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BRAVO, COKER!

Form prefect down a peg or two.
#f is 1o the rest of Greyfriors !

‘ﬁ . & l_

A Bollicking Long Complete Story of Harry W

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.
Walker's Peril |

L OKER!™
“Coker, old chap——*
“For goodness’ sake—"

“Don’t da it, old man 1"

Potter and Greene, of the Fifth Form
at Greviriars, spoke in pleading tones,
In fact, their tones were hbesesching.
They spoke almest with tears in theur
Cyes,

Coker of the Fifth, to whom their be-
seeching remarks were addressed, wore
a lofty frown,

He did not seem to be moved by the
pleading of his chums. When Horace
C'oker, of the Greyiriars Fifth, had
inade up his mind, he had made it up!
In the intellectval line, Coker's mind
may have left something to be desired;
but at least it did not lack firmness.

"You see, Coker—" urged Greene.

“You see, old man—" pleaded
Iotter.

Potter and Greene were “going it”
alfernately, exerting all their eloquence
npan Horace Coker. Coker’'s grim
frown showed that they were exerting it
in vain. Coker was adamant,

Ha.rrzl Wharton & Co. of the Remove,
sauntering in the guad after class, came
on the threec FifthElFurrr'Iera. and paused
te look on. They looked on just as if
they regarded Coker of the Fifth as a
cheap entertainment, like a Punch-and-
Judy show. As indeed they did.

Coker did not heed them.

Fags of the Lower TFaourth wera far
beneath the notice of Coker. Ho knew
that they existed, of course, at Groy-
friars. DBut their existence waz far too
trivial a thing for the great Coker to
take any heed of it.

“It"'s no good talking, vou men,” he
gaid to Potter and %reena. “T've
settled 14"

“ Bul—" gaid Potlor.

“But—" said Greene.

“Walker of the Sixth has asked for
it," said Coker. “Who's Walker?
Who is he. I'd like to know?™

“Well, he's a Sixth Form prefect!”
sairl Potrar.

“1 don't think much of the Sizth!®
satd C'aker,

“Hem "

“I don't think much of the prefects.
Scrateh lot, 1in my opinion. DBut prefect
or nat, Sixth-T'ermer or not, Walker
isu't going fo treal me as he closes.

The one and ondy prize duffer of the Fifih ot Greyfriars —Horace Coker—sels out to fake a Sixcth

And the great Horace succeeds in o moanner thoat is just as astonishing to him as

I wouldn't stand cheek from Wingate,
and he's captain of the school. I never
stand cheek !

L Blkt—-"

“"Walker!” repeated Coker, with infi-
nite contempt. “Who's Walker? Who's
James Walker, of the Sixth Form, to
give orders to me? Just as if I were
a fellow of no consequence, like vyou
chaps, for instance.”

“0Oh!” said Potter and Greene.

“I'm not standing 1t!” said Coker, in
a tone of finality. “It's up to me to
make that clear. I'm going to hit
Walker, It will really be for his own
good, vou know—it will teach him not
to be sider. All the SBixth are too sidey,
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as you know. They think themselves
tho salt of the earth. It will give the
whole mob of them a bit of & jolt when
I hit Walker in the eye in open quad.”

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned and
looked at one another.

CUoker of the Fifth, evidently, was on
the warpath.

Coker was one of those fellows whoe
are born to trouble as the sparks fiy
upward. If trouble did not come

oker's way of its own accord, Coker
was sure to go about hunting for it.

But on the present occasion Coker
seemed bent on collecting trouble of a
more serious nature than usual.

The chums of the Remove could
svmpathise with his desire to hit James
Walker in the eye or anywhere else.
Walker of the Sixth was a rather over-
Lbearing fellow, nol exactly a bully, buk
very much inclined that way, Remove

BY
FRANK RICHARDS.

harton & Co., and Coker of the Fifth, at Greyfriars,

fellows had felt the weight of his official
ashplant more often than they liked,
Harry Wharton & Co. had had troubla
with him many & time and oft. Coker
of the Fifth was generally to blame
when he found trouble; but on the
present occasion it was possible that
Coker was mixed up in 2 row without
being to blame—barely possible.

Nevertheless. it was obviously up to
Coker's corhrades to restrain hin":rl if Eim}'
could, for lus own good,

Hitting a prefect was an awfully
serions matter,

For a junior it meant a Head's flog-
ging; for a senior, it was quite likely to
mean the "szack.”

Coker seemed regardless of such con-
siderations. His chums naturally, could
not be so regardless. They did not want
to see old Horace * bunked ¥ from Grey-
friars. Coker's study, which Potter and
Greene shared, was a land flowing with
milk and honey, a land of plenty. Coker
had heaps of money, which he spent
lavishly, with a roval generosity. With
Coker bunked, lean times would be in
store for Potter and Greene,

That, perhaps, was the chief consider-
ation; but, basides that, Coker’s chums
really were concerned about him person-
allv. In his own way, he was a good
chap. Certainly, his way required get-
ting used te. Apart from the prospect
of famine conditions in the study, Potter
and Greene really did not want to see
old Coker beooted out of Greyfriars.

_ “Coker, old man,” said Potter, “think

it over! You really can’t punch a

Sixth Form prefect! It isn't done.”
“It's going fo be done™

“Walker will report ¥ou
Head.”

“Let him,"

“Dw, Locke will come down heavy”

{4 Rﬁt-”

“It's the sack, old man,” said Greens,
almost tearfully.

Contemptuous snort from Coker.

“T fancy Dr. Locke will think twice
before sacking me.” he said. “There
are some fellows in every school who
can't be spared—iellows whoze presence
gives a school a leg-up”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmnred Potter.
Greene only stared.

Coker, evidently. regarded him=elf as
one of those indispensable fellows to
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whom he alludec.
he held this belief was a deep mystery,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
murmured to Harrf Wharton, ' Here
comes Walker of the Sixth| Look out
for fireworks.™

The chums of the Remove glanced
round. .

James Walker, of the Sixth Form,
was strolling along under the elms, his
ashplant tucked under his arim, his
glance and manner lofty and important,
as became a prefect of the Greviriars
Rixth, ,

Coker's eve feli upon him.

“Here he is,” said Coker. “Now, if
you chaps don't want to be mixed up
in it, you'd ‘beiter clear, see?™

“ Coker—" pleaded Greene.

“Chuck it!" =aid Coker.

“Tor goodness' sake, Coker-
geeched Potter.

“Diry up, old man .

Coker made a movement to intercept
Walker of the Sixth on the path under
the elms.

Potter and Greene exchanged a hope-
less look.

They had done all they could; they
had exerted all their eloguence;
they had only wasted their sweetness on
the desert air, so to speak. Coker was
bevond contrel.  And Gﬂrtﬁ.ln]}.'rm%t
certainly—Potter and CGreene did not
want to bé “mixed up” in such an
episode as the punching of a Sixth
Form prefect, They did not want to be,
znd they did not mean to be. As Coker
moved off towards James Walker, Potter
and Creene moved off in the opposite
direction, with considerable speed.

Cokoer was loft to his own devices,

Potter and Greene vanished into the
Cloisters. Horace Coker moved on
grimly towards Walker of the Sixth, a
grim frown on his brow, and vengeance
in his glance. Walker glanced at him
with a careless eye as he came along—
little dreaming of the imminent danger
that threatened that eyel

] g—

THE SECONL CHAPTER.
The Remove to the Rescue !
H&HRY WHARTON & CO. looked

¥ hE"

'I-I

on almost breathlessly. ]
They knew Coker of the Fifth
af old; they knew he was every
imaginable kind of an ass, Buot this
setmed very “thick,” even for Coker.
In many ways thers was little love lost
between the Fifth and the Sixth Forms
—the Fifth, being =eniors themselves,
did not feel disposed to bow the head to
the great men of the Sixth as mere
juniors did. And of all the Fifth, Coker
was the one who displayed least respect
for the top Form, and made most loudly
known his disre%rﬂ-rd for the prefects
Indeed, Coker's cheeky attitude towards
the Sixth had led to some talk of &
“orefects’ beating ¥ for Coker—which
really was what he was asking for,
t.limugh he did not seem to be aware
of it,

But hetween ordinary cheek and
punching a prefect there was a great
gulf fixed,

Horace Coker’s cheek might or might
not lead to a beating in the prefects’
room. Punching a prefect was abso-
lutely certzin to lead to a stern inter-
view with the Head—almost certain to
lead to the utterance of the dread words,
“You are expelled !

Yet Coker, regardless, was marching
right on to hiz fate.

“The prize ass!” murmured Bob
Cherry, as Coker passed them, lofty,
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and

Upoen what grounds regardless, disdainful, on his way to in-

tercept Walker of the Sixth. “He can't
really be going to punch Walker"

“ Looks like 1t ! said Frank Nugent.

“The loockfulness 15 terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Eing}::l, with his
dusky grin. “It will be the csteemed
chopper for the estimable and ludicrous
Coker,”

“No doubt about that, if he's dummy
enough to punch a prelect in the gquad,”
said Johmny Bull.  *“Why, the Head
may be locking out of his window at this
very minute.”

“Or hiz Form master, old FProut,”
said Nugent.

“Dr anybody,” _said Harry Wharton.
T Coker doesn't seeim to care! Polter
and Greene really ought to keep a chain
on him, for his own sake™

"“Ha, ha, ha'*

“Come on,” sald Bob Cherry., " Let's
keep on to this, II this 13 the last time
Coker 15 going to do a funny turn at
Greyfriars, we don't want to miss it.
This way tor a front seat.”

And the Famous Five,
followed Coker, :

Five or six other fellows, attracted by
th> sight of Coker's warlike looks,
gathered towards the spot. Billy Bunter
of the Remove rolled up, blinking ex-
citedly through his big spectacles—
Vernon-Smith came 'next, and then Hob-
son of "the Bhell, and Temple of the
Fourth, and: five or six more fellows.
Everybody who was in the offing, in fact,
rolled up to take a front seat, as Bob
Cherry oxpressed it.

Coker did not heed.

He planted himself in the middle of
the path under the elms, directly in
James Walker's wav, and Walker had
ta halt, or to walk into Coker. Colker
was rather a heavy and hefty fellow to
walk into, so James Walker halted.

He stared at Coker in surprise.

When a Sixth Form prefect took his
walks abroad, the Lower Sghool were
expected to keep respectfully out of the
way, and even the Fifth were supposed
to he cimumﬁlfﬂ' Blocking up a pre-
fect's path with an aggressive glare was
not eircumspect or respectful. Walker
saw that Coker was cheeky, as he had
often been before; but certainly he did
not guess that Coker intended. to hit him
in the eye! Such a thought was not
likely to.cross the mind of a Sixth Form

chuckling,

man who had attained the rank of
prefect,

Walker sought to crush Coker with a
glance.

That glance, which would have sent
a fag scudding away, had no perceptible
effect on Coker. He stood planted in
Walker's path like a sturdy British oak,
and Walker could not proceed without
walking round him—and it was, of
course, miles hencath a prefect’s dignity
fo  ecircumnavigate a cheeky Fifth-
Former. So Walker spoke.

“Coker, get out of the way!”

Snort, from Horaece Coker.

“What do you want?¥” demanded the
puzzled Walker. *What are you stop-
ping me for, you asg?”

Coker raised a hand.

“Who are you?" he demanded.

“Eh! Are yon potty ¥ asked Walker,
in wonder. “I'm Walker of the Sixth,
Wandering in vour mind #"

“Who arc vou, to give orders to &
Fifth Form man?” further inquired
Coker. " Let's have this out! Yestor-
day vou told me not to raise my voice in
the corridors.”

"1 remember,” assented Walker.

*This morning you told me that if 1
shoved past o prefect in the guad I
should get into trouble™

“ 5o you will I agreed Walker,

“When I told you to go and eat coke
vou ordered me intp the House. Did
you or did you not?"” asked Coken

{:atcfc:-ri::n =
“ Just s0,” assentdd Walker.

“I didn't go,” said Coker; "“and you
said vou would report me at the next
meeting of the prefects.”

30 I shall.™

“Tor a prefects’ beating ! said Coker.

“That's it.™

Caker breathed hard, s eye gleaming
with the light of battle.

Fifth Form fellows at Grexyfriars could
not be told to “bend over * by the pre-
fects, like Lower bovys. They were
immune from the oflicial ashplant. When
a" Fifth Form man kicked over the
traces, it was the rule to inquire into s
conduct at a general meeting of the pre-
f-:%ctﬂ-a most important and awe-1nspir-
ing function. The prefects had tho
power to sentence him to a prefects’
beating. Buch a punishment was rarely
administered—tha Fifth generally kept
within o certain limit. But there it wis
—any Fifth Form man was liable to a
prefects’ beating, in extreme cases.

The bare thought of it moved Horace
Coker's ire.

_ What he would have done had a heaf-
ing been administered can scarcely be
imagined. The mere thought of it had
stirred him to hit Walker. Coker was
not & fellow to be threatened with
L pUnity.

' Well;” said Coker, after a pause, “T
give.yvou a chance to apologise.”

“ What ¥

“ Mad *” inquired Walker pleasantly.

Coker pushed back his cuffs,

“That does it!” he said. “Put up
:.u:mrluhanda, Walker! I'm going to hit
vou !

James Walker jumped back.

He was not exactly alarmed—though,
as & matter of fact, !]'m was scarcely up
to the hefty Coker's weight, Sixth Foam
man as he was. But a “scrap ¥ in
quadrangle was, of course, 1mpossible
for & man holding sthe position of

prefect.
“You potty ass!” he ejaculated,
“Hands off! Why, I'll—=I'Il—I'll take

you to the Head if you give me any
mora lip |

“ Look out for your eye!” said Coker.

He advanced on Walker with Lis
hands up, his eyes gleaming over them,
There was no doubt about Coker's intern-
tions,

FPlenty of fellows at Greyiriars would
have lhked to punch Walker of tho
Sixth in the eye. Nebody but Coker
thought of doing it. It was a casé of
fools rushing in where angels feared'to
tread.

Walker backed farther away,

Coker followed him up.

“ Lend a hand here,” murmured Harry
Wharton to his chums. “We don’t want
Coker sacked! Collar him !#

“Good egg!"” said Bob Cherry.

Really, it was kind of the Famous
Five. They had had their own rubs with
Coker, who prided himself on having a
gshort way with fags. Buf seeing Coker
thus rushing upon destruction, they re-
solved to save him from himself—
possibly atiracted also by the prospect
of rolling the great Horace over in the

uad.

4 There was a sudden rush of five Re-
movites, as Coker advanced upon the
startled prefect.

It cama only jJust in time. A few
moments more and Coker would hove
been upon his enemy, hitting out right

and loft,
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At the psychological moment five
pairs of hands were laid on Horace
Coker, and he was up-cnded in the
twinkling of an eye.

Bump |

Coker was lying in the guadrangle
before he knew what was happemng.
He smote the earth so suddenly that it
ssemed to him that the solid globo had
risen to meet him.

“OhY gasped Coker.

"8t on, him!” roared Bob Cherry, as
tha Fifth-Former began to struggle
wildly.

*““Ha, ha, ha!” . '

“Here, Bunter, you sit _on him!”
shouted . Johnny Bull. *“TYour weight
will do it." '

“I say, vou fellowg——"

“This way, Bunter.”

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

Billy Bunter was pushed forward, and
he sat down on Coker's chest as the
Fifth-Former sprawled on his back.
There was a gasping howl from Horace
Coker.

“Grooogh !"

“Ha, ha; hat” :

James Walker stood looking on,
breathing - very hard. Some of the
fallows noticed that his face had gone a
little white, and grinned at one another
az they noted it. As a matter of fact,
Walker had had & narrow escape. The
consequences to Coker would have been
awfully serious; but there was no doubt
that Walker would have crumpled up
under Coker's attack, and would have
beon most ignominiously licked. It was
not only his digmty as a prefect that
made James Walker desire 5o keenly to
keep out of a scrap with Coker.

“The—the potty  idiot!"” gasped
Walker. *Why, I-T'Il—"

“Funk!” vowred Coker, struggling
frantically under the juniors. ™ ﬁ:}ttnn

funk "
“Bhut up, old man!" said Bob Cherry.
“We're doing you a good turn, old

1I.IIJ‘J
PIF‘E’H smash you [

2 ¥ou'll be bunked if you whack a
profect, vou ass.”

AT pulverise you!"

“Js that what vou call gratitude for
fellows doing you a good turn, Coker "
asked Wharton.

“T'll spiflicate you !

Coker made a desperate effort. and
almost succecded in hurling off the
Bemovites. But he was squashed down
again, and the grinning Bunter planted
himself a little more firmly on Coker's
chest,

“Cut off, Walker!” chortled Vernon-
8Smith. "o while the geing's good,
vou know.”

{Ha, ha, ha!™

Waelker scowled at the Bounder.

“Take a hundred lines, Vernon-
Smith!" he rapped out.

“Leat me get at him!" roared Coker.
“Let mo get my hands on the cad! I'l

give him bullying the Fifth. Lemme
gerrat lim !
“You're safer where you are, old

seout,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Harroff 1"

James Walker turned away, and,
instead of continuing his stroll under the
elms, walked off rather quickly towards
the School House. A chuckle from the
jumiors followed him. Sixth Form pre-
fect a3 he was, great man as he was,
Walker preferred to be off the scene
when Coker was released by the kind-
hearted juniors who had saved him from
himself,

Walker disappeared into the Houose.

“Let him rip, vou fellows,” zaid Dob
Chorry, chuckling.  “Roll off, Bunter!
You can shift, Coker.™

of an eye. Bump!
the solid globe had risen to meet him.

chest, There was a gasping howl

The juniors laid hands on Horace Coker, and he was up-ended in the twinkling
He smote the earth s0 suddenly that it seemed to him that
** Here, Bunter, you sit on him ! * shouted
Johnny Bull. Billy Bunfer was pushed forward, and he sat down on Coker's

(See Chapler 2.)

from Horace Coker. *“ Grooogh!™

“Fa, ha, ha!”

Horace Coker sat up breathlessly as
the juniors released him. He was dusty
and untidy, and his face was crim:zon,
and he gasped for brsith. And he was
in & {owering rage. He staggered to his
fect, bursting with fury., The celebrated
wrath of Aeﬁil]us was as moonlight unto
sunlight; as water unto wine, compared
with the wrath of Horace (oker at that
moment.

Harry Wharton & Co. drew together,
grinning, cxpncl-m‘f Coker to charge
them like a bull. They were guite pre-
pared to handle him if he did. The
wrath of Coker, terrific as it was. had
abzolutely no effect on the cheery chums
of the Remave,

Coker, for a moment or two, zcomed
about to charge. But it was Walker of
the Sixth that he wanted, not the heroes
of the Remove. He glared round for
Jamos Walker, and spotted him just dis-
appearing into the House.

Coker rushed in pursuit.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Te's
Walker!" wvelled Bob Cherry,

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Coker,” shouted Harry Wharton,
“stop! You ass, stop!”

“Stop him, somebody.”

But Coker was gone. He vanished
through the big doorw.y of the House,
obviously on the trail of Walker and
vengeance. The juniors looked at one
another.

“Woll, he wants it bad, and he's
bound to get it!” said Johnny Bull
philosophically, * Let him rip.”

after

And Harry Wharton & Co. let Coker
“rip "—all the more as there was
nothing else to be done.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Come-down for Coker !

R. PROUT gasped.

The master of the Grey
friars Fifth stared from his
study window into the green.

sunny quadrangle with a fixed stare of
shocked amazoment,

Far in the distance, half-hidden by
the elms and by a gathering crowd of
Lower boys, some sort of a struggle was
going on,

Mr. I'rout did not sce the dJdetails of
the affair, but he was aware that Coker
of the Fifth was mixed up in it.

Coker, of his Form, was one of the
most troublesome pupils on Mr. Prout’s
hands. His attainments in class were in
inverse proportion to his opinion of
himself and his abilities, An obtuse
fellow was trouble enough. An obtuse
fellow who firmly believed himself to be
the brightest man in the Form was too
much trouble. Added to that, Horace
Coker's sense of his own 1mportance
made him forgetful of the respect due
to his Form-master. Talen altogether,
Coker of the Fifth was not the fellow to
make any schoolmaster feel that the
scholastio life was really worth living,

The fact that Coker was mixed up in
a shindy in the guad did not surprise
Mr. Prout. This was the sort of thing

THE MAoKET LiBrarY.—No, 971
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to be expected from Coker. But when
Walker of the Sixth hurriedly departed
from the scene, and walked to the Honse

with aceelerated steps, * Mr, . Prout
divined that Coker d been having
tronhle with the prefect. And when

Coker came speeding acrose the gquad
towards the House, with Haming wrath
in lits erimson face, Mr. Proyt's eyes
fixed on him, from the gtudy window,
startled and shoecked., This was out-
rageons, even for Coker.  Obviously,
le was in pursuit of Walker; he was pui:
:L;uing a Sixth Form prefect with hostile
intentions.

o wonder Mr. Prout gasped.

Cloker hiad often been near the limit,
and now he was on the very edge of it.

“Beandalous ™ ejaculated Mr. Prout.

He whisked vound from his study
window, strode acrosz the room, and
strode out, )

With a heavy, ponderous tread, Mr.
FProut headed for lEh'I:* door of the House.

In the hall he came on Walker of the
Hixth. James Walker was - lounging

there with  an assumption of ease of
- ha really was very con-
@ had shown a
lot of haste in getting out of Coker's
neighbourhood.

e did not know that Coker was rush-
ing in purswit; but he knew it & minute
later.

