss the question o
lengtl: later on, Dr. Tdcke,”™ he said.
s Meanwhile, this foolizh Iellow—--"

“Yau will kindly go away and elean
voursell  up, Coker, sald the TTead,
addressing the Lickless proctor n sloern
tones, “Then T shall expect to see yon
i my study hinmediately after. Gol”

{oker gulped, as though abrout to say
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—
—
—
=]
—
—
—
(==
—
—
—-
]
=
—

-

something.  Then. with a  lhomicidal
giare at the choriling  joniors,  he
stanipodt awav, shedding  coal-dust in

clonds as he went.

The Flead dizpersed the crowd. and
walked indoors with Sir Philip Phad-
Loy,

It was seme ibne hefore Horace
Coker sueceeded 1n making himself pre-
septable again, e went to the Il'-.-.‘.nfi.':t
stody with o very red face and wilh
vague feelings of appreliension assailing
him

Harry Wharion & (lo. wailted in the
cocridor, cxpeeting a summons to the
deead apartinent,  That swomons was
not long in coming. and the delinguents,

- s -
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with ruefnl looks, went in fo answer for
puiting their proctor in the coal-hele,

When fhe juniors emerged from the
ITead's study they wetre looking a little
woebegone, Frank Nugent was blow-
ing-on-his palms. Peter Todd had s
hands tucked tight beneath s armpts,
whilst Bolbk Cherry was wagming. his
hands in the air, as thopgh engaged
givin_i:;'.‘ otit semaphore, signals,

“ Liacked "' asked Jolmny Bull sym-
pathetically.

“You!” said Bob Cherry, with o
gasp.  “Two swipes on cach flipper!
And didn't the Head lay ‘em on, too!
My word! Groogh! IHe's petting quite
an athlete in hiz old ape!”

“Pot it was worth 0! said Harry
Wharton. with a grin. “We should have
had Coker to tea if we hadn’t shoved
Lim down the coal-hole!

“ Rathoe ™

When Hovaer Ceker lelt the Head's
study he was looking furionz.  Harry
Wharton & Co. tactlully gave L 2
wide berth, for the Fifth-Fermer had
the demeanounr of a Hun!

That evening an announcement in the
HHead's neat handwriting appeared on
the board, to this effect;

“WNOTICIS!
The office of Tower School
hoving  been found

Proctor
LRR NN LS Lt | t':'r' I'l'll1.|.

e i S g

et

superfluons, it is now abrogated. There
will, in future, be no Proctor at Grey-

friars.
(Rigred) I II. LOCKT,
Headmasier.”

“Short, but to the point!” prinned

Dok Cherry, when he read at, i com-
pany.with his chums.  “Poor old Coker!
Herve andeth hiz ymmangz!”
" And there ended, foo, the ecavrying
oui of Coker's New Year Resolufions!
Hiz short reign as proctor had fired him
\i.-ith'm-dmu-.gbn.ﬂ. powe all his ardonr was
guenched !

The next dav Greviriars saw him as
the same old Coker. minns every vestige
of an even temperament and paciiic
demegnogr |

{oker had come 1o fhe conclusion thar
it was impnossible to keep to lus noble
ideals aic Greyfrviars, and  that good
resolutions, however waorthy, had 1o go
hy the board when 1t came to dealing
with the cheorsy heroes of the Remove.

THE EKT.

(feak oul for unether fopping slory
af Marey Wharton  Co. next weck,

ehuns, radifled - “QUELCHY'S
QUEER ADVEXNTURE ! Ly Irank
Htielicerd s, Ag the fifle rwnpests, the

ftemare Form masicr plays a
wrud e,
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and trousers $hat had a, crease of razor-
blade sharpuess down each leg, and
brilliant patent-leather shoes, and spats!
A dream of a topner adorncd his head,
and he carried & pair of lavender-
coloured gloves and a gold-kncbbed
walking stick.