A burly form and an excited face
a_}:upeamd in the doorway. Horace
oker rushed in,

He glared round and saw Walker;
he did not even see his Form-master in
the excitement of the moment. He
rushed across at Walker,

Walker's heart thumped,

True, Coker would be “sacked * 1f he
blacked Walker's eye. There was little
doubt about that, if any. But a black
¢ye was a black eye. The sacking of
Coker would not eure Walker's eye; it
would have to pass through the usual
zeries of prismatic shades befors it was
well again,  And the unpleasant fact
was that Coker, though -only a Fifth
Form f{ellow, was quite able to black
Walker's eye if he liked. If the dignity
and greatness of the Sixth did not pro-
tect Walker, his hands could not do it:
he was not a_mateh for the hefty, reck-
less Coker. In point of fact, also, he
did' 'net possess Coker’s unlimited pluck.
No doubt he was hefty énough to have
stood up to Coker and given a good
account of himself. Put he felt o sort of
mward ginking at the idea which was
very unpleasant indeed.

alker—thinking cither of his digni-
fied position or clse of the danger to his
eye—backed quickly behind Mr. Prout.

Fortunately, Mr. Prout was ready and
willing to interveno.

He was there, in fact, to intervene,

His ample form was a complete de-

fence for. Walker of .the Sixth. Mr.
Prout was a stout gentleman, and it was
quite o healthy littla exercise to walk
round. him,
_ Caker, rushing on, 1ound Mr. Prout
in his way, Even Coker stopped at that,
He had reached the point of punching a
preiect, but he had not' quite arrived at
the stage of punching a Form master,
Fle halted in time, just before butting
nto My, Prout's extensive form.

“aker '™ boomed Mr. Frout.

“Oh! Yes, =sir? stammered Coker.

Walker—zafée behind Mr. Prout—en-
deavoured to assume an ease of manner.
Tla thid not succeed very well,

‘“Can T believe my eyes, Coker?” de-
manted Mr. Prout.

"Eh? I—I hope so, =ir,” said Coker.

“1s it possible that you were about to
lay hands npon a Sixth Form: prefect ™
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“Walker! Eeop hack!™ =ajd Mr.
Prout. "1 [orbid you to be drawn info
a disgraceful fistical encounter! Re-
member that you are o Sixth Form
prefect 0

“Certainly, sir!” zaid Walker.

On any other occasion Walker of the
Sixth might have wanted to know who
the dickens was Mr., Prout, to give a
Sixth Form man orders. On the present
nccasion: he was prepared to obey any
order of that kind from the Fifth Form
master.

“Coker ! Answer ma!
about to attack Walker?"”

“Y waos going to hit him, sir!” ad-
mitted Coker.

“ Incredible [

“Ha's cheekied me, sie!” said Coker,

“What—what "

“Cheeked me, sie ™

There was & chuckle from some fellows
lookin . Only Coker would have
looked on the remuorks of a Rixth Form
prefect as “‘check.” Coker had his
own way of locking at ihingﬂ.

Mr. Prout raised his hand.

“Coker! It is fortunate for you that
I have stopped yon before you carried
out your reckless intention. Had you
struck Walker T should have taken you
to Dr. Locke at onte, and demanded
your instant expulsion from ihe school.”

“ What?" demanded Coker.

“T warn v¥ou, Coker, that your
obstreperous, reckless conduct cannot be
tolerated at-Greyfriars!"™ said Mr. Prout
sternly. . “I warn you that if you should
ever fo far forget vourself as to sirike
g prefect vou will be expelled from
Greyfriars I ;

My, Prout stepped aside.. _

Walker felt s twinge of uneasiness as
he was left thus unprotected. DBut he
no longer needpd protection.

Even ifnto Coker's solid intelleet o
f’timme:ring of the actual state of affairs
wad penetrated. He realised that Mr.
Prout'was in camest: that he was
somehow mistaken in regarding himself
as one of those indispensable fellows
whom & headmaster would think' twice
ahout “bunking.” It aven flashed inio
hiz mind that his Form master would
be rather pleased than otherwise to be
“shut ¥ of him,

He stood, crimson and wrathful, but
no-longer thinking of administering cor-
poral punishment to a cheeky prefect.

“ Boar that in mind !’ said Mr. Prout.
“You hear me, Céker®

“Oh! Yes, sir!” stuttered Coker.

“You have an excitable temper and a
reckless disposition, Coker,”™ =aid  Mr.
Prout. *“VYou must learn to keep hoth
in control.™

% Really, sir—"

Udilence' ! T am extremely disinchned
to cane a Fifth Form boy.” went on Mr.
Prout. "I have a sense of the digmty
of a senior Form, if yvou have not, Coker.
But it miy come bo that."

Hilec-cane ma ! stuttered Coker.

U trust that I shall not be compelled
to da so I boomed Mr. Prout.

“{h, my hat!™ .

“Tio not utter ridiculous ejaculations,
(Coker. On this occasion I shall not cane
you., I shall endeavour to impress a
rense of discipline upon vour unruly
mini by detention and extra study.”

“(Oh!"” gasped Coker.

“¥ou will bée detained for all the holi-
davs Lthis ln:rmj" sald Mr. Pront.

“Wha-a-ati"” | .

“Every Wednesday and BSaturday,
(oker, Ishall'set voiu a special detention
task, which yén will perform. in the
Fifth Formi room. @3 von are an ox-
tremel¥ bickward boy this will ha for
vour ultimate good.”

Yon wero

—

“Oh!™

“You will now express vour regret lo
Walker of the Sixth for vour unruly and
disrespectiul condict.”

Walker grinned.

Coker of the Fifth was being taken
down now with a vengeance. 'T'wenty
fellows at least were looking on, amon
them Potter and Greene. Coker's pals
weare smiling, Pally as they vere with
Coker, Potter dnd Greene wera un-
doubtedly of opinion that old Horaqd
thought a great deal too much of him-
self, and that it would do him pood to
be taken down a pog or two. My, Prout
was taking him down a good many pegs
at ane fell swoop.

Coker stittered.  Tle could scarcely
believe that his Foim master was in
earnest. For him—Coker—to apologi
was unimaginabile. Il it came to t nB}‘S
it was time for the skies to fall. Apolo-
gise to Walker, instead of hitting him 1
the eye! It was incrediblo!

“Do vou hear me, Coker ™

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Coker,

" Apologise to Walker at anee !

“I—I can't!”

“What?' boomed Mr., Prout.

“1 can't, sir! Impossible !”

“TUpon my word! Coker, follow me
to the Head! Greyiriars shall be re-
lieved -immediately of the presence of
an unruly and disobedient boy, an
oxample of rebellion to the whele school.
Follow me!” thundered Mr. Prout.

He swung away towards Dr. Lecke's
study. Coker stared after him, without
Moving.

“Follow me!” hooted Mr. Prout over
his shoulder,

“ [—I—I—1"11 tell Walker I'm sorry,
sir 1" -stuttered Coker. It was a bitter
pill to swallow, but Coker realised that
there was no help far it, He had, so to
speak, bitten off more than he could
chew ; but he did nat want to be bunked
from Greyfrairs, Very much he did not
want that. R

Mr. Prout revolved again on his axis,
He fixed his stern eyes on Horace Coker.

“Very welll I will give you a last

chance,
Cloker spluttered.
“ Walker ! I—I—I—"

“Bpeak up!” said Walker; with a
speering grin. . “*Get it out.”
#I—I—I—" (‘oker "seemed unalla
to get the words out. “I—I—¥m
sorry I .
“ Very well! T accept your apology,'
said Walker, “Don’t let it occur agam,
that's alll”
And Walker strolled awa
Mr. FProut gave Coker a \
“YVery well!” he said. “Pear in
mind, Coker, what will happen if you
should again be guilty of such reckless
and iniguitous conduct.” ; _
And the Fifth Form master rolléd
away to his study. : .
Coker stood, with a crimson face, sure
ronnded by faces that were grinning.
“Ohh what & fall was there, my
countrymen ! murmured Peter Todd,
of the Remove, and there was a laugh.
Coker turned and tramped away.
Prido had gone before destruction, and
a hanghly epirit before a fall; and
Coker .of the Fifth was only anxigus
wow to hide himself from the public
eya,

fﬁsj frown.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Asks For It [

1 SAY, vou fellows.™
I “How did Bunter know that
. Franky had had & cake. fromw
home?” asked Tob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!'™

Harry Wharten & Co. ona

had
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into No. 1 Study to tea, after the ex-
citing episode of Coker of the Fifth,
and the sudden and dramatic collapse
of Coker's defiance of prefectorial
authority. Serious ws the malter was,
from Coker's point of view, the Famous
Five were smiling over it, evidently
seelng  in it something of a comic
nature that was lost on Coker himself.

Boi: Cherry, Jolmny Bull, and
Hurree Singh, were guests im No. 1
Study, where there was a cake of 1m-
poaing- propoctions. It had arrived for
Frank Nugont that day, and Nugent,
of course, was * whadking it out” with
his friends at tea-time.

Billy Bunter was not one of s
friends: but Bunter had arrived as
the Famous Five started on the cake,
and stood blinking in at the doorway,
through his big spectacles,

“0Oh, rveally, Cherry,” said the Owl
of the Remove, I knew that Franky
wanted me to come and take a whack
in the cake. Didu't you, Franky "

“Not at all.”

“Oh, really, Nugent—"'

“Bhut the door after you, Bunter,”
said Jﬂhtlh}" ]‘Iu]l, with a gri:l,

“He, he, he!" cackled Bunter.

chumming up with the Sixth?" asked
Bob, with a chuckle.

“Exactly. At least. I'm going to tea
with Walker. I've n to tea with
him hbefore, you know. SBixth-Form
fellows ask me to tea!” said Bunter
loftily, " Fellows like vou are never
asked. Walker had me to tea once
when his uncle came, to show off my
ventriloquism.”’

“"Hard cheese on his poor old uncle.”

“It was {o entertain his uncle, [at-
head. You fellows know what a clever
vontrilequist I am. If vou've done
with that knife, Cherry, T'll ent myveelf
another slice of cake”™

“1 haven't done with it."

Y“Never mind, I can break off a
chunk—that's all right. You don't
mind, Franky?"

“It doesn’'t seem to matter whether
I de or nob," said Frank Nugent.
Bunter had already broken off a
“ chunk" about a third the size of
the whole cake.

“Better leave a  little room. if
vou're pgoing to tea with Walker.”
suggested Harry Wharton. “ You might
leave a little of the cake for us, too, il
vou don'é really mind."”

e L

vou sat on him!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ My mistake, of course.™

“Of course,” assented DBunter. “1
consider that I saved Walker from a
licking. DBetween ourselves, he's a bit
of a g.mk?”

“Are you going to tell him that,
when vou go to tea?”

“Ha, ha, hp!™

“Weall, faney Wingate or Gwynuna
letting Coker play the goat like that!"
gald- Bunter. “ Even Loder of the Sixth,

or Carne, wouldn't have stood it
Walker's a bit of & funk.”

“Looks like it,” said Bob. “Wingate
of the Bixth would have handled

Coker fast enough, and made him
sorry for himself. davesay Colker
would have got limself bunked; but
Walker would have gone through it,
if we hadn't chipped in."

“IfF I hadn't stopped Coker, vou
mean,” sald Bunter. “Well, in the
circuinstances, Walker can't refuse to
be decent, can he? Think of what a
fool he would have looked, if Coker
had thrashed him in the quad, before
a lot of follows. More likely he would
have bolted, with Coker after him—and
the chaps would never have let him
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“What are you cackling at now?®”
asked Johnuy Bull.

“Your little joke, old man. He, he,
ho.” Dunter rolled up to the sbudy
table. *1I say, that's a jolly good cake.
Naot like the cakes I get from Dunter
Coutt, of course.™

“Hardly!"” said Bob. “This is a
roal cake.”

“Ha, ha, ha !l

“I'IL help myself — don’t trouble,
Franky,” said Bunter, and he helped
hirnself liberally. * Good-—quite a good
cake, in its way! I like more fruit
in a cake, and e on top; but of course
vour people sren't rich, ere thoy?
Everybody can't cmploy a first-class
cook regardless of expense.  Stull, it's
a pooil cake ™

The juniorzs grinned. They were
accustomed o Willlam George Bunter's
pleasant little manners and customas,
and to his polished style of expressing
hiz thanks for a feed.

“T thought I'd drop in to see vou
fellows,” wentk on Bunter, with his
mouth full,

“"You mean, to zee the cake ' asked
Bob.

“hut I'm really poing to tea with
Walker of the Sixih,” s=aid Bunter,
unheeding,

“Hallo, hallo, halle, are¢ you

LO0.W. 5

“Oh, rcally, Wharton—-"

“"So you're pgoing to  tea with
Walker?™ satd Bob Chorry., * Hadn't
vou Detter make sure vou're not late?
Prefoots don't like to be kopt waiting. ™

“Better hurry up,” agreed Johnny
Bull. " Even a fascinating fellow like
vou. Bunter, isn't asked to tea in tha
Sixth every day, vou know. Better
e early.”

Bunter gobbled ecake.

“I haven't exactly been asked, this
time," he said. ""But in the eircum-
stances, I think T shall go. I zaw
Walker's fag getting some stuff in at
the tuck-shop. He's having somebody
to tea. ™

“And you're going without Deing
asked " oxelaimed Hlarry Wharton,
staring at the Owl of the Remove.

“Wall, after all I've done for Walker,
I think he's bound te make me wel-
m:::r:." said Bunter., “"Don't you think
st

“(ireat pip! What have you done
for Walker?"” asked Wharlon.

“0Oh, really, vou know! Didn't T
stop Coker of the Tifth from hittin
him in the ove.in the quad ! demande
Bunter warmly. “ IMdn't I floor Coker
and sit on lum, and give Walker time
to clear?™

“I fancied we floored him, before

A, Cooper, 74, Murray Street, Shoreditch, London,
r Miss N. Hellon, School House, Vaughan Rd.,
I{ielksham, Wilts, : George W. Woodland, 24, Whitehorse

hear the end of 1t. I saved him from

all that. There's such a thing as
gratitude.” )
“0Oh, my hat!" said Wharton.

The Famous Five stared at DBunter.
That fat and fatuous youth was never
vory bright. But really, even Billy
Bunter ought to have been a little
brighter than this.

alker of the Hixth, certainly, had
not shown up to advantage in the
scene in the quad. A good many
fellows were laughing or shrugging
their shoulder: over it. It was abso-
lutely certain that Walker would not
wanlt to be reminded of the incident;
he would want to forget it, and to
have it forgotten by othors, at ‘the
very ocarliost possible date. Possibly
he was grateful to the Removites for
thoir intervention—possibly, but not
very probably, It was far more pro-
bable that Walker would feel annoyed
with the fellows who had scen him
show something like & white feathor.
The most judicious thing they could
do, for some time to come, was to
keep out of lns way,

DBut such considerations were lost on

Bunter. He felt that he had a claim
on Walker. That was enough for
Bunter.
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Having gobbled uvp lus hoge chunk
of cake, Bunter reached out for some
more, Although he was counting on
tea in a Sixth-Form study, bhe sagely
considered that a bird in the hand was
more valpable than ene in the bush.
But there was o sudden rap, and a
vell, as Boh Cherry caught & set of
fat knuckles with the handle of the
knife,

“Vow-ow! DBeast! ©Ow!”

“(ive it & miss,” taid Bob., " You've
had nearly half Franky's cake—and if
ou want more, you can roll along to
%niknr. Walker may be glad to seec
you—perhaps, ™ ) .

“The perhapsfuliess s terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamszet Ham Bingh.

“If you're going to be meen about
the cake——" sneercd Tunter.

“We are—what's left of it,"”
MNugent.

There was not much left of the cake
now, large as it had been. Billy Bunter
hod had the lion's share, and a little
over.

Bunter eved the remmnant discon-
tentedly. He never lhked to leave a
festive board so lovg 23 a fragment of a
feast remained.

His fat paw stole towards the cake
ggain, and Bob Cherry brandished the
knife. The fat paw was jerked back
very suddenly. Buunter gave Bob Cherry
a wrathful blink. and then gave a fat
little cough. That fat lLittle wheezy
cough was always the preliminary to
some of DBunter's ventriloquism, but the
chums of the Hemove did not notice it
at the moment.

“You're rather mean, Bob!"

Bob spun  round towards Harry
Wharton, whose voice fell wnexpectedly
¢n hia ears with that remark.

“"What #"' he exclaimed,

Wharton stered at hinn

“Mezn, am I exclaimed Bob wr

sald

h-

fully. *“The fat brute’s had half the
cake! Look here, Wharton——"
Wharton did not look there. He

jumpad up, and seized Billy Bunter by
the collar,

‘Bang !

Bunter's head smote the study deor
with“a loud concussion, There was a
wild roar frorm Buanter.

“¥arooogoh !

Bang!

“Whooop! Yarcoop!
joke ! wvelled DBunter,

L.'.%t:‘b you take a joke? Ow-ow-ow!"”

‘Oh!" goasped Bob Cherry, "I was
Dunter, was it? Some of his gldd]y
ventriloguism, by gad! Why, TI'll
I'll—  Hold him a pnnute Gl I can
get at him !

“Yaroooooh!"

Bunter tove fumeed  awnavy  from
Wharton, and made a frantic jump for
the passage, as Boh ruzhed at him.

But Bobh Cherrv's beot reached him,
and accelerated his joueney through ihe
doorway. There was a heavy bump in
the passage.

Billy Bunter landed there in a heap,
and sprawled and roared. It wax often
that such results followed Dunter's
ventriloguial  iricks: o weird gift
carned him more kicks than halfpence,
g0 to speak, in the Greyfriars Remove.
“Ow, ow, aw!” roarcd Bunter, as he
eprawled,

Slam! The door of Study No. 1 clozed
an the Owl of the Remove., He sat upmn
the passage, and was still roaring when
Peter Todd ecame along from the stairs,
1’eter paused to stare at his fat study-
mate,

“What's this game?®” e demanded.
“Bitting on the floor Lo do  voecal
excreisns

Thr MagxeT LiBRARY.—No, 071,

Il was only a
“Legpa! Ow!

“Ow! Wow!
yvelled Bunter,

-Il{::md r)l

"Beast " howled Bunter. " Look here,
Peter, you oughtn't to let them kick a
chap in your own study! 1t's lelting

I've been kicked(”

down the study. I say. Peter, you go in
und lick Beb Cherry! I'll hold wyour
jacket I

Poter surveyed his fat study-mate with
a grin,

“Dear man,” he said, “did Bob
Cherry kick youl™

Wil [:I'ﬁ' ! Yeﬁa L

“Only once !

“Wow! Yes! Ow!™

“That was z mistake,” said Peter
gravely,  “Onee wasn't enough! He
might have taken the trouble to kick
vou twice; but =ome fellows are lazy.
Never nund ; I'll give you the other.”

“Yooop!"” rosred Bunter. .

He sril::i_rmed away Just in fime to
oscape IPeter’s boot, and fled for the
stairs. Peter walked on chanriliﬁ to
Study No. 7; not having the least doubt
in his mind that if Bunter had been
kicked out of Study No. 1 he had ashked
for it. Billy Bunter, in a state of great
indignation, ralled away down the stairs,
and headed for the Sixth Ferm patsage.
He felt a much-injured vouth; but there
was consolation in the prospeet of tca
in the Sixth,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Black Ingratiiude !

AMES WALKER, of the 8Sixth
Form, was not looking in the best
of tempers.

Even Bunter, had he observed
Walker's face just at that moment, would
have rcalised that this was not a time
fo come to lea with Walker.

The prefect had a very uncomfiortable
feeling that he had not shown up well
in the dispute with Horace Coker.

Cevtainly Coker had been made lo
climb down and apologise, but that had
bean through the intervention of Mr,
Prout. Walker's prefectorial authority
had utterly failed; he had been, per-
sonally, disregarded and contermed, in
the sight of all Greyiriars. It was mosl
discomforting for & prefect, whose
authority largely depended upon the
?stﬂimatmn in which he was gencrally
.t L]

He was not satisfied with himself or
thin generally ; and his foelings to-
wards Coker were very bitter indeed.
He consoled himself by the prospect of
making things very rough for Coker.
He waz going to ieach that fatheaded
and obstreperous fellow & sories of severo
lessons, now that Mr. Prout had brought
him to order,

Still, he had an uncomfortable feeling
that he had been made to leck ridicu-
lous, and that he had handled the situa-
tion in a very incfleetual manner. He
was conscious that his heart had failed
him a little at the imminence of s
personal encounter with Cokier, and lie
dreaded that other fellows had seen it
or divined it. Making Coker mit up
would be & consolation, but even that
would not mend the damage done fo
Walker's self-estecm.

Loder and Carne, hiz pals in the
Sixth, had come in to tea. They were
very civil and polite, as behoved fellows
asked to & handsome spread by a friend.
But Walker detected lingering similes an
their faces. and noticed that their cyes
met  occasionally  with  an  ironical
cApression,

Hce knew very well that they were
langhing at him i their sleeves, and he
felt resentlul and lbunulwied,  They

were his guests: but he did not feel
much like a hospitable host. Indeed, he
would have given a deal to knock
their two heads together, guests as they
wera,

That, however, was impracticable, and
Walker could only pretend not to notice
anything, and alfect to have forgotten an
incident which he knew both of them
were thinking about,

Loder and Carne probably expeeted
Walker te make some allusionz te the
Coker affair. As he did not do so, Carne
brought up the subject. "The eynical
philosopher has teld us that there is
always something in our misfortuncs
pleasing to our friends. TUndoubtedly
that was true with friends like Loder
and Carne.

“Checky cad, that Fifth Form man
Coker!”" Carne remarked, slightly closing
one eye at Lodes across the table.

“Regular  liooligan!”  said Loder.
“I'm glad you didn't allow yourself to
be drawn into a scrap with  him,
Walker.”

Walker tricd net to blush, but he felt
the erimson coming into bis checks, in
spite of himself,

“Well, & prefect can't 5@ about scrap-
ping like a fag,” he said. * The Head
would jolly soon be down on him!™

“Right as rain!"” agreed Carne. ™1t
isu't done, of course. But 1t must have
been frightiully hard for you to keep
your temper as you did.”

“I think the fellows all admired
Walker's self-control,” said Loder. *1
thought it splendid [

“It's what the Head wonld expeet of
& man he appoints prefect,” said Carne,
with a nod.  “Really the right thing.
I hope I should be able to do the same
i Walker's place.”

“Same here,” assented Loder. "I
don't feel at all sure, but I hope so. It's
an example to all the prefects of really
discreet conduct in a diffieult situation.”

Walker breathed hard, and poured onut
tea. Between hiz two friends thus
pleasantly lunging at him from either
side, he was not happy. It was at
that agreesble woment that a tap
came at the door, and it opened, dis-

closing the fat faco and large spectacles
of illiam George Bunter of the
Remove.

Walker starcd across at him.

“What do you want, Bunter?" he
snapped.

His mauner was not envouraging, even
Bunter could see that, Dut Bunter
could also sco the handsome spread om
the table, and Iua‘ oxtensive  mouth
watered as he saw it. He grinned his
most ingratiating grin, as he rolled into
the study.

“I—I say, Walker, I--I thought I'd
look in,” said the fat junior.

Walker only stared,

“The fact 15,” went on Bunter, “I've
been disappointed about a postal-order.
There's no tea in wy study.”

" What 1

“After the way I steod by you, yvon
know, I thought vou'd like to see me,”
said Bunter, "I don't mean thal I've
come to tea—"

“Come to tea !” repeated Walker.

“But if you liked te ask me I
wouldn't say no,” said Bunter. * If that
cheeky cad, Cokor, gives you any more
trouble, I'm jolly well ready to chip in
again, Walker! Rely on me.”

Walker gasped.

Cortainly he had been in need of Mr,
Proul’s inlervention, But really il was
rather startling to be offered the protec
tion of a Lower Fourth fag.

“Checky rotter. isn’t he ™ went on
Runter, “Dve hiad a lot of cheek from
Coker mwiyvsell! I jolly well kept him
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A tap came at the study door, and it opened, disclosing the fat face and large spectacies of William George Bunter. Walker

stared across at him,
into the study.

* What do you want, Bunter ? ** he snapped.
* I—1 say, Walker, 1—1I thought I'd look in,** he said.

The Owl grinned his most ingratiating
Walker only stared.

grin as he rolled
{See Chapter B.)

safe whila wou pgot away, didn't I,
Walker "

Loder and Carne grinned.

Walker was far from being willing to
admit that he had *got away ™ while
Ilorace Coker was being held by the
Romovites.

The expression that was growing on
Walker's face would have terrified any
uintor who had seen it clearly., But
iunter was short-sighted, and his big
spectacles did not scem to help him
mudh, Ie rattled on haprpilj'.

“If that bounder goes for you again,
Walker, rely on me. I—I say, shall 1
sit down, Walker ?”

Walker rose to his feet.

“You—you—yvou—" he pgaspad,
“Toder, ehuck that ashplant over here I

Hunter started.

“I—1I szav, Walkap—=""

Walker grasped the ashplant.
pointed to a chair.

“Bend over ! he roared.

“Wha-a-at? I—I say, Walker—"

“Bend over that chair!” roared
Walker.

Bunter blinked at him in alarm and
diamay.

“I—I say——  What's the row, vou
know? I jolly well steod by vou when
{'oker was going to hit you—yon know I
did! Why., you'd have been jolly well
punched if 1 hadn't held E‘ni}mr while
vourl scooted Into the ITouse, 1 sat on
him and kept him down while vou
bunked—— Yaroooch !” yelled Bunter,
as Walker gripped him by the back of
itho collar ﬂmf) bent him foreibly over
the chair.

Whack, whaek, whack !

The ashplant rose and fell wilh terrific
anergy.

Wild yells from Billy Bunter rang
through the study.

Whacek, whack!

Walker was laying it on with great
enorgy.  Suech black ingratitnde for the
services of Bunter had rendered was sur.
prising—to Bunter. It wos still more
painful than surprising.  The Owl of
the ove squirmed and \‘.‘I‘E;fglﬁi. and
roared under the whacking ashplant,

He

“T zay, you fellows, stop him!" he
velled. “ Yaroococh! 'Tain't my fault
vou showed the white feathar,
Yarooop I

Whack, whack '

“Yow-ow-ow | After all I've done for
vou—— Yarcooh! Why don't you go
for Coker instead of me? Yow-ow-ow!
"Tain't my fault you're a funk, hiding
bohind old Prout! Wow-wow-wow !"
Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Whoop! Help! Fire! Murder!
GWWWE?H Ow ™

Walker tossed the ashplant into a
gorner, picked up Bunter il?:}r the collar
and swung him to the door. William
George Bunter went spinning into the
Sixth Form paszage.

Walker zslammed the door after him,
and Bunter's frantic howls died away in
tha pagsage. Walker returned to the
table with a crimson face, breathing
hard.

Loder and Carne winked at one
another, but Walker looked szo furious
that they made no remark, They did
not want & row with Walker to put a
stop to the spread. Tea in Walker's
study went on in a rather thundery
atmosphere, without the presence of
Bunter af the Remove,

Billy Bunter, squirming his painful
way back to the Remove passage, groan-
ing as he woent, had guite given up the
g‘n:ﬂ?! of tea with Jamrz Walker of the

ixth,

‘alker

—_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Let Down !

“PFEAYRANNY
“Yes, old chap.”

“Bheer tyranny !
“Just that! What about
tea I asked Potter.

Coker of the Fifth, ?mhah]r. rogarded
that question as frivolous. At all events,
he did not heed it or answer it,

Ilorace Coker was reclining, not lo
say sprawling, in the study arm-chair in
No. 3 in the Fifth Form passage. It
was davs since the trouble had occurred

with Walker of the Sixth, and those
days had been unhappy ones for the
great Coker.

His hands were shoved deep into his
pockets, his long legs sprawled over the
rui, a deep frown corrugated his brow.
Coker looked like a fellow who was up
against it, as indeed he was,

For days now he had suffered under
the petty persecution of James Walker
of the S:Ext.h. Walker was rather given
to bullving the fags, but never belore
had he troubled the Fifth very much.
Now he seemied to be making it his
mission in life to rap Coker,

Any other fellow in the Fifth would
not have stood it. Coker, least disposced
by nature of all the Fifth to stand it,
found that he had to stand it, owing to
the peculiar ¢1r-:*umﬁtanm:5—brnuqlhi
about by hinself, as his chums carefully
pointed out to lum.

There had been a time when Walker
of the Sixth steered clear of Coker of
tha Fifth, desirous of avoiding trouble
with that hefty wouth. DMatters were
changed now, Coker had forced the
trouble and placed himzelf hopelessly in
the wrong, and Walker was now sure
of the support of Coker's Form master,
backed by the Iead. Coker, with the
shadow of the sack hanging over him,
koew that he dared not hit Walker. Ha
had never realised it clearly before, but
he realised it now. Ile knew that what-
soever Walker did ™ at lum,” he dared
not it Walker, bwecouze Mr. Prouk
would have marched him to the Head to
bo expelled immediately nfterwards,

Coker having thoroughly digested and
assimilated (tuz piece of knowledge,
found himself in a very painful position.
Walker ‘was *laking it out® of him
ruthlessly, being safe now in deoing 50.
Once upon a time Walker had steered
clear of Coker, never knowing what
might happen with so hefty and rock-
less and nnreflecting a fellow. Now he
songht him out te worry him, knowing
that Coker had condemned himself
baforehand, as it were. placing himself
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utterly in the wrong in the eyes of
authority. )

Walher felt secure now from Coker's
heavy fists; indeed, at times it seemed
to Coker that the bully of the Bixth

wanted him to hit out, so that he could
have the satisfaction of =ceing him
sacked,

S0 now, instead of Walker prudently
aveiding Coker, as of old, Coker found
himself trying to avoid Walker, which
was o great gﬁangn, The old order had
changed, giving place to the new.

And that was not all.

Coker wai detained for all the half-
holidays of the term. Buch was Mr.
FProut's sentence, rigidly enforced.

Potter and (reehe agreed, rather
hypocriticallv, that it was hard cheese,
As a matier of fact, Potter and Greene
considered that Coker had pot off rather
lightly with detentions.

When Saturday came round, Coker
had te sit_.in the deseried Form-room,
with enly Livy to keep him company.

Cokor hated Titus Livins with a
deadly hatred. The Carthaginian War
bored and bothered him. Really he did
not want to know anything about those
alarums and excursions in ancient Italy.
But: Mr. Prout bad selected Livy as a
detention task, and Coker seemed
doomed to learn lots and lotz about the
. Carthaginian War before the term
ended.

One detention was more than enough
for Coker, and when Wednesday came
he sat down to his task with a heavy
heart and a glooming brow. Fed up
with Livyv—{ed up to the chin, ms he
pathetically told Potter and Greene
afterwards—Coker - walked out of the
Form-room, taking the risk of breaking
detention. _

Wherenpon Walker of the Sixth ap-
peared from nowhere in particular and
ordered *him back te the Fifth Form-
TOOI.

1t dawned upon Coker that his enemy
was keeping an eve on him, to see that
he did not dodge detention.

Walker ordercd him hack, and he
went. Never had the temptaiion been
s0 strong to hit Walker in the eve, But
the prefect had only to call Mr, Prout.
Coker was hopelessly in the wrong
again. With a heavy heart and a
furious face, Clolker went back to deten-
tion, Walker following him as far as
the Form-reoom door with a sarcastic
and triumphant grin,

The matter did not end there. Coker’s
transgression was duly reported to his
Form-master, and Mr. Prout talked to
Cokor for a quarter of an hour on the
subjeet, and warned him that if such
conduct oceurred again he would be
severely caned, senior as he was.

Now it was Friday, and the next day
another half-holiday was due.  Coker,
sprawling in the study armechair, con-
templated the prospect with dismay and
wrath, and confided his woes to Polter
and Greene. It was, he said, tyranny,
sheer tyranny., As it was teatime,
Poiter and Greene were thinking more
ahout tea than about tyranny, but they
listened as sympathetically as they conld
to Caker. Tea in the study depended
largely upon Coker. When Horace did
not stand the tea. there was genorally
& rather thin time for Potter and
Groeno.

Indecd. Potter had remarked—not in
C'oker's heering—that old Horace, with
wll his faults, had three very attractiva
qualities—IL, 8. and D). These attraetive
quealities kept Coker's chums faithful to
him in his adversity.

“You :ee, a fellow can’t give up his
half Lholidays” said Cokér argumenta-
tively. “It's impossible, whatever old
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know t.]::lg.t.

Prout may think, Suppose & lellow was
in the footer.”

“But you're not in games, old fellow,”
said Gireene,

" That's because Wingate is a silly
owl, and doesn’t know a fellow’s form.
and can't see a good footballer right
under his nose,” said Coker,

“Hom! Yes. Hem!"

"Footer or no footer, o fellow can't
be bunged into a Form-room every half-
holiday. What about my motor-bike 1

“Tt's gﬂttinf o rost,” said Potter.
“Prouty may have saved vou from some
fearful accident by detaining you,
Coker. You know how you ride a
notor-brke I

If this was intended for comfort it
‘ailed.  Horace Coker gave an angry
Anort.

“Don't be a sily ass, George Potter |7

“ Hem 1"

“Ivs  Ayranny — sheer ' iyranny !

rowled Coker, “I'm jolly well not

mg kept in to-morrow afternoon, 1
i I'm jolly well going out’ on
my Ngger "

Potter and Greene exchanged glances.
It -was getting past tea-time, and they
were hungry, DBut it scemed futile’ to
speak to Coker about tea in his present
wmood. They debated in their minds
whether they should cut down to tea in
Hull while there was yet time.

It'as rotten,” went on Coker, full of
his grievances, and blissfully unconscions
of the préblem that was exercising the
minds of Potter and Greene. “0Old
Prout sticks himself in his stady on a
half-haliday, amnd sniokes that beastly
pig-c of his, and he would never notice
whether a fellow ept detention or not.
But that cad Walker haz taken to watch-
ing me like & blinking detéctive. What
are you siaring at the elock for,
Potter

Potter was staring at the clock, calen.
lating that there was just time lelt to

ot down to tea in Hall. Hewever, he
shifted hisgaze from the study clock to
Coker.

“1 shall lnt Walker some day, 1 know
I shall,”, said Cober. “But if I do, will
Prout believe that I was driven to it?
Of course he won't! It mecans the =ack.”

“ Better not hit him,” =aid Greene,
with o nod. * We—we should miss you
if youir were bunked, Coker.™

“Well, T don't sce how wou fellows
could get on without me,™ said Coker.
“I'm thinking of Greyfriars, too. Prout
doesn’t understand my value to the
sehool ; and, according to him, the Head
docsn't understand 1f, cither. Theso
schoolmasters are an ignorant lot !

ar IIt!T'I"I |_!!

“I'll tell you what,” said Potter, as if
struck by a sudden brilliant idea. “Let's
hm;ﬁ” tea, and talk it over, over tea—

Coker gave him a chilly stare.

“Blow tea!” he aonswered.

“C“l !n

“What the thump does tea matter?
Talk about Pontius B“ﬂh} fiddling while
Carthage was burning!” said Coker
smrufuﬁy.

"“{h, my hat!”

“Wasn't it Nero who fiddled while
Rame was burning 7 {’Eﬂpﬂd Greene,

“No, it wasn't! ou don't know
much shout history, Greenc.”

ii’ﬂh ]J-:

“But never mind that, I've no time
to give an ignoramus history  lessons
now,” said Coker moodily. *'The ques-
tion 13, what's going io be done? T've

ut in two hall-holidays at Livy, and

'm fed-up, Look at the weather! It's
going to be ripping!  Sticking in a
Form-room mugging up rotten Latin!
I'm going out on my motor-bike to-
morrow,"”

“Buot you can't, old chap,” said Potter

soothingly.

“I'm going to, and chance it. Prouk
won't even know, He squats in his
study smoking on a hali-holiday, or else
rolls slong to Masters” Room and bores
the other masters with his chinwag. It's
only, that Sixth Form cad Walker
watching me, and I've thought it out, I
want you fellows to stand by me like

pals, on keep Walker busy.™

“"Eh? How:”

“What about serewing him up in his
study "

“Eh? Serew a prefect up in  his
study #*

“¥es, or collar him suddenly and rush
him away to the wood-shed, and lock
him up for the afternoon.”

*(zreat Scott !

“Bomething of the sort—what ¥ said
Coker, looking at his dismayed chums.
“You can take care of Walker for the
nft-er%mn, while I get out on my ngger
— g LE]

“0h, my hat!" said Greene.

“I'm plaving footer fo-morrow,” said
Potter mildly. *The first eleven are
pla:_.'inF Lantliam, and I'm in Wingate's
team.”

“Never mind that.”

“Never mind it 7 gasped Potter.

“No. Wingate can put in another
man, I suppose.”

Potter stared almost dazedly at Coker,

¢ was aware that Horace Coker
regarded his own affairs as being the
only affairs of any real consequence in
the universe. But really this was rather
thick, even for Coker.

“Greene couldn't do it without your
help,” said Coker, It will take the two
of you to handle Walker,”

“"Handle & prefect!™ murmured
Greene: “1 don't think! I don't want
to be sacked, or detained for a term’'s
holidays, thanks !

“That's settled,” said Coker. “I
expect it of you. ﬁnglan{l cxpects every
man to do his duty, you know. Ilay
up—what #*

“Can't be done, old man,” =aid
Potter. “You really asked for it, o

know. Walker couldn't worry you like
thig if you hadn't got old Prout down on
you. Youn must stand it somehow. ™
“I've already mentioned that I'm not
g-m:ﬁ' to stand it
“Hem

“What T say I mean,” said Coker.
“Now, you fellows are my pals, and I

expect you to hack me wp.  Are you
goang to do it '
Potter and Greene oxchanged a

glance. They did not want to quarrel
with Coker, especially as it was now too
late for tea in Hall. But thers was a
limit.

“¥es or not" snorted Coker.

“Can't be done, old man. Be reason-
able,™ ur Potter.

Coker [rowned darkly.

“If you funk it. say so!" he snapped
contemptuonsly. " Are you going to bag
Walkor, and l{eap him safe while I get
out to-morrow, or aro you not "

“"No!” hooted Potter, driven to a
plain reply at last, " We're jolly well
not going to do anything of thoe kind!™

“MNo jolly fear!” said Greene, with
equal emphasis,

Coker started to his feet.

“Then you can jolly well get out of
this study! he reared. “I'm fed-up
with vou! Get out!™

“It's our study, isn't it, as well as
yours ™ bawled Potter,

It was obvious now that there waos
going to be no tea in Coker's study for
{Coker's chums, and Potter was ot th>
end of s patience,

“Is it 7 sneered Coker. “Well, per-
haps it is.  DPuot if you're not backing
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me up, out you Ig::. Dan't 1 keep on
telling vou that I'm fed-up with you?"

L ¥ou silly fathead—"

“What **

“8illy fathead!” bawled Potter. “ You
jolly -well deserve all you've got, if you
want my candid -opinion.”

“And a littlo more," said Greana,

Coker glared at them. This was a
little #00 much! In the hour of adver-
sity hiz own familiar friends were rais.
ing the heel against him! :

Horace Coker did not speak again. He
made a jump for a cricket-stump that
stood In & corner of the study, and
another jump for Potter and Greene.

It was their study. as well as Coker’s,
that was certanin, Nevertheless, Potter
and Greene did not stand up for their
undoubted rights. Coker and the cricket-
stump looked too dangerous. There was
a jam in the doorway as Potter and
Greene backed out together in a great
hurey. There wasz a yell from Potter as
& lunge of the stump caught him on the
wialchehain. Then they were gone.

Potter and Greeng shared a rather
meagre tea with Tomlinson of the Fifth,
[ver that spare meal they discussed
L'oker, and the discussion was marked by
great virulemce, They agreed, and

omlinson agreed, that Coker had got
what he had asked for, that it served
him -right, that he deseryed a great deal
more, and that they hoped he would get

Meanwhile, Coker, .once more en-
weonced in the study armchair, regard-
fess of tea-time, was thinking ount his
yroblemn, His comrades had failed him,
and he was done with them, and he had
to. think out somie other resource: The
matter was serious; from Coker’s point
of view, a crisis had been redached in
the history of Greyiriars.

With a gloomy brow, Coker thought
and thought over his problem, t-r]rm;ﬁtn
find a way out.  Never sirice he had

scraped out of the Shell inks the Fifth -

had C'oker's mighty intellect been given
§0 much hard exercise.

———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bright !

L1 L.L hands repei boarders!"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Nobk Cherry gave the warn-

ing in the Remove passage
after tea. It was called forth by the
sight of Coker of the Filth coming up
the Remove staircase with a frewning
brow. .
" Maturally it was taken for granted
that Coker of the Fifth had come with
hoatile intont. Coker had nothing to do
with the Lower Fourth, excepting that,
havipg & short way with fags, he some.
times camo into collision with those
spirited voung gentlemen. Harry Whar.
ton & Co. had had little to do with
Coker since the occasion when they had
goenerously tried to suve him from him-
self in the affnir with Walker of the
Sixth. Coker, busily eccupied with more
important matlers, had Leen content to
frown ot them from afar. Now he was
frowning close at hand, and IHarry
Wharton & Ca. did not doubt that he
hiad come for treuble.

Trouble was ready for him. TIndeed,
in the Remove passage at Greylriars
iley thrived on trouble,

The Famous Five were chalting by
the passage window after tea, with
Vergon-Simith  aod Peter Todd and
Syt and other fellows,  They were
ta‘]king faoter. but footer wos drepped
at once s Coker appeared.  The merry
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teeth.

hand. Smack !
tended, but his rage carried him away.

*“ 1 order you to stand up and answer me, Coker ! ** said Walker, between his
“ By gad, il you don’t do as you're told, I'll knoek you over that desk !.*
If Coker II heard—which was doubtful—he heedéd not. Walker clanched his
It was a terrific smite, much harder than Walker really in-
It had an unexpected sféct on the victim.
The seated figure rolled over helplessly, as il stunned, (See Chapler 9.)

Removites lined up to receive Coker
with all honours.

Iorace Coker came tramping up the
stairs and tramping across the landing,
looking about him. with a gloomy brow.
What he wanted, jf he wanted anvthing,
he had no time to state, Certainly he
did nmbt want what he immediately re-
veived—which was a cushion. hurled b
Bmithy with' deadly aim, which struc
Coker ,L'st botween wind and water, so

to speak., and curled him up.
Bump |
Coker sat down ‘in  ereat surprise.

For the moment he did not know what
had hit him.

“Collar him "

There was a rush,

Bemovites swarmed round and over
Joker. Hands grasped him on all sides,
and he struggled and roared.

“Roll him down the slairs ! shouted
Souiff.

“Boot him oul '™ yellod Nogent.

“{zive him beanps !

“(ive him the frog's march aldng the
passage " shouted Johnny Bull. *This
way !l

“IHa, ha, ha!"

“Hands off 1" roared Coker. “Yon
silly voung asdsos—varooohi—I'll smnash
the lot of you—yovop—Ilegro—grooogh ™'

“Yank lnm over!"” chortled Smithy.
“Roll him over!™

“ Yow-ow-woogop !

“Hold him while I geb a fives bat
shonted Peler Todd. “‘Let’s give him
'Ei..'l'. !J'l
“IiIa, ha, ha!"

“Ow, ow, o ! Teggo!"” roared Coker
frantically, “1'll pulverise the lot—I'll
epiflicate you! I[—=I=ITI=T'll mop up

1“

the whole passage! Wharrer you up
te? Can't a fellow come up to speak to
you? Yaroocop!"

“ What "

“Oh"

“Hold on a minute!” gasped Whar-
ton. *Let him speak! 1dd you come
up here to speak to us, Coker?”

“Ow! Yes! Groogh!™

“You weren't on the war-path

“Ow! Wow! Np! splutterad Coker.

“Our mistake,” said the captain--of
the Remove blandly.  “We thought that
you were !

“Ow! Groogh!
leggo! Ooooch!”

“Mop him up, all the same!" =said
Tom Brown. “*We don't want Fifth
Form men swanking in our passage!”