Coker, in fact, was a vision of radiant
loveliness; a thing of *heauty and a joy
for ever!

Blundell met him on the stajrs, and
he fell back with a gasp.

“Mum-m-my word '™ he ejaculated,

Fitzgerald and 8mith major, who
werg  coming uwn behind, also stepped,
and they gazed at the sight before them
in breathless wonder,

“Faith, an’ is that Coker!” said
Fitzgerdld, in. a faint voice. “It can't
bel! I must be dreaming ™

“It is Coker!” said Smith majer,
logking hard at Horace, “VYes, b
hokey, it is undoubtedly old Coker.
But 15n't he 'got up in style? Oh, scis-
sors! Ha, ha, ha!”

Blonde!l and Fitzgerald also laughed,
and Coker glared.

“What are vou cackling at?” he de-
manded, greatly incensed,

“Im cackling at a silly imitation of
a tailor’s  dummy!” said Blundell,
“What are you cackling at, Smiih®”

:‘.I'tu cackling at a frabjous, con-
cetted idiol!™ said Swith major. “What
are you cackling at, Fitzgerald ®”

“Faith, an’ I dow't knew what it
-18,” said the lad frem DLrin, *“The
ticket's fallen off entirely!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker snorted.

“¥ou chaps ean laugh, but vou_ only
show your silly ignerance!™ lie said
disdainfully. “ Perhaps, Blundell, when
I have attained the captaincy .of the
Fifth. you will laugh the other side of
your face |

'-F]un'dei[ ave another roar.
Oh, my hat! 1 see it all now!” Le
exclaimed, *“'This is another resalt of

old Coker's New Year rosolutions
He's out to maintain his dignity . and
deportmént and to bedoine captain of
the Fifth and monarch of all lie sur-
yoys™

“Ha, ha, ha!" yvelled Fitzgorald and
Smith major, -
Coker went very red, but he re-
stralned his ire. He must live up to
his resolves, and maintaii’ in even
temperament and ;w,cilic demennour in
face of all obstacles., HMe must not
allow anything to disturb his dignity
and depovtmeint,  Resolutions  wera
made {o he kept, and it was up to Lim
to set an example to the rvest of Grey-
friars,

S0 he pave a sniff of Jofty contenipt
and walked on, followed Ly ihe laugh-
ter of his Form-fellows.

As he reached the lower landing a vell
came to his ears, and, turning, e saw
a purty of Removites gasing ut lhin.

Peter Todd shaded his eves as ko
laoked at oker.

“My word!” saul
washed his neck ™

“Ie's got a clean collar on!”
claimed Squiff in tenes of wonder.

* Look at his neckiie—it properly hita
you In the eve, docsn't it said Rus-
sell.  “Where did you dig that wp,
Cokeri”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker paused, and for a moment be
contemplated making o rush a6, the
chortling Removites.  Buot onee again
his will-power came to the fore, and
he contained his wrath, albéit wiih difli-
culiy. '

He walked on amd passed ont.inte the
open 21r of lhe quadrangle,
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Fellows came rushing up from far

‘and near to gaze upon the new Coker.

They gazed at him and yelled.  And
Coker, as the general hilarity increased,
grew redder and more inclined to give
vent o his indignant. feelings. - He had
intended that-his dignified doportment
should impress Greyfriars; that it
should earn him & new respect in-the
Fifth and the veneration that was due
to him from the fags. Bul things were
not wourking out quite right, somehow.
Instead of being impressed, -the boys of
Greylriars secemed to be taking him as
a huge joke. Coker couldn't under-
stand 1t a hik.

“ Billy little rotters!” he growled lo
himself.as he made for the gates. “I'in
blessed if 1 know what they're
lavghing at, I've—ahem !—
forgiven the Remove kids far
those inkes they played on me
the other day. That ought to
make ‘em more respectful
‘The young blighters haven't
got an atom  of  respect
‘e ! Brererovre I

Coker. walked on with lis .
head very crect, and so went
through the gates and along
the Friardale Lane.