“Hear, hear!” i

"The mopinlness is the proper caper,
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No, vou chaps! If old Coker camae
on & visit, let him rip. Your own faunlt,
Coker: wyou're always looking: for
trouble. So how should we know you
didn't ‘want it this time?"

“Tla, ha, ha!l”

Horace ('oker was rcleased.  In a
considerably rumpled and untidy cop-
dition, he picked himself up and stood
gasping for breath and glaring at the
Hemovites. According to hi= statement,
bhe had simply come up to Lhe Removo
passage to speak to somcbody; but he
looked powerfully inclined now to ran
utnok, hitting out right angd left. 1t was
uot the odds that slopped Coker—that
great man never countod odds.  But for

Tar Maioxer Lisraky.—No, 97L

54

You cheeky fag—



12

o —

DON'T FORGET THE FREE GIFT IN THIS WEEK'S " GEM™!

reazons of his own he restrained his joust
wrath, : _—

“You silly little idiots!" he Fasp&i
“ Jumping on & man as soon as he puts
Lis mose ntoe your passage!” .

“You silly big idiot!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully.  *Why the thump
did you put your nose into u-urdpnsmg&?
It's Ei:rf; a feature that apybody could

i want to see.”
Wl?_‘ﬁ-::-kcﬁl: breathed hard.

“I came here to
Wharton.™ )

“(o ahead!” said the captain of the
Remove. "No charge! Do you want
some help with your Latin? I hear
you've been doing a lot of Livy lately.”

*Hu, ha, ha!”

“Don't be a checky little ass! Let's
get into your study; I don't wang to tell
my affairs to a mob of fags!”

Coker’s tactful way of putting it made
the “mob of fags " look extremely dis-
posed to collar him again. But the cap-
tain of the Remove waved them back.
Coker was generally, if not always, on
hostile terms with the Lower Fourth;
but he was well-kngwn to be rather
“under the weather ? ab present, and
Wharton felt that consideration was due
to a man who was down on his luck.
He waved back the Removites, and led
Horace Coker into Study Neo. 1. Bob
anid Nugent, Hurree Singh and Johnny
Bull fﬂlﬁ}wfd them in, and the. door of
that celebrated study was closed on the
rest of the Remove.

The Famons Five wondered what
Coker wanted. Except in the way of
ragging, they had little or nothipg to d?::-
with any Fifth Form man. Wharton's
playful suggestion that he wanted help
with Livy was, of course, only a jest;
aven Coker was not likely to come to
the Lower Fourth for help with the
classics. i .

Coker put his collar and tie straight
and dusted his trousers and got his
second wind, the chums of the Remove
watching him _smilingly. Then the
great man of the Sixth condescended to
explain.

“ You kids—"" he began.

He was immediately interrupted.

75 what?" inguired Bob Cherry.

speak to you,

“You fellows—" amended Coker
hastily.
4]y Remove men, vou mean, no

doubt " asked Nugent.

Goker breathed hard and deep.

“Vou Remove men,” he cmmedeil Wn-
cxpectedly—"vyou Hemove men Know
thEt?c I'm u:ndgr* detention for all the
half-holidays this term. That old prize
ass, Prout, handed it out to me because
I was going to hit a prefect.” i

“We did our best for you!” grinned
Nugent. .

Coker's eves glittered, as he remem-
bered how the Removites had done
their best on that cceasion. But Coker
was exercising unusual  self-restraind
now, and he did not break out. Coker,
indced, seemed to have learned a lot
lately in the way of self-restraint.

“T've got to get out tn-murmw,"_ he
sajd. *I'm going out on my motor-bike.
I arranged long ago for a spin with a
fellow know at Lantham, and, of
course, I'm mnot going to cancel an
on agr_-m&nl:.” i

“Not even f you're nunder detention "

“Ceartainly not.”

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled.
Clearly, Coker was going to butt into
more trouble, as if he hadn’t enough on
hizs hands already. It was his own busi-
ness, however, and they did not quite
soe how it concerned them. Their looks
indieated as muech, and Coker hastened
to make the matter clearer,
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“0Old Prout would never know if a
fellow bolted—it wouldn't even occur to
him that a man would have the nerve.
Lofty old josser, you know. Dut that
cad Walker watches me like a eat. If I
get out of the Forme-room to-morrow
afternoon, he will be on me at once, and
will call Prout if I don't chuck it! I've
asked Potter and Greene to collar
Walker and lock him vp somewhere for
the afternoon——"

“Ye gods ™

“They've refused !’ said Coker.

“Well, I suppose they're not quile

otty,” said Wharton. “If yvou've come

ere to ask us to do it, you can take
the answer as read. We refuse, too.™

“¥Yes, rather!”

“The refusefulness iz terrifie,
esteemed and idiotic Coker.”

“Don't talk rot!" said Coker. “I know
you Remove kids can't handle a prefect.
It isn't that. But T want vou to help
me out in another way. My own pals
have let me down. If's a bit of & come-
down for a Fifth Form man to come to
fags for help; yvou needn’'t remind me of
that. I know it. But what's a man to
do when his pals let him down "

“You put it so tactiully I muarmuared
Bal; and his comrades chuckled., Coker,
really, did not err on the side of tact.

“The tactiulness is terrific.”

“"Well, that's how it i2,” =aid Coker.
“I'vo heard that when youn were de-
tained once, Wharton, you rigged up a
dummy to leave in vour place while you
bunked. That’s the idea, That cad
Walker comes along to the Fifth Form-
room and squints In at the door while
I'm there, to make sure I haven't
cleared. Well, if he sees a chap =it-
ting at my desk, he won't think it's a
dummy—he will think it's all right.
But that isn't all. In case he palls out
or speaks to me, he might get suspicious
if T didn't answer. That'z where B'Lmh:rr
comes in

" Buntori™

“Yes—that fat little beast 15 a veniri-
loguist. I've kicked him lots of times for
playing rotien tricks of that sort. DMy
idea iz for Bunter to sneak into the b
cupboard in the Fifth Form-room, ang
if Walker speaks at the door to answer
in my voico—he can imitate anvbody's
voice, the tricky little scoundrel. Y:r:m
remamber the fuss there was once when
lie locked himself in the Head's study
and imitated the Head's voice. He
could do it on his head.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at Coker.

Coker was not generally supposed to
he a bright fellow, or a fellow overflow-
ing with wdeas. DBut necessity is the
parent of invention. Deep cogitation
had evolved this plan from the Jdepths
of Coker's mmawﬂat slow-going  intel-
lect. It had to be admitled that, under
the spur of necessity, Coker was un-
usnally bhright,

“Well, my hat ! said Harry at last.

“"Coker's woke up. and no mistake,”
said Johnny Bull. “Why, it's & jolly
good wheeza!”

T Maturally—it’s mine,” said Coker,
S0 now you understand. You chaps
have plaved this trick hefore, and I
want vou to rig up a dummy In my
clothesa—I don't  mind admitting that
you're a bit more handy at that kind of
fag game than I am. I've got to pet
off soon after dinner to-morrow—yon can
rig up the dummy and leave it there,

NSWER«
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my

and Bunter can stick in the ,'ﬂig cup-
board. I'll stand you all five shillings
all round for your trouble. Sec?®

“Dear old Coker ! said Bob.

“You can stand Bunter five shillings,
if you like,” zaid Harry Wharton, wath
g laugh. I dare say he will take it—
in fact, I know he will. We don't want
vour silly shillings, fathead!™

“I don’t want you to fag for me for
nothing,” said Coker loftily.
w“’f;nrtﬂ-n pointed to the door of Study
byl S
“Bee that door ™ he asked.

“Eh? Yes, What about it3?

“Get on the other side of it,”

Coker knitted his brows.

“I—I—I mean——" Once more the
necessity of self-restraint was borne
upon Coker of the Fifth., Obviously, he
could not deal with these cheeky fags
now as they deserved. “1 mean, Ji:']l be

glad if you'll oblige me in this, Tl
take it as a favour.”
“That's better,” =aid Harry. "If

your're asking ns to do you a favour,
Coker, we'll do it. 1 suppose it's no
good suggesting that you'd better stick
to your detention and not take the
rigk.”

“No good at all-I'm going out on
my jigger. I'm fed up with detentions,
and I've made up my mind about that.”

“Well, if zou're ecutting detention,
wa'll do our best to save you from get-
ting the chopper afterwards, if it comes
to thal,” said Harry. “ Walker has been
piling it on to you, I know. We shall
want a suit of your clothes—we can
manage the other things ourselves.
Shove the clobber into your locker in
the Form:room, and leave it unlocked.
We'll work the oracle after dinner to-
morrow, ™

“Good! Where's Bunter "

"You'll find him in Study No. T.
E_mataer will play up all right if you tip

im ™
" Eﬁker turned to the door. He turned

ALK,

“Much obliged ! he said.

Then, having thus astonished the
Removites by acknowledging the obliga-
tion, he left the study,

Harry Wharton & Co, locked at one
another with smiling faces.

“Rather a cheek to ask wus™ s=aid
Nugent, “Dut we'll help him if we can.
Poor old Coker iz awfully down on his
luck these days.”

"It will be rather a lark,” said Harry.
“Why can't Walker let him alone, too?
Walker's & good deal of a cad.™

“Well, he showed the white feather
when Coker went for him,” grinned
Boh Cherry. *“He isn't likely to forget
that in & hurry.”

“We'll help him out. and spoof
Walker,” said Johnny Bull, “Why
shouldn't poor old Coker have his after-
noon out? Of course, he asked for all
he's got, but old Prout mu;lghi.: to remem-
ber that Coker isn't really responsible
for his actions.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

And zo it was settled,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker 11!

ALKER of the Sixth glanced at
Coker from the Bixth Form
table, at dinner the next dav,
with a sarcastic grin.

It waz a hall-holiday that day. Satur-
day; and it was the third hall-holiday
that Coker was to spond under deten-

(CCondinucd on page 17.)
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I‘H big football, a8 you know, it is the usual sustom for the

other p'lmera- of the team to dash up to the scorer of a

goal ond shake him by the hand by way of congratula-

tion. Perhaps you didi't know, though, that there aro
sorme bip proflessional clubs which forbid Irﬁs kind of thing
on the feld, The players of West Bromwich Albion, for instance,
never shake hands with the scorer of a goal. Thus it will ba
gcen that even on such a simple matter there is dilference
of opinion. Let us examine it for a minute or two.

" In the first place it is obvious that thd actual scorer of a goal
often deserves much less congratulation on his effort than
does the man who makes the goal scoring possible.  How often
do we see an ingside forward perform a wonderful dribble. tie the
defenders into a knot, as it wero, and then slip the ball to the
centro-forward who has only to kick it o score a goal

&0 far aa the plavers ars concarned,
however, they usually show that t-lm-.r
appreciate the effnrt of the man who
did the real work for the goal. Once
last season I saw Jimuny Dimmock get
a poal for the Spurs. One or two of
hig colleagues wanted to ‘shake handa
with him, but Dimmock himself ran
cver to Thompson, the ouniside-right,
aﬁul shook his hand, for it was really
Thompson who did the good work,
arid  merely left THmmoek an easy
chance to finish off with a goal,

It can also be argued that if players
are going to congratulate tho man who
dops 8 it of good work and scores a

oal, then they ought also to shake the

I:ELmI of & man who does a good bit of
work and prevents & gonl being scored.
The goalkeoper, for instanece, who
mktes 8 fne dive osnd completes a
wonderful save i3 helping his side just
s muech s the man who makes a
wonderful shot and scores a goal. 1-
have often seen & goalkeeper patted on
the back by ono of his pals, but thoro
is thiz difforence between o fine cfort
which ends in o goal snd a fina effore
which prevents a goal—that when a
goal 15 seored the gamo s temporarily
held up, and there is time for con-
pratulation. LUnless the play iz stopped
it would bo absued for fellows to po
dnshing about tho field shaking hands
with cach other while the oppononts
wore petling on with e game,

But we don't want to aes thiz con.
pritulation busingss carried to excess,
I have seen professional players almost
:ﬂ.]r'r'.' a pal back to the contre after he
1:1.-, soored A poal in oo bic came. I
e seen Frown  men kivs o zoal-
FArOITeT (95 Ehn field, Now that Ll*!‘t.a‘l..u'l.]:,"
ougit to be banmed, It doesn’t coma
undler the heading of the things done

by grown ot F.C.; putting

".%:‘:-n-\.ﬂ:'\
D. Rodger (leif) and F. Read, of Chelasn

in & bit of extra training
with tha roller,

GOAL KICKS!

L b, “RIL WL WL W

OTTENHAM HOTSPUR have the biggest banking
account of any club in the country, but perhaps we
shouldn’t be surprised at this secing that they have
Mr. Cox on the board of directors,

In the hope that their luck will turn agnin, Wolis Connty
are this seagon reverting to their old plaving colours of h]m]r.
and white striped shirts, The pet name for the county is
“ Lambs,” but they look more like tigers in this got-up.

One of our officd”boys is always boasting that Le 95 a very
good outside-left. The other office boy says that the proper
pnmtmn of the hoastful one is left outaide, At the moment of
writing they are in a corner of the room giving esch other
straight lefts,

—

What Great Britain did yesterday, oven in football, the
rest of the world is deing to-dav, The
Sparta club has just bought the ser.
vices of a player named Silny fron
the Slavia club, the amount of the
transfer foo hem;r fifty thousand crowns
in Czecho.Slovakian eurrency,

Here s one :.mu can ey on your
friends, Why can’t the Middlesbrough
club get out of debt ¥ This s the reply :
Hecause every day they admit Owen
Williams,

Exchange is no robbery, so there iy
no need to arpue about Halifax Town
having pot Coventiry's goalkeeper, Hest,
and Coventry having got Newton, tho
Halifax poslkeeper.  But surely Halifax
people must be right when ﬂm}' declara
they have got the Best of the bargain,

Tt iz calculated that the mining in-
dustry has provided o greater mwnber
of pomd professional footballers  thon
any other one trade.  We can scarcely
be surprised at thiz, bacauss after all
there isn't 8 great deal of differonce
between getting coals and potting goals.

The struggle to av -:ud relegation from
the First Division looks  likeo IJrE‘hu:l.;g‘,a.r
viery keen again,  All the clubs try to
ovold this fate beeanse they know that
the sentence for foilure is generally
several years' hoard labour in the Second
Division,

Tha Derby County  footbhall  eluls
eprang ont of a eehy ericket toam
because it was  considered necossary
* Lo keep the cricketors together during
the winter months,"”  The fobthall not
only  Kept  them togethee Dot Repé
them warm as well,

Tuk Macxer Lingary.—No, 971,
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HANDY SUPPLEMENT, GHUMS!
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TELL YOUR "' FOOTER™ PALS ABOUT THIS

AR TEACHING FOOTBALLI

By TOMMY CAIRNS

The famous Scotlish International of Glasgow Rangers.

NE of the surest ﬂm__hﬂ_ﬁa which
can be said about modern foot-
ballers, iz that there are not
really enough players of a

anfficiently high standard. Never a
week goes by without this point being
emphasized, for we have managers
dashing here, there and everywhere,
looking for the right sort of men, and
clearly in all too many cases, failing to
find them. I scarcely ever pick up a
newspaper without fipding that half a
dozen or more managers of clubs in
England have spent the week-end in
Beotland, looking for playore. For their
part managers of Sgottish clubs some-
times tnke & trip to England when they
aro iticularly’ desperate, and as
everybody knows, each manager has a
amall army of scouts in the rmm—:.___i.ur_.m
and byways, ever on the lookout for
the right -sort of footballer.

“ T I8 80 BIMPLE.”

As it i3 so obvious that the ready-
made material cannot be picked up
unier overy rse bush, there would
seem to be only one alternative—young
lads munust be secured and tavght the
game, This sounds a very excellent idea
and from the way some people discuss
it you would imagine that all that is
nechazary is to take a few lades, put
them under an efficient coach, and in a
few vears' time you would have a team

An

impgession of Tom ©Calrns, by
Jimmy Beed, of the 'Spurs.

THE Magxer Lisrany.—No, 971,

which would beat the band, But before
going on to discuss some of the ways
in which the young footballer might be
taught, let me point out why the idea
does not work out nearly so well in
practice, as it sounds in theory.

SAME TREATMENT, DIFFERENT
RESULTS.

I am going to lay it down as a
principle, that, in the majority of cases
the footballer who rises to _.wﬂ top of
the tree ig not the footballer who is
made by coaching, buvt who is, what
we call, for lack of a better term, the
born player. _To make my point
clearer, let us imagine that the coach
of this or that team is given half a
dozen lads who at the age of fifteen,
say, show very real promise, 1 will
let the coach take these hali-dozen
lads under his wing, and put them
through football education for three
or four years. At the end of that time,
what shall we find? This—I guarantee
—that one of the lads has left his
companions far behind, and is ready to
go into a first-class side. The others
will have improved to a certain extent,
but it will have become obvious that
they ean never be really great players.
Really, it all boils down to this: vou
can feach a lad a lot of things about
football, but the last yard—the touch
of genius, which raises one lad above
his colleagues—must come out of the
player himsalf.

MANAQERS WHO DECEIVE THEM-
SELVES.

There are doubtless plenty of coaches
and managers who will not agree with
this summary of  the. peosition. These
managers and eoaches, having dis-
covered a young player who develops
into a top-notcher, like to sit back and
pat themselves on the back as very
clever fellows. They point proudly to
the lad who makes his name, and they
tell how they found him in the rongh,
and moulded the finished article. But
_E_.#. many youngsters of promise have
failed to glop into the fnished
article. There is no system of teaching
foothball which has yet been invented—
or will éver bo invented—which wiil
put the touch of geniusz into the player.

THE MYETERY OF DEVELOPMENT.

.u_..m__..:m_rnmﬂaﬂ 4& ?:.:Hiwa.._mp“__,
that nobody can really tell just when a
player will develop. Are there not
scores of cases within memory, of
w_ﬁ....mﬂ who have been allowed to go
remn one club to another, because, in
the opinion of the former club, the

had not it in them to develop. An

then, suddenly, without warning, as it
wero, and certainly withont any
apparent cause, these players have
developed to an amazing extent. When
you can pick out the voungster who is
certain to develop, and when you canm
tell munﬂ.:nu when the limit of develop-
ment will be reached, then the big
problem of finding footballers in
sufficient numbers to meet the demand
will he solved. Personally, T doubt if
that will ever come. Anyway, the
coach who can do it will be worth his
weight in Treasury notes,

WATOHING THE MASTERS.

I am not going to be dogmatic on
this point, but T very ofien feel that
the youngster who has it in him to
develop at football, will receive a great
deal of help from the intelligent watch-
ing of the men who have * got there.”
Directors of certain Scottish clubs have
adopted this idea with marked succoss,
They have found the youngsters, bug
instead of trying to push them along at
a great pace with the aid of the coach,
they have had patience, and given the
lads seats in the stand week after
week to watch the masters of the pame.

TACTIOSE CAN BE TAUGHT.

I am tempted to emphasize this side
of the teaching of the business, because
I am convinced that the intelligent
young watcher will pick up quite a lot
of ideas on what might called
general tactics as distinet from in-
dividual tricks, When we get right
down to it, tactics are the things on
which results turn, and I believe that
& greater measure of success can be

achieved by teaching young players
lessons on tactics, than in the actual
teaching of the individual art. One

of the great dangers of trying to teach

e T e e e e e
WHO'S FOR A DIP7
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that in  =ome wavs  fooiball

haa chauged in vecent years, it

ia equally troe that nothing has
happened to change what might be
1m_ﬂw_mm the deep-rooted habit of the
players. In one direction there has cer-
tainly heen no change—unless it is to
strengthen a habit, I refer to the suc-
cess which, in & general sense, continues
to attend the efforts of the teams play-
ing at home. There are exceptions, of

\H‘:Dﬂﬁ: it iz undoubtedly trus

course, but it iz =till true that home
teams emerge vicforious by a big
majority. On one Saturday last season

every one of the First Division teams
playing on its own ground bagged both
the points at stake, and on ﬂﬂm same
tlay there was a preponderance of wins
by home teams in other sections of the
League,

EFFECT OF THE CROWD.,

This question of why teams win has
been discussed from time fo time, but,
speaking. as a plaver with experience,
E am not go sure that in rogard to it
we have always succeeded in hitting the
nail on the head. 80 I want to diseuss
here one or two little things connected
with home victories which have escaped

Photo ahows Penn, Prouse, Paps and Dye' ot Fulham, enjoying a dip in the briny.

™ e ™ e e e e e e e e e e e e e
young m_ﬁ__.m_.u is the tendency to des-

troy individuality. The young player

with ideas of his own, should be en-

couraged to develop those ideas along

lines which will enable him to tum

them into effective uwse for his side,
LIEE PEAS IN A PODD!

Hare let me pnt in & word to tha
follower of football, It iz about the
way he treats the young player. I am
afraid that the average watchor dopes
not look too kindly qn the youngster
who comes into the team with ideas of
Tu own ; ﬁ_E Mm J_ma_ in no Eﬂﬂmmu
anguage to play the game according
to generally accopted methods. 1 have
known plenty of players of the budding
pemius type completely spoilt after get-
ting into & first-class team because the
supporters of that team have not
allowed the lad to develop along
natural lines, You are bound to have
“samey " football unless you encourage
unorthodox play. Hﬁ:nw_..__.. MAnagers
and coaches who try tp do too much b
coaching, merely turn out a lot o
players who are like peas in a pod—
oxactly all alike,

Y s bl iy

vie

u.,:_..n_:.mn:. The first auswer to the gues
tion of why lhome teams win, as given
Ew. the man in the strect, is that the
players on onc side arve so encouraged
whoen  playing before their own sup
porters that they are inspired to grester
efforts and to eventnal victory, m: lidee
manner the imen playing from  home
miss the inspiration which eomos from
the shouts af the ailookers.

SYMPATHY DOES HELP.

Now I am not going to argne thel
it isn't flice to get a friendly chees
when you do f::s_ﬂ.m:m goodd, and ta gel
sympathetic cries of " Lad Iuck,” il
things happen to go against vou, These
things do help, and it is without doult
true that many a side, plaving before
ita ewn supporters, has been inspired
tn & great offort by the encouragemont
of .the ecrowd and has bronght off &
viclory or saved the game when things
Jooked bad. it HT_HFN_. ihe onlookers
do wirld an influenee, I am quite cer-
tain 1hat woe have not, in this idea, the
complete answer lo the guestion of why
home teams win. T bélieve that we have
io go deeper than that—into what might
be callod the hvman flement,

Contributed by J.

WHY TEAMS WINtHOME

LW, LR -,

HILL,

The clever Burnley and English International cenire-half.

“FORM " LEFT AT HOME.

In the first place, there is no getting
away f[rom the fact that certain in-
dividuals almost invariably play better
when they are at homo than when they
are away. For this state of things there
are several explanations. Some players
just don't seem to be able to put quite
the same heart into it when they are
not _H.HE_.:_W in front of their (riends.
There are half-backs who don't tackle
with the same grim determination away
as at home, and there are forwards
who don't hustle the defenders as much
when they are on foreign soil as when
they are playing on their own parti-
cilar cabbage patch. Don't let it be
imagined that I am suggesting that
there are players who deliberately or
consciously fail to put forward the same
effort away as at home. Thore is mo-
thing deliberafe ahout it. The things
just happen: and it’ would zecem that
some players find it impossible to shake
off the feeling of strangencss when they
are in the other club’s back garden.

OuUT OF SORTS,

HE_ﬁ_ﬂa:En_.q.m_.nmms._uunu?w&
m._un.wwn.___._ would say that the players
ought to get used to travelling about
from one end of the conntry ta an-
other. Bo far az the travelling goes weo
don't feel it very much, but you may
take it from me that .ﬂ._u_mu_n are types
of men who find it physically impossible
to get completely acenstomed to strange
hods, strangs food, and the other
strange things which of necessity come
their way when they are not at home,
lbese  fellows dom't  actually fecl dll
when they spend & Salurday morning
at some strange fown, but they do feel
ot of =orts; not quite up to the top
mark in phy=ical fitnees, and their play
aitffera to a corvesponding degres, The
fulling off may he ever so =slight, but
a falling off there iz and in these days
of n::::_...____ it ounly necds one or twa men
to be a trille below their best  for
defeat 1o come 1o the elubs for which
they play.

UNIFORM GROURNDS WANTED.

Sometimes, it i= said that home teams
win becanse they are wore familiar with
the piteli than  their visitors.  There
i+ o lot in this, especially in view of the
foct that the acinal playing arvca of the
hig grounds differs so mneh in size. It
<irikes o a5 one of 1hoe myatery points
of [ootbhall that after all these years

thire §s no bard anid foet rale as to
the actunl =iz of the pitell on which
fir-icla=s maiches <hall be played.
There is & maximom and a minimom

sige, of counrse, hut hetween the biggest
and the =mallest grounds in the country
there i+ ccvtainly cnongh difference as to
make the game almost a differont one,
The clubs which play on & =mall pitch
seem lost when they come to play on
one of maximnm =ize, and conally these
which are accustomed fto the wide
eronmds feel all erowded together on a
zmall playing arca,

FAMILIARITY MAKES FOR .r..-ﬂ.....—.nn.ir
Then  the soreonndings of the hig
grounds are :o different oo, When I

am playing at Burnley, 1 am not eon-
scious of the situation of the stands, bhut
I do krow that knowledge of my =nr-
roundings helps ne to place ihe hall
more accurately than when cverything
around me is strange, and wheni 1 have
mo familiar “landmarks ™ &z it wern,
Bome grounds have stands nearly all
round them; compact little onclosures
which give you the fecling that no
matter how “nn__u, yon kick the ball it
will go out of play. Other pitches give
| ¥ou such an impression of vastness thes

Jo HIEL.

your feol yon must book it hard {o reach
the wing men,  Familiarity makes fools
ball teams, generally speaking: of thet
[ am convivend,

HUDDERSFIELD'S Bla SECRET.

Perhaps, after all, however, the veal
reason why home tearis win iz bhocausa
home teams have establislhed a yepuia-
tion for winuing. 1 don't suppose any
team ever plays a big Leaguo watel
or eap-tio an 1ita own ground without
ilig _._HW.,..E__. focling confident they will
win, Wheon they are awav, they hope
they will win, but they are not so sare.
Andl confidence begels sneeess, | lodiders.
ficld have won the championship ihroo
times, Their away victories are the
socret of their continund suecess 1
<hould say that these addersfield men,
huving won scveral twes away  from
home, have gob it fixed firmly i thoir
minds that it 19 as easy 1o win-on ihn
other fellows' piteh as their own.  Aud
fecling like that they do win,

we% It -
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() footballer oupht to be called

N Puddefoot. The name. itself is a
handicap, beeauze -it doesn't
suggest & roal footballer. But,
believe me, Syd Poddefoot is a real
foothaller, and you would have to.go a
long way before coming aeross.a fellow
with a ‘more interesting record or a
wider experience than the inside-right
of Blackburn Rovers. He came out as
a centre-forward with West Ham
Unilted. and as a centre-forward his
chief worry was the old off-side rule.
Then he went to Scotland for a spell,
and there he played at outside-right
vary often, doing pood work there, too.
Later he returned to England,
ostenszibly to lead the attack of Black-
burn Raovers., Early last zeason, how-
aver. somebody at Blackburn had an
inspiration,  They put Puddefoot at
inside-right, and before many weeks
had passed this one-time centre-lorward
was playing for England in hiz new

position,

A HAPPY RESULT!

This brief story of Puddeicet's
changes shows that he 15 the real foot-
baller, and I camnot fhink of any

other plaver whe so quickly realized
the possilalities of the ¢hange in the
off side rule. He invented what was
practically & new game for the inside.
right, Af first the supporters of Black-
burn did net [ully appreciate thiz new
gamoe which Puoddefoot was playing.
They thought that he was not helping
the team as much as he might because
he was not scoring goals himself, but
due coursa the colleaguea of Puddefoot
began to understand his new game. and

guceess for the Rovers was the rosult.
HOW IT'S DONE !
Harper, the

Eddie DMackburn

e i . | —

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

MNo. &—Syd Puddefoot, the

Blackburn Rovers and
English international
insida=-right.

Rovers' centre-forward, got a big sack
of goala last .season—43 of them n
-League matches alone, but when I
askaod Harper how he managed to do
so well he immediately paid tribute to
the. tricks performed by hiz colleagus
Puddefoot. “It is easyv to score goals
with o fellow like Syd making the
openings,” said Harper, “He dra.‘n_rﬂ
the defenders away from me by his
tricky dribbling, and then slips the ball
through. All that I have to do in the
first place is to get into the right posi-
tion to receive the pass, and in the
sacond place to shoot straight when the
ball comes to me.”

8. C. PUE‘DEFU{,’IT( Blackburn Rovers).

TYING UP THE DEFENCE.

Puddefoot is a master dribbler. and
a master diddler, It can be said of him
ihat the only way he doesn't go when he
has the ha.ff at his toe is the way his
opponents expect him to It 18 a
part of his game to be glm the wrong
position. Wateh him at work. He 13
right back among the half-backs of his
team, or, at any rate, farther back
than the rest of the forwards. The
minute a ball comes his way, however,
Puddefoot is all activity. He works his
way in and out, having as complete con-
trol as if the ball was stuck to his boots
with seccobine. SBometimes in his
dribbles he will go right over to the
position which is usually occupied Ly
the inside-left. DBut at the right
moment, when he has got the defenders
into such a tangle that they scarceli
know where they are, he will slip ‘the
I::nalll through and Harper will get a
goal.

A QLUTTON FOR WORKI!

But although in a way it can be said
that Puddefool 13 as useful to his team
as a fourth half-back, it can never be
suggested that he does not do his duty
as 8 forward. He is back with the
halves when he is wanted there, and
up with the forwards when it 13 neces-
sary that he should be up.

Apart from his close dribbling, one of
the big scerets of Puddefoot’s success 13
that he fully appreciates the use which
can be made- of the inside of the boot
as distinet from the toe. Ha doesn't so
miutch kick the ball when making a pass
as push it to his man with the inside
of his bool—and it goes along the
ground. Also, he iz a great advocate of
the forward pass—the ball which either
the outside-right or the centre-forward
can take in his stride., “I never ask
my wing man to turn back for the hall
if I can help it,” he said to me the

other day.
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DON'T  suppose many
I readers have been allowed to poke
their nosé into thé dréssing-rotim
_ of a big football elub. This is a
privilege reserved for the few, but it is
uri interesting experience, and here I
am going to tell yon what wyou may
expect to find if you are ever allowed
to take 8 peep behind the scenes.
In a few years I have seen a great
change come over the dressing-rooms of
the big football clubs. In the old days
it was no uncommon thing for the
players {o be so huddled together in a
small room that they had to change
their thin in relays, so to speak;
there wasn’t *oom for them all to be
taking off their things at the same
time. Now, however, the bip clubs
have spacious rooms for their players,

with ecvery ible conveniance. When
I tell you that, attached to the dress-
ing-rooms  of the Aston Villa Club

there is & room in which there is an
Xray apparatus, and another room for
an expert masseur, you will realise
that the player of to-day m well-cared-
far—that he is molly-coddled, in fact;
but I have nothing to do with that
argument here.
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'Seenes!

of my]

Looking into the dresaing-
room of a big club.

By " Paul Pry."

THE TRAINER'S EAGLE EYE!

Right through the weck—except Sun.
days and Mondays, which arc usually
days off—the dressing-rooms and the
gymnasium are busy places. As a rule
the players turn up each morming 2t
ten o'clock, and they very quickly strip
into shorts and a sweater, with running
shoes, if the morning is to be spent in
sprinting, or football boots 1if ball
practice 15 the order of the day.

Each morning the trainer rung the
rule over the players under his control.
Their trainer usually has little room
of his own, and if you poked your nose
into it you might think it was a
chemist’s shop., There are all sorts of
bottles on the shelves, and in a little
cupboard there are rolls and tolls of
bandages. Two or three mornings a
weck the doctor calls in, too. and the
irniner reports a bad brouse or a
sprained ankle, or any other aillment
from which a player may be suffering.
I may add that the trainer has fre-

uently to be most careful in runnin
the rule over his players, for many fel-
lows are o, keen to turn oubt in
a certain match that. they will try
to hide -the fact that they have had

| an injury.

PRELIMINARIES !

On matech days 1t is the usval custam
for the players to be ordered to report
in the Ermsing-mnm at least half an
hour before the game 15 due to start.
And in that hali-hour the trainer has a
busy time. Quickly the players strip,
and cvery one of them has a rub down
before going on to the field. Usuqtlﬁ
the Ewr:EIth man takes a hand wi
this rubbing business, but if any playet
has a muscle which requires special
attention he comes earlicr than the dest
and probably gets a quarter of an
hour's massage from the -traime?.
Bandages and kneecaps are hxed o
their places, and there i3 a speetal
hustle 1f at the last moment the man-
aper thinks it would be advizable for
the fellows to have shorter studs or
strips of rubber on their boots.

AFTER THE “BALL'" 18 OVER.

There is another hustle at half-time,
especially  if the weather canditions
necessitate the players having a change
of clothing.

At the end of the match the various
baths atiached to covery  up-to-date
dressing-room are freely used by the

lavers, There is usually a big bath
ike a miniature swimming-pood, anio
which scveral players can take a plunge
at onge. Then there are warm .aud
cold showor-baths, .a gquick rub-.down,
and the players go off to the train or
their respective homes,
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COKER, THE REBEL!

{Continwed fram poge 12.)
detention, with no company but that of

Titus Livius—dreary company for a
fellow who had no taste for Latin
classics,

_t“"ull-:er was feeling guite bucked.about
1L,
He had not forgotten yet—he had not
been allowed to forget—how he had
taken refuge behind Mr. Prout when
Coker was on the warpath., Coker's
obstreperons  reckleszness had  been
sternly checked; it had been emphatic-
ally borne in wpon his mind that punch-
ing a prefect was a pleasure severely
denied to Fifth Form men,

But Walker was still painfully con-
scious that he had made a very pgor
show in the affair, and conscious that
other fellows were conscious of it. His
dear friends, Loder and Carne, often
made delicate allusions to it.  He had
read, or thought he had read, contempt
in the glance of Wingate, the captain of
the s«chool. Cheeky fags had yelled from

senior had any scheme for bolting from
detention, he was quite certain to find
James Walker like a lion in the path.

After dinner, Coker disappeared {rom
view, Walker did not bother about him
till it was time for his detentipn, which
hegan at two-thirty.

S0 he wgs not aware that Coker was
leoking to his motor-bike, preparing his
famous jigger for a spin, Neither was
he aware that Hobson, of the Shell,
good-naturedly lending a hand to the
fellow  in adversity, had apgreed to get
the motor-bike out of the gates, and to
wait with 1t on the Lantham road for
Coker.

All Coker had to do was to slip out
quietly, leaving the dummy in his place
in the Form-room, join Hobson on the
Lantham road, and take over the jig-
ger, and zug-zug away as free sz a bird,
Hohson had agreed to meet him in the
same place at six p'elock, on his return,
and take charge of the jigger again,
while Coker quietly slipped back into
the Form-room, ready to see Mr. Prout
when his detention ended at six-thirty.

handy at this kind of thing, as Coker
handzsomely acknowledged.

Tha clother were stuffed out with
various things, into o resemblance of
Coker's figure. The result was not grace-
ful, certainly ; but had it been graceful,
it would have been unlike Coker.

An old Rughy footer was the nucleus
of the head; thiz was adorned with a
wig the colour of Coker's hair. Coker's
hair rather resembled an unruly mop,
and so did the wig, so that weas all
righh

A cardboard mask, skilfully tinted,
formed the face for the old footer. If
could not be said that the fdce re-
sembled Coker’'s much. But as the
dummy was to be sitting with its head
bent over Coker's detention task, the
face would be in the shadow.

The juniors worked quickly and well,
In quite a short space of time, Coker
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“Look out, Walker—

behind corners. 4
Coker's coming ! and fled unrecogmsed,
Walker's consolation was to “take it

out " of Coker. No half-holiday engage-
ment was inportant enough to keep
Walker from sceing that Coker sat out
his full period of detention in the Fifth
Forin-room __ every, Wednesday  and
“aturday. Had Wingate offered him a
place in the first eleven that day to
play Lantham, Walker woulid have hesi-
tuted to accept it, as he would have had
to leave Coker unwatched,  DBut Win-
gate «id not think of playing Walker,
anvhow. Loder and Coarne were both in
the eleven, so Walker was deprived of
hig wsnal company for the afiernoon,
That left hio guite free to keep an ey
on Uoker.

Coker, at the Fifth Form lable,
caught Walker's eve, and gave him a
grim look in retarn.

It scemed to Walker, too. that he
caught & mocking gleam in Coker’s oyve,
which made hime all the wmore deler-
mined 1o see that Coker served Lis
sentence that eflernoon. 1 the detained

There was risk in the scheme, that
was certaing the resalt was likely to bo
serions if Mr. P'rout, already deeply
incensed, discovered that Coker had
broken detention, DBuat that risk Coker
was determined to take—only taking all
the precantions he could along with it

While Coker was busy with his jigger
after dinner, and Walker was chatting
on the Sixth-Form green with Loder and
Carne, Harry Wharton & Co. were also
busily engaged,

The chuns of the Remove had thrown
themselves heartily inte the scheme.

It was rather a "lark’ in its way;
moreaver, as Coker was absolutely de-
termined to take the risk, they felt that
il was up to them to save him from the
consequences if they could. He had
deseended from his lofty perch, so to
speak, to ask them a favour., So they
played up ecovdialiv,

There was nobody about the Form-
room passapes after dinper, and it waa
casy for the Famious Five to slip into
the Fifth Form reom anolserved.

There, they disinterred Coker’s suit
of clothes from the locker: the rest of
the required articles they had brought
with them. Az members of the Remove
Dramatic Socicty,

ithey were rather

the second was finished, and the various
parts of him skilfully secured togethor.

All was now ready, and it was a
quarter past two. The dummy was
hidden in the big-walled cupboard, and
the juniora stealthily departed.

At two-thirty, there was & heavy tread
in the Form-room passage, antl Mr,
Prout entered the Form-room, followed
by Coker. It was Mr. Prout’s custom
to plant the detained fellow at his desk
with his task, and then leave him, ro-
turning at half-past six to release Lim
from detention.

Mr. Prout’s plump brow
frown.

“‘I'here 18 your task. Coker!™ he =aid,
“T trust you will make belter progress
this afterncon. You are a backward
boy, Coker.”

Coker did not answer,

Mr. IProut gave him a severe glance,
and went out of the Form-room with his
pondderous tread.

He retired te his study, to hiz pipe
and newspaper, and dismizsed Cokor
from his mind. So far ax Mr. Vrous
was concorned, Coker had notlhig to
fear. It was in Walker's divection that
hiz peril lay.

Tie MacsET JOBRART.— N0, 91l.
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About a minute after Mr. Prout had
gone, the Fifth Form door ppened

ain, and Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry came in. The other members of
the Co. were not needed now, and they
were heeping off the scene—keeping an
eya on &’alker, who wus still on the
Sixth Form green. If Walker started
for the house, Nugent was to whistle
under the Fifth Form windows,
Walker was not, however, likely to give
Coker a look:in vet. Loder aid Carne
had gone cdown to Big Side for footer,
and Walker was deopr i g npvel, in a
deck-chair, on the Bixth Form green.

‘““Hallo, hallo, hallo: Here we are
again!" grinued Hoh, a3z he came in
with the captain of the Remowe.

Coker rose -from- his desk.

“ Bunter coming ?"" he asked.

“Yex. He's Efnwing. your -five bob
in the tuck-ghop now,” sawd Bob. “That
won't last long.' - :

* Right-ho."”

The duilnmy was taken out of the
Form-room cupboard, and Coker
grinned as ho looked at it, It was
placed at the shadiest desk, in a cornor
of the Form.room whére the light did
not fall. =

Coker watched the fwo juniors, as
they arrangéd it, with interest: The
dummy looked remarkably life-like,
sitting at the desk, leaning over the
detention task, with Coker’s books to
right and laft.

A hand, made of a stuffed glove,
chalked white, held a pen, in a really re-
markable, life-like manner—so long ag
the figure was in the shade, and not ob-
served too closely! .

indoubtédly, anyone looking across
the Form-rpoen doorway, would
have been deceived into thinking chat
a fellow was sitting at the desk in that
shady corner, And one of Coker's
brightest neckties—Coker was rather
loud in ties—had heen sclected to in-
dicate at a glance that it was Coker.

“Good!" said Cokor:r "I say, you

kids are really clever ab this sort of

thing."
This was exceadingly gracious of
Coker. Praise from the great Horace

was praise indeed.
Al serene, you szee,” said Harry.
“You can cut as soon as you like.”
“Where's that fat brute Bunter?”
growled Coker, *“I want to sed him on
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the spot before I go. Find him and
gond him in "

" Right-ho."' -

The two juniors left the Fifth Form
room, and Uoker waited impatieutly.
A few mimiltéd later, Billy Bunter
appeared, -

The fat junlér had a shiny and well-
fed look, and there was & smear of jam
on hiz fat face,  Ihifwor was quite
recent, but that had made no difference
to Bunter: Coker's five-shilling “tip ”
had already gone over the counter of
the wechéol shop,  and’ rofreshments,
liguid wnd golid, to the exatt value of
five shillings lad been stowed away
inside Bunter. _ .

“Vou Tdt rotter!"™ growled Coker.
“You've kept mad waiting.”

“0h, really, Coker——’

“Get into the cupboard.”

Coker opened the big door of the
walleupboard. Billy' Bunter Dblinked
mty - it, and grunted.

‘Tha Owl of the Hemove had jpined up
gladly for the scheme. Five shillings
was five shilfifigs; and Buntdr was al-
wayvs glad, too, of & chayce to show off
what a clever ventrilogtist he was.

But the five shillings was gope now;
and Bunter was beginning to reflect that
he would. have -a- rathers dull &fternoon
shut up in the Fifth ‘Form room by
himealf. ]

However, he rolled inta the spacious
euphoard.

“*You know what weu've got to do,"
sald Coker, “If that cad Walker looks
in without speaking, say nothing. .If
ho - calls ont to mie—io that dummy, 1
mMeRn-—yoll  ANSWer ~himy, making him
think it's me speaking. “You can
imitate anybody’s voice”

“You can't teach me anything about
vantriloguism,” said Bunter, disdain-
fully, “Can it."

Coker clenched a heavy hand.

But he unclenched it again. It was
not an apyropriate moment for treatin
William George Bunter as he descoved,

He proceeded to close the door of the
big cuphoard,

“1 say, Coker—"'

“Well 1" rapped out Coker. " I've got
ne time to waste—that cad Walker may
coine along any minute! What is it ?"

“Just & minute, old chap. I've been
disappointed aboul a postal order,” ex-
plained Bunter.

“What *"* breathed Coker.

“1 was expecting a tal-order this
morning,”" said Bunter. blinking at him
from the cupboard. * There's been a
delay i the post, and 1t hasn't come.
Could you lend me five bob, Coker 7"

“I've tipped you five bob, you
fat rotter!

“I'm not alluding to that,” said Bun-
ter, with calm dignity. “I'm asking
you to make me a small loan, as a
friend. I shall, of course, hand vou the

postal-order lmmediately it comes. 1
will be for five shillings."

Coker breathed deep.

“You fat. frand! I'll stand you
another five bob, if you like! Now ﬁimt-

up!”

Five shillings passed into Bunter's
willing palm ; and Coker closed the door
on him. Coker had plenty of money,
and he realised that if he did not repeat
the tip he could not count upon the
eluzive Owl of the Remove. e door
was left a few inches ajar, to allow
Bunter atr and a space to keep walch.
Buntber: sat down on a box in the cup-
board with a fat grin on his face. e
had had one feed. and he had the
prospect of another when his doty was
done, so Bunter folt conbent.