It occurred io Coker that he
might (ry creating an unpres-
sion at Cliff House. The snow
had cleared; 1b was a hoe,
erisp afternoon, and he_felt in

-«chaps, let's cap Coker!

OVER 17 YEARS OLD AND STILL LEADS —

Marjorie smiled sweetly at

& Co.
Coker,

That encouraged
made a bow.

Ul deart”  exclaimed Mariovie
Hazeldéne in a soft voice, " Isn't Coksr
excessively polite 77

“Well, we can be polile, foo!"
chuckled Harry Wharton, ¥ Come oin
He's evidentiy
out- to be admired amd respectod—

Horace, and lio

according to his giddy resolutions, yeu
know i7?

The Famous Five and Vernoo-Suiith
all rnised their eaps solemnly to Coker,
and bowed as he passed hy.

Coker
naod,

Fava them a condeseending

TURRIAL - =y
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the mood for walking. Yes, he
thought, it would be a gm::fl
idea to stroll over to Cliff
House and see what Jmpros-
sion he could make on the
rirls there. .

Their opinion weighed a good
with the Removites, he &new. Come
whet mayv, he was determined to bring
the. juniors in general, and Harry
Wharton & Co. in jmrtir__‘uiuﬁ to a fuller
realisation of his—Coker's nmportance.
That having been achieved, he would
have gained the first step in the fulfil-

ment of his other reselutions—and par-

ticularly the ome in which he aimed
at becoming captain of the Fiith.
‘Coker walied on, swinging his cane
and guiring in good-humeur and confi-
dence as he went. “Ewentually he
arrived within sight of Cltff House, and
he frowned a litt'fe when he saw a party
of Removites chatting to
Hazeldene & Co. at the pate. .

The Famous Five and Vernon-Smith
had ridden over on their bicycles aftey
lessons to sea  their girl chums, and
30 had preceded Coker. DBul the great
Hocace was nothing daunted by this,

He paused down the lane to adjust
his necktic and filt his topper at .the
correct Bond Street  angle. Ther,
gloves in hand; and his cane twcked
jaontily under his arm, Coker strutted
on, putting ' a good dJdeal of grace ard
dignity into his wall.

Miss Clara was the [rst io
Coker, and she gave & little crr.

“Don't look all ak oncel!™ she ex-
elaimed. " Dub something really gor-
cpas 15 coming along the romd., 1 do
gelim'e i's Coker!”

Harey Wharton & Co, Llinked at the
apparition. of Joveliness they saw  ap-

Marjorie

Notico

proaching,  Mavjorie and her chums
smilod. .
“XMy only bhalt!’  ejaculated DBob

Cherry, “Yow're rmight, Miss Clava, it
19 old Coker?! AWl drossed up in Jus
best bib and tucker, by Jove! Doesn't
he look the last word!™ _

“The lazt-wordfualness of the esteemeald
and Indicrons Coker is ‘truly tervifie!™
grinned Inky.

toket walked wup; and wihen he: came
oppastie the gate lie Jooked at the givls
et raised lus topper.
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Tnwardly, he was rejoicing
i Ith{: i!l‘llprﬂsﬁiﬂll e had
made, The Chff Housc
pivls were undoubtedly ad-
miving him, and IHarey
Wharton & Co. weére visibly
impressed.  They had
actinally raised their caps.

Coker ' looked bachk, and,
secing the girls still smil-
g, he raoised " his. topper
again. ITarvry  Wharton &
Co., with one accord, eapped
oker n response, an
Haorace unbent still more.

Ile was getting on
famously, he thought., lle
looked round again and
again ot the Chff House
girls, and every iime’ ho
looked vound Marjorie &
Clo.. smnled, and Coker
stitled, and Hany Wharton
& Co, ratsed their caps to
Bim vespectfully.
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Clif House, and there was a deep ditch
at the side, Coker,; instead of turniog
the bend, walked straight on, off the
roacddway and on Lo Lhe grass.

He- was turning round as he did so.
amd raising his topper again to Mar-
joric & Co. He even thought he might
uo 20 far a3 to wave hiz stick to them.
But Coher’s thoughts came to a suii-
den.  and  abrupt termination.. He
veached. the edge of the ditch and
stepped h!isst’uﬁy over the brink.
Colier was surprised to find his legs give
way-from under him, and next minute,
with a fiendish roar, .he went plupging
wildly downward.

“ Y aroooooogh

Coker's stick went one way and his
wloves went the other, whilst he hiw-
self went into the muddy, slimy depths
of the ditah,

Splazh?

" Gerrooooooch !

Coker sank beneaih the surface will
that loud, gasping guvgle,

The Chilf House girls sereamed, whilst
Harry Wharton & Co., bursting with
laughter, catne running posf-haste to
the spot.

As they arrived at the top of the
bank, Coker's head and slioulders,
festooned with  weeds, appeared
out of the murky waters. Coker’s
month opened wide, and he gave
vent to a series -of remarkable,
choking noises:

“"Yugh! Gerrragh! Wal!
Wow! Uoooch

Coker looked so indescribably
funny as ho stood there in the
ditoh that Harry Wharton & Co.
barst: into yells of langhter
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Coker blinked at thewn through the
mud and slime, and he continued to
gurgle in a fearful manner.

“Ha, ha, ha!  Poor old Coker!”
rosred Bob Cherry. “ Why <didn't . you
look where you were going, you frabjous
adiot?  Now you.are in o omess!™

“Gug, gug, gug!” came from Horace,

Johnny  Bull picked up the gbld-
knobbed cane, and, using 1t as a rake,
fielded Coker's topper that was floating,
half-submerged, in the diteh. With the
topper danging on the end of the stick,
Johnny held it forth and deftly dropped
it on Coker's muddy head. "T'hen he
gave the crown of the topper a jab with
the stick, and this had thz effect of fixing
it gecurely to its owner’s cranium,

A fresh shout of laughter arosa from
the Removites,

Coker, spluttering and gasping in-
coherently, scrambled out of the diteh.
Harry “"Wharton & Co. promptly
scattered as he did z0, They had po
desire to get near Coker in lis present
ghastly state, and the effluviom that sur-
rounded him was sufficient to keep them
at.a refpectful distanée, in any case!

Marjorie & Co. were guietly laughing
at the gate of Chif House. They hacd
been alarmed at first, when Coker had
taken that sudden header into the depths
of the ditch, but now he was on-dry land
once more, and no serious damage had
been done, they saw the comical side of
the affair.

Coker picked up his stick, and, still
with the topper on his  head, he
squelched down the lane towards Chit
Houso. | .

IHe blinked dejectedly at Marjorie &

Uo. and gpave a queer sort of

urgle as he passed  them.
he girls did  their best to
il look  serious, but Coker's
.';:Hf_-,i' appcarance was so funny that

they did not suceeced in their

efforls very much.
. All-the dignity and deport-
| ment had departed from the
| great man of the Fifth! Drip-

ping with. mud and slime, he
squelched  back ™ Lhe way he
had come, and so finally dis-
appeared {rom wview, leaving
a long, lonz trail of weeds
and water bebind him,

Harry  Wharlon & Co.
returned--to the gate of Cliff
Honze 1o ehuckle over -the
aftair with Marjorie & Co.
Coker, meanwhile, returned to

Greylriars,

DBy the time he arvived at
the sehool miost” of the mud
had caked on him, and hie was
i & parlous state indecd.