That little mhatter arranged, Coker

proceeded to the Form-room door, and
ghancod cantiously into the passage.

Nobody was about, and he -tiptoed
cauttously out. closing the door behind
bhim. DBy devious ways Coker made his
way out of the House at the back, and
dropped over -2 wall into a lange  Fove
minutes later he had joined- Hobsom -an
the' Lantham road; and taken- over the
motor-bike. And then Coker forgul
detention, and Mr. Prout and Wallker,
and all unpleasant things, as he went
carcering . along at a ‘rockless speed.
carrving terror wherever he went.

Coker was miles away from Greyfriars.
when thers was a step in the Form-room
passage, amd Walker looked into the
I'ifth Form roomnr.

Bunter, hidden in the wall-cupboard,
blinked at him in intercsted silence,

Walker of the 3ixth glanced into the
room, spotted the studious fipure bend:
ing over the desk in the :zhadyv corher,
and grinned Ha shut the door and
walked away without speaking, but still
grinning, Uoker was safe—at least, so
Walker believed, ;

Bunter, in the Form-room cupboard.
grinned, too. James Walker returned
to the deck-chair on the Bixth Form
green and- his novel, and had rcad
spveral chapters beforc. he ihought of
giving Coker another-lack in.

iy ey,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Death of Coker !
BILL? BUNTER vawned.

It was a warm afternoon: and
it Geemed a little stuffy in Bun-

ter's rather close quarfers. In
half an hour William George Bunter was
quite tired of his vigil, and he began io

reflect that he was putting in a lot of
troubloe for a very slight copsideration.
Uoker was getting hiz valuable services
very' cheap, Bunter considered. More-
over, he was growing hungry again, and
there were five shillings in l::’is pocket.

But ¢ven Bunter was not without some
sonse of honour, and he hesitated 1o
leave hiz post. He began te consider
whether he coild take a walk—say, as
far as the tuckshop—and then return
resume his waltch. Burely there woul
e no harm in that!

He was yawning deeply and toyt
with this idea, when the door of tE‘E
Fifth Form reom opened, and Walker of
the Bixth looked in, .

Bunter sat up and took notice at onces.

Walker stared acrosa the Form-roem
tg the bent Ggure ab the desk, in the
shady corner, Bunter watching him
from the narrow space where the cup-
board door stood ajar.

Possibly Walker was surprised to soc
Coker a_EiIi in th:]t -5t|~.=.din:tu& f,l:tittl.::i,
apparently poring deeply over lus task,
No doubt he had expccted to sce him
H'EWI'i"f"' or to hear lum gronsing.

“"Hallo! Getting on with il—whatl”
Walker called acroas the room.

He did not hear the little fat cough
in the cupboard, which was the Grey-

friars venbriloguist's  preliminary to
business, ; ;
“Yog! Don't interrupt me please!”

That voice was Coker's to the very
life. Bunter, who could do nothing else,
could wventriloquise. Coker's voice was
not  musical, but it was distincbive—
according to DPotter, it was somethipg
between a growl and a bark. and more
unmusiczl than either.

Walker, evidently, had not the
slightest suspicion. He was only sue-
priscd at- getting a civil reply.

“ Oh, you don't want to be mterrupted
don't you?' e steersd “Taking to
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swotting like & duck to water, 1

sl ei”

Pﬁe got to get this done, Walker.
I. you interrupt me I shall complain to
Mre. Prout!™ .

Walker bit his lip Coker—if it was
Coker—was quite within his rights there,
and certainly Mr. Prout would not have
approved of the prefect interrupting
Uoker at s detention task.

“Well, lock out!” growled Walker.
“I'm keeping an cye on you! You step
outside this Form-room and see what
will happen!”

And Walker stamped out and slammed
the Form-room door belhind him.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

The watchiul prefect had been com-
pletely fooled, He had not the slightest
doubt that it was Coker who was sitting
there and that Coker had spoken to him.
Undoubtedly Coker's scheme  was o
bright one—so long .as the Greyiriars
ventriloquist remained at his . post and
p!laByEd'up‘

ut Punter was growing wmore and

more dublous about remaining. at his.

5t.

[mlt was not near tea-time yot, bui
Bunter wanted kis tea. The temptation
grew stronger and. stronger.

“ After all, I sha'n't be long!™" the
Owl of the Remove argued mﬁﬁmsulf-
“T can cut down to the tuck-shop, and
get back before that cad Walker comes
spying again. I'll chance it!"

i‘lm’ing decided to chanee it, .Bunter
rolled out of his hiding-place and out of
the Form-room.

He lost no time in getting out of the

School House. As he started for Mrs.
Mimbla's shap in the distant corner he-
hind . the elms, he noted that Walker
of the Bixth was sprawling with his
novel in the deck-chair on the Bixth
Form green.

Walker was sale for a time—at least.
Bunter hoped that he was., As soon as
he was seated on a high stool at Mrs
Mimble's counter Bunter forgot all
about James Walker and everythiong
else, so long as the five shillings lasted.

Somewhere or other, miles and milez
away, Coker was carcering on his motor-
bike, equally ohlivious of Walker.

But James Walker, having come to
the end of hiz novel, yawnod and rose
from his deck-chair, and remembered

£r.

He strolled into the House to give
Copker another logk-in: after that, in-
tending to walk down to Big Side and
se¢ how the match was getting on. But
he meant to sce first that Coker was
still at detention: there was no merey
for Coker. It was guite likely that he
had bolted, in which case Walker would
have the pleasure of reporting him to
Mr. Prout as a hreaker of defention. In
point of fact, Walker would have pre-
ferred to find that Coker had bolted ; in
hiz opinion. & flogging would have done
Coker good.

Hea strolled along to the Fifth Form
room, and threw the deor open.

He frowned as he stared across at
the studious fignre in the shady corner.
Doker—at least, Coker TL—was still figedd
at it. He seemed to be poring over his
task like the veriest swol al Grexfriavs.

“Ehll going i7" sneered Walker.

This time there waz ne reply, The
Grexfriars ventriloguist was no longer
on the seene,

“"Rather & new departure for vou
sticking to your work!” jeered Walker,
entering the Form-room. “ A ﬂﬂl:]Fi} far
gelting round Mr. Préut—what?'

Not the slightest notice was taken of
Walker's words,. He was treated with
utter contompt by the silent figore in the
COTNeT.
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of the Form-room window.
handling of the * body.™

Prout, at Ilast.

gasped Mr.

Mr. Prout’s frowning brow grew black, as he carried the '* body ** into the light
There he placed it on a form, prop
wall. The head hung over one side, and the hair was nearly detached by the
No more evidence was needed to prove that It was
a stuffed suit of clothes that Mr. Prout had pleked up.

“A—a—sas dummy!"
(See Chapter 11.)

against the

“A—a—an effgy 1
stutlersed Walker.

Welker's eyes glittered.

“Have wou boeen ont of the Form-
room, Coker ™

Silence.

* Answer mao !

Not & word or a movement. Caoker I1.
scemed  absolutely unconscious of the

refect’s presence, as indeed he was.

alker's face Aushed with rage. Coker
had been reduced to submission; he had
been “ragged ¥ again and again without
venturing upon any reckless retort.
Walker had Aattered himself that he
would soon have the burly Fifth-Former
in a state to feed out of hiz hand! And
now Coker, apparently, was adopting an
attitude of contemptuous disdain, ignor-
g Walker with utter scorn.

The prefect came over to the desks, his
eyes gleaming at the silent, unregarding
figure. The days were past when
Walker had taken care to aveid close
quarters with Coker. Now the cerfainty
of the “sack ¥ hung over Coker if he
ventured to “punch * the prefeckt; and
Walker would have been so pleased to
see Coker bunked fromy Greviriars that
he consideced it worth wl:iiﬁ taking a
punch for that purpose, if Coker was ass
cnough to hit him.

He came along the desks o Coker I1
with his most unpleasant and bullyving
HAANer.

“Look here, vou cheeky cad,” he said,
“T've spoken to you, amd I expect an
answer—:see?  Stand up!™

That orcder was dizsregarded.

“Heand up!” roared Walker., “1
order you, as a prefect, io stand up!
Jia you hear me, Uoker?”

If Coker 1I. heard—which was doubt-
ful—he heoded not.  He did not even
turn hiz head to glance at Walker: he
made absoluiely mo movement what-
CYOT.

Walker clenched his hand.

“I ardéer you to stand up and answer
me, Ughér,” ho said, between his teeth.
* By gad, if you don’t do as you're told,
I'll knock you over that desk!™

The total and contemptuous disregard
with which that threat was treated was
too miuch for Walker. With all the
force of his arm he smacked the bent
head over the desk,

Smack !

It was a torrific 5mit¢, much harder
than Walker really intended, but his
rage carricd him away.

t had an unexpected cffect on the
vietim,  The seated fHigurve rolled over
helplessly, as if stonned, and rolled
heavily under the desk.

Walker jumped back and put up his
hands, e lully expected Coker to
stquirm up from under the desk and
come at him with clenched fists, Dut
hiy alarm was groundless,

The figwre stretched under the desks
made no mevement. It lay where it
hadd fallen, deep in shadow, motionless,
rigid. Walker, his alarm over, peeved
down at it

“Coker, yon silly rotter, stop that
L]

shamming and get up!

No reply ; ne movement, A feeling of
vague uneasincss came over Jamoes
Walker. Coker really was not tho
fellow to “sham "'; but why was he lying
s0 still and lifeless there? What—what
did it mean?  Walker felt & queer
throb at his heart. What was tho
maiter with the fellow? He had not hit
him very harvd—at least, he had neot
imtended to hit him very hard. Coker
was doing this to frighten him,

“Coker, get up! Do you hear? I—
'l help you! 1 never meant to hnort
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you, Get uwp! For goodness' sake, get
up !

Walker's voice was scared now. The
stillness and rigidity of the huddled
figure under the desks " had something
terrifying for him. He approached to
bend over the fallen figure, and backed
away again in sheer funk. Then he
made an effort, and reached down past
the form and put his hand on the breast
of the huddled figure, to fael if the heart
was still beating.

He drew his hand eaway quickly.
]igglere was not the slightest puolsation of
‘l EI‘

“(rood heavens!” breathed Walker,

He staggered against the wall, white
a3 a sheet, scarcely breathing. He
knew now that there was no life in that
still, huddled figure. -And as he tried.
with reeling brain, to think out the con-
sequences of this awful happening, the

fat figure of Billy Bunter rolled in at
the Form-room door,

—————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Awtul [

ILLY BUNTER. gave ajump at the
sight of Walker leaming against
the wall in the shady corner of
the Formi-room, closo to Coker's

desk, Coker II. had disappeared from
view. Bunter did not see the still figure
sprawling, huddled, under the desks.
The Greyfriars ventriloquist realised
that he, had stayed a little too long in
the tuckshop, and returned to his post a
little too late for business.
“(h, erikey ! ejaculated Bunfer.

Walker stared across at him with a
E'}l.ﬁﬂ face. He did not tfouble to ask
himself how it was that & Remove
unior liad happened into the Fifth
‘orm-room. He zaw in Bunter a witness
of what he had done. His heart almost
died within him. But for that he might
have sneaked quietly away, and no one
m:nld irlﬁ?e knm;n hl:mt. he had been

ere, wy might have supposed that
Coker had fallen into a fit, or some-
thing. 8o far, remorse was not hurting
Walker. He was so terrified at the

ible consequences of his action that
e had no leisure to think about any-
thing or anybady but himself.

" Bunter !" he gasped.

Billy Bunter, under the impression
that all was discovered, was backing
towards the doorway., Whalker signed to
him almost frantically to stop.

“Bunter, come hera!”

Bunter backed further off, in alarm.
He did not understand the awiul look
on' Walker's face, but it scarcd him.

“Bunter, old chap! I say, don’t run
away, and—and tel au}'hmify] It was
an accident. I—I never meant to hurt
him,” babbled Walker, hardly knowing
what he was sayving in his terror.
“Reep it dark, for—for the present, at
least! Deon't be afraid. I'm not going
to. touch you! For goodness’ sake,
DBunter, not & word outside thiz room,
till—till I've had time to think!"

Bunter blinked at him in utter bewil-
derment,

Unless Jamoes Walker of the Sixth
had suddenly gone insane, Bunter was
at a loss to account for his words.

But he stopped. It was clear, at

least, that he had nothing to fear from
Walker. The bully of the Sixth was
actually pleading to him. He was be-

seeching Dunter !

“TIt was an accident, a sheer accoi-
dent,” groaned Walker. *“*He—he must
have hnd-heart-disease, or something, to
go off suddenly like that! I hardly
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‘thoa desk.

tonched him—just a slight smack—a
mere slap!”

Bunter's eyoes opened wider behind his
big spectacles. tﬁ:: discerned, now, the
huddled figure undef the desks, and rea-
lised that Walker, taking it for Horace
Coker, had hit it and knocked it over. It
dawned upon his fat mind that Walker
still believed it to be Coker.

‘He grinned. He could not help grin.
TILOg.

BEI:.lt to Walker, at that fearful

moment, his grin seemed horrible.
. “Do  wou understand? asped
Walker. *“Mind, keep 1t dark, till—till
I've thought it out. Of course, you un-
derstand that it was an accident.”

“¥You hit him " said Bunter.

" Just & touch—a mere pack—nothing
sf all! But—but he fell, and—and per-
haps he struck his head on the leg of
Oh dear!” Walker covered
his face with his hands. “What am I
going to do? Oh, what can I do? This
means ruin to me "

Bunter suppressed a fat chuckle.
Walker, no doubt, had forgotten what
hiad happened in his study on the ocea-
sion when Bunter had come to tea with
him. Bunter had not forgotten. The
Owl of the Remove raised a fat fore-
finger and pointed it at Walker.

“You hit Coker, and he fell down
tlead ! he exelaimed,

Walker shuddered.

“Don't—den't! He—he fell down,
that's all! I scarcely touched him.™

“Tell that to the Marines!” said
Bunter scornfully, *“Why, I heard the
whack as I came up the passage! That's
why I came in."”

An attachment to veracity had never
been one of Bunter's weaknesses,

“I—I—well, a—a fellow had to defend
himself,” stammered Walker. “You—
yvou know Coker—reckless; ruffian, He
eprang at me!”

“Bprang at you?" gasped Bunter,

“Like a tiger[”

“Oh crikey "

“What could I do?" gmi}ed Walkar.
“He sprang at me savagely, and I—I
hatl to defend myself, T_1 marel

ushed him off.,” IHe panted., *Loo
wre, Bunter, you bear me out in this,
and—and I'll make it worth your while.”

“Wha-a-t "

“You—you saw him spring at me,”
panted Walker. “Seo? I'ﬁ be your
friend for life, if you'll stand by me
this time, Bunter, old chap. A—a pre-
feet can do a lot of things for a jumor,
Bear me out in this, like a good fellow.
You know exactly what happencd; I've

told you! He sprang at me like—like &
savago tiger, and—and— You under-
stand ?"

Whether DBunter would have sue-
cumhbed to bribery ‘and corruption had
Horace Coker really lain lifeless under
the desks, may be doubtful, In the
circumstances, he was not likely to
sucoumb.  He was not likely to bear
witness that a stuffed dummy had
sprupg at Walker like a tiger, Obviously
it was only a matter of time—a short
time—before the facts came to light,
for it was getting towards six o'clock,
and the genuine Coker was due in the
Form-room at six.

Bunter's fat forefinger rose again
accusingly.

“Do you think I'm poing to tell lies
for you?" he exclaimed, with deep
scorn. “Yah !

“Bunter, I—I tell you—"

“I'm
exclaime nter. “I'm
going to tell all Greyiriars
confessed that vou've——"

"S[‘ﬂp fra ]

“You're killed him, haven't youi"

olly  well
at you've

%-::irg to tell all the [ellows!™,
i

said Bunter, ””‘Well, you'll be hanged,
O 1 ;
“And a jolly good riddance for Grey-
friars, too. Giving a chap six when he
comes to tea with you n a friendly

way! Yah!" _
4 'ﬁhe Owl of the Remove backed to the
Qor.

“Bunter I gaspod Walker.

Bunter did not heed. He backed off,
Walker made a desperate rush after
him, to stop him while there was yet
time. Somehow or other Bunter's
tﬂn?'uﬂ had to be silenced before he
could spread the news—silenced wuntil
Walker had had time to think out the
awlul situation, at least.,

“Stop !” panted Walker,
frantically in pursuit,

Bunter ﬂumpud out of the Fifth Form-
room with the activity of a kangaroo.
He sped down the passage as fast as
his fat logs could carry him, and Walker
rushed after him,

1 say, yoa fellows,” velled Bunter, ea
he arrived breathless at the door aof the
School House end found the chume of
the Remove chatting there—*1 sav,
Walker's after me——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !

“He's killed Coker !"

“What "

“EKnocked him over in the Form-
room !” gasped Bunter. “He thinks—
I mean, he owns up he's killed him!
He wants me to keep it dark!”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
nt Bunter. The next moment James
Walker was on the scene, gasping in
haste. Billy Bunter promptly dodged
bohind the captain of the Remove.

rushing

“Heep off I he reared. “I say, you
fellows, keep him off ! He's killed
II';I!-:-ii:m;i and he wants to kill me!

B .:'.l

“Lareat pip "

“What the thump—-="

Walker of the Sixth stopped, with a
haggard brow. It was all up now—all
up with a vengeance. There was only
one resowrce left to Walker—to hurry
to Mr. Prout and toll hiz story first—to
make the best show he could before the
terrible story was teld from other
sourcez, Walker, without a word, turned
away and hurried to Mr. Prout's study.

Ilob Cherry caught the Owl of the
Romove by & fat shoulder.

“You fat duffer! What's happened-—

whalt_l?” o .
“He, he, el pgas Bunter,
“Nralkoo—he, he. belobe lnnoed
Coker over—he, he, ha!—he thinks he's
dead—he, he he!—the dummy, you
know—he, ho, he! He's frightened out
of his silly wits! He, he, ha!"

“Great Christopher Columbus '

“He wanted me to keep it dark.!?
gasped Bunter, "Told me that Ceker
sprang at him like a tiger—hke—he, he,
he !'—a tiger ! That dummy in the Form-
room, you know—he, he, he l—sprang at

him like & tiger !
F_"Hﬂ. ha, ha'" roared the Famoua
Ve,

“What's the jolly old joke®” asked
Peter Todd, coming along.

Billy Bunter explained again, with
tears of merriment rolling down his fat
cheeks, Peter roared.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“{dh, this 1s too jolly rich!" gasped
Bob Cherry.

“The richfulness is terrific ! chortled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton glanced at his watch

“Jolly near time Coker waz 1in
Hobson's gone to take his bike off him.
I szav, this will bowl Ceker out !

“He, he, he! SBprang at him like a
tiger '—that stuffed dummy! He, he,
he !" gurgled Bunter.
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When Vernon-Smith, com-
monly known as the Boun-
der, kicks over the traces he
goes the whole hog, and
practically asks for the sack.
But Redwing, his chum, is
determined to save the
Bounder from his folly,
although to do so Redwing
runs the grave risk of ex-
pulsion himself. Mindyou
read this grand yarn, boys,
in next week's
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TO SAVE HIS CHUM!

“CHUMS—THROUGH THICK AND THIN!”

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Ha, ha, ha " i

And the Remove fellows roared agamn,
what time James Walker, with a white
and woeful face, was telling his starthng
story to the master of the Fifth.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not a Falality !
R, PROUT gave a start and a
M snort.
In the plensant warmth of

the study he had fallen asleep

in his chair. His newspaper lay on his
plump knees, hiz mouth was a littlo
open and his eves closed, and a gentle
snore echoed through the study.,

From that plessant doze the Fifth
Form wmaster was suddenly aroused,
His study door flew open, and Walker
of the Sixth hurried 1n.

“Nr., Prout!” :
- The Fifth Feorm master bhlinked
sleepily and angrily at Walker through
hiz pince-ncz,  He did not hike being
awakened suddenly—in fact, he did not
like being awakened at all. And he was
an elderly gentleman whoe did not
approve of hurry and fluster and excite-
ment, And Jumes Walker was wildly
fustered and excited and m a great

hurry. .

“wWhat s it, Walker 7" exelaimed
Mr. Prout., “Why do you disturh me
like this? What——"

“Coker, sir—"

“ Bless my soull” Mr., Prout sal up-
right in his chair. “Is that troublesome
boy giving more trouble? Ilas he
broken detention again?"

“[le—he—" Walker stammered.
e had net, as Mr. Prout supposcd,
aonte there to complain of Coker, The
matter was more serious than that. s

“Fuen so, vou nend not have dis
turbed me so suddenly, Walker,” said

Mr. Prout crossly. “ However, now you
are here, tell me what it is. Has Coker
left the Form-room without permis-
sion 7
+ ¥ No, sir. He—he's still theve”

::'Ii'htin W]}Jﬂt is the matter "

“Upon my word, Walker!"” M.
Prout, realising that the natter was
something out of the commeon, adjusted
his spectacles, rose to his feet, and
blinked at the prefect. “Has something
happened to Coker!? Yhatever do you
mean 1"

“ He—he—he's dead, sir!” babbled
Walker.

dE Eh -?;:-

“T hardly touched him——"

“What? ;

“He altacked me, siv—savagely.”

gasped Walker. * He struck mo several
tunes—terrible blows ! I simply defended
myzelf + J—]—"

r. Prout stared at him dazedly.

“Are you in vour right senses,
Walker? What do you mnean? How
dare yvou tell me this absurd story

“Tt's true, sir!” groaned Walker.
“ Goodness knows I never meant to hurt
him ! I—T leoked into the Form-room,
gir, to sce whether he was still there—
vou remember, sir, he broke detention
once., and I saw him and told you—"

“Yes, yes; but—"

“Hle was there, sir, working at a
corner desk, and I spoke te him—a
civil word or tweo, sir—and—and !m
answered meo with fieree a.'b'llsﬂ. s
calling me all sorts of names, sir!”

Walker hardly realised that he was
Iving, so strongly did he feel that he
had to make out the best case possible
for himzelf. A dead body in the Form-
room was a thing not casily explained
away, and James Walker folt justified
in using up all his inventive faculties in
cxplaining it.

Mr Prout gazed at him dazedly. The
plump gentleman’s brain worked a little
slowly, and he had hardly grasped, as
vet, the awlul fact that Eﬂil"r wag dead,

“He abused me frightfully, sie, and
—and spoke dizrespectiully of you, sie!"
pasped Walker. *He called you an old
fool, sir!"™ Walker folt that thiz was a
convincing touch, and he saw hiz success
in the nnf;ry fiush that mounted to Mr.
Prout's plump countenance,

“Bless my soul!
Walker ™

“Quite, sir! o called you other dis-
respectful manies; fairly made my Besh
creep, sir, to hear him, 1 crossed the
room to speak to him, to wrge him te
speak more respectfully of his Form
waster, sir. I was sure that that was
what you would approve of—"

“Quite so, Walker."

“Tle immediately jumped up frem the
desk, sir, and sprang at me like—like a
tiger ¥

“Upon my word !"

“He struck me several times, sir,
before I conld push him off. I gave him
quite a gentle push; but he fell over the
form and—and fell under the desk, 1
think he must have struck his head on
the iron.* [e—he—he did not move
again, sir."

“ Walker "

“1e's awful, sir!” groaned Walker,
#“IJ—I'm sure you'll bear me out, sir,
that I was not to blame, knowing
{Coker's violent nature yourself, sir.”

Mr. Prout gasped._ )

Do you mean to {ell me, Walker, that
a boy of my Form is seriously injured?”
ho stutterefl.

“Worse than that, mr. I-—T felt his
heart, and—and—and—"  Walker's
voire trailed off,

“ And what ¥ stuttered Mr. Prout,

“1t wasn't beating, ir"” ;
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*{xood heavens!™ )

BIr. Prout stared at Walker as if mbs-
merised.  Even vet it was difficult to
vealise what the fellow was telling him.
Coker—Horace Coker—a Fifth Form
follow—lying in the Form-room lifeless—
rehlly it seemed too terrible to he true.

“ Impossible !"" stuttered Mr. Prout at

last. ““Impossible, Walker! He may
have fainted—" fe
“] wish it were only that, sir!"”

groaned Walker. “But you'll bear me
ont with the Head, sir, that I was not
{o blame—=""

“ A—3z fit, or seizure, perhaps—

“Iis—his heart didn't beat, sir!
You'll stand by me in this, sir, at the—
the ingquest—==" ;

Mr. Prout jumped as if elecirified.

“Inguest 1™ he stammered. :

“There's bound to be an inquest, sir,”
said Walker, with a groan. *Of course,
it will come out that he had & weak
heart, or something. T scarcely towched
him.  His own rage® brought it on, I
think, sir, really; he was foarming with
rage as he sprang at me—"

“It 13 impossible!  Nonsense—non-
sense ! hooted Mr. Prout. "1 shall not
believe that so terrible a thing has hap-
pened, except from the evidence of my
own cves. 1 will go at once—"

Mr. Prout did not finish; he brushed
past Walker and hurried out of his
skudy, in a state of great alarm and
perturbation.

“Follow me, Walker!” he rapped out
over his shoulder.

The unhappy bully of the SBixth fol-
lowed him.. Mr. Prout whisked away
rapidly towards the Fifth Form-room,
Walker almost limping after him.

“Halla, hallo, hallo!" Bob' Cherry
peered round a corner of the Form-room
passage and whispered to his comrades.
“There thoy go—to gather up the giddy
slain! Come on!"

Five griniing juniors trod lightly on
tho track of Mr. Prout and Walker of
ithe Bixth. After them came several
ingre—Peter Todd and Bunter and Ver-
non-Smith and S8quiff and Temple of the
Fourth, The story of the “tragedy " in
the Fifth Form-room was already spread-
ing among the juniors.

Fortunately, Mr. Prout did not think
of looking back. Hnd he done zo0, he
would doubtless have been surprised to
ree-a mab of grinning juniors on his
trail, especially in such tragic circum-
stances,

He tramped
roomt with his heavy tread.
limped in after him.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed as far
as the doorway. They could not ventura
into the Form-room in the august pre-
scnece of Mr. Prout.

The Form master blinked round the
oo,

“Where 15 he, Walker?™ he rapped
out. *'I do not see Coker! He does not
seém to be here”

"In—in the corner, sir,” guavered
Walker. * He—he fell under the desks,
sir, I—1I haven't moved the—the body,
BIT.

“The body! breathed Bob Cherry
outside the door; and the juniors found
it exceedingly difficult to suppress their
chuckles,

Mr. Prout gave an angry snort, A
fainting fit scemed much more probable
to him, and he was not going te believe
in & “body " till he saw one. Bul he
gave a violent start at the sight of the
still form stretched under the desks in
the dusky corner, dim in the shadow.
There was something exceedingly life-
less about that still figure.
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“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Prout

faintly.

Walker remained at a little distance,
shivering. He had a natural disinclina-
tion to approach the body.

“{'oker!" exclaimed Mr. Prout, peer.
ing under the dosky desks through his
glasses, “Coker! My poor boy! Are
vou seriously hurt?  Answer me, Coker,
if vou are able to speak !

There was no answer. Evidently the
still form uoder the desks was quite un-
uble to speak.

“This is—is teprible!” gasped Mr.
Prout. “Walker, come here and help
ine—raise him uwp. Give him air—"

Walker shuddered.

#1—I daren’t touch it, sir—"

“ Nonsense!" boomed Mr. Prout.
“Obey me at once! Are vou a coward,
sir? Assist me immediately, Walker."

Thus adjured, James Walker limped

to the spot. . Mr. Prout steoped and
grasped the still form by the shoulders.
Walker shuddered and backed away

again; amd Mr. Prout lifted the body—
the head sapging forward on the chest
as he did so in a very lifeless manner.

Mr. Prout exerted all his strength o
lifit Coker’s heavy body, and almost tot-
tered over as he found it unexpectedly
light, Coker of the Fifth was a heavy-
weight; Coker I was not mnearly so
heavy as he looked.

“Oh! Bless my soul! What-—""

It was at that moment thaf suspicion
flashed into Mr. Prout’s mind.  The
body in his arms was undoubtedly life-
loss—Walker was cight so far. %ut it
felt more like & sack of clothes than the
human form divine. Black ‘and blacker
grew Mr. Prout's frowning Lrow as he
carried the *body ¥ into the light of the
Form-room window,

There he placed it on a form, propped
against the wall. The head hung over
on one side, and the hair—nearly dt‘;
tached by the handling of the *body,’
hung dewn from the iead by & m:{iﬁa
wire, No more evidence was needed
that it was a atuﬂ’id suit of clothes that
Mr. Prout had picked up. .

Mr. ‘Prout stovd gazing at it blankly.
Walker gazed at it, teo,’ with dumb-
founded. amazement. In the clear light
from the window he could sec that it
was a dummy—especially as the hair
now was obviously a wig., and the head
nothing more nor less than an old
footer.

Walker, scarcely able to helieve his
eves, gazed and gazed at Coker II. as
the remarkable object sprawled against
the desk.

“ A—a—an effigy " gasped Mr. Prout
nt last.

“ A—a—a dummy ! stuttered Walker,

“ A piece of trickery!” boomed Mr.
Prout.

“That—the villain Coker——" gnsﬁed
Walker. All Walker's . terrors  had
evaporated now; there was going to be
no inquest, no steen inquiry into the
causes of the sudden decease of Coker
of the Fifth. Obviously Uoker of the
Fifth was somewhere clse, and had left
this dummy in his place to deceive the
prefect’'s ohserving exe. Walker under-
stood that now. Iis terror turned -to
rage as he understood it. That villain
Coker—"'

“It's a—a trick, sir!” hooted Walker.
“(oker's broker,  bounds, sir—he's
broken detention, and rigged up this
dummy—he——"

Mr. Prout's eve tuwrned on Walker
with a baleful glare. He had been
:]e-ep]:.' alarmed, and  hiz  alarm, ]I]EE
Walker's, had turned to wrath—buat it
was Walker who waz the ﬂhjc"tt of hia

wiath. _
“Walker!™ g

he thunderad,

this 15 the—the thing—the cfigy—you

fancied to be Coker, and which Foul
struck——"
“I—I took it for Coker, sir! It's a

trick 1*

“This—this effigy sprong at you like
a tiger, according to your statcment to
me——""

i D'i.l EJ]‘

“This—thizs effigy struck you severasl
fierce blows——"

“Oh, dear!” :

“This effigy abused you, and applied
opprobrious epithets to me—called me,
sir, an old fool, according to your
statement '’ boomed the enraged Fifth-
Form master. “What do you mean,
Walker? Do yvou expect me to believe
your statements now "

Walker stuttered.

“Poor old Walker's number’s up,
with  Prouty!" murmured Harry
Wharton, outside the Form-room, and
there was a chuckle. Ewvidently James
Walker had told the tale not wisely
but too well. :

“Walker! DBelicving that you had
struck this boy—I—I mean Coker—so
severely as to cause him injury, you
lied to me, sir—you uttered a string of
outrageous falschoods!™ thundered Mr.
Prout. “Do you dare to repeat to me,.
sir, that this—this effigy talked, and

moved, and attacked you?! Do you
dare to repeat it, sir!”
“Nunno!” gasped Walker, “I—I

meant—I—I—" Ho stammeréd away
into dismayed silence.  Really, it
was 8 little ‘difficult to explam,

“Walker! I am surprised—shocked
—disgusted! You—a prefect of the
Jixth! On your own admission, you

struck Coker without provocation—
believing - this—this effigy to be Coker,
vou struck him—and you could have
received no provocstion from an—an
efigy, sir. Do you dare to say that
yvou received the shightest provocation,
sir, from this—this stuffed efhgyi”

Walker could only gasp.

“Tt is clear to me now, Walker, that
vou have a personal animus against a
boy of my Fﬁm—and I should not be.
surprised, Walker, to learn that Coker
had great provocation, on the occasion
when I punished him so severely for
threatening you. You have told me
falschoods concerning him—you have
steuek  him—stenck this effigy  which
vou believed to bs him—unprovoked!
You are a rascal, sir!” thundered Mr,
Prout. *“You are a bully, sir—that is
the word! A bully—and that unfor-
tunate boy, Coker, was probably quite
in the right to resent your conduct. T
shall rescind Coker's punishment, and

1 shall report vou to the Head,
Walker.”
“(h, sir!” babbled Walker. "“I—I

i

o Pﬁh!"

With a snort of contempt, Mr. Prout
swept past the dismayed prefect to
the door. There he turned to discharge
a Parthian shot, as it were.

“1 shall rescind Coker's punishment,
Walker, although he has broken de-
tentign this afterncon. I am convineced,
by what has happened now, that you
provoked him into unruly conduct. I
shall never believe another word you
utter concorning him—do not come to
me again, sir, to say that Coker has
threatened you! And I shall give my
support, sir, to this boy belonging to
my Form, if you should venture to
carry your tales to the Head, sie.”

With that, Mr. Prout swept oul—
0 majestically, that he nearly  can-
noned into the mob of juniors in tho
passage. Ile gave them a zghuc— and

(Cuntinved on page 28.)



A RACE FOR LIRERTY ! I'n Nis eagerncss o et af grips teith his vaseally cousin, Tomuy Comber finds that he
has bitten off vvove than e con cheir, and comes pevilously near being recaptured and sent back o the ro-

formatory ship Bellevophon !

DAVID GOODWIN.

A Shock for Chuffer !

W DON'T think you'll find him,” =aid

I Ban., " He's cleared out since

vou escaped,”

“Won't I? Well, T bet T pet
somve news of him, anyhow ! Nobody'll
know me. I'll go alone, though.™

Pan waz: disappointed. Bub Tommy
stuck to it.

“You belong in Gravesend, Dan; sou
oughtn't ta be seen with me there;
folks'd be asking who T am. TI'll o
over by the ferry steamer. But yon
mighe ﬂring the motor-boat to the old
beacon on Morthfleet Marshes, up abové
the town, about. moonrise, and pick me
up agam.’

“I'll pick you uyp—unless the  police
have done it first!” said Dan dubionsly.
“Wou're a fool to-go! I wish you'd tell
meswhat it 15 you're up fol”

“You're safest not knowimg, old
chap,” =aid Toemmy; “den’t want to
get' von inte trouble. And I can't tell
myzell till I-get there.”

They had some dinner in town, and
in the evening Tommy parted from hLis
chiim and tbnﬁ the stoam ferry across to
Gravesend, Dut before he left Tilbuory
he locked in at & draper's shop, and
bought a half-vard of black niﬁr and
some -strong black tape. He stowed
these in his side-pockot.

It 'was nearly dusk-when -he landed at
Gravesondd, Many a time he had come
here by boat from Cwrlew Island. Ik
was in this very town that he had been
arrested.  Diut, thanks to O'Hara,
nobody in the place could possibly re-
copnise him now,

Chafter Foss, Tommy's counsin, was said
to have left Gravesend. Dut Tommy
doabted 1t Hy this time, ATIVWAY, he
might have come back, And ‘wherever
he might be, Tommy believed he could
et on bhis track.

Chufier Foss! Tf fhere was ever a
face that kept Temmy awake at night
and thnt came into hirs dreams, it was
Clhnffer’s big, flabby countenance and
sharp, shifty eyves.  He owed his im-
prisenment te Chaffer: Perhaps Uncle
Jon owed his death to him.

(huffer had always hated Tommy.
He had caccosed Tomniy of curiving
favour with TTuele Joe, which whs hot
true,  And Tominy was o handy with
s fists that Chvffer, thoiigh half as
big again and thrée years older, had
been piven a good licking for it.

-
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Chuffer, sneaking and spying around
Curlew Island, had found out that there
was some secret of Uncle Joe's that
might be worth moriey. Then Tncle
Joe was Tound dead, and Tommy was
arrested,

There waz no evidence against Chuffer,
though. DBut there was plenty that
looked very black against Tommy., And
at the trial Chuffer had gone inte the
witness-box and told lies, .on ocath. He
had sworn that Tommy had asked him
to share in robbing Uncle Joe, who had
L}Im:t:r of money. And that Chulfer
ad laughed, and said he thought
Tommy wns joking. That evidence -of
Chuffer's just helped to put the lid on
it, Tommy was found guilty of rolbiug
the safe—for some of the money was
actually found on him. He couldu’t
cxplain how he came to have it

Many a night, swinging in his ham-
mock among the other prisoners on the
Bellerophon, “Tomny had dreamed of
meerting Chuffer Foss apain.

HOW THE STORY OPENED.

TOMMY COMBER, senfenced o three poars
detention aboard the reformatory  ship
DBellerophon for being concerped in the
murder of Rix uncle,

JOSEPH COMBER, a clever chemist, inventor
of a powerful high cxplotive nawmed
fomberite,

CHUFFER FOSS, Tomnny's cousin, a weer-do-
“well, whose folee evidence did wuch o
‘prefudice the innocent Tommy's chanccd
of acquittal.

DR, SWANE O"HARA, a «kilful snrgeon. who
shelters the fugitice from the Bellero-
phon, and fakes Kix fealures so thal
Tonrmy's oo pal,

DAN BENNET, doeen’t recoguize Fime welil
Tommy makez kwown Wiy identity,

MERVYN ITAYNES, a friend of " Hara's.

la return for the sercice 'Hara has ren-
dered hiny Tommy—who knoww: the recret of
Coniberite—iz asked fo make this valuable
erplosice for the decter and his fricnd,
Tomnry himaself to taxe a third share in the
partnerakip. Toutinyg agrec: (o the propozal,
He weets Dar—who, fncidentolly, ikfnks
O Hara and kiz friend a paoir of rogues—
and azks him te join Bim in - preparing
Comberite on Curlew Ialand, which formnerly
belonged to Joreph Comber. Dawn jumps at
the chance. Then Tomuty, whore deterininig-
lion to discover Wis wncle’s dastardly agpusnin
grows with erery passing dayg of lberiy,
aanaunces hin inténtien of poing over {o
ravesend to leok for Chuffer, whom he sus-
pecls of haring haW & hord &t the crime.

{Now read on.)
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He went to the back street where
Chulfer lived, but found the house ap-
parcntly shut up. It seemed to be no
0. Ho thought ho would go and
inquire down at the waterside.

And at that very moment he saw
Chuffer coming along the strect towards
him. Chuffer- himself—as large as life!

Tommy felt a .thrill run through him,
atid he held his breath, Chulfer lookes
at him sleepily, and passed straight on,
taking no notice. He did not know
Tommy from Adam.

When he had gone by Tommy turned
gquietly, and ft::]iﬂwctj.

“There's & good time coming!™ said
Tommy to hinself, under hjs breath.
" O, gec.whizz, there's a good time
coming by-and-by, Chuffer!”

He wanted Chulfer alone—-gquite alone.
That neight be a bit difficult, Trobally
Chulfer was going to one of the public-
houses "near ‘the waterside; his usual
haunt. Bul sometimes Chuffer walked
aver to Southflect in the evenings to sce
some fricnds of his. They were lime-
burners, and o pretty tough lot, as

Tommy knew.
. Tim fact was that Chuffer was
living in Southfleet village -altogether

now, instead of Gravesend, but Tommy.
didn't know that. However, when he
found Chuffer was leading out of the
town and up the hill along the country
road, Tommy knew thét his luck was. in.

He followed Chuffer, kecping caro-
Iuilﬁ' back and dut of sight.

Alrcady 1t was nearly dark.

Tommy was doing an uncommonly
dangerous thing; Dan would have tolid
liim he was fonlish. But he didn't care
for that. Ide fclt he had got to do it.
Chuffer had roused him vp and mady
him see red. EHe was nat quite certain
what he intended doing, but he had gob
a plan i his head over since leaving
Tilhur{,

As he walked aleng in the dark,
always keeping Chuffer's form in sight
ahead, he took the pidee of black silk
from his pocket, and slit off & squgre of
it with his penknifc. He -bored a hole
in earh top cdrner of the "square; and
passcd the sirong black tapo through.

Presently he halted for a fow moments,
and tied the thing firmly round: his head.
It mado gnite a useful black silk mashk,
Liding all the lower part of s [ace, and
coming vight up uwoderbeath Iz eves,
FHis forelicad was hidden Dy his cap,
He had wo infention of letting Chuffer
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¥oss get wise to what he looked like.
He knew he could take care of himself,

Chiffer was taking the short cut—the
ficldpath at the top of the chalk-pits. It
was vory dark, but onee or twice a long,
bright beam of light played for o
moment or two on the town and the
woods and the chalky ficlds, and then
went out again, his ray of light
scomed to come from a bright moving
spot, down on the dark river,

Tommy knew what it was, A torpedo-
boat, passing slowly up ‘the river, was
epparchtly practising with her searcli-
I:gﬁ; and flashing it about the banks,
It was rather & nuisance. He didn't
want any light; he preferred everything
to be as dark as possible. 5

They would stop it soon; probably it
was zome young officer larking about.
Now the searchlight was playing on the
Esgex shorfe, away across the river—not
vary distant from where the Bellerophon
lay at anchor at Black Point. Then the
light went out altogether.

“Chuffer was still tramping along the

ath ahead. And Tommy, quickenmng
r:is own pace, silently came up behind
him. g

Better perhaps if he had given it up
and gone back. But Tommy, who had
been hunted himseli, was now the
Lhunter. The sight of Chuffer was ioo
tauch for him. As the Scots say, the
heather was on fire inside his stomach.

He gave a low whistle, and Chuffar
halted in surprise, just at the brow of
the chalk-pit, looking round to sce
where the whistle came from. :

And then Tommy, standing behind
him, but without touching him, spoke
in  his natural voice—the voice of
‘Fommy Comber. It scemed to go
through Chuffer like a sharp knife.

“ Well, Cousin Chuffer,”” said Tommy
quictly, “what about it?" ]

When Chuffer heard that voice behind
him he leaped gquite two feot into the
air, #5 if he had been shot. Then he
spun rvound and jumped backwards
again, as he found himsolf facing that
masked figure which was moving to-
wards dum.

With a howl of terror Chuffer pulied
& heavy revolver out of his pocket guick
as a flash, and pointed it straight at
Tommy's chest.

“Keep off " he %nspﬂd. “Siop there!
If vou try to touch me I'll shoot you
dead! I swear T will!™ z

Tommy did stop. The last thing he
had ever thought of was that Chuffer
would have a pistol about him. And
Chuffer was evidently in such a state of
bind terror that he was more likely to
blow a hole through Tommy than not—
even without knowing it.

‘But the next moment Chuffer’s terror
changed to triumph, when he saw that
the boy, thuuFIt masked, was unarmed.

“DBy posh,” he eried, “I've got you!
Take thal thing off vour face, Tom

Comber! This 15 your finish! I got
yvou "
Chuffer certainly had got him. )
Tommy stood stock-still, watching

from above his mask.

“You were alter me, wers yout"
hissed Chuffer,  keeping  the pistol
levelled. **You young gacl-bird! You
think you've lLeat "em all; but I've
beaten vou! DBy gum, I'll wing vou
through the leg! I'll make sure o
er!r!

Suddenly, cven as he was speaking,
the scarchlight from the river came
sweeping  along the hill, and stopped
right upon the two of them, showing
them up in a bright white circle of light
Like a pair of figures in a magic-lantern,
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Tommy with his masked face and
Chuffer with the pistol levelled.

Thoe light made Tommy start, and
Chuffer- gasped, hali-blinded. Tommy
made a spring, and his fist caught
Chuffer under the jaw and sent him
staggering, the pistol flying from nis
hand.