Fellows gathered round to
look at him. DBverrenoe asked
him how he had maliaglc-d fo
rob nto tnat awiul condition.
But Coker made no reply—he
could not; he was ioo full for
words. He strode on towards
the School House, with mud
squelching out of his bools as
he weni,

Coker went Indoors, and
made a beeline for the bath-
rooin, He was nob seon again
for some thne, but those wlo
passed by the batli-roomy doer
heard him_ snorling and split-
tering  and “gurzling, wh:iJEI.E
all the time there was.a. great
deal of splashing 2nd -serub-

Coker, indeed, was so
taken up  with impressing
the givls, ihat-he took 1o
heed of where he was going,

‘Goke !

You

** Mastah Coke

the organ-grinder. ** You are da gr-r-reat Mastah
on da poor siarving musician—yes ? - You hava da
heart, Mastah Coke 1" (Yee Chapler 5.)

Lnngr' gollg o,

When at last Ceolker eamo
downstairs his face was red
and hizs  hair tousled. e
looked ready teo slaughter

The lane -curved just past

15
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apyond-on sight, s0 no one esszayed to
test Coker, by word or deed, io see
whether he was still sticking to his reso
lutions.  They let him go, and Coker
went along to his study and there he
snorted in solitude for the remaindor of
the evening.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Coker !
CDEER looked ‘rather gloomy and

glum next morning. Blundell &

Co., watching him, smiled at

etch other. Could it be that the
great Tlorace was wavering, alter all, in
his will to keep those good resclutions
he had made? Was it that the recent
lively happenings had discouraged him?
With another fellow, the answer might
have been yes; but with Coker—well,
Joker was different, His Form-follows,
having Coker's bulldog obstinacy in
mind, wondered what he would be up to
next. Surely he had not revoked hia
resolutions |

Many amused glances were cast .at
Coker in Hall that morning.

The great Hovace slood there in the
ranks of the Fifth, trying to appear
foftily aloof, but still unable to disguise
the meiancholy of his manner,

Call-over was taken, and then, belore
dismissing the school, Dr. Locke stood up
on his dais end regarded the azsembled
Forms gravely over the rims of his
spectacles,

“Boys, I have an announcement of
some importance to make,” he said, “Ib
has been suggested by Sir Philip Phad-
bury, one of t?m gavernors of this school,
ihat a—er—somewhat unosual New Year
innovalion be made at Greyfriars, "Lhis
in effect, would be the appoiniment of &
senjor to assume the duties of a proctor—

a proctor in charge of the Lower
Hehool,”

Thers was o buzz of excited voices in
IIall,

Dr, Locke raised his hand for silence,

“Lest there should Le any misappre-
lension on  the point, boys, I “will
explain more fully,” he said. A proe-
tor ab a college carries out dulies that
are sinilar to a prefect’s n some
respects, yet differing substantially from
tliem, inasmuch as he s more of & tutor
and counsellor to’ the boys under his
jurisdiction, and works independently of
the preifcets.

“ Broadly speaking, a proctor has more
of a moral duty to his schoolfcllows than
a prefect. It is his place to advise ang
help tha younger lads, to give them tho
Lenelit of his tact and considered jndg-
ment in all their difficulties and disputes,
It devolves upon a-proctor tg, look aft_-:r
the moral welfare of the juniors, to uplift
them by pattern and example, and do
his best to act as friend and guide in all
aspects of school life,

“He has not the powers of a prefeet to
punish, yet he is vested with some of the
anthority of & master i advisory and
tutorial matters. So far, ihe policy of
this school has been carried on with the
usual staff of masters and prefects, but,
in deference to the suggestion of Sir
Philip Phadbury, who is vastly -
tevested in educational problems, T have
decidedd to appoint a proctor for
Greyfriars.”? ] _

Everyone in Hall was intercsted and
excited at the news.

''ho Head went on:

“Yhe guestion of .deciding upon the
senior Jad most suited to perform the
role of proctor is neeessary a somewhat—
er—diffcult one,”” ho said, * Tho proctor
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