The next moment they had grappled,
and, locked in each other’s arms, they
toppled over the edge, rolling over and
over down the steep face of the chalk-
pit in the glare of the light, the pistol
skipping down the hill beade them.

In the Chalk Pit!

M HUFFER'S first impression was
that the worid had come o
an end, having split through
the middle in a blaze of light,

and that he was falling right through
it into Australia, bumping himself
badly on the way., It seemed as if he
would never stop. He had let go of
Tommy, and was now clutching at
tufts of grass and lumps of chalk as
he rolled down the slope.

Being the heavier. of the two, he
reached the bottom first, arriving like
a spread eagleé, on his face, and Tommy
landed on top of him with a bump and
a sguelch,

“(rhuch ! gasped Chuffer.

“Gurre-rV’ siid Témmy, who didn't
know himself guite where he was. But
finding the large, soft substance under.
neath him was Chuffer, he took steps
to keep him there. He pinned Chuffer
down with all his force, and freeing
one hand, clutched at the silk mask,
which had come away and was hanging
by its tape from one ear.

The one thing Tommy didn't want
to lose, next to his liberty, was. the
mask: he had no idea of letting
Chuffer see his features in their native
beanty as alterad by Doctor ("Hara.
And he hadn’t counted on this’ rongh
and tumble, nor on the beastly glare
of light which was on them both.
With one guick moverment ha hitched
the tape round his other ear and got
the mask into place again.

But that moment was nearly fatal,
for while he was doing it Clhufler gave
a great heave underneath him and all
but threw him off. There was a fresh

struggle.  SBuddenly Tommy caught
sight of the revolver Iymg on the
ground a vard or twe away, and

Chulfer's arm stretehed out trying to
reach it

“"No you don't!" said Tommy, and
quick as a flash he made o spring
and snatched up the pisiel himself.
He rolled over, sitting up, and faced
Chulfer with it.

“Now then,” said Tommy. **I held
the giddy ace of trumps!”

“Don’t shoot!” gasped Chuffer,
turning deadly white. * Don’t—don’t
shoot !

Just then the searchlight switched
away and went out entirely, leaving
them both in darkness.

“Where was
Tommy.

For s moment the sudden change
bewildered them so much that neither
could do anything; it was like being
’i.}lunged inte a pit of Llackness. But
‘ommy's eves were quick, and foeused
themselves first, making out Chuffer’s
big dim figure in front of him.

*If you move, vou're done!™ said
Tommy fiercely. “Up with veur
hands, you fat-faced swab! Stick 'em
right out in front of vou on the ground,
wlhere I can see them,”

“¥Yes, ves!” whined Chuffer, and
Tommy could see his hands pushed

ial

Moses ! exclaimed

out like two white blobs, both of them
shaking, ai he squatted in front of his
cousin,  “Don't fire!™

“Why, you don't mean to say this
blessed thing is loaded, is it?" asked
Tommy blandly. “Just a bit of bluff,
eh? No cartridges in it? Quite all
right if I pull the trigger?"”

“No, no!" gasped Chuffer, trembling,
“it's loaded, there's six c-c-c-cartridges
in 1t!  Bix b-b-b-ballets!™

“Bix b-b-b-bullets, eh?"” said Tommy.

“One'll be plenty, Chuffer.” ]
“My goodness, you aren’t goin' to
shoot  me " blubbered  Chuffer.

“Tommy, you won't s-s-s-shoot me!"”

Tommy had no more idea of shooting
Chuffer than of shooting the ticon.
It is queer how n coward alwavs cries
cut before he is hort.

“You'll be hanged if do !
gasped Chuffer,

“I'll be blowed if T don't,” retorted
Tommy. “Don't get in such a scare,
you quivering lump of jelly,” he said
grimly. *“Do wyou suppose I'm such a
moke as to kill you? You wouldn't
have killed me, just now, would you?”

“"Nol!” cried Chuffer. “I swear I
H]qumlﬁ't. I never dreamed of such a

L H

“H course noi. You were poing to
make a bit of a hole in me mn%ﬁwlfet‘e,
that’s all--so I wouldn’t give any
more trouble an' could be made a
prisoner of, eh? Wing me, vou
called it, Well, T mean to say—nothing
could be fairer than that! I wasn't
complaining. I'll just wing you, while
I'm about it, Chuécr. Where will you
have it?"

you

“Ne, no ! squecaled Chuffer,
squirming.
“What d'vou mean —not"”  said

T?Il‘ﬂ'ﬂ}’ grimly. “You're in my way.
Why shouldn’t I do the same to you
as you'd have done to me?™’

“I was only k-k-k-kidding ! moaned
Chuffer.

“Do wvou think I'm Lkidding?" said
Tommy between his teeth, leaning
forward. “Do vou think a month on
the Bellerophon, where vou put e,
gives a fellow a taste for kidding?
The Bellerophon—where you'd shove
me back to-night, if you held this bit
of iran here, instead of me!”

“I wouldn't!” panted Chuffer. *I
wouldn’t. if you'd only let me alone!
Lemme go away gquietly, and I'll never
say a word; on my oath I won't!"
tLet—you—go!” said Tommy slowly,
hiz eves on Chuffer's face, for they
could wee leach other plainly now,
though all that was visible to Chuffer
was the silk mask, and the shining
eves above it.  “Do you really think,
my dear cousin Chuffer, that you're
gomng to get away with it? D'you
know how manv hours I've laid in my
hammock, lookin’ forward to the time
when I'd meet vou again an’ give vou
a welcome? What d'vou think I took
the risk of breaking out of the Billy
Rough Un for, and being hunted and
starved and shot at—but for the off-
chance of a meetin’® with wvou—the
pleasure of finding you alone®"

Chuffer looked into Tommy's eves.
Then he seemed to go all to pieces.

“Morey!” he gasped.

“Merey " said Tommy, and there
was no merey in his voice.  “'What
mercy  did  vou show Nunks, you
coward? What pity did you show my
Uncle Joe, the best friend ever a fellow
had. You Lkilled him!™

“No! No!" zaid Chuffer wildly.
“Tommy, it isn't true! I dido't know
vou thought that! I'd nothin' to do
with 16! I swear it. If you shoot mo
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The light made Tommy start, and Chuffer gasped, half-blinded. Next moment Tom sprang, and his fist caught Chuller

under the jaw, sending the pistol fiying from his hand.

(See page 24.)

right now, I can't say different. I
never did at!”

Wildly as Chuffer spoke, there was

soquething in his tone that nearly con-
vitwed Tommy, who had never felt
certain abouwt this. Instinet told him
that Chutler. cornered as he was, for
gnre in his life, was speaking the truth
—oy some of it.

“"Listen then, you scoundrel,” said
Tommy fercely, “I'm here to get
the_truth cut of vou, and I'll tell yon
what wou did do! You were in it,
That money of uncle’s that was found
o ~me—you got hold of me an' put
that money in my pockel while T was
azleep, the night the job was done”

"I—=1 didn't! 1 never—"

M Y¥ou did, for it was you who sel
the police after me at Gravesend next
morning, so they arrested me an'
found the money on me—and when
they put rou in the witness-box Fyou
swore that I fold you I was after
'_l.j:r':i:lc- Joo's money, and meant having
it

“Tommy, it 1=n't 0! cricd Chufier

desperately, I didn't—I never meant
to—-"

"You're lving again!” zaid Tommy
savagcly, “"But now I've got you,

an' I'll give you just one chance! You
know who it was killed Joseph Comber
—ypu can save yoursell if vou tell me!
Qurck—guick—whe was 1"

Chufler was s paralvsed with fear,
as Tomauy pressed upon him, that he
stammered and gasped.

“"Don't! Tommy, I'Nl tell you——>"
he sard hoarsely, *it was—it was——""

Zit! The searchlight's rav flashed
out from the dark river again, wavered,

and lit up the chalk pit, making
Chuffer wince.
“Out with !  His name'™ said

Tormmy  ficrcely.

At the same moment tvwo or threoe
tharp voices suddenly called out, from
the road just above.

“Hallo! Who's that
Hi'™

The voices acted on Chuffer like an
clectric shock, Ile made one bound
backwards out of Tonuny's reach,
velling alond as he threw himsell flay
behind “a bush.,

“This way-—guick ! sereamed
Chuffer, “Tt's Comber, the runaway
i:{lrru:ii;'[.! Ten pounds veward!  After
1 !

There was a second’s pause, and then
a rush.

Tommy did the only thing possible for
him. He made one dash for it, bolting
out of the cirele of light as quick as he
could. MHe couldn't do anything with
Chuffer now, He thought Il'u.: caught a
ghmpse of a policeman's helmet as two
or three dark figures came running down
into the pit.

Tommy plunged through a clump of
bushes and deoubled like a hare. [Ile
threw.away the revolver as he ran, I
there were any shooting done it wouldn’t
be by hun. The last thing he wanted
was to shoot anybody; and if there was
an accident 1t w-:mltr only be ten times
worse foer him when he was caught. lIle
had got out of the light now, and was
bolting for a narrow path belween two

down there?

banks below the pit. He had left the
pursuers away above him, and for the
moment they had lost sight of him.

“There he goces!™ yelped Chuffer's
vowe, “Hi, below there!  Stop him !
Grab him 1"

i R
The Torpedo-Boat.

coming up the path that he was

waking for—a big, dim figure

i a' goft hat, who barred the
way., Tomy had no time to turn, and
there was no room to dodge.

“Hi!” roared the dim figure, flinging
cut lus arms to grab the fugitive,

Tomwmy launched himsell head first,
like a young ram. His head struck full
an tlie stranger’s walisteoal,

“"Yoop!” pgmsped the man, and
doubled up like a jack-knile, landing
on s back on the path., Tommy stag-
gered at thoe shock and nearly fell, re-
covored himself just in time, and
sprinted off through the darkness as
though demons were after him.

Ile had got & start, but it was not
likely to be much good. The whole
countryside would be up and jommg
in the pursuit. Ie turned this way and
that, uncertain at first which way to
go. After covering four or five hundred
yards he halted and c¢rouched under n

tch of bramnbles to listen. He mu]t]
car the shouting of veices and runm
feet; his pursucrs had separated, and if
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he went ﬁhead blindly he might run into
one of them.

He found he had lost his mask, Tt
had fallen off when he butbed the man
who tried to grab him. That_would
vorv likely not save him now if they
got hold of him.

Tommy gave a groan. IHe had done
a mad thing in coming here after
Chuffer ; taken a deadly risk.  Yet he
folt it had been a risk worth taking—
anoiher moment or twe and he would
have got all he wanted out of Chuffer,
Now ﬁ‘g was up againzt capturc and the
Bellerophon again.

The scarchlight was wavering all over
the place now. It even lic for & moment
on the putch ef brambles where he was
erouching, and he lay still as death;
but the ray passed on agaip, raking the
hillside slowly., It had just missed him,

“That  beastly  light!”  muttered
Tommnmy. 11e wondered now what it
meant, and if it were looking for him.
It seemed. like it. ¥ad the authorities
“got wise ™ to him? Had somebody
tracked hitn to Tilbary and Gravesend?
Ho wondered if he had fallen into a
trap. .

Directly the light was away again he
rezmned his flight, He heard the noise
of the chase above him on the slopes,
and be ran in the opposite direction.
There were only twe places to make for
—the woods up on the hill, and the
salt-marshes down by the river at North-
fleet. Fe chose the marshes, and made
for them as fast as he could lay his toes
to the ground. . i i

The Northfleet saltings jut out into
the river in a wide headland, all. cut
up in muddy crecks. Toromy had often
landed on them from a boat, but he did
not Lknow his way to them very well
from the shore.  He might have got
vight away if it hadn't been for the
abowminable searchlight that touched him
up again and betraved him Lo his pur-
suers for a moment, so that they all
came rushing down to cut him off befare
he could.get on to the marsh.

It was extraordinary that the search-
light didn't stick to him and follow him
all the way once it had got bim, But
Tommy guossed thal whoever was work-
ing the light was too far away to see
him plainly ; what it did do was to give
him away to the hunters. Tommy only
just reached the marsh ahcad of one of
them who had got a long way in front
of the others,

“Whoop !
ruer.  Here ho is!
young beggar ! ;

The man was nat ffty yvards behind
him, and was overhauling him at every
stride. Tommy strained every nerve.
Ripght in front of him was the first of
the marshy crecks, loft half empty by the
tide. It was a terrific jump to take
into the dark; but Tommy launched
himsclf inte the air with all the force
laft in his body, his feet touched the
far bank, he lurched, staggered, and
went on again.

Hlosh ! ] i

EHis pursuer followed him, jumped
short, and fell with a howl into the
black mud that filled the crock, flounder-
ing like a hippepotamus. .

“Hdiay thers and wallow 1n 1t, you
hog!® panted Tominy, as he dashed
ahead again. “Might let a chap alone
who's runnin’ for his life !

He had got the advantage now, for he
knew the salt-marsh like a book.
Doubling and twisling, jumping creek
after ereck, he threaded his way across

Tallv:ho!™ yvelled the pur-
I've got you, you

rapidly till he reached the Point, where
the black beacon steod up as a mark for
ships. And here he crouched fat.

There was no.boat in sight., The dark
tide was swirling by, there was no way
off the saltings except by water., On the
landward side he was cut off, for the
pursuers had reached the man whe had
fallen into the creek and were hauling
him out. As scon af that was done
they came along after Tommy, for they
had got him cornered, with water on
three sides of him. In fact, they were
alrcady making their way out across to-
wards the beacon at the Point.

Tommy looked up and down the tide-
way, with despair at his heart. Had
Dan failed him? It was not yet the
hour ; he was too early. Would he have
to swim for it? The river was a mile
wide, and the tide running like a sluice.
He might hide in one of.the creeks; but
the rising water would soon drive him
out of it, and the pursuers were bound
to find him. There was the searchlight,
too., Luckily, it seemed to have missed
him altogether now, and was sweeping
te and from on the hills at the back,
its ray passing high over his head. But
at any moment it might show him up
lika daylight. The hunters were coming
nearer.
shouting to each other. i

And then, as Tommy turned his eyes
castward, he saw the moon rising like
a shining silver ring over the frees on
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the Purfleet shore.  He crooked his
fingers in his mouth and whistled.

As the shrill note, like the cry of a €

curlew, rang out across the water he
heard an answering noise, faint and
T
ug-chug! Chug-chug-chug!
It was the engine of a motor-boat.

Tommy sprang up and ran to the
water’s edge, peering through the
gloom, He could see nothing. He
whistled again, sending a piercing call

across the river, and caught sight of
romething that moved swiftly, sppreach-
ing the Point. x

‘Dan! Dan!” he cried.

“Hallo!"” hailed a voice.

“ Quick—quick " cried
“They're after me!™

He waded out through the mud and
water, The hunters were getting very
close, barely two hundred yards away,
hurrying across the saltings, The motor-
boat swung swiftly in towards Tommy
and checked smartly; he Aung himself in
over the gunwale, panting, and nearly
fell en top of the engine.

“Away out of it! Let her rip!’ he
gasped. :

Dan did let her rip. Without a word
he thrust his helm hard a-port, opened
his throttle, and steered out into mid-
stream. The pursuers had caught sight
of him.

“Stop, there, that boat!” they shouted
I‘urEuusﬂr. “Bop !

[ 1] Cﬂming !'I!
Tommy,

He could hear their voices

]

"Stop your faces—cork ‘cm up ! mur-
mured Dan cheerfully, turning out
across the tide. “Lie down n the
bottom,; kid! They can't see anything 1™

There was a chorus of rage and ﬁis-
appointment and strong language behind
them where the baflled pursucrs were
dancing on the marsh at the water's
cdge.

“"Get the boat out!” cried a voice.
“Follow 'em!"

“There’s a boat in the big creek near
the beacon ' said Dan. “They'll shove
her out!" -

“Gosh, T wish I'd konown that!" said
Teommy, lving fat in the bettom of the
boat. "I'%l have got hold of her
myself Y

“It don't matier,” =said Dan calmly.
“SBhe's only a heavy ship's boat. They
can no more catch us with oars than
they could catch the giddy moon
vonder. By the way, it's lucky she’s

iving no light. Let 'em go for a row

v all means, if it amuses them. What
in thunder have you been up to!”

There was no time to give Dan the
story, but Tommy told him roughly-in
a few words what had happened.

“Blazing - voung fool!” said Dan.
“Did anv of them sesa vour face®”

“MNo, I don't think so0."

“Weall, that wouldn't have saved vou
if they'd nabbed you after you'd been
fooling with Chuffer.” You'd never have
got away with it. They weren't near
enough to spot-me, so all’s well that
ends well. ly the sooner you're out
of this craft the better. I'll land you
a couple of miles up-stream on the er
bank; you can get a frain to town,
and we'll meet in a safe place to-

They were well away from Northfeel
Point by now, and there was no further
fear of being overtaken, Tommy sat up
on the thwart.

“You've pulled me out of the giddy
soup, Dan,” he zaid. “I'd never have
been able to swim all the way acroes in
my clothes, but I'd have tried it. And

. you can call me a fool, but I precious

nearly got what was worth all the risk.
There's that light again [ he added, as
the searchlight flazhed overhead. *It's
iven me more trouble than anything
else. What is it ¥
“Torpedo-boat,” said Dan. “She's
patrolling up and down Lan]; Reach.
Thnt‘a.wﬁat made me late. I lay up in
a creck and dodged her.”

“What's she looking for ™

“You, I expect,” said Dan, as he put
his helm over again quickly and turned

away. “It seems like somebody’s got
on_to it that Tommy Comber 1s in the
neighbourhood, and they're watching

the shipping to see he doesn't get away.
I thought the T.B., had chucked it and
gone down the river again, Hope to
merey he doesn't spob us”

And as he spoke the searchlight swept
the water and halted upon the buzzing
motor-boat and its tWo passengors,
illuminating them n a blinding white
circle. The torpedo-boat was not two
hundred yards away.”

“That’s torn it!” said Dan through
hiz teath. :

A sharp, commanding voice, coming
through a megaphone or speaking
trumpet, hailed them:

“ Motor - boat, ahoy!
instantly !

Tommy had been through more than
he could stand. The chase had ex-
hausted him, and this put the lid on it

“Heoot for it!” he gasped, hiz nerve
giving way. “Full speed ahead I

(Continuwed on pPoge 28.)
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AN A.I. PUZZLE !

EFORE switching over to matters more directly
connected with the Magxer, I feel it incumbent
upon me to bring to your notice the wonderful Free
Gift which will accempany every copy of our grand

companion paper, the ""Gem,’ this week. Free Gifts are
always aceeptable. Indeed, they help to make the world go
round, and they ceriainly give an additional popularity to
ﬁ(fnpﬂl:hrea_d the world over by girls and boys. Now, the
Gem ' this weok eelebrates its second Free Gift number
with a top-hole puzzle, which is aptly styled :

FUN WITH FOOTBALLERS!

I expect that brings a wrinkle to your brow. - Well, although
I am the last person in the world to wish to seo cheery
faces wrinkled in perplexity, I do think that the present
cazo iz an excusable exception. This puzzle is certainly the
goods!  Bixteen popular footballers form- the basis of it; and
with these fellows readers will while away many of their
leisure moments. 1o some, the puzzle may take a long time
to solve. Other chaps may never solve it until they see the
solution. Bulb in-either event this novelty will make a great
appeal. And the solution of it will be given in the follow-
ing week's “Gem,” complete with diagrams. Now, you
fellows, you really mmst step in and make sure of this Free
%Ft&_ 1?311”: forget the “Gem " iz on sale Wednesdav.
Nuff said!

—

SAYING THE WORD |

The months of July and August have seen a large number
of new readers buying the MagxeET. In most cases these
new readers—at,least those' whoe have been kind enough to
drop me a line—have Informed me that they became readers
beecause pals of theirs recommended the MAGNET as a
“suitable twopennyworth.” And, without exception, these
neweomers to our happy band declare that it is amazing
to think that such a good story-book has been passed over
for,so0 long. Again, without cxception, these new readers
oy that they long for Monday to come round; for it means
the MaoxET. A.i? this is very gratifying to me; for I have
oftén remarked in this column, that if every reader of the
MasxeT told his pal what a fine paper the MAGNET really
ia, we should Iit-the skies with our eirculation, in 8 manner
of epeaking. My best thanks go to the fellows who have
taken me at my word and enrolled a new reader-chum, and
1 would urge other chums to do likewise, After all, it is o
easy to recommend someothing that is good, and very
pleasant to hear a new pal say: *Jove, you have done me
- gooed turn!” Look at it in that light, chums, and just
ra¥ the word,

F_i:g Next Monday.

“CHUMS—THROUGH THICK AND THIN!*
By Frank Richards.

for next week deals with the Boundor and hia
al, Tom dwing—always a happy combination in the
,m‘m]s of Frank Richards. Yon'il like the way Tom =stands
by the Bounder, as also will you sympathize with old
Smithy, for hiz past comes up against Lhim and tempts him
to kick over the traceos.

This stor

« THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-POUND SECRET!"
By David Goodwin.

Little nead for me here to urge you to read next week's
inatalment of this Bne yarn, David Geodwin hits the Lulls-
oye cvery Line.

FOOTER !

And don't forget this special four-page supplemert, you
[nnter fans, It's better than ever,
Chin, chin!
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BING

EXPRESS

Every part of the Bing Miniature
Railway systems is a working model,
exactly to the smallest detaill. There are
Electrie, Steam, and Clockwork Engines,
Rolling Stock, Tracks, Points, Sidings,
Buffers, Signals, Signal Boxes, Stations,
Bridges, Tunnels, ete. At a moderate
cost you can purchase. a whole table
railway service or build one up from
separate parts. See them at your
nearest dealers to-day and ask for the
FREE Bing Catalogue. It illustrates
the complete range of Bing Railways,
Vertical and Hornzontal Stationary
Engines, Cinemas and Magic Lanterns.
In case you cannot get your copy write
to address below.
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Fogk far thiz Brand
Mark on u!_'.f medfal foys.
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Bing Advertising
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